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Prologue
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Standing outside a friend’s small house on the edge of a forest one day, I overheard a discussion on consciousness and the hairs on the back of my neck stood up; goosebumps crawled over my arms, and I felt myself come alive. I knew the story that was being told. My whole body was responding to a knowledge of multiple lives, simultaneous time and the wheel of karma. The jigsaw that was my life made perfect sense. Every choice I had ever made fell into place and had drawn me to that particular point in time. The story affirmed that there was something ‘higher’ in the scheme of things. A source beyond my small mind was in charge and every cell in my body knew this story to be correct.

I have since refined my awareness of this reality. I am now aware of a line stretching across time connecting all our lives, our loves and our fears. I see past eras... kings and queens... priests... and the villains. I watch the archetypal story unfold within the framework of this modern age. I have learned that everything, and everyone, is interconnected. In days gone by, we would have been in convents, shut away from the world to contemplate our place in the scheme of things.  

Now, the world is our ashram where we can listen, learn and love. I have learned to trust what I hear and surrender to the will of the Source. In the Halls of Amenti where Thoth resides, he shows me another story. The story is about a contract that has been in place since Time began, yet Time itself has forced all the threads so far apart, it is my task to use words to draw the threads of consciousness back together, like a great tapestry, into one seamless union. 

Twin crows, the keepers of sacred law, split and track every nuance of my consciousness when I go deep into meditation. The shifts of time have caused debris to build up; the dust clings to a soul as it does a traveller’s skin, making my task of finding those beings who are aware of the Law of One, a challenge. 

There is security in the illusion and surrender can be a struggle. In times of transition, when one has awoken, fear abounds about losing one’s mind. The presence of divine grace within these souls is strong, an assurance which gives them courage and propels them forward into the darkness. Within their hearts is a belief... a faith. Greater... a knowing, but at the same moment, the questions. Is it true? Is it real? When the logical mind intervenes, an anxiety builds, feeding off the fear. The mind is desperate to be in control. The torment of the paradox... it curls around their hearts and assigns itself within their minds whenever they rest. The doubt floods through their beings like a dark awareness of doom which threatens to take humanity back to the brink of the future once again. 

As Master Thoth is the scribe, so am I. Thought. Word. And then, Deed creates. Words open pathways inviting others to author their own realities. Having found them, where does one begin this story? Obviously at the beginning... But where is the beginning? 
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Part One

1

Dreams
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It was ancient. Forged in the crucible that was the very beginning of the Cosmos, the giant crystal behind her held such power and beauty, she felt its pulsing energy rush through every cell. This huge crystal was more than just a generator, a recorder... it was her soul. It held the essence of an entire race, perhaps the whole of humanity within its molecular structure. The empathy between her and the crystal was beyond anything she’d ever felt. 

The chamber in which she stood was filled with light, though it had no windows to the outside... cream marble tiles on the floor felt cool beneath her feet and the smooth polished pink/gold walls shone with the light of the sun. She knew this place... she could smell the sea and hear it faintly through the thick walls. There was a sense that she was trespassing by even being here, like a child eavesdropping in the world of adults. Her heart thumped loudly, her stomach churned and she wanted to flee, but she was here for a purpose.

In front of her stood a tall, blond man... the energy was strong and familiar. He was regal in his bearing, although a restrained anger filled him. An anger that was aimed at her. She held her ground. Somehow, she was protecting the crystal from him. Yes. That was it. Yet he was king... why would she need to? It was his kingdom. There was a sense of everything being completely at odds with how it should be. 

“It is the only way.” He was insistent.

“I cannot.”  Still, she held her power.

After some moments of silence in which he seemed to be weighing up possibilities, he said reluctantly, “There is no choice.”

She stared at him with dismay. As he went to grab her, she hardly moved but drew her arm up and blocked him. Disconcerted, he stood back a moment regarding her before drawing an odd weapon from his belt. This simple instrument appeared to resonate with his energy. A stone on it flashed red as he pointed it purposely towards her. He intoned a note. She felt its vibration rush through her heart centre, but she was able to deflect its power with little ill-effect. To her horror and too late she realised that the note reverberated more powerfully through the mass behind her. No, not the crystal... A flash of light cracked down upon its point. 

