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Characters — First Name First

Where the manuscript does not state a first name or surname, that is noted rather than supplied.

Aevan — Surname not stated. Timeless teacher and guide to Thomas, Ingrid, and Johan. He teaches that Consciousness is Infinite and all that is, and guides them in healing, teleportation, and recognition of the nature of reality.

Alison Blair — Ingrid’s speaking agent, who handles the growing demand for lectures and public appearances after the success of Living the Christian Life.

Amara — Surname not stated. Aevan’s companion and equal. She teaches manifestation and the nature of reality, helps Thomas and Ingrid understand Consciousness, and explains the ancient Orkney stones.

Anders Nilson — Twenty-six-year-old Uppsala doctoral student in medieval history and Ingrid’s protégé. His sudden death at the university library precipitates Ingrid’s crisis of faith and brings his fiancée, Kristina, to Ingrid for help.

Arvil Penland — Kelly’s husband, Matthew’s father, and Thomas’s brother-in-law. He joins the family celebrations in Sweden.

Callum — Surname not stated. Kirkwall bartender who introduces Thomas to Thorfinn, the retired surveyor whose knowledge of the Stenness landscape changes the direction of Thomas’s Orkney investigation.

Cecilia Bellini — Italian Benedictine nun at the Abbey of Viboldone near Milan, medieval and church historian, and holder of a Master of Sacred Theology. She counseled Ingrid and Thomas at Assisi, remains Ingrid’s close friend and counselor to both Ingrid and Thomas, and later spends a transformative weekend with them in Sweden and on Iona.

Clare of Assisi — Companion and spiritual counterpart of Francis. She appears with Francis to Marcellus and Johan at San Damiano and helps them see that the Church’s work begins with the recognition that no one can be separate from God.

Crimthann Columba —Sixth-century Irish monk associated with Iona. He appears directly to Ingrid and Thomas, later to Cecilia, and teaches them about living a spiritual teaching rather than merely preserving its institutional form.

Elspeth Clouston — Orkney expert on St Magnus Cathedral who helps Ingrid trace the cathedral’s Norse, Catholic, and Reformation history and understand its continuity through religious change.

Emil Holm — Youngest child of Pia and Erik Holm and Ingrid’s nephew. He appears in family gatherings and celebrations.

Erik Holm — Pia’s husband and father of Linnea, Oskar, and Emil. He appears with Ingrid’s extended family during celebrations in Sweden.

Fiona Campbell — Member of the Iona Abbey heritage collections staff who assists Ingrid with research into the Columban community, the Viking attacks, dispersed relics, and the ecclesiastical crosier head found at Helgö in Sweden.

Francis of Assisi — Medieval friar and spiritual teacher who appears directly to Marcellus and Johan at San Damiano. He challenges their assumption that the Church must first be repaired as an institution and redirects them toward helping people discover what they are.

Francisco Martínez — Spanish cardinal who becomes an important ally during the General Congregations and conclave. He presses Johan to consider that the Church may ask more of him and recognizes early that support is gathering for Johan’s election.

Helen Mercer — Doctor of social psychology at University College London and expert in group process, conflict, and facilitated discussion. She works with Ingrid to develop and field-test the standalone Living the Christian Life Discussion Guide.

Ingrid Hansson — Thomas’s wife, former Bridgettine nun, medieval and church historian, and Uppsala professor. Her research, spiritual development, teaching, bestselling book Living the Christian Life, and growing public influence form one of the central arcs of the novel.

Jeshua ben Joseph—The Master encountered directly when Aevan takes Thomas, Ingrid, and Johan to hear the Sermon on the Mount; the man later called Jesus. His teachings become the standard against which Johan and Marcellus reconsider the purpose of the Church.

Johan Nyström — Swedish cardinal, close friend of Thomas and Ingrid, and trusted associate of Pope Marcellus III. After his sister’s healing, he learns healing and teleportation from Aevan, becomes a principal force for reform, and is ultimately elected pope as Francis II.

Karin Dahl — Senior Ericsson engineer and colleague of Thomas. She is with him at work when Ingrid sends the news that Pope Marcellus has died.

Kelly Morgan — Thomas’s sister, Arvil Penland’s wife, and Matthew’s mother. She lives in Roanoke, questions Thomas closely about healing after Matthew’s medical crisis, and later joins the family celebrations in Sweden.

Kerstin Hansson — Ingrid and Pia’s mother and Kjell’s wife. She is a warm center of the Hansson family gatherings and helps host family celebrations. The manuscript also spells her first name Kirsten in several passages.

Kjell Hansson — Ingrid and Pia’s father and Kerstin’s husband. He is part of the close Hansson family circle and warmly welcomes Cecilia during her weekend visit.

