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Preface
 



   

  
 “Look into my eyes. They are filled with water like the oceans, and the world in front of them is black like the night.” The Author.
 


This collection of the bizarre is a ticket into the realm of the unknown. Some may call it destination hell. Dark Passage offers a trip into the obscure, unrecognized corridors of the mind.


When someone is all alone surrounded in darkness or has a unique type of fear, it is often the case they have subverted to misunderstanding something even to the point of madness. A society based on super-ego has no room for those who do not fit the mold.
 


  In the insanity of lonesome isolation, people tend to rely on a false syndrome their minds develop to replace this desolate feeling of being detached with something of substance. It does not matter what the substitute reality is, as long as it helps to alleviate or assuage the pain.
 


  Myths and legends are born from a need to replace the unknown with a grandiose scheme or plan meant to explain the unexplainable. Urban legends have come and gone but are also part of the genre of the bizarre.
 


  In some cases, however, there is no alternative reality to be found and there is no fantastic story to sensationalize. Documented proof cannot be replaced by conjecture. There is no trick of the mind that can cure harsh facts. But what if the facts themselves only lead the mystery seeker to a further dilemma? What if the facts are outside of the norm or strange?
 


  When the outcome goes against all logical inquiry, it leads one back into the stagnant light of solo darkness. It is at this point, it would be better to keep the mind from wandering down dark hallways. This is the time, however, we tend to try to run from the darkness and end up blinded by the murky evil we are sure to find at the end of the hall.
 


   


  In the first tale, the heroine encompassed by this societal phenomenon tries to flee from her external pressure. She is not so lucky. In the second story, the person of interest manages to escape, but at what cost comes his manifest? The third story will redefine the meaning of eternal love. Did they all really just find the truth behind the purpose of their human existence? Tragic it is, or as tragic as it may sound in the end. Each finds the answer through a different means, but are the results that much different?
 


  The first account of the unknown is The Universe of Ursula. The second is My Daddy, the Satanist, and the third story is Love Delusion. Are you ready to venture down these three paths to find out which is the correct answer, if one can be determined when dealing with such questionable logic found in the mind’s dark hallways? Passage has been paid, but only one way!
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Ian “Rosey” Frost is an author of vision and to some extent an optimist. Sometimes he is a philosopher. This is not the first book, and probably not the last that Frost has completed. He had worked before authoring news reports as a professional journalist in Western America and dealt with every daily reality imaginable.
 


Obsessed with the struggle of man to survive in his modern environment and the lack of interest in solving the problems faced by future generations, Frost was quite disillusioned by a system that only talked about what faced mankind in the time ahead.
 


He ended his career as a journalist and without any monetary means left, found himself in a struggle for his own self-survival. He joined the armed services where he faced the problem of involvement in nothing less than a war of beliefs. After his tenure as a professional soldier, he realized the fruitless efforts of making war against his brothers was not the solution and again put pen to paper. This time not as a member of the free press, but as a writer of novels intended to be entertaining as well as delivering some message of hope for the future.
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  Prologue
 


   


  In 730 Anno Domini, the early Holy Roman Empire was engaged in conflicts with paganism and hedonism. Many of the peoples on the border along the area known as the combined tribal lands of Germania were unwilling to adopt Christianity. Constant battles between warlords and meager Christian forces were fought over territorial disputes based on divergent religious beliefs and cultures.
 

  
  Ursula von Utrecht was one of the first documented Christian nuns. As founder of one of the earliest order of nuns, she was said to possess the ability to be in two places at one time. Through this means, she was able to confuse her pursuers and protect her fellow Christian sisters of belief. This capacity is known today as astral projection. It was presumed she avoided martyrdom and persecution at the hands of hedonistic tribes in her region of birth many times before finally being captured and burnt at the stake.
 

  
  Years later in the 14th Century, the Church elevated her to sainthood. Originally, she was canonized as the saint of education or learning, but years later removed from the list of Patrons. The Church claimed the Patrons’ listing was swollen and in need of purging or cleansing from uncertainty. It claimed the documentation surrounding the wonder of miracles pertaining to Ursula was incomplete. Some of the evidence had been lost over time and no longer could be verified. The lack of handheld proof only added to dwindling support in favor of Saint Ursula’s maintained elevation as a Patron.
 


  The attributed miracles of Ursula were reduced to ‘normal occurrence’, but her martyrdom was never doubted or brought into question. Her ‘gift’ was later regarded, however, as religious mythos.
 