The crystal fractured right down the centre and with an almost audible sigh. As if finally succumbing to the inevitability of its destiny, it cracked into splinters and collapsed to the floor around her as she felt its agony course through her body and a scream echoed around the walls of the temple chamber. 

The End! 

She was responsible for the End... 

Tess opened her eyes and darted a quick look around the bedroom forcing herself back into consciousness. He closed me down. He severed my connection to the Source.  As the beating of her heart subsided a little, she was able to fully accept where she lay. 

It was still pre-dawn, shadows were forming. Pale light filtered into the room through the thin curtains, and she could hear the slight stirrings of waking creatures. A bird twittered. Another answered. Her heart was still beating fast, so loud she thought  it would surely waken Sim. She eased the covers from her body and sat on the edge of the bed touching the floor with her feet. It was gritty with sand. Her toes opened and closed reassured by the security of solid ground... Earth. The smell of the night jasmine wafting into the room from the garden outside the open window, eased her further. Why does that perfume instantly calm me? she wondered, not for the first time. The man sleeping beside her snuffled in his dreaming and turned over, away from her. Reaching out to stroke his dark hair, she noted the sprinkling of grey around his ears. She knew it hadn’t been him with her in that temple room.

God, sometimes she wished the dreams would stop and allow her to focus upon her life, give her some peace to bring up her family as they deserved and her marriage to flourish. Somehow, she simply knew that her whole being extended back to the beginning of the Universe and she was pledged to express the will of the Source. Perhaps in another time she would have interpreted this compulsion as accepting a divine vocation. A bride of Christ. The thought made her laugh. Living as a nun was the last thing she wanted. The dreams had pursued her for years now, changing and shaping her life. They would certainly not stop now. Quite the opposite, they had just become more focused and significant.  She prayed that it would become clear. It was the waiting which drove her crazy... the intermittent frustration and impatience guiding every passionate decision.

Her life had lurched from one moment of compliance to another, across deep chasms of ignorance and bliss. What did that mean? Shrugging inwardly to herself, she preferred not to have to decipher it. Rubbing the sleep from her eyes, she yawned and breathed deeply to ease the empty ache inside and looked down at her sleeping husband, touching his prickly cheek with the back of her hand. She didn’t blame him for having no comprehension of what was inside her.  Should she wake him and try and explain about the latest dream? With a sigh she rose from the bed, deciding instead to go for a walk on the beach before the family woke and the reality of making breakfast and getting the boys to school on time reared its noisy head yet again.


2

Atlantis

The boys were particularly noisy this morning. Tess wished they’d just hurry up and disappear so she could focus upon her dreams. They had been so vivid last night she wanted to get in touch again before they dispersed into the ethers. Not that these would. She knew that was too easy an excuse to ignore them. These would not go away. It made no difference how she distracted herself, they would be waiting for her, jumping out around the next corner... and the next, until she gave them due attention.

Ricky whipped a wet towel at his smaller brother’s thigh. He squealed with pain and indignation, then tried to flick it back, but of course it inflicted nothing upon Ricky, who gave him a toothpaste grin. Wanting backup, Tad glanced at his mother. She was miles away throwing wet towels and dirty shorts into the hallway. He stamped his foot. 

“Mum!”

Her mind was on the last tendrils of her dream... a lioness pacing... 

“Mum!” he squealed again, dragging on her t-shirt.

Tess pushed a strand of dark hair behind her ears and refocused on her beloved sons. “Ricky, you’ve got to go in...” She glanced around at the small bedside clock she could just spy from the bathroom door. “You should have gone.”

Ricky spat into the sink, wiped his chin with a washer and flashed his angelic smile. “Yep. I’m outta here.” Two seconds later the front door slammed with a quick ‘see yah.’

Tad waited for his mother’s remedy. 

“As for you.” She hugged him. “Come on, buddy. Get your teeth done and I’ll drive you. The bus’ll be long gone by the time you’re ready.”

He beamed. Result! A few precious minutes of his mum all to himself. Sometimes life was just perfect.  

After dropping Tad off, Tess stopped at an ATM. She punched in the numbers. ‘Declined. Insufficient funds.’ Machines had a habit of doing that lately.