Kristina Olsson — Anders Nilson’s fiancée. After Anders’s sudden death she comes to Ingrid searching for answers and is encouraged to discover for herself that Anders has not ceased to exist.

Lauren Whitcomb — Ingrid’s editor at Spiritual Horizon Publishing. She manages Living the Christian Life through publication, translation, publicity, sales milestones, and development of the discussion guide.

Lena Bergström — Uppsala professor who brings Ingrid the news that Anders Nilson has died suddenly in the university library.

Linnea Holm — Oldest child of Pia and Erik Holm and Ingrid’s niece. She appears in family gatherings and celebrations.

Marcellus III — Papal name; personal first and last names are not stated. Reform-minded pope and longtime associate of Johan. He confronts Curial resistance, supports Ingrid’s work, rethinks the Church’s purpose with Johan, and dies suddenly after telling Johan, “May God help us.”

Margareta Berglund — Mother Margareta, Ingrid’s former convent superior. She is remembered as a firm but caring guide who supported Ingrid’s education and taught her that serious questions could be signs of honest faith.

Maria Nyström —Johan Nyström’s younger sister. Her advanced cancer disappears after Aevan helps her, an event that radically changes Johan’s understanding of healing and the Church.

Matthew Penland — Kelly and Arvil’s young son and Thomas’s nephew. A suspected leukemia crisis becomes a major test of Thomas’s understanding of healing and Consciousness.

Oskar Holm — Middle child of Pia and Erik Holm and Ingrid’s nephew. He appears in family gatherings and celebrations.

Peter Ekström — Head of Ingrid’s department at Uppsala University. He supports her academic career, handles the growing student demand surrounding her celebrity, and is involved in her promotion to professor.

Pia Hansson — Ingrid’s older sister, Erik Holm’s wife, and mother of Linnea, Oskar, and Emil. She is part of Ingrid’s close family circle and appears repeatedly in family gatherings and celebrations.

Sigrid Flett — Kirkwall librarian who assists Ingrid’s Orkney research, directs her to Elspeth Clouston, and helps her locate documentary material connected with St Magnus Cathedral.

Thomas Morgan — Ingrid’s husband, an American electrical engineer at Ericsson and Aevan’s student. He develops his ability to teleport, applies Consciousness to healing and problem solving, investigates the Orkney stones, and remains Ingrid’s closest companion throughout the novel.

Thorfinn — Surname not stated. Retired Orkney surveyor and farmer who shows Thomas that Maeshowe, the Barnhouse Stone, the Watch Stone, Stenness, the Ness of Brodgar, and the Ring of Brodgar form an intentionally related geographic composition.

Cardinals and Vatican figures whose first names are not stated

First name not stated — Armand — Cardinal serving in the Oriental Churches administration. Marcellus removes his senior administrative authority after the attempted obstruction of the Curial financial audit.

First name not stated — Bellandi — Cardinal and Prefect for the Clergy. Marcellus removes him from office and returns him to diocesan ministry in Italy after the attempted obstruction of the audit.

First name not stated — Bellini — Senior cardinal in the Bishops administration. Marcellus strips him of authority over episcopal recommendations and appointments after the attempted obstruction of the audit.

First name not stated — Conti — Cardinal in the Doctrine of the Faith who refuses to join the attempt to obstruct Marcellus’s audit. He becomes one of Johan’s strongest allies, argues for continuation of Marcellus’s spiritual reforms, and supports Johan through the conclave and election.

First name not stated — De Luca — Cardinal and Prefect for Consecrated Life. Marcellus removes him from office after the attempted obstruction of the audit.

First name not stated — Ferreira — Cardinal serving in Evangelization. Marcellus removes him from his Vatican post and returns him to Brazil after the attempted obstruction of the audit.

First name not stated — Kovács — Cardinal and Prefect for Divine Worship and the Sacraments. Marcellus removes him from Curial office after the attempted obstruction of the audit.

First name not stated — Ruiz — Cardinal and Prefect for Catholic Education. Marcellus transfers him from Rome to pastoral duties in Spain after the attempted obstruction of the audit.

First name not stated — Sarto — Senior cardinal in the Administration of the Patrimony of the Apostolic See. Marcellus removes him from Vatican financial and property responsibilities after the attempted obstruction of the audit.

First name not stated — Wysocki — Cardinal serving in the Causes of Saints. Marcellus reassigns him to diocesan work in Poland after the attempted obstruction of the audit.
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Chapter 01 A Crisis of Faith

[image: ]


Thanksgiving with Thomas’s sister and her family had slipped almost effortlessly into Christmas, New Year’s, examinations, and the brief winter pause that followed them. Now Ingrid was beginning the spring semester at Uppsala, and the university had resumed its familiar rhythm of lectures, seminars, papers, and students arriving at her office with questions they believed could not wait another hour.

