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			What lies beyond the veil we call death may surprise you –Elizabeth Welles, a recently widowed young woman, and a curious nun, who takes her under her spiritual wing, are about to find out. Elizabeth cannot cope with her loss and attempts to take her life only to be confronted by The Watchers who escort her on a cosmic journey that offers choice, hope and a promise of fulfillment.

		


			What if you slept 
And what if 
In your sleep 
You dreamed 
And what if 
In your dream 
You went to heaven 
And there plucked a strange and beautiful flower 
And what if 
When you awoke 
You had that flower in your hand 
Ah, what then? 

			
~Samuel Taylor Coleridge, The Complete Poems

			❧ ❧ ❧

		


			“To enter the realm of The Rainbow Watchers is to find yourself in a vivid, luminescent landscape of color, sparkling with gems that feel alive and were created with words! I was drawn into the unfolding story of Elizabeth’s journey from loss to healing and happiness with the help of her angelic guides, family and friends. She was able to be vulnerable, but strong, as she entered into new relationships and allowed herself to embrace life again. I imagined Stephen as being in the “Rainbow” world going through his stages of healing at the same time that Elizabeth was going through hers where they each could release the past in order to embrace the future.”

			~ Judith Picone

			“I started reading The Rainbow Watchers and can’t put it down! I am totally immersed in its fluid, rich descriptions and characters. I was drawn in immediately, as the whole idea of The Rainbow Watchers intrigues and speaks to me. The book is well-written and is an invitation to those who may not be aware of different dimensions and the power of the colors of the chakras to explore them in a rich, varied environment. This book has “found its time,” as civilization moves closer to acknowledging dimensions beyond the third and of communications beyond the thin veil that separates us from a vast, creative consciousness that can be ours if we open to it.” 

			~ Suzanne Parkhurst,
Certified Qigong Instructor, Herbalist,
Reiki Practitioner and End of Life Doula

			“The Rainbow Watchers is an inspirational story of hope and healing. Marlene demonstrates a beautiful writing style throughout and creates peaceful guides, grief resolution and spiritual intervention that lead to a “feel good” outcome. I appreciated the emphasis on deep friendships and homespun values woven into each chapter and fully appreciate her rich use of colorful vocabulary and the unfolding of a touching story.” 

			~ Candis Fancher,
Speech Therapist, Certified Grief Facilitator

			“By creating an unforgettable, mystical, heavenly realm and folding it seamlessly into a richly imagined story of redemption, The Rainbow Watchers gives us two most precious gifts --- the uplifting feelings of both hope and love.”

			 ~ Leslie L. Hamel, Kingston, WA

			“The engaging reality in The Rainbow Watchers is an uplifting journey of expansion and hope. Marlene King’s vision, verity, and spirit shine.”

			 ~ Marci Madsen Fuller, Author, Crosscurrents

			“In The Rainbow Watchers, Elizabeth’s enigmatic NDE beautifully illustrates the connection between our human chakras to the color bands in the rainbow. It opens the pathway to the power of love and ability to trust that the integration of our spiritual nature is always at work in our lives.”

			~ Sandra Custer, MSW

			“Marlene helps you see in The Rainbow Watchers the importance of paying attention to our rich inner dream life and what is waiting to be awakened. The heartfelt resonance of being in relationship with the Divine drives this story which I found both reassuring and illuminating. It’s not every day that spiritual ideas and beings are so lovingly woven within a literary landscape.” 

			~ Ann Wilkinson Ellis, Producer
of Still with Thee (Inspirational Recording), Co-producer of 
Farewell to Harry, (Independent Film), Teacher, Director, Actor, Writer

			“The Rainbow Watchers is a touching tale about the transfiguration of loss. It takes readers out over the perilous edge then sets us free to remember we are here to risk ourselves to each other, and the world, while discovering who we are being called to be, and become.”

			 ~ Sandra Wallin, B.Sc., B.Ed., M.A.  
Belief Builder & Change Agent,
Founder of Chiron’s Way Center for Equine Guided Development

		


			Dedication

			To all who have ever experienced darkness or despair, there is always a choice to move out of the shadows and into the light. To The Watchers whose eternal presence guides us from the rainbows whether we believe it or not.