“Shit.” She shook her head, resigned. “I must have enough petrol to get home,” she muttered to herself, pleased she hadn’t filled the tank and then presented her card for payment at the station. A woman behind her waiting to get cash frowned as if it was contagious. Tess grinned at her before turning towards the nearby cafe. As luck would have it her closest friend Shar was there sitting at the corner table thumbing through an old women’s magazine as she waited for her cappuccino. 

“Hey, Tess.” She waved her to a seat. “Take the boys to school?”

“As usual, Ricky couldn’t wait for Tad.” Tess smiled warmly at her friend. “It’s good to see you. How was your weekend?” 

Shar shrugged. “Okay. But Baz’s definitely being transferred so I’ll be moving in a month or so. I’m going to miss you.” It all came out in a rush and tears sprang to her eyes. “I wasn’t going to tell you yet.” 

They hugged briefly before Shar’s coffee was deposited in front of them. Tess ordered a soy chai, leaned forward and brushed a long curly strand of fair hair affectionately from her friend’s eyes. “It’ll work out. And there’s always the phone and email.”

“Sure.” Shar sipped her coffee, deciding that she didn’t want to talk about herself. Her marriage was really in a mess and if she went to Tasmania with her husband, it was tantamount to accepting it as it was, rather than fixing the troubled edges. Then again maybe the change would fix the problems anyway. It was a dilemma and they’d already talked about the issues of each other’s marriages a hundred times. What a pair they were! She’d rather talk about Tess and her dreams, the truth of past lives and the purpose of life. 

“Did you hear from that lady in England again?” she asked reminded by the thought of how email had become such a normal part of their lives.

“Yep. She was telling me about a life she’d recalled in medieval France. At the time of the Inquisition. The way she described it was fascinating. You know if everyone knew we lived more lives, it would make such a difference to how we live our present lives. Imagine if all of us focused on our life’s process and could see the bigger picture, rather than the daily content. If we all knew how karma worked across time, we would all be far more aware of how we treat other people.”

“We would be more aware of our soul’s path, wouldn’t we?” Shar interjected.

“Yes, absolutely. Maybe then we’d stop watching reality TV and see that our own lives are worth living...” She trailed off, realising that she was judging others and everyone had a perfect right to choose how they lived their lives. “But, hey.” She shrugged, changing tack. “Everything is as it is for a reason.”

“In its own way.” Shar finished, watching her friend closely. “Just like me moving to Tasmania.” Perhaps it will change Baz’s fixation with all things sporting, and besides it’ll take him away from that blonde woman at the bottle shop who can’t keep her eyes off him! She giggled to herself a moment, wondering why a young girl like that would be interested in a middle-aged biker, handsome though she still considered he was. Obviously, she was more interested in six-packs of an alcoholic nature. The thought lightened her heart a moment, distracting her from the deeper problems of the relationship. 

Glancing at Tess, she realised, although smiling, that Tess was disturbed and rather tense. Probably didn’t have any luck with the ATM again. She took another sip as Tess’s chai arrived. Life on the small Queensland island was so perfect. How could Tasmania possibly compare, with its cold winters and dubious summers? And there was also the not so small point of leaving her best friend. 

“I suppose everywhere has got its good points.”

“Tasmania’s beautiful, Shar. It’s got mountains and lakes. And I kind’a like the idea of four seasons.” Tess stirred her chai.

“Yeah, sure, but all in one day?”

Tess laughed at Shar’s despondent face. “Probably not. But, hey, the move will do you good. And you may figure out if you still want Baz. Perhaps this blonde woman sees something you’re now blind to.”

Shar blinked. “Did I say all that out loud?” 

The other woman shrugged. “I don’t know...” She trailed off, trying to remember. All she knew was that she’d somehow ‘felt’ Shar’s concern. “Aside from that, you can read tarot anywhere you know. That’s your passion really, isn’t it. And you’re good!”

Shar had to agree. “I love it when the words just seem to come into my mind without me trying to interpret. Then I look at the cards and I’m spot on. I surprise myself sometimes. It’s like someone else is using my eyes and voice.” She grinned. “They say the Tarot is a tool to get in touch with the intuition, but I feel like I’m the instrument!”

Nodding with understanding, Tess scooped the frothy milk from the top of the chai with her teaspoon and regarded her friend a long moment. “There are probably people down there who need to meet you.”