Anders Nilson had been one of those students, although his questions were rarely trivial.

He had just left her office after nearly an hour’s discussion of his doctoral work. Anders was twenty-six, serious without being solemn, and possessed the irritating habit—irritating only because she envied it—of remembering almost everything he read. His field was medieval history, and over the previous year Ingrid had gradually become more than his academic adviser. She had become his mentor, and, although she would never have said it to him, she had begun to think of him as her protégé.

“You are still trying to prove too much,” Ingrid had told him that morning.

He had smiled. “You always say that.”

“Because you always do it.”

“That seems unfair.”

“It is entirely fair. You have found three excellent examples, and instead of allowing them to say what they say, you are trying to make them explain all of medieval Sweden.”

He had laughed, gathered his notes, and stood. “So I should be less ambitious.”

“No. More disciplined.”

“That sounds worse.”

“It is worse.”

He had gone out still smiling.

Ingrid returned to the article she had been reading before his appointment. She managed two pages before there was a knock at her open door.

Professor Lena Bergström stood in the doorway.

Ingrid knew immediately that something was wrong.

Now her face was pale, and one hand remained on the doorframe as though she needed it for support.

“Ingrid.”

The tone made her put the article down.

“What is it?”

Lena came into the room but did not sit.

“I’m terribly sorry to bring you bad news.”

Lena said, “Anders Nilson has died.”

Ingrid stared at her.

“What?”

“Anders. He died in the library.”

“No.”

“I’m afraid so.”

“That’s impossible. He was here.”

“I know.”

“He was sitting in that chair less than an hour ago.”

Lena looked at the chair and then back at Ingrid. “He apparently went straight to the library. He was reading at one of the tables. A student noticed him leaning forward over a book and thought he had fallen asleep. When she tried to wake him...”

Her voice failed.

Ingrid rose without knowing why. “An ambulance?”

“They came immediately. There was nothing they could do. He was already dead.”

Ingrid looked again at the chair.

A ridiculous detail entered her mind. Anders had left a faint smear of snowmelt on the floor beside it from his boots. She could see it still.

“He was fine.”

“Yes.”

“He wasn’t ill.”

“Not that anyone knew.”

“He was twenty-six years old.”

Lena nodded.

For several seconds neither woman spoke.

Then Ingrid sat down again, but the room no longer seemed to belong to her. “He was going to finish his dissertation next year,” she said.

“I know.”

“He wanted to teach.”

“I know.”

“He would have been very good.”

“Yes.”

Ingrid swallowed. “Thank you for telling me.”

Lena hesitated. “Would you like me to stay?”

“No. Thank you. I think I need to go home.”

She closed her computer, put papers into her bag without looking at them, and left the university twenty minutes later.

She called Thomas from the car before she had gone more than a few blocks.

He answered on the second ring.

“Hi.”

“Anders is dead.”

There was a short silence.

“Your student?”

“Yes.” Her voice broke on the word. “He left my office this morning and went to the library. He sat down to read a book and died.”

“My God.”

“He was twenty-six, Thomas.”

“Where are you?”

“Driving home.”

“I’ll leave now.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I’m leaving now.”

She did not argue.

By the time Ingrid reached Sigtuna, the shock had changed into something harder. She parked, went inside, and stood in the kitchen without turning on the lights.

It was not merely grief. She had known grief before. It was anger, and beneath the anger something she had not felt since she was a young novice struggling with questions that Mother Margareta had once told her were not signs of weak faith but of an honest one.

How could God allow it?

The question came with such force that she almost spoke it aloud.

Anders had been intelligent, decent, generous, and full of plans. He had sat in her office discussing a dissertation, walked across the campus, opened a book—and ceased to exist.

No. That was not what she believed.

He had not ceased to exist.

But that answer, which would once have comforted her, now seemed inadequate.

Thomas arrived less than forty minutes later. He came through the door, took one look at her, and put his arms around her.

For a time she said nothing.

Then she pulled away.

“I want to talk to Aevan.”

Thomas studied her face. “All right.”

“Now.”

“All right.”

They went into the living room. Thomas sat beside her on the sofa, closed his eyes briefly, and became still.

There was no ritual. One moment there were two people in the living room. The next, Aevan was sitting in the chair opposite them.

He looked at Ingrid and said nothing.

She did not bother with a greeting.

“Why?”

Aevan’s expression remained gentle. “Why did Anders die?”