  In the Victorian Age, the invention of photography offered a new perspective that would eventually impact daily life. Emilie Sagee taught school in the Ukraine in the mid-1800s. She was simply known as “the woman who was not there.”
 


  Documented proof of early photographic images, showed Emilie next to herself or her “doppelgänger.” It was said Emilie could not see the image of her second self when such an event transpired. Many witnessed the day as she stood before her class and simultaneously conducted tutoring with her dual presence. After growing disturbed at giggling by the students, she asked what they found so funny. They informed her she had a twin self and pointed to the twin. Emilie could not see what the students claimed to see and became angered. 
 


  On the matter, the church did not intervene, but the similarities between Emilie and Ursula von Utrecht was remarkable and could not go unnoticed.
 


  The following years were hard for Sagee. As a result of the unusual circumstances regarding her person, she would later be fired from her position in the boarding school. It was not the only instance, in which she had experienced this problem.
 


  During her travels, she was forced to repeatedly regain a teaching position as her only livelihood of monetary gain was constantly threatened. 
 


  It was not until the phenomenon was photographed that the innuendo of her stigmata was lifted. The authenticity of the picture was never disputed. It clearly shows two Emilies standing next to each other in the same second the photo was taken.
 


  This book is a drama depicting dual identities and the lives of new incarnations. The story of history has now been told and the scene is set. Where better to find the odd or unusual than in the rambling modern metropolitan world? The tale of the protagonist, Ursula Emily Chivers, begins in the melting pot of modern culture, New York. This adventure focuses on a modern life event, but one that is dependent or inseparable from the past. Her story holds true to her earlier namesakes!
 


  
 


  Introduction: the Bus Station Happening
 


  
It was the third night, the night of Lazarath’s rising, and the dream repeated itself over and over in her sleep. Even after she would wake, the images were still fresh in her memory. Ursula was aware she had been looking at herself in her mind’s eye. The dream was clear. She held a picture in her hand from a time long ago. It was a time before her childhood. The image was of her in her adult life, although she was aware of still being trapped in the womb of her mother, as a fish and then just suddenly made human in form. It was in this void between life’s reality of her becoming who she was, is where she first saw the photograph, the photo of her and her self twin.
 


  For the first time and only for a brief moment, did she fully comprehend her existence? All the qualities that made her unique and individual were present and yet set apart. She was born anew each night in her sleep and she could not explain the reason for having such a dream.
 


  She would dream of freedom from the chains in life, but the dream of past lives always ended the same. She would wake unaware of the final act in her sleep’s tragic play, but aware of the circumstances leading up to it. The horror was too profound for her to grasp in sober, conscious recollection.
 


  Although it was all so strange, it was somehow calming. The thoughts were pleasant, but there seemed to be something inexplicable about this dream that persisted. It was like a puzzle almost complete, but in the end falling short of completion, missing one final piece. It was abhorrence.
 


  The times being as they were, love and truth had become far too far seldom commodities. Ursula was from the start caught along a fine line defining truth and harsh reality. Too many lies in the overall marketing plan eliminated the innocent and created a victim of love. This day would start a chain of events, recorded and confirmed by the witness of good standing, but denied in lieu of malicious breeding of lies. The light radiated past the Sword of Damocles that loomed ever-present over her but was not its remedy.
 


 She would quickly become the hunted in a world of predators. Considered a gaudy freak, she was protected by only this thin ray of light and an even thinner spark of hope. It was, however, this light that set her apart from the evil parasitic consumption of corrupt criticism from skeptics of equal proportion and demonic devise to that of the Pharisees themselves.
 



It was a rough end to the work day for Ursula in her last class at Central High School. “For your homework tonight, please read Chapter 2. Class, please come to order. Quiet please, it is almost time for the bell. Remember the homework assignment, Chapter 2,” begged Ursula as she tried to calm the class. They had become uneasy and she could not understand what had caused the ruckus.
 


 For the second-year teacher it was important to maintain control in the classroom but the teens were, some laughing out loud and others pointing at seemingly thin air. Ursula was relieved it was nearing the end of the day’s learning session. As the bell rang to end the period, the students exited with looks of strange dismay on their faces directed at the young teacher.
 