		


			Chapter One

			 The Beginning of the End

			A UPS truck barreled past the window and broke her concentration. Annoyed, she scowled, hit “save” on the keyboard and stood up to see a brown truck zip in a driveway a few houses down the street. He was driving too fast for this vintage neighborhood, and she vowed to suggest installing speed bumps at the next block meeting. Before she eased back into her ergonomic chair, she noted that the blossoms were beginning to split open on the branches of the cherry trees that lined the street. She returned her attention to the graphic design she was working on that consisted of foliage and shadows against a cluster of high-rise buildings. 

			Minutes later, her cell phone buzzed underneath a pile of documents that littered her workstation. She shoved the papers aside and saw the phone screen indicated the call was from St. John’s Hospital. She wondered what they wanted and despite the fact it might be a solicitation, she answered just in case, since her husband was out on his run early this morning.

			“May I speak with Mrs. Elizabeth Welles? Her name was listed as the emergency contact for Stephen Welles.”

			The over-sized monitor with its panoramic spread of buildings kaleidoscoped in front of her. “This is Elizabeth Welles. Has something happened to my husband?” Elizabeth shot up from her chair, paced nervously and bit her lip. Time collapsed like ruins around her and the room was spinning.

			The man’s voice was low, even and kind. “I’m Dr. Wallace Meade in the ER at St. John’s Hospital and I’m very sorry to inform you that your husband, Stephen, was found in distress along the Maple Heights Trail this morning. The jogger who discovered him called emergency services and Mr. Welles was transported to our facility where we were unable to revive him.”

			Elizabeth froze, incapable to absorb the information, trust her hearing or find words. She imagined the air had been sucked from her lungs and she held her head to stop the ringing. 

			“Mrs. Welles? Are you still there? We’ll need you to come down and make arrangements. Is there anyone who can drive you? May we call someone? I realize this is a tremendous shock.”

			Elizabeth regained her breath, snapped out of her trance and shouted into the phone, “Nooooo, it’s not true! Nooo, not Stephen! You must be wrong. He’s due back any minute—he just left a little bit ago. We had coffee before he went out for his jog and . . .” Visceral emotion washed over her vibrating body. Sobs and a violent storm of tears flowed as she collapsed onto her office couch screaming in someone else’s voice.

			❧ ❧ ❧

			Elizabeth let her closest friend from work, Marni Petrakis, guide and support her through the hospital entrance to the reception desk where she saw a nun chatting with the desk attendant. 

			The nun looked up and saw the hunched over body of a young woman who was clearly suffering with the weight of crisis. 

			Elizabeth registered comprehension in the nun’s expression and knew she had witnessed grief many times. Marni explained to the receptionist why they were there and the two women were directed to a waiting area off the main corridor.

			Elizabeth and Marni were alone in the intimate blue-green carpeted room. The interior colors were cool and subdued with several chairs upholstered in a mid-century modern design grouped around contemporary walnut end tables. 

			Marni fidgeted and comforted her friend with kind words and a supply of tissues, but Elizabeth stared ahead, numb and detached. 

			Elizabeth tumbled through a surreal portal and retreated to a space without time, reeling from the insanity of being in a hospital setting and the words she replayed telling her that Stephen was dead. 

			There was a soft knock on the door before a distinguished gray-haired man of about fifty in a hospital lab coat opened it and entered holding a tablet in the crook of his arm. 

			Marni stood and introduced herself to him. “I’m Marni Petrakis, Mrs. Welles’ friend. This is such a shock.”

			He nodded and turned his attention to Elizabeth. “Mrs. Welles? I’m Dr. Meade and I was with your husband when he died. I’m sorry, we did everything we could. Were you aware of an existing heart condition?”

			Elizabeth shook her head, dazed, face swollen.

			“Would you like to be with him?” the doctor offered. His compassion was well-practiced, but genuine.

			“Do what feels right, Liz. Don’t have any regrets.”

			Elizabeth’s voice was almost inaudible. “Will you come with me?” 

			The doctor escorted both women down a brightly lit hallway to an anteroom where Stephen lay.

			❧ ❧ ❧

			Elizabeth rarely left her house. It had been a couple of months since Stephen’s memorial service in April. She barely got through the experience, much less remembered it, as her grief was all-consuming which made her go deeper into a dark place. She did not bathe regularly or get dressed for the day, return calls, eat properly or pick up her mail. Her world slid into an abyss after Stephen’s untimely death. 