“Yes.”

“He did not die.”

Ingrid’s anger flared instantly. “Do not give me that answer.”

Thomas glanced at her, surprised.

Aevan was not.

“I know what you mean,” Ingrid said. “I know that life is eternal. I know that Consciousness cannot die. I have believed it. But Anders was sitting in my office this morning. He had a life. He had work to do. He had people who loved him. And now his mother is going to receive a telephone call telling her that her son collapsed across a library book and is dead. So please do not tell me that nothing happened.”

“I did not say nothing happened.”

“Then tell me why it happened.”

Aevan was silent for a moment.

“Ingrid, you are asking a question that assumes God stood outside Anders’s life, watched an event approaching, possessed the power to prevent it, and chose not to.”

“Yes.”

“That is the God you are angry with.”

She stared at him.

“Is there another one?”

“There is only God. But perhaps there is another understanding of God.”

She stood and went to the window. Snow lay over the garden.

“I spent years in a convent,” she said. “I gave my life to God. I trusted God. And when something like this happens, Christians say it is God’s will, or God had a reason, or we are not meant to understand. Today they sound obscene.”

Aevan nodded. “Then do not say them.”

She turned.

“That is your answer?”

“It is the beginning of one.”

He leaned forward slightly.

“What if God did not take Anders? What if God did not decide that twenty-six years were enough? What if the entire question of divine permission is based on a false premise?”

Ingrid said nothing.

“You have already understood that Consciousness is not inside the world,” Aevan continued. “The world is an appearance within Consciousness. Yet a part of you still imagines God as a greater person overseeing smaller persons, distributing long lives to some and short lives to others.”

“That is what the Church teaches.”

“Yes.”

“And what does the truth teach?”

“That God is life itself. Not the giver of life. Life.”

Ingrid came back from the window but remained standing.

“Then why did the appearance end?”

“I cannot give you a reason that would make Anders’s death acceptable to you, because any reason I gave you would reduce his life to an explanation. Nor can I tell you that his death was required so that someone else could learn a lesson. That would make him a device in another person’s story.”

Some of the anger left her face.

“Then you don’t know.”

“I know that Anders is. I know that nothing real in him has ended. I know that no God sentenced him to death this morning. And I know that the God you are losing faith in may be a God worth losing.”

The room became very quiet.

Thomas looked from Aevan to Ingrid.

She sat down slowly.

“A God worth losing,” she repeated.

“Yes.”

Ingrid looked at the floor. In her mind she saw Anders again, sitting in her office with his notes spread across his knees, smiling when she told him that discipline was worse than ambition.

She felt tears on her face and did not wipe them away.

“I loved that boy.”

“I know,” Aevan said.

“He trusted me.”

“Yes.”

“And this morning I thought I understood God.”

Aevan said nothing.

After a while Ingrid lifted her head.

“I don’t anymore.”

For the first time since he had appeared, Aevan smiled, though there was no amusement in it.

“Good,” he said softly. “Now you may discover what God is.”
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Cardinal Johan Nyström returned to Stockholm after Christmas with a grief he could not set aside.

His younger sister was dying.

The doctors had found the cancer in November, but until the week before Christmas there had still been talk of treatment, of slowing its progress, perhaps even of years. Then the latest examinations had ended such hopes. The disease had spread. Six months, they told her. Perhaps less.

Nyström had sat beside her in the family home and held her hand while she tried to comfort him.

That was the part he could not bear.

She was the one who had been given six months to live, yet she had smiled at him and said, “Johan, you have spent your life telling people that death is not the end. Surely you believe some of it yourself.”

He did believe it. Or had believed it. He was no longer sure what the word meant.

During the days that followed, he had spoken with several priests and two bishops whom he respected. They gave him the answers he had given grieving people himself for most of his adult life. God’s ways were not our ways. His purposes were beyond human understanding. Faith required trust even when the reason for suffering was hidden from us.

The words had sounded different when they were spoken to him.

Empty, he thought. God forgive me, but empty.

On the second afternoon after his return, he drove to Sigtuna to see Ingrid and Thomas. He had not telephoned until he was already on the road. Ingrid answered and told him they were home, but there was something in her voice that made him ask if anything was wrong.

“We will tell you when you arrive,” she said.

Thomas opened the door when Nyström reached the house. He greeted him warmly but without his usual smile.

“Ingrid is in the living room.”

Nyström found her sitting on the sofa with a cup of coffee untouched on the table beside her. Her eyes were red.

“What happened?” he asked.

She told him about Anders Nilson.

Only days earlier, the young graduate student had sat in her office talking eagerly about his work. He had left her, gone to the university library, opened a book, and died with his head upon its pages.