 “Remember the homework, Chapter 2,” she simply reiterated ignoring their glares. She remained until the class had emptied and then exited only to overhear their murmurs. They were talking about seeing a ghost or something. She was quick to dismiss it all as a student planned prank and went straight on to the teacher’s lounge.
 


 “Did you see her, Agnes?” asked Paula, one of Ursula’s students, of her classmate. “She was standing in front of the room as clear as day.”
 


 Agnes, obviously upset by the question, simply nodded her head negatively and ran quickly to her next class. “We can talk about it later,” she said as she departed the scene.
 


 Ted Garcia was listening in on the pair and interrupted saying, “Well I saw it. You saw the ghost too, didn’t you?”
 


 “You were probably high on drugs and just think you saw something,” answered Paula as she was left alone with Ted. She did not want to admit anything to him as he was known for smoking weed.
 


 “No matter what you think about me, there is something really strange about that woman,” he added before they went their separate ways.
 


 Ursula had reached the teacher’s lounge and was greeted by her fellow teacher, one of her few friends, Darla Waters.
 


“Hi, Ursula. Every time I see you these days you are always in a hurry to go someplace. We hardly even talk anymore,” she stated as a cold welcome. “Where are you off to today?”
 


“Oh Darla, you know it is not that bad. We still chat. You know Tuesday is my short day. I have a lunch date. He’s meeting me at the Grand Central Station coffee shop and I don’t want to be late,” she responded.
 


“At least your boyfriend takes time out from work to share with you. He must make you feel very special. Does your lunch-mate have a name?” inquired Darla.
 


“Yes, his name is Tom and he does make me feel special. That is why I love him so much,” responded Ursula as she collected her things. She was then quickly off to the bus station and her date.
 


It would be there the witness list would include more than just a bunch of giddy high school students.
 


  
Chapter 1 Did you hear the News?
 


  The first time her extraordinary gift was made evident was on the corner of 41st and Lexington near the bus station. It was a series of events in the 1990s resulting in nothing less than a miracle. Was it said, her gift was made evident? This is not exactly what happened on that inexplicable day in New York.
 


  Grand Central Station was alive with midday activity. People were bustling about in the rush of the lunch hour. Traffic was heavy and the bus drivers were trying to comply with strict time limitations on the route.
 


  In a nearby cafeteria, stood the heroine of this tale as she was enjoying a well-deserved sandwich and coffee with her young friend, Tom Blake. She was 24 at the time and Tom was 22, a successful broker’s apprentice. He was new to Manhattan’s stock market culture and the two made a quaint mixed pare. Her day of teaching in a local public school was ended. Tuesday was her short day, with only two morning classes. Tom, on the other hand, was under time pressure to return before the closing bell of the business day.
 


  “How was your day?” asked Tom.


  As she stirred her coffee, she answered, “I am glad it was only a short day. I have a slight headache. How has your day gone?”


  “Just one account left open!” he added.


  Ursula was quite unaware of the events surrounding her, more interested in the proper digestion of her eats and her male companion. He was equally unconcerned and nonchalant, as he delighted solely in the pleasure of his lunch engagement. Tom could not take his eyes off of her. But something rare happened, something out of the ordinary, which diverted his fixation on Ursula. 
 


  Tom was still gazing in Ursula’s eyes but had a clear view of the Lexington intersection through the store window. As the ensuing events unfolded, he simply looked away for a brief moment and exclaimed in disbelief, “Oh my God!” He spoke hesitantly and under his breath as he watched. He tried not to disturb Ursula.
 


  It was another Ursula!? It was as if he did not see anyone else. Outside on the city street, he witnessed what he had first thought was his mind playing tricks on him. How could it be her? It must have been a doppelganger.
 


  It was so. A single bus was preparing to disembark from the intersection. The driver had closed the passenger doors as not to allow further entry.
 


  A woman with a baby stroller approached at the same instance. Miriam Collins was busy talking into her mobile phone and was holding it only inches away from her nose as she moved closer on a fateful collision course with the bus. The antenna phone was giving her fits. Miriam was with her other hand pushing the carriage along the way.
 


  She did not realize she had already reached the precipice of the curb as the phone she was using blocked her view. She inadvertently continued to carry on the phone conversation.
 


  Without thought of foresight, she was walking with her child on a direct course in front of the departing bus. Still unaware of the danger, she continued head-on into the path of the moving vehicle. Invariably staring into the display, Miriam was oblivious to her surroundings. She did not expect to reach the intersection so quickly and neither did she anticipate finding a departing bus in front of her.
 