			A photo taken last September by the server in their favorite restaurant was one of her treasured mementos. They were celebrating their fourth anniversary. Displayed in a showy frame on a living room side table, she picked it up on her way to the kitchen. She thought a cup of tea might revive her spirits, so she filled a kettle and opened the tea canister and located a clean mug. She sat at the breakfast bar and studied the photo while she waited for the water to boil. She searched for a clue on their faces which were frozen in time that would indicate that six months later her beloved Stephen would be dead at thirty-eight. This was a man who ran several miles a day and did all the right things to maintain his health, but was taken by a rare congenital heart defect that was never detected or diagnosed. Their future plans were severed at the hands of an evil fate or whatever decides these mortal punishments in the pitiful lives of humankind. Elizabeth was bitter and went in circles with rage and sadness, the depths of which she had never before experienced.

			The doorbell rang just as the kettle started to whistle. Elizabeth, jolted from her reverie, got up and turned off the gas and padded to the entry. She checked the peephole and opened the door to her neighbor who stood there with a thermal slow cooker in her hands.

			“Mrs. Goldstein.”

			“I made extra and thought you might appreciate soup for supper,” she held out the pot to Elizabeth with a bright, genuine smile. 

			“Thank you. I was just making tea. Would you . . . ?” Before Elizabeth could finish her sentence, Mrs. Goldstein was inside the foyer and looking around.

			“That would be lovely, dear,” and made her way to the kitchen and set the pot on the counter next to the stove. Elizabeth trotted behind. “How are you doing? Manny and I have been very worried about you. The blinds are never up and we hardly ever see you leave.” A slight flush traveled across her cheeks betraying her proclivity to keep her eye on her neighbors’ business. She opened the top button of her cardigan. 

			“I have good days and bad days, but guess that’s normal, or at least that’s what they tell me.” Elizabeth got the water up to a boil again and pulled another mug from the shelf. “Lipton?” she asked, knowing it was the only tea she ever saw her neighbor drink and Elizabeth had a habit of always keeping a supply of it in her pantry. 

			“Of course.” Mrs. Goldstein studied her neighbor carefully. “Who tells you it’s normal?”

			Elizabeth placed the teabags into the cups and poured scalding water over them. It reminded her of the grief that scalded her inside. “Oh, I went to a few support groups after, uh, Stephen passed. I didn’t get a lot out of them—it seemed futile. Not a lot one can say about grief except that it’s hell.” She pushed the mug and a sugar bowl toward her neighbor.

			“If there is ever anything we can do, we are just next door and I’m only working part time now, but soon I’ll be home permanently.”

			“Oh, I didn’t know. You’re finally going to retire! Good for you.”

			“October. Manny’s been wanting me to quit for years so I can be home with him. He doesn’t miss a day of corporate life. We have an extended trip planned for several weeks after I get my golden parachute.” 

			Mrs. Goldstein doctored her tea with a generous amount of sugar. “Our daughter Nadine and her husband, Myron, will be staying in our house while we’re away and wanted you to know. I’m sure they would be happy to look in on you or . . .”

			“I’ll be fine, Mrs. Goldstein, but thanks for the heads up. Elizabeth swirled the tea in her cup and glanced at the photo she left on the counter. “Without family, it’s a challenge sometimes. My brother’s in California and we’re not close. He only met Stephen once at our wedding and it’d been years since there’d been any contact.” Elizabeth toyed with the soggy string and tag dangling over her cup. “I appreciate all you’ve already done.”

			Mrs. Goldstein smiled and poked a strand of hair behind her ear enjoying the acknowledgment and nodded toward the pot on the counter. “I brought you my special-recipe potato soup. It’s hearty and looks like you could use it. Your arms need some meat on them.” Mrs. Goldstein was outspoken, but truthful. “Did Stephen have family?” she asked from left field.

			“Just an older sister who lives in Europe. I’ve never met her. She’s a scientist of some prominence and travels the world, but was always too busy to schedule a visit. She didn’t even make it to his memorial service, but sent a lovely spray of flowers with her condolences.” Elizabeth uttered with a slight constriction in her throat. 

			“I see. Families can be strange no matter what. But they are the ties that bind. Perhaps you could reach out and invite her here or you could visit her? Have you thought about traveling? I have this amazing travel agent.”