Nyström sat down opposite her. For a moment he forgot his own grief.

“My God, Ingrid.”

“He was brilliant,” she said. “He had such a life in front of him. I keep thinking that I should have said something more when he left my office. Something important. But why would I? I thought I would see him again in a few days.”

Thomas sat beside her and took her hand.

Nyström looked from one to the other. “I came here because I needed consolation. Instead, I find that you need it as much as I do.”

Ingrid looked at him. “What has happened?”

He told them about his sister, his eyes shedding tears like rain. He mad no effort to hide them.

When he finished, nobody spoke for several seconds.

Then Thomas said, “Perhaps we should ask Aevan to come.”

“Who is Aevan,” Nyström asked.

“He is my teacher. He taught me how to teleport you to Assisi.” 

“How do you ask him to come?”

“I simply do.” Thomas closed his eyes for a moment. “Aevan, we need you.”

Nothing happened.

Nyström almost smiled at himself for expecting a flash of light or some other theatrical sign. Then he noticed that Ingrid was looking toward the chair beside the fireplace.

Aevan was sitting there.

Nyström was stunned. The suddenness of Aevan’s appearance disturbed every assumption his mind had been trained to make.

He looked directly at Nyström.

“You believe your sister is dying,” he said gently. 

Nyström leaned forward. “My sister has cancer. She has been told she has six months to live.”

Aevan turned to him. “And what do you believe cancer is?”

“A disease.”

“That is its name. I asked what it is.”

Nyström frowned. “I don’t understand the distinction.”

“The world you believe you inhabit is imagined in Consciousness. It is convincing because it must be convincing if the experience is to have meaning. But it is not the Kingdom of God.”

Nyström felt the old theological resistance rise immediately. “The Church does not teach that creation is imaginary.”

“No,” Aevan said. “It teaches that God created a world in which cancer can destroy a young woman and then asks you to call God good.”

The words struck Nyström harder than he expected.

Aevan continued. “Your problem begins very early in your own scripture. In the second chapter of Genesis, the symbol is given plainly: the tree of the knowledge of good and evil. Not merely evil. Good and evil. The divided perception. The belief that Reality contains opposites.”

“And you are saying it does not?”

“I am saying there is no evil in the Kingdom of God.”

Nyström stared at him.

Aevan said, “Where did Jesus tell you the Kingdom is?”

“Within you.”

“Then where is the cancer?”

Nyström opened his mouth and closed it again.

“In the world we experience,” he said finally.

“Yes. In the imagined world of divided perception. Not in Reality. Not in God. Not in the Consciousness that your sister actually is.”

Nyström stood and walked to the window. Beyond the glass, Sigtuna lay under winter snow, the afternoon already fading toward darkness.

He turned back. “This is metaphysics. My sister is dying. How does any of this help her?”

The Master said, “Ye shall know the truth and the truth will set you free.”

Aevan regarded him quietly.

“I can help her, if you wish.”

Nyström did not move.

“What do you mean?”

“What I said.”

“You can cure her cancer?”

“I can help her awaken from that particular appearance of error.”

The cardinal felt suddenly angry. “Then why do you not do that for everyone?”

“Because I am not here to rearrange the dream until everyone finds it comfortable. I am here when Consciousness opens a door. You opened one when you came here.”

Nyström looked at Ingrid. She was watching Aevan with the same intensity he felt.

“What must I do?” he asked.

“Nothing. Go home. And begin reading the books of Joel Goldsmith. Order them if you can’t find them in a local bookshop. The Art of Spiritual Healing is the one you need. Do not read them as theology. Read them as the account of a man discovering that the Kingdom of God is present here and now and that error has no law to sustain it.”

Nyström said, “I never heard of him, but if you say so I’ll get the book as soon as I get to my office. Is that all?”

“That is enough for today.”

The next morning Nyström was at his desk shortly after eight when his telephone rang.

It was his sister.

She was crying so hard at first that he could barely understand her.

“Johan, they repeated the scans.”

He gripped the telephone.

“What happened?”

“They can’t find it.”

He said nothing.

“They thought there had been some mistake, so they checked again. The tumors are gone. All of them. He showed me the original x-rays. They were there. The doctor keeps saying it is impossible.”

Nyström lowered himself slowly into his chair.

“Are you there?” she asked.

“Yes.” His voice came out as a whisper. “I’m here.”

“Are you okay?”

“I am so relieved that I can barely speak, My dear sister. I am beyond okay. And I am also angry that the church does not know how this is done.”

“Oh Johan,” she said.

“I love you Maria.”

“I love you too, Johan.”

After the call ended, he remained motionless for a long time.