  With only a few steps between disasters, Miriam’s forward progress was suddenly impeded. Her course to self-destruction for her and her baby was brought to a sudden, abrupt halt. Miriam and carriage collided not with the bus, but with a mystery woman who somehow appeared out of nowhere and placed herself in the way.
 


  Miriam and baby collided mid-step with the woman with outstretched arms. The carriage and Miriam collapsed front on in a collision with this strange guardian angel that had somehow placed herself in the middle of the bus and mother with child.
 


  By this time, the bus driver had become aware of the event and slammed on the breaks. He was alarmed and not certain if he had hit a pedestrian, but was relieved to see mother and child doing well as he reopened the door. They stood only a few feet away from where the bus had come to its halt. “Is everyone okay?” he screamed out in a nervous voice to anyone capable to answer. No one responded as Miriam was now in a mild state of shock.
 


  Tom had seen the incident from the coffee shop. Many others witnessed the small wonder and were now looking around confused in search of the heroic woman who stopped the disaster before it happened. It was strange, as the mystery woman just appeared, but so to had, she disappeared, almost as quickly as she had arrived.
 


  “Where did she go?” asked one of the passers-by. “Where did she come from?” asked another. She had simply vanished.
 


  Tom was now again looking across the table at Ursula, whose back had been turned the entire tine to the crowd massing on the street outside the coffee shop.
 


  He noticed she appeared to be frozen, transfixed in place. There was a vacant look in her eyes that replaced a usually vital liveliness. As he was about to inquire if everything was alright, Ursula fell lifelessly to the floor.
 


  
 


  Chapter 2 Trip to Hospital
 


  Amid the confusion, Tom reacted quickly and called for emergency services on his mobile. They arrived moments later to find Ursula groggy, but relatively stable. “She just passed out,” explained Tom as the medical assistant asked Ursula to follow the light with her eyes. Shining the light in her eyes, the EMT was not completely convinced and asked Ursula to get on the wheeled stretcher.
 


  “It is only as a precaution,” he said, “It would be in your best interest to come with us. You appear to be showing signs of symptoms similar to that of a concussion, but there is nothing to worry about. It is just for routine observation. Then we will be sure and it is safer to protect your health.”
 


  The press had responded as well. They arrived on the scene to corroborate what from the day’s view would go down as good news. Little attention was paid to how the miracle happened, just that a mother and child escaped certain death. The rumor of some guardian angel was alluded to, but most of the credit went to the bus driver whose quick actions were enough to prevent disaster.
 


  The problem presented itself as the paramedics insisted she should be taken to hospital for observation. “I’m sure I am alright. I must have just passed out,” she said in mild protest of this action.


   


  Outside the second patient, Miriam was still in shock and was also being administered to by the arriving emergency team. The scene was further disrupted by the persistent crying of Miriam’s infant child who could not be calmed. The disjunction between Miriam and Ursula was strange, to say the least, but mitigated by two distinct causes.
 


  As they wheeled Ursula out someone in the crowd shouted, “That is her! She was the one!” The bystander had obviously recognized or confused Ursula for the mystery woman which was seemingly impossible. To make matters worse, she was identified by others in the crowd as being the guardian angel before being loaded into the ambulance. Now having to insist the crowd stay back to allow the women breathing room, the EMTs departed and the mob began to quietly disperse. Even baby Miriam was now quiet in the arms of her fully recovered mother.
 


  The talk on the way to hospital was dominated by trying to sort out the confusion of the city scene they had just left behind.
 


  One of the paramedics attempting to see to her needs on route to the hospital and trying to console her asked if she had seen anything. Ursula responded simply, “You mean what happened outside. No, my back was turned.” It was a logical question as the event described to the emergency team was reported as nothing less than a minor miracle. An event that ended with the narrow escape from a severe injury, but if seen by a third party is enough to cause even the strongest person a lapse.
 


  The theory was she must have hit her head amid the ruckus, being startled by the on goings. In light of this assumption, she may simply not be able to remember exactly how she fell to the floor. It was their duty to try and get all the facts.
 


  The team did not want to ask her about the hecklers in the crowd as she was rolled out of the coffee shop in fear they may worsen her condition, but they could not explain the reason behind the crowd’s interest in her as well. The driver just looked briefly over his shoulder at his colleague when they heard her response.
 