“Yeah, you’re right. I love you being so right. It’s reassuring. So tell me,” she changed topic again, eager to hear more about Tess’s English contact. “Speaking of people who you are meant to meet, what else did Demelza say?”

“She has a website dedicated to Seichim. It’s an ancient hands-on healing method, like Reiki. It uses an energy system and symbology learned from the ancient ones in Egypt. It’s a method that aligns the energy of the body when it’s out of balance.” Tess swallowed some coffee and replaced her cup. “That’s how I got onto her. I was searching for Reiki sites. She compares Seichim with Reiki, and they are really similar.” She paused. “It seems to me that it’s all related anyway at the heart of it... or the root of it.” Aware that she was being prompted to disclose more, she added, “Dem also mentioned the Sisterhood of the Rose, an ancient esoteric order which is like a mystery sect dedicated to the reintegration of the divine feminine, that has existed across time. It all seems so familiar.” For a moment she watched Shar, who appeared thirsty for more information. “Do you remember reading about the Knights Templar of the Cross, the brotherhood that fought in the Crusades?”

Shar nodded.

“It is said that the Templars protected the knowledge about Mary Magdalene when she went to France after Jesus ascended. Or some do say that he didn’t actually die on the cross, but that’s another story entirely.” She gathered her thoughts, before continuing. “The Popes felt utterly threatened by the fact that she was his wife and was privy to significant teachings and they desperately wanted to discredit the divine feminine. Ultimately the Inquisition was the result of that anger and a desire for control. They were quite effective, weren’t they! The Sisterhood and the Templars were, according to Dem, working together. She told me that many of the women went on the Crusades with the men to care for the wounded, apart from other spiritual pursuits. They called themselves Christian, but they would have learned so much from the Jews, Moslems and Sufis in the Middle East. All this may seem a part of history, but it crosses time. It’s now!”

Shar liked the sound of the sisterhood. “The name seems familiar. Do you think you’re part of it?”

“Not sure. I think it’s more complicated than that.” Tess added quietly, “We.”

Shar’s stomach churned. Tess sipped from her cup, waiting.

“What does that mean?”

“Well, it’s very intense. Take a look at the world. It’s a mess. It’s falling deeper into absolute chaos. It’s happening all over again, Shar, like it did in the Middle Ages. Nothing’s changed, aside from being a bit more comfortable. We have a little more sophisticated technology, and the weapons have become more powerful. The greatest conflict on the planet, centred around the Middle East, is yet to be resolved! Something’s got to give. It’s time to get involved in the healing. Bring the balance back before it’s too late.” She paused. “Don’t you get that feeling?”

Cautiously, Shar watched her. She always knew Tess was special, but she hadn’t bargained on this sort of ‘special’. It just seemed a little too weird, even for Tess. Personal involvement in planetary healing? Did they really belong to an ancient sisterhood? It was odd though how, after feeling cynical, it suddenly didn’t seem too much to expect. Do I want to be involved? 

Tess was as sure about this as she’d been about the colour of Ricky’s hair at birth. She knew totally it would be as black as coal, and he would have eyes the colour of the ocean. And he had. She also knew how involved she was already. Totally. The fear surfaced again, but this time she took a deep breath and allowed it to pass. She looked back at her friend who was eyeing her quizzically.

“Why do you feel so strongly about it? I mean, I agree the world is a mess. It scares me, but what you’re saying scares me even more...” Shar knew she was about to commit herself to something before she had any idea what it meant. She took a breath. “I think it’s me as well. How do we do it? How can we get involved? Politics?”

Tess shook her head quickly. “Nah. That changes nothing. Basically, I think politicians want it to stay the same. The status quo was how we got here.” In her mind’s eye, Tess saw Mike, a martial arts instructor who had trained Tess for over a decade. 

She had been his star student until a confrontation with him about his aggressive attitude towards women had prompted her to leave. Their relationship had been close, training and socialising together particularly after Briony, Tess’s sister-in-law, had joined the business, and they were drawn together in every situation, as if without will. It was an affair that had never happened. This may have been due to Briony’s bitter whispers behind Tess’s back, but mostly, she felt, it was because Mike was extremely ethical and would never have compromised his own integrity by becoming involved with a married woman. There was still an attraction that neither moved on, leaving Tess to often muse about whether he was her twin soul. Without giving herself any time to consider why he had occurred to her, she said, “Remember Mike?”

