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  Karass As Prologue


Karass sets the stage for the stories of the  Stories From Doveland.
In Karass, you’ll meet the characters, some of whom will spin out into other worlds and dimensions.
But first, the people who have known each other throughout lifetimes need to meet again in this one.
It’s a Karass. We all have them. Have you met yours?






  
  Dedication


To my Karass. You know who you are.










  
  Prologue


The forest waited. Countless raindrops fell on its moss floor, feeding the green carpet laced with ferns and studded with acorns. Generations of birds sang songs, built nests, raised their young, and sent them off to fill the forest’s vast expanse. 
Endless suns and moons rose over the rolling wave of treetops. Still, it waited. It wasn’t time that passed. It was patterns of light and darkness, weaving an unbroken tapestry.
The forest knew, however, that once again the moment was approaching when they would arrive, and it would both host and hide them while they planned.
Time was running out. Not the time that sifts through a timer or is set by a watch. No, this time was different. This was actual time. The time that exists without a measurement but still contains the expectation of an experience, a happening, a choice, a calling, a mission set in motion.






  
  One


Suzanne Laudry and Ava Evans sat across from each other at the dining room table, studying the list of names: Sarah and Leif Morgan, Mira Michaels, Tom Merrifield, Craig Lester, and Evan Anders. 
Suzanne and Ava could have been mother and daughter instead of best friends and collaborators. Both of them tall and slender with an unconscious grace that everyone, except them, immediately noticed. During the past year, Suzanne’s hair had changed to a beautiful white, falling just to her shoulders, the ends still brown. She kept it pinned up with a clip to keep it out of her face as they bent over the paper.
Ava’s dark brown hair was longer, pulled back into a braid that fell halfway down her back. She puffed at her bangs, reminding herself to trim them later so they wouldn’t fall into her eyes. They worked together with an ease born of trust, having planned for this moment for years.
Ava’s mom, Abagail, was Suzanne’s best friend, and before she passed away, she brought Ava to Suzanne. They had been inseparable ever since.
“It’s all falling into place, Ava,” Suzanne said. “It’s almost time for them to take over, while my brother Gillian, dad, and I join the others.”
“Yes, I know. Do you think they are ready?”
“I do. They might not agree, but I trust this process, and I know they will come to understand what must be done and that they can do it. Besides, it has to happen now. We are needed elsewhere. Although it is still dangerous, the world has become more accepting of the possibility that there are other times and places, dimensions outside of what we can see or measure.”
“It’s like the book Flatland, isn’t it? The one dimensional world of the straight line couldn’t see the circle.”
“Very much the same. However, some people want to keep that knowledge to themselves so they can control everyone.
“Imagine if they understood how to move through multiple dimensions. What damage they could do!
“Others don’t want the information to become available because the status quo suits them and they are afraid of what this knowledge will bring.
“Both groups opposed to our work have discovered that the new circle is gathering and want to stop it. We have been tracking them, and will direct them away from the group once they have all arrived in town.
“After that, we’ll destroy their communication devices. This will give Sarah and Lief time to get used to the idea of their new life. That is if they accept.
“If not, we are all in danger. It will be up to all of them to choose. But, knowing who they are, I feel confident. Besides, it has been written.”
Suzanne lifted the list and waved it around to punctuate her words.
Ava laughed, “Yes, Suzanne, you wrote it!”
The next morning Suzanne and her dad sat on the couch together watching the sun rise over the mountain. Suzanne’s hand rested in her dad’s.
Although he was in his early eighties, his age wasn’t the first thing people noticed. Taller than his daughter, his energy filled the room with a power that spoke of years of being in charge.
Earl Wieland was a proud man. Proud of his daughter, proud of his son, and proud of the group he had overseen for years. Suzanne was proud of her dad, too. She had watched him labor for years, protecting and promoting the understanding of other times and places, quietly efficient, purposefully tucked away from society.
They were all part of a line of light, passed down through the centuries. They weren’t the only group. Many people met in circles throughout the world. Holding good in place. Using the power of good to push back all the variations of darkness.
Earl and Suzanne both understood the meaning of real time. What they, and others, had planned so long ago was about to swing into place. Lost in thought, neither one of them spoke while they waited for the dawn to break. The symbol was perfect. Light overcoming darkness.
They could have sat on the chairs they both loved to sit in to read and talk. But today, they wanted to sit together, side by side. The evening before, they had watched the sunset as the others gathered in the living room, going over every detail of the plan now in motion.
Standing in the doorway gazing at the two people so close to her heart, Ava practiced slowing her breath, hoping it would help still the sadness that threatened to overwhelm her.
She pushed it back, knowing that the love that tied them together had been there forever, and would continue without end.
She knew that she would say goodbye to both of them soon, but first they had work to do. Besides, they patterned their whole life on the knowledge that love transcends time and space. There was no time for the grief of goodbyes.
Ava knew they were called to move to the next level of protection for the world. It wasn’t death; it was stepping away to join the others waiting for them. They had made all the preparations for the ones who would take their place. Soon, the people on the list would discover that what they thought their life was like was something entirely different.
Earl lifted his head and saw her in the doorway. “Have you prepared the stones?”
“Yes. The stones didn’t glow for me, though.”
“I am sorry, Ava. They only glow at the right time and for the right people.”
“I understand, Earl. I have all the paperwork ready for you to sign, and I prepared the package. I will take it to the bank for safekeeping, as you requested. Oh, and Gillian is on his way. Is there anything else that I can do for you?”
“Yes, but not yet. We will wait until everyone gets closer. If we set it off too soon, we might put everyone in danger.”
As he spoke, Earl clasped Ava’s hands in his. “I know you wish there were at least a few moments you could spend with them before you have to go. I arranged a time. I am sorry that they won’t know it’s you, but you will get a chance to hug them both.”
All three of them bowed their heads as Earl read his favorite passage from the Bible, Matthew 22:14. “Many are called, but few are chosen.”
Suzanne’s response was the one he had taught her. “Everyone has been called, few have answered.”
Caught in the morning light as it slipped into the room, tears sparkled on each of their cheeks. Suzanne’s phone beeped.
“The final step is in place. She made the call.”