			Elizabeth stood and put her cup in the sink, her way of announcing the conversation was growing tedious. She was exhausted and although her neighbor was well-intentioned, she needed space. Her nerves were shredded and she felt edgy and anxious most of the time, as if there was something else she was supposed to be doing, but she didn’t know what. Elizabeth expressed her gratitude for the soup and escorted Mrs. Goldstein to the front door.

			❧ ❧ ❧

			It was nearing the summer solstice and the nights were warm. Elizabeth slept with her window ajar, as the night air energized her especially when it was charged with ions from summer storms. She lay awake for several hours peering outside and thought about her recurring dream and wondered if she would have it tonight. It always left her with unsettled feelings and imagery that tapped into another time and place. She first had the dream shortly after Stephen died. It was usually the same scenario with minor variations. She found herself in a chamber with ancient Doric columns with lush flowers and shrubbery crowding the perimeters. There were shadowy beings milling around performing rituals. They held earthen bowls of smoldering incense and fanned a circle of smoke around her body with a large feather as they chanted in a chorus of foreign words and bowed rhythmically. No one looked at her directly, but their otherworldly appearance and manner was intense and their billowy garments reminded her of magician’s capes. She then laid down on the skin of a leopard, closed her eyes and surrendered to a strange euphoria. Before long, she could feel and smell musky-scented oils applied to her forehead and feet. With that, she bolted awake to find herself on her back absorbed in the familiar feeling that lingered from an ancient time. 

			Chapter Two

			Down the Rabbit Hole

			The humidity and triple digit temperatures were unbearable that August. Elizabeth lowered the temperature in her pearl-white Prius and cranked up the fan and radio and tilted the interior vents toward her face. Her fine light brown hair was tied with an elastic band to keep it off her neck, but the skin on the back of her legs stuck to the seat. She loved the ocean and had not been since she and Stephen spent a few vacation days there last summer. Today she wanted to empty her lingering grief and painful emotions into the sea to be swallowed up and carried away with the tide. 

			The over-the-top amount of traffic matched the temperatures with people escaping the city heat. Elizabeth chose a shortcut off the main highway and wound through coastal towns, most of which were disheveled remnants of early Americana. But the modern age was everywhere and the Walgreens on the corner of Morgan Street and First Avenue was the landmark to turn right which would take her directly to a public beach access location. Usually there were just a handful of beach-goers, but today dozens of cars clogged the small parking area. Lowering her window, she breathed in the briny breeze, cool and inviting. She squeezed into a spot between a tuft of tall sea grass and a metallic-blue SUV. A white wave of heat shimmered along the shoreline where people splashed in the surf.

			Leaving the windows cracked, she pulled out a sand chair, wide-brimmed floppy hat and a thermal bag packed with snacks and water and reading material from the back seat. She kept her flip-flops on as the sand was blistering. Maneuvering down a sandy path, she found a semi-quiet spot apart from the crowds next to a sand bank that was set back several yards from the water.

			When she spread her towel, she remembered the times she and Stephen made this trip. A rush of emptiness and fear permeated her body, but she attempted to keep her attention on the ritual of setting up her space, even though a few tears escaped from the corners of her eyes. She positioned the chair and liberally sprayed SPF on her arms, legs and torso and watched children laugh and splash in the waves and couples stop to pick up shells and meander along the edge of the water. They reminded her of the possibilities of what might have been with Stephen that were cut short. Recognizing she was about to slip again into that painful space that caused her throat and solar plexus to contract, she challenged herself to shift her focus. Settling into the chair on her towel, she cleaned her sunglasses, pulled the brim on her hat down to block the sun and opened up her book. Attempting to stay conscious, she read the words, stayed with the words, but her mind inevitably wandered and found grief in the shadows. It had to get better, and some days it was, but not today. She turned to the pounding waves that set a rhythm and lured her back to be in the moment, and for that, she was grateful.

			❧ ❧ ❧

			When the sun moved lower on the horizon, Elizabeth checked the time and messages on her cell. There was a text from Marni and two voicemails from her boss. She did not know how she deserved their loyalty, as her moods and energy were often dark and tentative. Fred, her boss, had questions about a past project and Marni wanted to catch a movie—hang out in an air-conditioned theatre. That part sounded good, since the mantle of heat in the east squeezed out the last vestiges of summer with a vengeance. After Labor Day, the days shortened and the grip of summer relaxed and the magic of fall entered through the back door. She punched in a reply, gathered her belongings and made her way to the car hoping to beat the lion’s share of traffic back into the city.