Knowing their history, Shar looked wary. “Of course.”

Tess continued, “He would say that politics is a form of symmetrical aggression. As one side pushes the other pushes back and it creates nothing except more violence. The way we use democracy is enhancing chaos, rather than maintaining balance and order. And it doesn’t encourage peace, either. Rather the opposite. We have to somehow...” She trailed off, suddenly unsure again. “We have to find a way of ‘complementary’ responding.” 

Shar was lost. “What?”

Trying to remember Mike’s words, Tess attempted an answer. “Complementary response is an assertive form of intelligent yielding. It’s about maintaining balance with integrity. It’s the key to creativity.” She considered. “I often think that’s what ‘grace’ is. Calling on divine intelligence to be part of the solution.”

Nodding carefully, Shar said, “Well, good words. But what exactly does it mean?”

Tess grinned at the look on her friend’s face. “That’s the theory. I’m not sure how it will manifest.” Her insight had vanished. This was the most frustrating part of her recall. The knowingness would flow in bursts and as she’d get a sense of clarity which brought her great satisfaction, before it petered out. She felt like she was back in the abyss waiting for the next instalment. She shrugged half-heartedly. “It’s gone.”

“You mean work in the spiritual, rather than physical world?”

“Not entirely. It’s about bringing the awareness into the physical. It’s encoded in the etheric already. We have to get in the flow of awareness, like it is when the information flows as answers to our questions. You do it during a Tarot reading when it works. Being ‘in the zone’ as athletes describe it.”

Shar wasn’t quite sure but prepared to absorb what Tess had learned.

“I suppose we have to become more conscious of those codes and then we can interpret them and act accordingly.”

They were silent for a long while, both aware that they would be working in the realms of symbology, ritual and ceremony. Perhaps they would meet other people to learn from. Wasn’t Demelza feeding Tess valuable information already?

Suddenly Shar broke said, “The rose used to be a Christian symbol, didn’t it?”

“Mm. Specifically for Mary Magdalene, I think. Although, there is a male Christian mystery order by the name of the Rosicrucians. Not sure where they got their name.”

“So much to learn... more questions than answers...” 

“All this esoteric theory is so complex. I just wish I understood more.” Tess said with a sigh, allowing some of the pent-up frustration to escape.

“Have you had any more dreams?” Shar asked.

Tess looked at her sharply. “Yes. It’s driving me crazy. How can I stop it? I tried walking it off, getting myself so tired I’d just sleep like a log but they keep on coming. Last night, I was in a temple room... beautiful, octagonal and lined with white marble. I was using crystals like laser beams, drawing energy through someone’s body. I could feel and see the blood vessel’s blockage in the right leg and I was telling the fellow, who was naked on the table, what to visualise as I worked on him.” She allowed herself to ponder briefly if perhaps she was practising Seichim. “I was visualising certain symbols on his body as I worked.” She paused. “I had a ring on my finger with a blue stone.” She rubbed her head, as if to trigger more of the memory. “I get a feeling that at some point I was given a ruby ring.” She trailed off with a small smile on her face. 

Shar was impressed. “What did he look like?” 

“He was really tall and blond... like really tall. With a goatee beard. Handsome. Not very old. He had a gold chain around his neck with blue and green beads. His robe was white with gold embroidery.”

“I thought you said he was naked.”

Tess was thoughtful. “Yes, he was.” She paused. “I just knew that. They must have been in the room somewhere.”

“What were you wearing?”

“I had gold sandals on my feet, and I was dressed in a long, light blue robe with a gold and rose-pink sash. I have a feeling it was a colour code to denote my work.” She looked off into the distance as if trying to bring it back to her mind’s eye. “The ring was ‘given’ to me at my Initiation as a sign of devotion to the Goddess... the patron of my Order.”

“Goodness. Tess, how do you know so much?”

Tess blinked, flicking some hair from her eyes. “I just do.”

“Anything else?” Shar was suddenly aware just how clear and penetrating her hazel eyes looked this morning.