On his desk lay a Bible, a stack of diocesan correspondence, and the first of the Goldsmith books he had found at a bookstore. For years he had believed the Church possessed the truth and struggled only with how best to present it to a changing world.

Now another possibility confronted him.

Perhaps the Church had preserved the words while losing what they meant.

His sister had been dying yesterday. Today there was no cancer.

If what Aevan had told him was true, this was not a violation of divine law. It was the evidence of it.

Nyström opened the Bible and found the passage that had been troubling him since the telephone call.

The Master had not told his followers merely to worship what he had done.

He had told them they could do it too.

And if Aevan could do it, then the Master had been right, and the Goldsmith book agreed with that.

Nyström sat back and looked around the quiet office.

The Church should know this.

And for the first time in his life, that thought frightened him more than death.
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​Chapter 03 Nyström’s News
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At ten o’clock on Sunday morning, January 26, the telephone rang.

Thomas was in the living room with a book open on his lap. Ingrid had spread a stack of student papers across her desk and was making notes in the margin of one of them. They had eaten breakfast two hours earlier, and the house had settled into the quiet of a winter Sunday morning.

Ingrid glanced at the telephone beside her papers and answered it. It was Nyström.

“Hello?”

“He healed her.”

For a second the words did not register.

Then she pushed the paper away.

“Oh, Johan. I’m so happy for you. Tell me about it.”

His breath caught before he answered. “Maria called me this morning. The doctors repeated the scans. They thought there must have been some mistake, so they did them again.”

“And?”

“Nothing. No tumors. No spreading. Nothing at all. They gave her a clean bill of health.”

Ingrid closed her eyes.

Only the day before, Johan had sat in this house weeping because his younger sister had been told she had perhaps six months to live. Ingrid had watched his face when Aevan said he could help her. She had seen hope struggle against everything Johan had been trained to believe.

Now she heard something in his voice she had never heard before.

Astonishment. Joy. But something else as well.

“Johan, that is wonderful.”

“I know.”

“You sound as though you’re crying.”

“I am.” He gave a small, embarrassed laugh. “I have been crying for the last hour. Maria has been crying. I suspect half the hospital is crying, although the doctors are trying very hard to behave like scientists.”

Thomas could hear Ingrid from the living room. He put his book aside and came into her office.

She looked up at him and covered the receiver with her hand.

“Maria is completely free of cancer.”

Thomas stared at her, then smiled. “Aevan.”

She nodded and put the telephone on speaker.

“Thomas is here, Johan.”

“Good. He should hear this too.”

Thomas pulled out the chair beside Ingrid and sat down.

Nyström continued. “The physician showed Maria the earlier images. The tumors were clearly there. He showed her the new ones. They are not there. He told her that, medically, he has no explanation.”

Thomas said, “And Maria?”

“She wants to know what happened.”

“What did you tell her?”

“The truth. I told her I don’t know.”

That surprised Ingrid.

“You didn’t tell her about Aevan?”

“Not yet. How do I explain Aevan to a woman who has never seen anyone appear in a chair from nowhere?”

Thomas smiled faintly. “That can be difficult.”

There was silence for several seconds.

Then Nyström said, “I am also angry.”

The joy had not left his voice, but something harder had entered it.

Ingrid knew what was coming.

“Why?”

“Because this has been denied to people. Hidden from them. The words are in our own Bible. They have been there for two thousand years. Christ healed people, and then he told his followers that they could do what he did.”

Neither Ingrid nor Thomas interrupted him.

Nyström’s voice rose slightly. “We built churches around the man. We made statues of him. We painted him on ceilings. We put him on crosses and taught people to kneel before him. But when he said that those who believed could do the works he did, we treated it as though he had never said it.”

Ingrid looked across the table at Thomas.

She had known Johan for years. He was not a man given to fury. Even his disagreements with Rome had usually been expressed in the careful language of a churchman who understood that institutions moved slowly.

This was different.

“A bunch of power-hungry old men hid this so they could control the people. They placed themselves between God and his children,” he said. “They made themselves necessary. Grace came through them. Forgiveness came through them. Truth came through them. God came through them.”

“Johan—” Ingrid began.

“No. I know what I am saying. I am one of them.”

She stopped.

“I wear the red,” he continued. “People kiss my ring. They call me Your Eminence. I sit in rooms where men discuss what ordinary Catholics may believe, what they may question, what they may be told. And yesterday I sat in your living room while a man I had never met told me that the Kingdom of God is within us and that there is no cancer there. Today my sister has no cancer.”

Thomas leaned toward the telephone.

“Johan, Aevan didn’t ask you to believe him.”