  
  Two


Sarah Morgan ... 
I am standing in a forest. Or at least I think it′s a forest.
It′s so dark I can only see shadows in a circle around me. I am hoping they are trees. I hear the ”who-cooks-for-you” hoot of a barred owl, and I feel strangely comforted, even though I still don′t know where I am. A light moves towards me. I freeze in fear.
In the next heartbeat, I am in my garden, and I can hear Leif inside the house getting lunch ready for us.
It often happens now, these pictures or visions. I am there, and then I am here. It scares me. Perhaps I am losing my mind.
I give myself a mental pat on the back, trying to comfort myself that it is just a symptom of getting older.
Some days the memories of what happened twenty years ago are clearer than what happened last night. Something tells me that I am wrong about that, but I leave that idea alone for now, hoping these visions will pass the same way hot flashes passed. Now that I think about it, maybe that′s all it is. Except I know it isn′t.
Leif calls me to come inside and have lunch, and the day continues. An ordinary day. Our days together begin early. Waking up long before the sun is a habit I acquired when I needed to be at work by 6:30 a.m. to match the East Coast’s stock market opening at 9:30 a.m.
Now I wake up early because that is who I am, and happily, it is who Leif is, too. It gives us more time together, my most cherished and highly valued commodity.
Although I have always been an early riser, I learned to get up even earlier, so I could get gym time in before sitting at my desk for ten hours answering phone calls, and meeting with clients.
The first year of waking up by 4:00 a.m. was hard. I would set my radio to come on and listen for a few minutes to the latest motivational speaker to share their insights; stumble out of bed and into the shower. Have a bite of pasta for breakfast (don’t knock it until you try it); and roll out the door. Literally. I rolled my little traveling suitcase down the dark streets of Los Angeles, passing hotels and the homeless along the way during my one- mile walk to my office.
I loved that walk. Those few days a year when it rained in Los Angeles, I stayed warm and dry because I knew all the pathways through the halls and connections between the buildings. I loved the quiet of the morning in those hallways, broken by my sneakers squeaking (my heels safely tucked away in the suitcase along with the paperwork I had brought home the night before). I appreciated the smiles of the building guards as I passed, and the dim lights that showed off the architecture of each building.
Most mornings I walked outside. At that time of the morning, downtown was silent. The only noise was my suitcase bumping over the sidewalk cracks. It was rare for me to feel frightened. If I did, I would duck into one of the beautiful hotels that I passed by on the way to work, and then wait a few minutes to make sure all was well before continuing. Sometimes I would ask the guard at the door to watch with me, and they always did so graciously. It felt like my private morning community.
One gym I went to was buried deep in the basement of the office building across from mine. It required a ride down the escalator and a confusing walk through the hallways.
I had worked at that gym for a few years selling memberships, trying to get people to join, knowing that most of them wouldn’t return. Habits are funny things. Hard to make, hard to break.
Mostly I went to another gym I liked better. It was in a building all by itself, within many floors, many places to work out alone, and classes where everyone wore the latest cute clothing. If I got there early enough, I could take a class at 5:00 a.m. and still make it to the office in time. I once sold memberships at that gym, too.
One day for fun, I started a list of jobs I have done in my lifetime. It went on for pages. When I think there can′t possibly be more, I suddenly remember another job. I lost that list, but their memories fill up files in my mind.
Places, too. Places I have visited or lived roll by as if they are stacked up on a moving sidewalk. Pictures, sounds, events, and people all looking at me. And I look at them once again from the viewpoint of what was, but isn′t now.
Now, I am truly happy. We live where we want to live. We share a private and comfortable life. We work hard to be able to make the choice to leave the outside world alone. Neither one of us has a family to visit.
We are the only children of parents long gone, and we chose not to have any of our own. Some people may find that distressingly lonely. We don’t. Instead, it is a peaceful, fulfilling life.
Except now I am afraid. I am afraid that all of that may change. It was a phone call. Mira asking for help, too afraid to travel on her own. She begged Leif to get her and bring her to our house so we could help her. Of course, he said ”yes.”
I find myself resenting her call and not liking myself for it because I know it is a selfish thought. Still, I am afraid that all that we have worked for will be swept away. But could we do any less?
Someone called, we had to answer. Didn′t we? But what will happen when he brings her back here? Someone is following her. Someone she can′t see. I know how scary that must be for her. Still, why do we have to help, even though I know we can? Yes, selfish thinking.
As I answered Leif’s call to have lunch, I thought about how often I find myself in the forest. It feels like more than a memory. It’s as if I am actually there. Something is happening, something is different. Yes, I am afraid of the changes that may come, but I am also curious.
Inside our cozy house on the top of a little hill, everything is as it should be. We live a mile from our nearest neighbor, so the view we have does not include houses or people.
Instead, the full-length windows that spread across the entire front of the house look out to the deck that circles our home, our small lawn, the vegetable garden where we attempt to grow food, and a stand of trees that sway in the wind. I never tire of sitting on the deck watching those trees dance.
Our driveway runs up from the road and heads into a garage under the house. It’s a long driveway, but it’s paved, so we can quickly plow it when the snow comes.
When Leif called me to lunch, I was at the side of the house in my hidden garden. I call it that because we can only see it from inside the house. Sitting on the wooden bench that faces away from the trees and towards the water, I was trying to sit quietly enough for the chickadees to eat sunflower seeds out of my hand.
They tease me by sitting everywhere but my hand. I swear I can hear them doing their little bird laugh as they test how still I can sit. It′s not that. I can sit still. The problem is my thoughts. I can′t keep my thinking still; that′s the harder task.
I stopped in the bathroom to wash my hands and give my now mostly gray hair a quick brush and twist to pull it back from my face.
I turned to face the full-length mirror behind the door. Not my favorite view. I keep thinking I must still be in my forties. I feel that way most of the time, but the picture in the mirror tells a different story. It says I am twenty years older than that, and very average. Average height, average weight, average face.
As I rolled up the sleeves of my blouse, I felt grateful that at least my eyes were still really blue. That must count for something. Besides, if I don′t look in the mirror, I can trick myself into thinking I look like I used to.
We decided to have lunch out on the side deck. As Leif poured our drinks, I set the round table that reminds me of
Paris, with two rosy colored placemats we found the last time we were in town. The mountains soar overhead, still carrying their cap of snow. Unless summer is scorching, it will stay there until the next snowfall, sometime in October.
Lunch is a salad with lettuce and tomatoes from the garden and a dressing I made that I keep in a mason jar in the refrigerator.
We talked about the rain and the wind that pelted the trees last night and what a noisy weekend it will be as everyone powers up their lawn mowers and leaf blowers. We smiled, knowing our neighbors were too far away for the noise to bother us.
In those early mornings before the sun comes out, we often sit out on our deck in the dark talking about things on our minds. At this lunch, we chatted about nothing, both of us thinking about Leif’s upcoming trip.
I didn’t try to convince him not to go because we both knew he had to. We both knew that the phone call was going to shatter our quiet life together. I hoped it was temporary. But what if it wasn’t?