  After passing out briefly on route to the hospital, Ursula displayed no other abnormal symptoms. The loss of consciousness was attributed to the heat, the confusion, and the cramped space in the ambulance. By the time she arrived at the hospital emergency admittance entrance, Ursula was in full control of her faculties. They had promised her it would be just a routine stay, and she had hoped after a few tests they would be satisfied. She anticipated there would be no problem for her quick release. 
 


  “So here is our hero. I am glad you are awake,” said the on-duty medical doctor as he greeted her in the emergency room entrance.


   


  “They are all saying if it were not for you, we would have had a much worse disaster on our hands. I was told you stopped a mother with a child from walking head-on into an oncoming bus while she was talking on her mobile,” he added as he looked down at Ursula on the stretcher while he clicked his pen. “Take her to observation room 3,” he told one of the attending EMTs.
 


  “Where am I,” asked Ursula in a mild state of delirium. She could not remember anything.
 


  “You have just waked and are safe in the hospital. I would say you may have experienced what is known as a mild panic attack, but it does not appear to be dangerous. Under the circumstances, it is nothing to worry about,” added the doctor.
 


  “I can now vaguely remember being raised onto the ambulance, but the rest in a blank. Everything before and after is a blur,” she insisted.
 


  “That is perfectly normal,” reiterated the physician, “You may have even had a mild shock, but there is really nothing to worry about.” Then they were separated as the doctor was called away and Ursula was wheeled into observation.
 


  
 


  Chapter 3 Aftermath of the Wonder
 


  It was already late afternoon by the time she was first attended to. She was quickly determined as not being an immediate emergency and assigned a room. The luck of the draw saw to it that Ursula would not be troubled by a roommate. The next day she was scheduled for a routine CAT scan, but there would be no sooner possibility for the test, as the night shift did not normally perform the procedure. Having already gone home for the day, the necessary technical people were no longer available.
 


  Tom in the meantime had remained in the lobby waiting area and was still worried about Ursula. It was now late in the evening and he had been away from the office most of the day. He decided to stop back in for just a short moment, time enough to quickly explain the events that had transpired on his lunch break.


  Shirley was the only one left as she was still seated at her desk in the reception area of the office. She was doing a stint of overtime to consolidate client files that needed attention. Tom informed her of his status and his intention to go back to the hospital to try to find out more about Ursula’s condition, something he had been unable to do. She assured him she would relay the information. He did not think to tell the secretary about his own open client situation. In all the confusion, it had completely slipped his mind.
 


  Arriving back at the hospital in record time, Tom got a brief chance to speak with the head practitioner. He found the chief doctor in the lobby and approached him, sighting him as he was talking to one of the nurses.


  “She has suffered a mild shock. Her system collapsed, but I am sure she will be alright. She is doing fine and has stabilized. We have to hold her overnight for observation and tomorrow we will run a few routine tests,” said the doctor in an effort to quell Tom’s concern.
 


  “There is nothing to worry about. I am sure she will make a complete recovery,” added Doctor Matthew Tommalson to Tom as he stood before the man of medicine with a look of deep concern on his face in a desperate effort to gain an insight into some hope.
 


  “Thank you for your time. I am sure you have a lot on your hands,” responded Tom with a sigh of relief in his voice and a feeling of gratitude in the knowledge the doctor had shared with him. Tom was impressed by the man’s ability to quickly recall exactly which of his patients was in question, and this only added to the feeling of security that Ursula was in good hands.
 


  Manhattan’s elite would not tolerate his absence for just tests on his girlfriend, and he was aware he was required on the job. Even after the close of the day’s business, he did not go back to the office. He hoped the message he left with Shirley would suffice.


  It was now well past visiting hours and after speaking with the doctor, Tom decided to go home and try to call Ursula in her room. He called repeatedly to try and contact her. It would have served no useful purpose to return to the hospital; again aware visiting hours were long expired. The thought did cross his mind as he could not reach her by dialing the number for her room the hospital desk had given him. Apparently her phone had not been connected. Finally in a last attempt, he reached the desk that was able to patch him through to Ursula’s overnight room.
 


  “Hello,” said Ursula as she fought to get to the phone that was placed inconveniently at random in the room. She immediately recognized Tom’s voice on the other end.
 


  “How are you honey?” he asked in a concerned tone.
 