			❧ ❧ ❧

			The smell of popcorn in theatre lobbies evoked memories. Whenever she and Stephen went to the movies, they shared the big tub with extra butter. The iconic treat created an expectation of escape, being transported into the fantasyland of film. 

			Marni wore a sleeveless, powder-blue checkered sundress and Elizabeth, a gauzy peasant top over cropped pants. They looked younger than their years and despite the sunscreen, Elizabeth’s skin glowed pink and obliterated the pasty pallor she was accustomed to the last few months.

			“Extra butter, please,” Marni added to her order. The young teen boy blushed when she looked directly at him with her dark and enormous Mediterranean eyes. “Want the same, Liz? You could use it.”

			It had been a while since Elizabeth’s appetite was piqued. “Okay. I’ll have extra butter.” Marni had a way of taking her up to the top floor whether she wanted to go or not.

			❧ ❧ ❧

			Elizabeth begged off going to a club after the movie. Marni insisted it would do her good, but Liz convinced her otherwise. She was not ready to be in that type of environment and the thought of it made her stomach churn. Her energy spent, she said good night to her friend in the theatre parking lot. It was balmy out and she drove home with the windows down and contemplated Marni’s suggestion. Going out again, the dating scene. It was the last thing on her mind, and wondered if she would ever feel like it. A flood of tears surprised her and she felt lonelier than she ever had before.

			She parked in the garage and after lowering the door, realized she forgot to leave the porch light on. Standing by the side of the house in the dark, she tried several keys until the door to the mudroom opened. She entered and bolted the door behind her. 

			The house was stuffy. She opened a few windows to let the hot air escape and set the air at sixty-eight degrees to cool it off. She remembered Stephen always took care of these things. Missing him crushed her. She was thirsty from the popcorn and felt like she had swallowed a bucket of dust so grabbed a bottle of chilled water in the fridge. She unscrewed the cap and took a long drink on her way to her bedroom. Elizabeth decided she would never sleep without her meds tonight and extracted a vial of “magic pills” from her nightstand drawer, opened it and shook one into her palm. Her docs would only write scripts for ten at a time now because her depression lingered and she did not show signs of being able to accept her circumstances. There was liability if she harmed herself or others. And since she did not consent to go to a shrink or groups or anything else suggested to assist her grieving, they limited her access to potentially deadly medications. So she took them sparingly. She popped one into her mouth and the icy water felt good going down. She wondered what it would be like if she took all of them that she managed to hoard from when they gave them to her plentifully around the time of the Stephen’s death. But tonight, getting some sleep was all she wanted.

			She closed the windows, adjusted the thermostat to seventy-five degrees and took a cool shower to lower her core temperature. The humidity was oppressive. As she stood under the mist of the rain shower head, she dared to think about taking her brother up on his offer to go to California. There was nothing there to remind her of Stephen, but plenty to remind her of the parts of her life she would rather not remember. Conservative and shy by nature, fitting in with trendy groups, clubs or cliques was impossible. She was lost in a sea of people and the pain from the loss of both parents early in life was overwhelming to experience essentially alone. And, there was only one season of the year versus four and the pace was staggering. She had made a life in New England during the past decade and it felt like home. It was home. Marni suggested she sell her house and move into a condo. There would be little or no maintenance and she could make it her own. Besides, she might meet someone. Marni rightly pointed out that she and Stephen bought into an “established” neighborhood with few people their own age. The thought of being able to come and go in new surroundings was appealing and had merit, but it was too soon to make that decision—either way. The more she thought about the unknowns of her future, the more she turned to the comfort and security of the past and she realized she would have to leave one of them behind.

			❧ ❧ ❧

			That night she dreamed of the chamber and shot straight up in bed fully awake when she thought she smelled the incense and aromatic oils. The green digital numerals on her clock displayed 3:34 a.m. when she got up and looked outside. No cars going by at this time of the morning. She finished the bottle of water on the nightstand, used the bathroom and went back to bed hoping the sleeping pill would carry her back to the Land of Nod on the coattails of morning.