“I know. That makes it worse.”

“In what way?”

“He demonstrated it.”

No one spoke.

Outside the windows the January sky was pale, and the snow along the garden wall reflected a cold blue light into the room. Ingrid could hear the faint ticking of the clock in the kitchen.

Nyström said more quietly, “Do you know what I did after Maria called?”

“What?” Ingrid asked.

“I opened the Goldsmith book. The one Aevan told me to get. I had read perhaps almost all of it last night. This morning I began again from the beginning.”

“And?”

“I have spent my life studying theology. I have read Augustine, Aquinas, Luther, Kierkegaard, Barth. I have read encyclicals until I could recite paragraphs of them from memory. But this man is writing about God as though God is actually present.”

Ingrid felt the words before she understood why they affected her.

Perhaps because they were so close to the question that Anders’s death had forced upon her. More importantly, they were exactly what she had experienced, with one exception—God was not just present, he was her very being. And if her, everyone else as well.

Not what did the Church say about God?

What was God?

“What are you going to do?” she asked.

“Talk to Marcellus.”

Thomas looked at Ingrid again.

Nyström continued. “Not eventually. Not after I have spent six months preparing a theological memorandum that nobody will read. I am going to Rome. I will sit down with him and tell him exactly what happened.”

“Do you think he will believe you?” Ingrid asked.

“He knows me. He knows I am not given to visions or miracle stories. And he already believes the Church is broken. He told me so.”

“But this is more than reform.”

“Yes.”

“This changes what the Church is.”

“Yes.”

The answer came without hesitation.

Ingrid rested her hands on the papers before her. Only a few days earlier she had sat in her office believing that Anders Nilson’s death had destroyed something in her faith. Now Johan Nyström was telling her that the healing of his sister might destroy something in his.

Perhaps destruction was the wrong word.

It was the structure around faith that was breaking.

The assumptions. The explanations. The comfortable answers that survived only because nobody had demanded that they actually work.

Nyström said, “Yesterday, when Aevan told me there is no evil in the Kingdom of God, I resisted him. I thought he was giving me metaphysics when I needed help for my sister. Now I understand why he answered as he did. If cancer is something God created, then we have to ask why God put it into Maria’s body. If it is not of God, then the question changes completely.”

Thomas said, “And so does prayer.”

“Yes.”

Ingrid looked at him. “You have been thinking about this all morning.”

“I have been thinking about nothing else.”

She could picture him in his Stockholm office, the Bible open beside the Goldsmith book while the meaning of his office shifted beneath his feet.

“Johan,” she said, “what happens if Marcellus tells you that the Church cannot accept it?”

This time he did not answer immediately.

When he did, his voice was calm.

“Then I will have a decision to make.”

“What decision?”

“If this Church cannot be changed, I will leave it.”

Ingrid sat very still.

“As you did,” he added.

She looked down at the papers spread across the table. Years earlier, leaving the convent had seemed impossible until the moment when remaining became more impossible still.

She understood exactly what he meant.

“Johan, you are a cardinal.”

“I know what I am.”

“You could someday be—”

“I know that too.”

She stopped.

There was no anger in his voice now. That made the statement more serious, not less.

“I have served the Church all my adult life,” he said. “But I did not give my life to an institution. I gave it to God. As did you.  If those two things cease to mean the same thing, then I know which one I must choose.”

Thomas reached across the table and took Ingrid’s hand.

Nyström drew a long breath.

“I wanted you both to know before I leave for Rome.”

“When will you do that?” Ingrid asked.

“As soon as we hang up.”

“And Johan?”

“Yes?”

“I really am happy about Maria.”

His voice softened at once.

“So am I. More than I can say. Please, Thomas. Thank him for me.”

“I will, but you can thank him yourself. Just close your eyes, call him by name, and he will hear you.”

They said goodbye and the call ended.

For several moments Ingrid and Thomas remained sitting without speaking.

Then Thomas looked toward the living room, where his abandoned book still lay open on the sofa.

“That was quite a Sunday morning telephone call.”

Ingrid scarcely heard him.

She was thinking of a cardinal in Stockholm about to see the Pope and tell him that a woman who had been dying yesterday was well today.

And that if the Church could not make room for what that meant, he intended to walk away from it.

The Church, Ingrid thought, had no idea what was coming.
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​Chapter 04 Meeting with Marcellus
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Johan Nyström arrived at the Vatican shortly before seven-thirty on Monday morning carrying an overnight bag in one hand and a book in the other.

He had flown from Stockholm the previous evening after telephoning the papal household and asking for a private meeting. He expected to wait several days. Instead, the Pope’s secretary called back before he left for Arlanda.