  “Oh, I am just fine. They are rather slow around here, but if all goes well I will be home tomorrow. I just have to call the school to tell them they will need a substitute. It is all a bit silly if you ask me, to make such a fuss and all,” she explained.
 


  “I do not want to scare you, but you sure scared me. I think what you need is a good night’s sleep. You know I hope this is not too much for you, but the whole thing made the evening news.”
 


  “Oh, I am so glad the woman and her child are okay. I think you are right,” she said not paying attention to the comment about the news. “I think I will ask for a sleeping pill. I need help to sleep. Don’t worry about me, I will be fine. I am sure.”
 


  Tom responded, “Just hearing your voice is enough. See you tomorrow. I don’t want to keep you up. Goodnight.” With that, Ursula hung up the phone and called the nurse.
 


  In the confusion throughout the course of the day, Tom found it difficult to concentrate on anything but Ursula. He was stressed out and did not remember the account he was handed before lunch. It was an important matter involving a large amount of money in a stock transfer. It was also something that remained untouched upon on the bottom of a stack of paperwork he had left on his desk, even after his talk with Shirley. This would haunt him much more than the worry over Ursula’s eventual full recovery.
 


  
 


  Chapter 4 Dream of the Hedonistic King’s Men
 


  A young woman wandered in an open field of a large forest. Her head was pointed constantly downward as she gazed upon the various plants at her feet. In the basket she held over her shoulder was a variety of herbs and roots from the earth. She had collected and gathered an apothecary of medicinal sorts.
 


  This was not just random, she was well-versed in what to pick from in the garden of this healing plethora. Melissa, chamomile, and lavender were among her prize finds.
 


  Suddenly she stopped amid her search, as in the distance she could hear the sound of approaching horses. Without delay, she took up a quick pace on foot that soon turned into a brisk run. She knew she must reunite with her friends she had left behind in a nearby glade and warn them. 
 


  “The marauders are underway!! They came upon to find me whilst I was gathering herb for the healing,” cried the young maid by now out of her senses as she ran to rejoin her Coventry. 
 


  Vague in shadow and blurred, Ursula was dreaming as she lay in hospital. She had fallen asleep after talking with Tom. She saw in her mind’s eye the young girl dressed in ancient heavy wool garb with a headdress of streaming light blue wings bent upon the tips. Around her waist was tied a brown, wood rosary. Her modest sandals were torn from the flight of her escape.
 


  Ursula had requested and received a sleeping aid, but the sleeping pill was not really responsible for the new life experience awakening in her sleep.
 


  Her dream was not the same one of recurrence she had been accustomed too!
 


  She saw herself leading a group of confused young women to refuge. “Take place here and remain in safety,” said Ursula, now in the dream leading a group of nuns into a nearby cave. “Wait for my return and pray in fervency to our redeemer for His protection. With God’s help, I will divert them. It will not be long before they again pick up our track.”
 


  It was the sound that dominated her dream. It was the sound of relentless hoof beats of horses in full gallop. She stood exposed in the opening of some forest land as four horses from all sides descended upon her. She could rise over the scene as if free of her body. She saw as they converged upon her.
 


  And then in a fraction of a second, she was gone. She had vanished. The horse and riders continued on the path but soon stopped, realizing their prey had been somehow left behind.
 


  What was once loud trotting had now become sporadic steps in a useless search for the woman that had eluded them. Axe and sword turned back fauna and foliage in an effort to find her hiding place, but they found nothing. There was no trace of her.
 


  Ursula tossed and turned in her sleep. Outside her room in the alcove of the hospital, a night nurse found a patient wandering about after hours. It was Ursula.
 


  “You must go back to your room dear. You should not be out here in the hall. You will catch a death of cold,” said the night nurse as she looked at Ursula who appeared lost. Dismissing it as sleepwalking, she observed her and waited until she opened the door to reenter her room.
 


  Later, the nurse decided to check back in to see if all was well and found Ursula asleep in bed. The dream was apparently over. The hospital attendant was satisfied. What the nurse did not know, however, is that Ursula had not left her room the entire evening. She later clearly retained the last few scenes with some clear recollection but was also unaware of being sighted in the hall.
 


  Upon realizing the hoof beats had ceased, the dream of apocalyptic horse and rider had just subsided as the sound grew faint. The terrible images had stopped, and the last thing she retained from the dream was the image of a lone figure standing strong.
 