  
  Three


Many years earlier… 
“Sarah, please answer that phone!” It’s my assistant Denise yelling to me. “Wait,” I think, “Isn’t she supposed to answer it, not me?” Sighing, I know she is right. That phone call is for me and putting it off will not make it any better.
“Sarah, why didn’t you tell me that was going to happen,” screams the voice on the other end of the phone. Only because I have heard this before am I able to pause, breathe, and wait it out. I know he will talk himself out of it, as he always does.
My client, investing in something I told him wasn′t a good idea, managed to lose most of it overnight. He knows I didn′t like the investment; he knows I tried to tell him it wasn′t a good choice, and he knows he didn′t listen.
If I don’t try to defend myself, then he has nothing to rant against, and soon the tsunami of rage will have spent itself. I will spend a minute or two consoling him and suggest he not speculate but invest in what he believes in. But I know he won’t.
It’s not all his fault. Oh well, it is, since we all have choices. Nevertheless, I try to make excuses for his lack of judgment. It’s the culture he works in. It’s the culture of this business. Make money, make it fast, and make it easy. I hate it. I hate what greed does to people, or maybe it is what people do in greed.
The weird thing is, I believe in the underlying idea of investing. I believe in the idea of helping others build their dream—in this case, with investment capital. I believe that it works to stick with them because you want to be part of the success. However, when you know it will not work, when it no longer feels right to you, then it is time to leave. Unless you don′t mind watching your money go down the drain.
Mostly women listen to me, probably because I listen to them first, no matter how little they have to invest. The boys (grown men, but still boys) in the office think that′s crazy. Even as I outperform most of them, by doing what is right, they still want it to be about competition and winning. Did I say I hate that part?
I lean out my office door to let Denise know I won′t be answering calls for the next thirty minutes, close the door, slide into my big swivel office chair, and rotate it away from the window in the door. One advantage of being small is that no one can see me as I close my eyes for a quick nap.
Snap. Snap. Snap. Something is snapping at the window. I ignore it. Slowly, I realize it is very unlikely that something is snapping at my window on the thirty-ninth floor. Opening my eyes, I don’t see my office that looks out over downtown Los Angeles. Instead, I am in a large room somewhere. Instead of skyscrapers outside the window, there is a forest.
Only because this has happened before, like the telephone call from the screaming client, am I able to pause, breathe, and wait it out. Snap. Snap. Snap. A twig from a rose bush keeps snapping against the window.
I know what happens next. The light changes to the dark purple of twilight, and I see something move through the woods. It calls for me to follow. As always, I don’t.
The phone rings. The room, the rosebush, and whatever is in the woods vanish, and I return to my office.
This time, I am glad that Denise didn’t listen to me. I didn’t want to stay in that room any longer. However, I know what is calling me will continue calling me until someday I get up and see what is out there. The problem is, even though the room and woods have faded from view, I know the feeling of being called will hang around me the rest of the day, like a thick winter coat on a warm summer’s day.
Smoothing my skirt, slipping on my heels that I had kicked off just moments before, I open the office door to find out what I am needed for this time.
It’s Laurence. Well, not Laurence. He wants to be called Larry. He doesn’t look like a Larry, and that’s the problem. He looks like a Laurence, Laurence Stabler. Polished, professional, and thankfully, a stickler for details since I am not, at least not in this business. I am more interested in the change that happens to people when they realize what is possible, and he is more interested in stability. Makes for an excellent team, and that is what we are. A team.
However, we also can make each other crazy as we disagree about how to run our joint business clients. Today Larry is unhappy because I am providing a free lunch to potential clients, and I can′t prove that doing so makes us money. I am positive it does. He wants me to show him how I know.
The argument reminds me of one I had years before about toe shoes and weight. It happened when I was just nineteen—a gazillion years ago.
A gaggle of college-aged male musicians were packed into my tiny living room. They were stoned, as usual, although they could have been smoking the oregano I had substituted for their pot, and just fooling themselves into being high. Either way, I am instantly annoyed.
I had gone to my classes, done the grocery shopping, and come home to find those louts taking over my home again. When they weren′t stoned, some of them were okay to have around. Some of the time. This was not one of those times. I was tired, I wanted my space. I wanted them to leave, but I couldn′t get them out of my house because they were friends of the man who would become my ex-husband. Oh yes, he was as stoned as the rest of them. I couldn′t get him out of the house either.
My toe shoes were peeking out of my bag, and that sparked one of their favorite debates about weight and toe shoes. I argued that as dancers learn to pull up out of their feet, there is less weight on their toes. They argued that’s not possible. I asked them if they have ever had toe shoes on, and they hadn’t, so how could they know what that feels like? I am probably wrong scientifically, but I know I am right, too, in that other world where things make more sense to me.
Larry is not stoned, in fact, he is just the opposite. He is downright practical. But the results often look the same to me. “Think outside of what you see,” I want to tell him. I do tell him. He smiles at me—he is a great guy after all—and says again, “Show me how you know this to be true,” and of course I can’t.
So we reason together for a few minutes more with the result that lunch stays on the marketing agenda, and I agree to figure out a way to track the results. For the moment, we have reached an agreement.
Gratefully, I slipped outside for lunch, holding my breath as I passed through the mob of smokers. As I looked out onto the cars and people, I could feel the strength of the building towering above me. I love the outside of my building. I love the entire building.