Closing her eyes, Tess focused. Wanting to get back to it all morning, the images were welcome and formed easily in her mind. She knew it was a stormy day and was worried about the trees in the garden outside the chamber she was in. “It’s quiet and serene in the room but there’s a wild storm going on outside. I know because I’m concerned about some trees. It must be very wild to interrupt my healing work. Oh, and the blockage isn’t in his right thigh. It’s higher, in his groin... something to do with his fertility.”

“God, I wish I’d have such vivid dreams.”

Tess opened her eyes and stared solemnly ahead. “It’s scary, Shar. Honestly. I’d just like to know what it’s about.”

“Have you told Demelza about the dreams?” Shar was whispering and she didn’t know why.

“She thinks it’s Atlantis.”

Shar nodded slowly. “Shit, that’s what I get as well.” She was quiet a moment. “Are we involved in the healing of the rift which caused the downfall of Atlantis?”

A strong tremor shot through Tess’s body. She could hardly control the shaking as she held her hand out to Shar to hold. “I know I did something dreadful. I can feel it.” She looked longingly at her friend, suddenly aware of how much she would miss her. “But what? And why now? That’s what I want to know. Sim knows something’s awry and I can’t keep it a secret much longer. It’s either commit totally to this spiritual journey, which includes telling him everything and taking whatever he dishes out, or reopen a homeopathy practice, bring in some money and focus on our marriage.” She paused, then added, “I could’ve left last year when we had big problems, but I committed myself to our relationship.”

“Working again?”

Tess shrugged. “I don’t know. Sometimes I feel like I’m letting him down.”

Shar finished her coffee. “Well, it’s up to you, of course.”

“I need Spirit to be clearer with me about what ‘it’ is all about.” Tess wished she could add something simple, but there was nothing she could hang any words onto. Whatever ‘it’ was, hung there in the ethers just out of reach, like a word on the tip of one’s tongue or a dream disappearing into the deep recesses of one’s mind. She could really be going out of her mind to even be looking at it as if it was real. More than anything else she knew she had to atone for something. The sound of the crystal shattering, suddenly echoing within her mind, was the realest thing she’d ever heard.
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Tess decided to enquire about rooms in the shopping centre dedicated to alternative healing therapies. They were a reasonable rent, so she paid a month in advance and set up a therapy room. Sim was quietly ecstatic, pretending nothing had changed but positive that the marriage was back on track and that the bills would be paid and he could work a little less at his panel-beating business.

When she woke on that first day, it had been raining all night and the air smelled of perfume, fresh and new. Tess felt some enthusiasm build as she got ready and figured it must be okay with Spirit. Maybe she could focus on both healing work and the divine plan. Driving to the rooms, she turned the radio on. A song came on about being divided between two lovers... how it would only cause heartache. Without being aware of any change, she braked for a red light. Although she intended to stop, the car had other ideas, skidding across the greasy intersection towards cars that had just taken off to cross. Quickly she moved the wheel to correct it, but too much. The Landcruiser scraped one car and veered erratically towards another. 

Before she could catch her breath, Tess came to a standstill only to find she had hit four cars in the process. It was not her fault, but outside the car someone was honking her and another irate driver was swearing abuse. 

“My God.” Tess could hardly believe it was her life. “How did that happen?”

Someone opened her door. “Are you okay?” a woman asked kindly. 

“Thanks. Just a little shaken. But how stupid of me...”

“Wasn’t your fault. The road’s slippery from the rain last night. As long as you’re really okay?”

Tess nodded to reassure her.

She smiled at the chaos. “They’re just cars. No one’s hurt.”

Tess knew that Sim wasn’t going to perceive it quite like that. Looking at the four slightly damaged cars, rather than see some empty vehicles that required some work, all he would see would be unpaid labour he really didn’t need right now.

“I really should have listened...”

After apologising and clearing up the mess she had created, giving out telephone numbers, Tess went straight to the landlord of the therapy centre and explained how she would not be needing the room after all.


3

Marriage

It was the height of summer. Tess lay back on her elbows enjoying the hot sun as it shone, dappled by the leaves of the gum tree onto her bare legs. As the waves crashed relentlessly to shore, she observed her son’s expertise on his surfboard. Balanced perfectly on a crest, he weaved his board down and over, only to readjust and paddle back out to repeat the process. He’d only stop when his father called him in and he would arrive shivering uncontrollably but so filled with elation he’d not notice the cold.