  In her state of mind of abstract reality, Ursula could distinguish the women as she appeared to be trying to communicate with her.“My name is Ursula as well,” said the women to her. At first, she dismissed it as her imagination, but as the woman further explained, “I am here in your dream dear. I know who you are. Do you know who you are? Now you dream about this past life that we share.”
 


  
 


  Ursula answered the second Ursula, “You do remind me of someone, and that just makes things all the more complicated. I cannot exactly remember. I will keep you in my prayers if you promise to pray for me.”
 


  “Oh yes, I will pray!” answered the second Ursula, “I must remind you of you.”
 


  It all ended as abruptly as it began. It was not easy for Ursula to ignore.
 


  
 


  Chapter 5 Return to Home and Work
 


   


  She remembered parts of the dream and some of the events from the day before. Even as the morning news was aired on the television, she felt somehow separate in form, as if she were never part of the story described. To the hospital staff, however, Ursula was somewhat of a hero.
 


  As she brushed the sleep out of her eyes, the day shift was already preparing her for her CAT scan. They were busy performing medical checks of blood pressure, temperature and heart rate.
 


  “Just a moment and we will walk you off to CAT scan land,” joked the orderly. “I’m sure you are looking forward to the highlight of your stay. Just kidding, but you really do not have anything to worry about. Your chart is clear.”
 


  “I know it is nothing to be afraid of,” responded Ursula, “Thanks for trying to make me feel better, but I will only feel better when I get home. I left a message at school that I would not be coming in today. I hate to have to miss work on a technicality.”
 


  With those words, she was asked to get on a stretcher bed and taken to the X-ray. The machine buzzed and hissed before making a loud block mechanical thud as each picture of the woman’s brain it rendered. The whole process took less than twenty minutes and after the review of the results another twenty minutes. The doctor in charge of screening her test results quickly granted her release. This in itself was strange.
 


  After being returned to her room, the orderly had informed her she was released from hospital care. The orderly was holding her chart and did not want to disturb her as he read the doctor’s instructions. The doctor had listed an unusual comment as a personal note. Protocols vary between hospitals. In Ursula’s case, no follow up would be necessary. The orderly failed to mention the reason for this as noted on her chart. It was a reference to ‘atypical exceptional, ideally perfect’ medical norms.
 


  “Yeah, it is definitely nothing to write home about, but they usually want the patient to come back. You should consider yourself lucky,” added the orderly. 
 


  “Are you a student?” he asked trying to change the subject to avoid Ursula asking questions.
 


  “Nope, I’m the teacher,” she answered, as she packed for her departure. She was unaware she had scored so highly in the CT ranks. Moments later she was on her way home.
 


  The incident filtered down to Ursula’s friends. When she got home the phone would not stop ringing. Darla had called after seeing the news.


  “Hello,” said Ursula as she answered the phone.


  “Thank God! It is good to hear your voice,” raved the voice on the line. “I just called to see if you are alright.” It was Darla Waters from work.


  “Yes, everything is fine. They just held me overnight for some routine tests. You can do me a favor though. Make sure they know I will not be coming in today. My first class is after lunch, but it is for the rest of the day. There is still time to get a substitute. I tried to leave a message, but I am not sure they will get it.”


  “I will take care of it. Girl you must just get better. I do not want to hold you back,” she noted as she hung up.


  She was thankful she had already talked with Tom and that her Mother lived out-of-state.


  Robert Boswell was the mathematics teacher at Central High School where Ursula worked. ‘Wild Bob’, as he was known, was not only a math teacher but also a known alcoholic. It came as quite a disappointment when only he maintained not to have noticed anything ‘out-of-the-ordinary’ about Ms. Ursula Chivers.


  He came to this conclusion having nothing to do with the fact she was absent and in the hospital. 
 


  Everyone expected he would have at least claimed to have seen a Yeti, bearded woman or pink elephant. So, it was only his opinion that remained innocent regarding Ursula.
 


  This was not the case with others. Both her colleagues and students were very aware of Ursula and her ‘special ability’. As for the students, they were young of course. Young people are prone to have vivid imaginations. They were not claiming to have seen ghosts. They all recalled instances of being exposed to two Ursulas.
 


  It would not be a good reason, but the constant eyewitness testimony was growing. This negative sentiment shrouded Ursula and would later become the primary reason for her eventual firing from her position as a teacher at Central High. The real test of her person was not because of the strange aspects of her twin self, but the fear surrounding this mystery. What could not be explained was feared. What was feared was almost always considered a danger.
 