They constructed it on the site where a church once stood, and I think the architects reproduced that lofty, inspiring feeling found in a beautiful cathedral. The lobby reaches many levels up and is filled with light. Depending on which door you come in, you either find yourself in a well-appointed lounge or an open space with a restaurant tucked into the corner.
The building sits on one of the busiest corners in the city. I have heard that the streets were positioned in the same place that Native American trails crossed.
The belief is that humans follow paths for a reason, and a well-traveled Indian path will be a well-traveled modern path. This is a theory that makes sense to me. Sometimes I think I can see Indians walking those paths among all the cars and people in suits. Makes for an even busier intersection.
On the lobby side of the building, the ground is sunk below the street and sidewalk level just enough to give it a cozy feeling, and a buffer from some noise and wind. The stones that make up the wall break up the concrete that is everywhere else. Within this space, there are tables and chairs, and a few kiosks that offer coffee, pastry, and salads.
This is where I am heading.
The coffee guy, Ed, knows me. When I notice that he sees me coming, I wave to let him know that I was stopping at his booth. Although I work in a busy office, I almost always eat lunch alone. It is my quiet time in a noisy environment.
There’s a constant flow of people to watch. At 1:00 p.m., streams of people, mostly men, pour out of the building. It’s lunchtime, or for some, it’s the end of the day. Many of the stockbrokers and financial advisers take off when the market closes back East. No one pays attention to me; I have learned to be invisible when I want to be.
From where I am sitting, I can see the water and fire art piece. It’s a tall structure made of what looks like steel rising at least forty feet up from its base. Water continuously flows down the front of it, and periodically fire spits out along the water. It’s a masterful blend of two kinds of elements that don’t look as if they could go together. And yet they do, and it’s stunningly beautiful and entirely unexpected.
There′s a problem, though. It′s in the wrong place, situated as it is on the busiest corner in town. Too many drivers become startled when the fire lets loose, causing them to slow down or stop in the middle of the intersection. Imagine that potential outcome! As a compromise, the fire only spits on slow traffic days.
I think of it as a reminder that if you are going to do something unexpected, be sure to do it where the effect will be most useful, and appropriate. 






  
  Four


Present time… 
As Leif packed his bags preparing to leave, I sat outside letting the sun hit my face, hoping I would find some peace with our decision. When we said yes, it was as if we were following an internal guiding voice. Which reminded me of Sally and her earthquake story that she loved to tell.
Sally was my hairdresser while I lived in Los Angeles. She had long red shiny hair, which was the envy of everyone that saw it. I loved getting my hair done because it was something just for me. I got to sit and have someone fuss with my hair, and since it was before cell phones, I could be off alone without someone tracking me down. Besides, Sally was not only talented at taking care of hair; she told marvelous stories. I loved this one in particular because it proved something to me.
It was about the big earthquake in 1994. I was lying in bed when it started. Because it was dark outside, I couldn′t see the buildings swaying in downtown Los Angeles. I was living on the sixth floor of an apartment building, and a few things fell off my wall, but that was all. After the initial ”Dang, what was that?” reaction I crawled back into bed preparing to go back to sleep.
This was before I started my downtown financial planning job. I had just settled back into bed when the phone rang. At 4:00 in the morning?
It was my friend Lynn calling me all the way from Denmark where she and her husband were doing a visiting teaching gig. ”Are you alright?”
“It’s just another earthquake,” I responded. “No,” she said, “It’s not. It’s huge!”
Turning on the TV, I saw what she meant. Bridges, houses, apartment buildings, homes, roads, all collapsed. I assured her I was okay and thanked her profusely for checking on me.
For the rest of the day, like the rest of Los Angeles, I waited out the countless aftershocks. Later that day, on the phone with a friend who was near the quake center, we could hear the roar of another massive aftershock heading her way. She started crying. I couldn′t blame her. It was terrifying.
Although near the quake center, she was not hurt, and neither were many other people, despite the massive destruction. Yes, there were people injured. However, in proportion to what it should have been, or could have been, it was nothing.
And that was what Sally′s story was about. She and her husband were, like most of the rest of us, sleeping when the bedroom started shaking. As she woke, she heard a voice that said, ”Move!” She pushed her husband out of bed as she rolled out herself just as their headboard and part of the ceiling fell onto the bed where they had been moments before.
The electricity was out. The bedroom was pitch black, but she knew they had to get outside. That was not the “normal” thing to do in an earthquake, but it was what the now quieter voice was telling her to do. When the sun came up a few hours later, she saw what had happened. Their apartment was almost flattened, yet they were safe. So safe, they didn’t have a scratch on them, even though they had run across floors filled with broken glass bare-footed when escaping. They had no cuts and no bruises.
She said angels guided her. Hundreds of people shared the same kind of story. I added it to my proof that something other than what we can see is always going on. I have always wanted to know what that is.
Are we always protected? What about the times when we are not? Who, or what, is doing the protecting? Does it involve learning to listen and responding? Well how do you know to whom you are listening? What about people that hear voices and then do terrible things?
Maybe that is the key point in understanding what to listen to, assuming we want to know. What is the voice or calling suggesting we do? Will it help or hurt others? I know it always involves change. Sometimes change is painful, but usually it is worth it.