Closer to their campsite, Tad struck the sand with his cricket bat a few times waiting for the ball to fly out of Sim’s hand, as he ran down the sand towards him. Joyfully, he lobbed the tennis ball way past his father who feigned impatience at the hit before patiently running after the ball. The youngster screamed with excitement as he ran towards the wickets - three sticks set upright in the sand. Tess watched them affectionately, then lay back with a smile on her face. There hadn’t been much laughter lately. A short camping trip on the beach never failed to bring them together. 

Although it had been over a decade ago, it was not one hundred metres up this same beach, where she had watched the athletic Sim surf, intrigued by the skills needed for such a sport and impressed by the ease with which he rode the waves. Strong, congenial and tanned, her husband had been an excellent catch or so her girlfriends had advised her. Not that she’d done much fishing, however, more interested in conquering the surfboard than catching a man. Sim had spent many months convincing her of the benefit of a relationship. It had been a worthwhile choice. The boys were a joy and for the most part, they had been good for each other. When had things changed? For a moment, Tess was nostalgic for that youthful simplicity and wanted to embrace Sim for what he had put up with over the years. It amazed her that they were still together.

She was very fond of him. God how she hated that word, but it best described how she felt. She often wondered why she couldn’t fall deeply in love, but it seemed, reviewing her life, that she found that state impossible, reserved for others more able to feel simple emotions. Others had accused her of being cold, but she didn’t believe that. Deep inside was a burning passion that surfaced in many ways, mostly as her devotion to the divine plan. It simply could be no other way. She loved deeply and with a purity which some found impossible to understand, and so to them it seemed she loved not at all. The love she expressed seemed not to be of this world.

Karate had seemed a way of grounding herself in the physical world. Always on the lookout for a challenge, Tess wanted to discipline her mind and hone her body. Mike, her instructor, was charismatic and powerful, and so full of integrity she often fell into the trap of feeling inferior... precisely what he used to defeat all opponents. Taking full advantage of his many women students, Mike would urge and cajole them past endurance. Then he seemed to mock them for their weakness, ensuring he was always there to ‘save’ them. One had to be stronger than all the men to defeat Mike or even just come out as an equal. His invincibility had given Tess the incentive to push herself to defeat him. With steely determination, she was driven to prove something, not just about herself, but about all women.

The warm sun and the waves pounding onto the sand lulled her, Tess wondered yet again whether they would have had an affair if she’d stayed longer at the academy. Stupid thought, really, she wasn’t like that. It wasn’t just the presence of Sim’s sister, like a chaperone of old, that had destroyed any possibility of it. Regardless, the relationship they shared meant that it was always on the brink of happening. And Sim always expected it. 

Every moment spent in Mike’s company left an impression within her that lasted hours. When she walked into a crowded room where he was, within minutes, without thought, they were beside each other. When they had a bout, she felt his intentions with precision and clarity. Sometimes, just sometimes, she felt she could defeat him. But she never had. Perhaps it would have ended the relationship if she had. It made sense that he was her twin soul. She had been sure for many years that it wasn’t Sim. Perhaps one day they would come together, and it would become clear what role he played in her life’s purpose. She’d already written him a letter stating this clearly to him... they had something to do together. But what was it? That part of the puzzle defeated her.

The tennis ball dropped into the sand beside her and hot sand scattered on her belly. Hearing Tad’s gleeful yell, she looked up catching Sim’s cautious grin and felt great affection and love for them. General laughter greeted her surprised expression. The world always intrudes, she thought with a wry grin and stood, ball in hand, ready to join their game.

*
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Yawning but still begging for more stories, the boys finally exhausted themselves and succumbed to sleep and she and Sim lay beside a dying fire watching the stars together. It was a long moment of harmony which she relished, although, having found this moment, she was not surprised when he used the unspoken intimacy to broach the subject of their estrangement.

“What’s going on, Tess?” Sim asked, after they spied a shooting star high in the heavens.

“You don’t want to know.” 

“Yes. I do.”

Tess rolled over onto her front and looked at him. How much would he understand? “No matter how I explain it, Sim, you won’t be able to hear me. Not really.”