			Chapter Three

			The Homecoming

			The off-white walls glowed gray under the fluorescent lights of the hospital room. Elizabeth squinted at the ceiling tiles dotted with sprinkler heads and wrinkled her nose at the antiseptic bite in the air. An unearthly fog drifted in and out of her head blurring her focus, but through partially open blinds, she managed to glimpse the last gasp of the day held hostage in the hands of magnificent scarlet skies. She faded in and out of consciousness, remembering the rain, heavy and insistent. The dullness of her drug-affected state was like concrete in her veins pinning her to the institutional sheets that chafed her bony elbows. Elizabeth Welles had been to the end of the line and back. The bedside monitor beat out rhythms that measured her life, and thin plastic tubes pumped clear liquids into her fragile arms. 

			As comprehension of the failure to end her life set in, fear swept through Elizabeth’s slender chest and released a flood into her ash-colored eyes. She had no choice but to surrender to humiliation and recede into a black pool of unconsciousness where she succumbed and fell into a fitful sleep.

			The rustle of Sister Antoinette’s crepe skirts and light footsteps added to the hospital room’s clinical undercurrent. The good Sister checked on Elizabeth whose stone-still body was draped with a pastel pink coverlet. She had ministered to the frail woman from the time of her admission two days ago, looking in at regular intervals, hoping to catch her awake. 

			Antoinette considered Elizabeth’s intake history, and it was evident she was overwhelmed by the storms of life. The Sister held a clear memory of the crumpled woman who had come to identify and retrieve her husband’s body seven months ago. It was not her place, clinically, to investigate further, but spiritually was another matter. Antoinette deemed Elizabeth had not finished her assignment in this world, and resolved to fan any hope the young woman may have into flames of salvation and redemption. 

			Antoinette’s mission stirred into a fierce vigilance to ensure Elizabeth’s destiny would be played out and her soul saved. When the nun dragged an orange plastic chair across the floor to the edge of the bed, wobbly metal discs screeched. Closing her eyes, Sister Antoinette prayed, holding her jet-beaded rosary, as if it were alive. 

			Elizabeth did not react to the swish of crepe when the Sister left her bedside. 

			Only the light from the monitors and ambient glow from the hall were visible when Elizabeth made an attempt to fully open her eyes for the first time in days. Numbness embroidered the periphery of her consciousness, as she cautiously struggled to grasp the scope of her surroundings. Elizabeth labored to figure out the smudge of faces and conversations that slid into mental quicksand. She moaned in frustration and her sense of loss was visceral masked by the residue of narcotics that came close to claiming her life. 

			The effort to push herself into a sitting position made Elizabeth’s head pound. Months of lessened activity had weakened her muscles, and she slumped onto her back observing the needles and connections to tubes and bags. The exertion propelled her to the threshold of dreams, patterns of shards, captives in the prison of her mind. Before she allowed them to overtake her, she lay in a twilight reverie. 

			The door to her small private room was half open opposite her bed. She observed a crew mopping the corridor floors, their shadows diffused in low light. The night sounds of other patients, muffled voices, shuffling noises drifted in. Nurses performed midnight rounds, wafting down the hall on rubber-soled shoes that stilled the echoes of their presence. 

			Elizabeth’s breathing reminded her that she had survived the attempt to end her life and she resented it. The effort she took to ensure this would not happen was futile. Her meticulous plan to ingest the stash of pills she amassed after Stephen’s death would have allowed her to join him. She spent considerable hours researching how much dosage would be lethal and she coyly courted the pharmacist to validate her calculations. Now she was confused and sad and would have to live with the embarrassment and pain. 

			Her eyes grew accustomed to the dim pallor of the room and maybe an hour passed, or two, there was no way to measure for sure before she saw a large black dog wandering down the hallway, its nose to the floor sniffing until it found her door. Startled, Elizabeth watched it pause and cross the threshold into her room with a playful bound. Ignoring her light whistle, it circled checking out every corner. It stopped, stood rigid, perked its ears and returned to the hallway, evaporating before it reached the door. Convincing herself she was either dreaming or hallucinating, Elizabeth believed her stupor created the experience. She wanted to sleep and move away from the encroaching memories of Stephen and her failure, but faces crowded in. She could see dear Marni, shaking her and crying and the Goldsteins paralyzed with fear. She observed emergency room attendants shove tubes down her throat and pierce her flesh with needles. Surrounded by demons of torment, something distracted her. Through a tear in the veil she saw a flicker of another dimension. It was a garden, glowing with wild beds of brilliant red flowers shrouded by a crimson sky and a mist that drew her in.

			It was easy to follow the path that edged the garden. The clouds levitated over the landscape and the fragrance from the blooms aroused Elizabeth. It
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