      [image: ]Like the change both Leif and I had to make to have this life together. Painful in some ways, and in the end, perfect for both of us.
Eighteen years ago Leif and I met by accident, or fate, depending on your point of view of how the universe works. To us, it was neither. It was a choice. We each made a choice when we heard an idea call us. We followed that call without knowing the outcome. That was the choice. On the other hand, I suppose some people call that fate. If so, it was a lovely fate.
Boshu Akachi got me started on my end of the choice. I have to think about how to explain the man called Boshu. First, Larry was not all that happy with him. He assumed Boshu was a fraud. But Larry wants everything to be in black and white, and Boshu was—is—not that.
Boshu grew up somewhere in Africa and had experiences that most of us have never had, which I suppose helped make him different. He taught me many things. However, when I took Larry′s viewpoint, I wondered if what Boshu told me was true or all illusions. I wanted it to be true.
I knew he viewed his role as a guide to me. It was interesting to watch how Boshu told me something or plant an idea in my head without actually telling me anything at all. He was rich, not rich in possessions rich, but money rich with few possessions. He had a driver if he wanted to go somewhere, but he usually rode his bike. He lived at a hotel. He often wore white dress shirts, and he was always late.
It was the beginning of the computer era, and he was my computer supplier and teacher. A call to him, and he would be over showing me the “how” of that new technology. Eventually, I got his company—meaning him—a job helping with our partnership′s computer at the financial firm. As a result, I saw him more and more often. It′s also how Larry got to know him.
One day, casually leaning against the wood banister around my assistant’s desk, he asked me if I knew about sound waves and out-of-body experiences. “Hum a little,” I said. I didn’t tell him about the time when I was very young and swimming at the Glenland pool. I popped out of my body and watched myself swim laps. I could see my parents sitting in the balcony.
I figured he already knew about it, and he was trying to get me to move on to a new idea. I said little when Boshu talked.
I just opened a willing-to-listen-door inside myself and took in the information; without judgment, and very weirdly, without curiosity. It felt as if I already knew what was coming.
Looking back, I wish I would have asked him more questions. But I wanted him to share, and I was afraid if I asked too many questions, he would stop.
So doing nothing more than asking one question, he got me interested in a meditation technique using radio waves, synchronizing left and right brain into one. He somehow knew I would take the idea and run with it. I did. I found the place he didn′t tell me about by following up on the few clues he had dropped and then sent for information.
That was in the fall. I know, because by Christmas time I was getting up even earlier and lying on the floor in front of my stereo set wearing headphones and listening to Bob Monroe say, “I’ll be waiting when you return,” as he sent me off to another place in space and time.
“Call and make an appointment to go,” kept coming into my thinking. Here’s why I hesitated. It was back East in February. That meant it was going to be cold. Moving from Pennsylvania to California, I told myself I never wanted to go back to the cold. Now, I was going to have to give in. However, I knew that once a call came in, like a ringing telephone that never stops, I would eventually have to answer it. Besides, I was ready for more in life. I called. I set the date. I got warm clothes.
That was the beginning of the end of California for me, and one step closer to Leif.