  Mark Thorton was the school principal. He would rarely speak with Ursula. Many times, he would use an intermediary like Boswell. “Mr. Boswell, please remember to inform Ms. Chivers of the upcoming open house,” was just one such example.
 


  He would often assign her duties through a third party.
 


  Ursula was completely unaware of those that had come forward. Glazed, incoherent sightings of her were becoming common.
 


  Her fellow teachers had talked to her and found her to be unresponsive in the lounge at break time. They could not describe her condition any better or find a reason for it, but they all agreed it was unusual. This meant to be a point of critique. It was not only until they realized she was still in class, did the issue become annoyingly noticeable.
 


  Of course, Boswell was enjoying the events process. He laughed at the others who were afraid of some ghosts. Eventually, even his liquid courage was not enough to stand up in defense of the two Ursulas’ theory. Her self-twin had become known and was somehow different than the one in the flesh.
 


  Marijuana did not help the situation as it blew up to an escalation between Ursula and a student who came to class high. As Ursula responded with concern for the young man, she also advocated he should be disciplined. This prompted a school board meeting to discuss the fate of Ted Garcia, the pupil in question.
 


  Normally, he would be dealt with by giving him a slap on the wrist, but he was suspended indefinitely. This was not because of his one-time drug usage, but because of an incident that followed the case of his alleged intoxication.
 


  It was an apparent police matter, in which Garcia claimed to be accosted from his teacher. The police saw it somewhat different, but Ted stuck by his story Ursula had approached him after the first problem. He did not expect her to be so interested and insisted he did not want to talk to her. According to the
young man, she reacted strangely when he told her to “get lost.” He noted she responded like she did not understand what he was saying and continued to come closer. He shouted for her to stop as she was now quickly moving in his direction with almost a show of force in anger. Garcia, as described in the police report, picked up a trash can and threw it in Ursula’s path.
 


  This is what alerted the police. A concerned resident in the area witnessed the event and explained to the police it seemed as if the boy was conducting a conversation with no one. 
 


  The police arrived on the scene and stopped him in the act of attempting to throw the trash can again. As there was no real victim, according to police documents it was labeled as a ‘victimless crime’.
 


  
 


  Although the school board passed the matter off as a part of Ted’s drug problem, they treated Ursula as a hostile party. For this reason, the board could not agree on the term of the student’s separation from school. They suggested the young man get therapy. Another matter to consider was that Garcia was on the football team and they wanted him back. So the suspension was lifted with the condition he is tested regularly, go willingly into counseling, and remain clean.
 


  For Ursula, it was a moral victory, but it was all not the norm in the average continuum of human behavior. It had established yet another aura of uncertainty surrounding her person. For now, her home was her only sanctuary, and Tom her only lifeline.
 


   



  Chapter 6 Problems
 


  It had become clear; Ursula was surrounded by some stigmata. The dreams had promulgated her to feel unusual at times. As the dreams became more regular, she even began to write a chronicle of the manifestations. She recorded her thoughts in the journal to the best of her recollection. She had noticed, much to her dismay, a distinct pattern was becoming evident. This caused a feeling of anxiety. She was distressed by the results, as it was also apparent, there was a missing piece to the puzzle.
 


  She began to experience panic attacks. She was becoming more and more despondent and felt restless after she had one of her dreams.
 


  Tom had noticed Ursula’s dilemma as well. It was disquieting, but he was having his own problems at work. The account he forgot to service, after the episode near Grand Central, resulted in a loss of a small fortune for the client. The unsatisfactory explanation offered by the apprentice broker was the truth, but it would prove difficult to excuse as a matter of such importance was simply neglected.
 


  If the circumstance were different, as the stock market is speculative, the results could have proved beneficial to the client. This was not the case, however, and the mark on Tom’s job performance record was now impugnable. His oversight would place him on a permanent blacklist of the ostracized. The contacts he had worked so hard to forge had begun to ignore him. For a stockbroker, this was disastrous.

 


  There was also the problem between the two of them of separation. They lived in different flats, in different parts of the city. In an attempt to alleviate the building tension, Tom suggested he should move in with Ursula. She was ecstatic over the idea and for the time being forgot all of her problems. “This is a great idea. I am sure it is going to work!” she
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