“Try me.”

“You really want to know?”

Sim nodded. He was desperate to understand. Living with Tess was the best thing about his life. It was just her weird ideas which left him feeling abandoned and neglected.

“OK.” She took a swig from a bottle of water before clearing her throat. It gave her a moment to contemplate where to start. “I have dedicated my life to embodying the highest ‘god’ energy possible.” She decided to leave out the bit about her divine complement which would only complicate matters. Her husband was a soul brother, assisting on some level, but it went no deeper. Shar had suggested that he was her guardian and that resonated with Tess because Sim had always been a faithful partner. She added, “For the benefit of the whole.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes. Do you know what I mean?”

“No.” Sim watched his beautiful raven-haired wife in all her earnestness and felt a cold chill rise along his spine. He didn’t want to change the atmosphere, so he didn’t say how it sounded like bullshit. Airy-fairy bullshit. Sometimes, he was ashamed of her... for believing such weird shit. Even the thought hurt him, so he wasn’t going to say it out loud. And, it really didn’t matter what she believed, he still loved her.

“I am here to serve humanity and allow the energy to unfold as is willed in accordance with the divine plan.”

Despite her oddball ideas, he’d never seriously considered anyone else. But he often wondered why she couldn’t be like other women, content with hassling their husbands over drinking and insisting they work at a career and share the household chores 50/50. He’d be quite happy with that, at least they’d be sharing the money-making. As things stood at the moment, bills were a constant source of resentment.

“That’s it?” he asked when nothing further was added.

“Yep.”

“You’re serious, aren’t you? Why can’t you just buy crystals and go swimming with dolphins? What’s with the god-stuff?” 

Turning back to watch the sky, she ignored the ridicule in his tone. 

“Where do I fit into it?” he asked finally. 

“It is irrelevant, actually.”

That rankled. “I’m your husband. How can I be irrelevant in your life?”

“Because it isn’t ‘my life’,” she said carefully, not wanting to provoke him past where he already was. “My life belongs to the I Am, or the Source. It isn’t my choice.”

“You chose to marry me.”

“Yes, I did. And I chose to have Ricky and Tad. And I also chose to accept the terms of the divine contract which I agreed to long before our marriage existed in the physical.”

“You’ve lost me now.”

She looked away, murmuring, “I knew I would at some point.”

He narrowed his eyes. “What makes you think you’re so special, anyway?”

She returned his look, and warned, “Don’t start, Sim. Please.”

He looked towards the tent where the boys slept and lowered his voice. “You put yourself on this pedestal, treat me as if I’m a fuckin’ idiot and then expect us to fit in around your agenda. You’re just a fuckin’ housewife, for god’s sake. You don’t even have a job!” The anger abated into pity, a much more comfortable place. “I fear for your sanity sometimes, Tess. I really do.”

His last statement hit its mark. She felt a stab of shame deep inside, breathed into it and allowed it to disperse. Sometimes she did wonder if she was going mad. “You might put me on a pedestal, but I don’t,” she said quietly, almost to herself. 

Another long silence followed. 

After the accident when she’d caused utter chaos in the street, she’d taken this as a message that she needed to be totally focused upon her true service. As soon as she’d had this realisation, she just accepted the inevitable and surrendered. That same day she closed the rooms more money flowed into Sim’s business. Perhaps it had been a lack of attention which had caused the accident, but perhaps it also was an indication of what happened when she lacked focus... chaos. Despite it being a spiritual discipline, she knew even a healing practice was a distraction rather than a service. This was what she’d tried to explain to Sim the next morning before he shook his head in disbelief and left for work. 

“Is this really why you stopped working?” Sim asked, when he’d calmed down. “This... spirit-thing?”

“I don’t know what I have to do, but it requires intense focus. It is no fleeting whim. I keep on trying to tell you. It’s too important for it to just be a hobby.”

“Tess, we need the money.”

She felt a stab of guilt, well aware of just how little cash they did have, but it made no difference. Her commitment was everything. “I can’t do it. You’ve just got to trust me.”

He groaned and rolled away. No matter what went down between them, no matter how much she talked nonsense, she was a great mother, and it was always good sex. Was there
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Calling...
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