  
  Five


February arrived, and I headed off to The Center, where we were to learn how to guide people who have died but stayed behind rather than moving forward. I discovered that this could happen because they don′t realize that they have died, or don′t want to admit what has happened. Our mission was to find them, and then lead them to their new home, whichever one they chose. 
That′s the interesting part. They chose. Here′s how it happens. In a meditative state, enhanced by Bob Monroe′s binaural beats, we would go to an enhanced level, or out of the body, intending to find people that have passed on, but not moved on. Once we found them, we explained what we could do for them. If they agreed, we took them by the hand and led them to other levels. I suppose they could be called levels of consciousness or awareness.
Think of it as an elevator. Instead of going up the middle of a building with floors, we would go up between levels of space. It′s like a massive-universe sized building where each floor is entirely open with different scenes, people, and environments on each level.
The level called The Park is a place that everyone seems to know about and is a common meeting ground. It’s not a place to stay, but it a place to meet, talk, and get your bearings.
At one of those levels, the people we were guiding would let go. Because I never saw them leave, I couldn’t ask them why they did. It was always startling to me to find that they had gone. But I figured that something or someone called to them, and that it was where they wanted to spend some time.
At first, I would feel sadness at losing them so early in the rising. Eventually, I understood that it’s what they wanted, and that made it a good thing. It wasn’t up to me.
There would be another chance to go somewhere else once they were done with the level they had chosen. At least they were no longer stuck where we had found them. Perhaps the human experience is one of those levels, and someone dropped us off here too.
That year I met Trent. I knew Boshu had sent him. Not because he told me, but because I knew that′s how Boshu works.
It′s also when I met Mira Michaels. I didn′t think Boshu had anything to do with my meeting her. But now I am not so sure.
Trent believed I was romantically interested in him. He was wrong, but I could see how he could get that idea. I was just watching, observing, and going along with the flow, not resisting his fledgling advances, but not part of them.
Curious about why I had to meet him, I invited Trent to Los Angeles to meet Boshu officially. A few months later, Trent knocked on my door. He stayed in my little guest room so we could talk as long as we wanted to.
Boshu was late, of course. When he arrived, we all settled down to listen to him explain something. That′s what it felt like. He was explaining something, and yet not telling us anything at all.
Did it make any sense? Not really. At least not then. He said that in another place and time, he had traveled to find us. He found Trent in one place and asked him if he wanted to help him. Trent said, “Yes.” He looked at me and said, “I found Sarah someplace else.”
See, why didn′t I ask him where that was? Instead, I passively listened and made no judgment.
Boshu and I hung out a lot. I told him why we couldn′t ever be a couple. I didn′t tell him for him to know, because I figured that he already did. I only said it out loud for me. I wanted to have at least that clarity between us.
However, we still did things together. He attended my friend′s daughter′s second birthday. His driver drove him two hours one way to get there, but all he did was stand outside the party and watch. I knew he was telling me something again. Once again, I didn′t ask.
A year went by. I got restless. I decided to go back to The Center.
I need to get away, I told myself. However, when I called to schedule the class, the one I wanted to take wasn′t open. I knew I needed to go. The internal call to go was ringing off the hook. I had to answer it, so I took their first open class in February.
Before I left, Boshu asked me to choose.
“Hypothetically,” he asked, “Would you want to marry a rich man who would take care of you, or who has some money, but you would have different careers? Or would you choose a man who has no money, but you would build something together?”
I told Boshu I thought he wanted me to want a rich man. Instead, I wanted to know which one would be the lasting one.
He answered, “The man with no money.” I said, “I pick him.”


      [image: ]I left California one bright and warm morning and arrived at The Center in the dark and cold late afternoon. While waiting for the bus to pick me up at the airport, I drank as many diet cokes as I could fit in, knowing it would be a week before I had the next one.
All these years later, I don′t think I would be that desperate, but I still can′t resist soda once in a while. I tell myself it′s my only bad habit. If I said that aloud, too many people would snicker, so I keep it to myself.
When the driver from The Center picked me up, he told me
I was the last one to arrive. By the time we got there, it was early evening, and the earth had twirled enough on its axis that the sun was setting over the hill.
Stepping out of the bus, I reminded myself that I was there for me. No flirting. No men. No games. No distraction.
The main building at The Center is like a house. After walking in the front door, there is a short hall leading to the steps that go down into the central area.
At the very bottom of the steps, a group of people surrounded a man with whitish-gray hair tied back into a ponytail.
They were all drinking coffee or tea and chatting, but he was at the core of the gathering. The setting sun was directly behind him, highlighting his hair, making it look as if he had light surrounding him. To me, it looked like a halo, as silly as that sounds.
I thought, Oh no, not now, I am not ready.
Although I hadn′t moved, he must have sensed me standing on the steps because he turned and looked directly at me. My first thought was to hide, so I quickly got down the stairs and darted off to the side.
Undeterred, he walked over, and standing way too close, said, ”Hi, I′m Leif.”
I pretended that he wasn′t standing that close to me and told him my name. He smiled and moved away. I thought to myself, Whoever heard of a name like Leif?
He turned and looked at me as I wondered about his name, and I knew he heard me.
That night I had a dream. I was walking in a forest. I came upon an opening in the trees with light streaming into it. Leif was standing in the center.
I heard a voice say, ”Help him.”
In my dream, I answered, “I don′t want to.”
The next morning, I still didn′t want to. I tried to pretend that he wasn′t the one I came there to meet. I didn′t want to give my time away to another man. I wanted to be on my own. I didn′t want a relationship.
However, just as I knew I was fooling myself, I knew I had to help him. I know he knew it too.
He kept watching as I pretended not to see him. He watched me as we did our exercise class before breakfast. I saw that he moved well; another nail in that certainty coffin, and I knew he was thinking the same thing. Even though I was older, being a dancer has never left my bones.
After breakfast, he was waiting for me. Without speaking, we headed over to the couch. I started the process of helping him. I was not so foolish as to think he wasn’t helping me too, but he was the one in a huge life dilemma and I was not.
As we talked, we figured out that both of us had felt as if something called us to come to The Center. Although neither one of us was in the class we thought we wanted to take.
In Leif ’s case, it was an actual phone call asking him if he would like to come. Because he knew a calling when he heard it,he said, “Yes.”
Later, I figured out that it was about the time I said to Boshu, “I choose that one.”
When I was in my twenties, a friend got me the I Ching book with sticks. One day, with a small group of friends sitting on our living room floor, I suggested we throw the sticks for fun.
What happened changed the direction of my life. I discovered something I had only glimpsed before. I knew what the sticks meant. Not because I had learned what they meant. I just knew. I told each person in the room what the message was for them and why, and everyone stared and asked me how did I know.
I didn′t know how I knew. It just was. Not that I did anything with that awareness for many years, but the fear that what I had suspected when I was a child might be real, stayed with me.
Within a day of having returned from The Center, Boshu came to visit. Leif and I had discussed nothing other than that we would keep in touch. There was no need to tell Boshu what had happened. He knew. He told me that Leif ′s wife had found another man and had left the marriage years before. Leif just had to let go.
“Why?” I asked. “Why did she leave?”
“Because she was tired of that kind of life,” he said.
I knew what he meant. More than one person in my life had gotten tired of “that kind of life” with me. The one that does not move on the same track as everyone else. The one where what appears real is more of an illusion than the illusion.
I smiled. Maybe this time I had found someone who spoke the same language as me.






  
  Six


When I was a child, my parents would tell me that if I didn′t behave, they would return me to the Indians. I envisioned a truck, looking suspiciously like an army truck, pulling up to the house and being herded into it to be taken back to wherever I came from. 
During my teenage years, I would dream about that truck. But by then it was filled with people who looked different from me, and I was no longer afraid.
Instead, I would run after it until they pulled me on board. I never woke up scared from those dreams, any more than it scared me when my parents—probably frustrated with my doing everything differently—told me I was going to be returned to the Indians. I just listened and wondered why.
The first year at The Center, a group of people pointed to me and asked the visiting speaker—an expert on remote viewing—if he thought I was from Mars. The question took me by surprise because they weren’t teasing. They were serious. What had I done to suggest such a thing?
The speaker was there to help us discover if any of us had the talent or desire to learn the skill of remote viewing. When they asked him the question, I was already part way up the stairs heading to my room for the night. I stopped, turned around, and looked at him.
He stared back for a long moment and answered, “Yes, she is.”
Looking back, I wonder why, when given the chance to ask what he meant (as I could have asked Boshu) I didn’t. I just took it in and headed to my room.
Sitting on the couch with Leif, I told him what I saw about his life. He was at a crossroads. It had to be his choice what happened next. However, first he had to make sure that he had done everything he could with his current situation before leaving it.
I didn’t think I wanted him to leave his wife. In fact, a part of me was hoping he wouldn’t. That would mean I was free to continue life as it was and not begin the life that awaited us if he made that choice. It was not my choice to make. It was his to make first.
Never during the entire time at The Center did we speak aloud what we both knew. In fact, we thought we hid what was happening. However, the next year when we returned together and met some of the same people, they were not surprised.
They were relieved. They weren’t sure we were aware of what they had seen, the cord that bound us together. They were worried that somehow they would have to intervene and let us know what was obvious to them. They were grateful it wasn’t necessary.
He did sweetly kiss me as we talked that first time together. The thought crossed my mind that he just might do that to every cute girl, but I knew that wasn′t the case. I knew it was a promise. I only returned the promise in my mind, but I knew he heard me.


      [image: ]Leif heard me that time, too. Sitting outside on our deck all those years later, he still knew what I was thinking. It worried me. I knew we were headed down a path that would change the course of our lives, and whether or not it would be a good thing, neither one of us knew for sure.
I knew that once again we were called, and once again I thought, Oh no, not now. I am not ready.
As I walked to the car with him, I asked, ”Do you have to go?” even though we both knew the answer.
“I won’t be long,” he promised.
I wanted to hold him back. I wanted our lives not to change. I wanted Mira not to have called.
I knew what I wanted was selfish, but I couldn’t help wishing we had said “no.” Because, even though Leif would be back in a few days, when he returned, I knew our peaceful private world would be changed forever.
Leif had decided to make it a road trip, so he called his friend Craig Lester and asked if he would like to ride along to get Mira. Craig′s answer was a resounding yes. He was ready for an adventure.
The first leg of Leif’s trip began with picking up Craig at the Spokane airport ninety minutes away. Then it was on to Salt Lake City, Utah, to get Mira.
Before the car rounded the last curve of the driveway, Leif honked the horn and waved. I blew a bunch of kisses and then stood watching long after he was gone.
Feeling lonely, I spent the rest of the afternoon reading, the best way I know to travel to other places without leaving home.
The house is comforting and safe. But without Leif there, I was restless. I had too much on my mind. I decided that perhaps I could help ensure a safe return for Leif and Craig and Mira if I spent some time meditating and listening.
I was hoping for some inspiration or a message of some kind. It doesn’t always work for me, but it was better than doing nothing.
Leif has always been the better one at guiding the dead or speaking to those who have passed while they are still close to our state of consciousness, where we can more easily communicate.
The intent is to release them to move on, but sometimes they hang around so they can be helpful. Some people call them fringe walkers or spirit guides.
My best friend, Deborah, stayed for a while after she died. Leif met her on one of his trips out of consciousness. He told me she was watching over me. That’s what I mean. He easily has these kinds of conversations.
Years before we met, and years before he had any ”official” training, an acquaintance had come to him and asked for help with his daughter who had been in a car accident.
Leif figured that the man followed an inward call to come to him since they barely knew each other. The upshot of it was, Leif went outside the belief that we are our bodies and found the girl sitting beside the car holding her head.
She wanted to know what had happened, and once she understood that her dad was waiting, she took Leif’s and headed back to her father.
A few weeks later, her dad told him the time and date that his daughter had awoken from her coma. It was the same time, and even though he didn′t understand how, the dad knew that it was Leif that brought her home.
Leif is always doing that. Finding people. It doesn’t matter whether it was here—or there. Once a man he knew went missing. No one could find him. Countless calls were made, and search parties sent out, but there was no trace.
Leif got into his car and headed out of town. A few hours later, he felt impelled to turn down one road, then another. A short while later, he pulled up to a cabin in the wilderness that no one knew about.
Sitting on the porch was his friend and his new girlfriend, shocked that they had been found. In this case, the newly found runaway did not want to come home. But at least everyone knew he was safe and alive, and instead of being worried and scared, now they were just plain mad!
Craig was at The Center that year when Leif and I first met. He and Leif had met the year before, and their friendship blossomed into something they both enjoyed and needed. Craig was the funny one, and Leif was the person who laughed at his jokes.
Everything started there. Somewhere there was a clue to what was going on. The question was, what would it do to our quiet private life, and what kind of danger were we walking into? 






  
  Seven


Leif called from the road while I was in the middle of my second cup of afternoon coffee. I had just returned from ruminating about the past. The coffee was decaf. It had to be decaf. Otherwise, I make everyone around me a bit crazy with the extra energy expansion. 
Besides, I know if I drink too much caffeine I get a bit testy. So even though Leif wasn′t home, I was keeping with my agreement not to jack up my energy artificially; enough is enough.
Anyway, I was sitting on the deck feeling grateful once again for the home we had found in Idaho, the view so unlimited, and the quiet so profound. Neither of us had ever expected to live in such a remote location.
When we first decided to live together, I didn′t want to move from California to Ohio where he was living. I suppose it was a test from me to him. A how much do you want to be with me kind of thing. So Leif packed his truck with some clothes and books and headed west.
I couldn′t wait to see him, so I flew to meet him in Utah where Trent lived.
Boshu wanted to meet there, too. He flew out on his private plane.
When I arrived, Boshu and Trent were waiting for me. Trent′s first words were, ”Why do you look so good?”
Boshu answered, ”She′s in love.”
I laughed, delighted that it showed.
A few months after we met at The Center, Leif came to Los Angeles to take a class I was teaching, and so we could spend some time together.
I had arranged for him to stay at one of those hotels I walked by every day, but he called and said his flight was delayed because of a storm and would I mind canceling the reservation? Instead of making him a new one, I had him stay in my apartment in my guest room.
After class, we went out to dinner, and we talked—the regular talk that people do when they first meet. He asked where I grew up, and I said, “So we are doing first date talk?”
Leif answered, “I guess we are.” And we laughed at how we had done things in reverse.
I showed him my beloved downtown with all its secret twists and turns. I dragged him off to the movie house very few people knew about with popcorn stuffed up my sleeves and sodas in my pocket. I was determined just to be myself—no flirting, no trying, just who I would be with any friend.
That night, he passed a test. After my last relationship, I had gathered four girlfriends and asked them to make sure I never dated anyone again who wasn′t the right person for me. I was determined not to waste any more time on relationships that had no meaning for me and my future.
At our first meeting, after I returned from The Center, I told them about Leif. As hard as I tried, I couldn′t make him sound even less than wonderful, but I wasn′t afraid that it would prejudice them.
As I was for them, they were for me—protective and supportive.
We had a code word all picked out. If any of the four women used the word ”portly” in a sentence, it was my signal that he was not right for me.
In anticipation of Leif ’s arrival, I wore my blue wig. It was another small test for him. If he took that too seriously, it would be a sign. He smiled when he saw me. It was the perfect thing for him to do. Big test passed.
All four friends showed up at once. As I opened the door, Leif was visible sitting on the couch. Before it even started, I knew it was over.
They saw him for who he was as quickly as I had a few months before. We spent the rest of the evening with him telling stories about life.
It reminded me of the first time I saw him, people gathering around to listen as he spoke in his gentle voice. For a moment I pouted. The small part of me wanted it all to be harder. Ridiculous, I said to myself. It’s been hard, you are over that!
Boshu was another visitor while Leif was there. He visited and did his enigmatic thing by telling us a few things, but leaving almost everything else unsaid. The movie we saw that night was The Matrix. We both agreed that it was appropriate.
At the airport, four months later, the three of us waited for Leif to arrive. After big handshakes and hugs all around, we headed out to dinner, and then back to Trent′s house where we are all staying.
Trent used to act as if he was God′s gift to women and kept sitting next to me and putting his arm around me. I was so used to that kind of behavior, I didn′t even notice until Leif told him to take his hands off of me.
Half asleep, head buried in the couch cushion, no one saw me smile. Finally, someone was going to watch out for me!
The next morning, we headed out to see the land that Trent and Boshu were thinking of purchasing. Leif and I followed in his truck. It wasn’t the truck he had when I first met him at the Virginia retreat.
He had purchased a new one; the exact one I had casually mentioned I would have if I had a truck. The first time I got in, Roy Orbison′s ”Anything You Want, You Got It” started playing. For a man of few words, he knew what to say and how to say it.
The truck swayed up the mountain and down the mountain. We did not know where we were going. Trent and Boshu had been trying to tell us about purchasing the land because of its pure water. They wanted to bottle and sell it, but it made little sense to us. We were probably too far away in our own newly found reality that we were finally traveling together as a couple, at least in this lifetime.
We stopped a few times to take in the spectacular view. Sitting on the hill looking out over the Utah mountain landscape, we talked.
“We’ve been here before, haven’t we?” I asked Leif. “Yes,” he answered.
I had a haunting memory of us traveling together many times as Native Americans. I might have made that memory up.
However, after I first met Leif, even though I knew what he looked like, I kept thinking he was Native American. It certainly wasn′t his light hair and blue eyes that made me think that.
Boshu and Trent finally pulled up by a stream where a small group of men waited. It all felt very mysterious. Leif and I waited in the truck and watched. This was not our business.
They all stood around in a circle for about forty-five minutes, shook hands, and the men walked away. It never looked like a water deal to me.
Leif and I left town as soon as we all made it down the mountain. We were eager to get on with our lives wherever that was going to take us. We took
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