“His Holiness asks whether you can have breakfast with him tomorrow morning.”

“I can be there.”

He had slept badly in Rome, although for the first time in weeks it was not fear for Maria that kept him awake. His sister was well. Every examination said so. The tumors that had been visible days earlier were no longer there. Her doctors had no explanation, which had become, in Nyström’s mind, an explanation of its own.

They did not know.

Neither did he.

But Aevan did.

A car from the Vatican guesthouse had brought him through the still-dark Roman streets. Dawn was beginning to lighten the sky by the time they turned toward the walls of Vatican City. The dome of Saint Peter’s rose above the surrounding buildings, familiar and immense, and Nyström looked at it with an emotion he had never associated with the place before.

For most of his life the Vatican had represented continuity: two thousand years of councils, creeds, doctrine, saints, martyrs, mistakes, and faith, layered one upon another until the institution seemed almost as permanent as the stones around it.

This morning he wondered how much of it rested upon deliberate concealment.

The Swiss Guard at the gate recognized him and waved the car through. Minutes later he was walking the corridors of the residence Marcellus preferred to the grand papal apartments.

An aide met him and led him to a small private dining room.

The Pope was already there.

Marcellus rose when Nyström entered. He wore a plain white cassock and no ceremonial vestments. On the table were coffee, bread, fruit, cheese, and eggs. The setting was so ordinary that Nyström briefly remembered meals they had shared years before, when Marcellus was still a cardinal. That seemed another life.

“Johan.” Marcellus came around the table and embraced him. “Your message sounded urgent.”

“It is.”

Marcellus looked at the book in his hand. “And you have brought evidence.”

“I’m not sure what I have brought.”

“Then sit down and tell me.”

They began with coffee, but neither man touched the food.

Nyström told him everything.

He began with Maria’s diagnosis and the final prognosis: six months, perhaps less. He told him about the priests and bishops who had tried to console him with phrases he himself had used throughout his ministry. God’s purposes were beyond human understanding. Suffering could become a blessing when accepted in faith.

Marcellus’s expression hardened.

“I have said that to people,” Nyström admitted.

“So have I.”

“It sounded different when my sister was the one dying.”

“Yes,” Marcellus said quietly. “Most theology sounds different beside a hospital bed.”

Nyström told him about going to Ingrid and Thomas, about learning of Anders Nilson’s sudden death, and about Thomas suggesting that they summon Aevan.

Marcellus stopped him.

“Do I know of this man?”

“I’m sorry Holiness. He is the teacher of Ingrid’s husband. He does spiritual healing as well.”

“So when you say they should summon him, what do you mean?”

“He can teleport himself anywhere in the world, Holiness. I have experienced it myself through Thomas and Ingrid.”

Marcellus smiled. “You have been withholding some fascinating experiences from me, Johan. Did Aevan respond?”

“Yes. He came.” 

“And he simply appeared in their living room?”

“In a chair beside the fireplace.” Nyström shook his head. “I watched an empty chair cease to be empty. There is no more sensible way to describe it.”

Marcellus sat back.

“I have learned not to dismiss anything connected with those two.”

“Then don’t dismiss what came next.”

Nyström repeated the conversation as accurately as he could. The world they experienced was imagined in Consciousness. The belief in good and evil was the divided perception symbolized in Genesis. There was no evil in the Kingdom of God, which Jesus had said was within them. Cancer belonged to the appearance, not to Reality.

Marcellus listened without interrupting.

“At that point,” Nyström said, “I told him that metaphysics did nothing for my dying sister.”

“A reasonable objection.”

“He said he could help her.”

Marcellus’s hand stopped halfway to his coffee cup.

Nyström told him what happened the next morning.

For the first time since the conversation began, the Pope showed concern.

“All of it?”

“All of it. No tumors. No evidence of spreading. Nothing. They repeated the scans because they assumed there had been an error. The earlier images still showed the disease. The new ones did not.”

Marcellus stared at him.

“And Maria?”

“Has been given a clean bill of health.”

The Pope was silent for so long that Nyström finally picked up his coffee. It had gone nearly cold.

Then Marcellus said, “What did Aevan ask you to do?”

“Read this.”

Nyström placed the book on the table between them.

The Art of Spiritual Healing.

Marcellus picked it up and read the cover.

“Joel Goldsmith.”

“I have never heard of him.”

“I had not either. A twentieth-century mystic, I believe. Not Catholic. Which may be part of our problem.”

Nyström heard the sharpness in his own voice but made no effort to soften it.

In fact, Holiness, he is a Jewish man who accepted the teachings of our Master completely.

Marcellus looked up.

“We have spent centuries deciding where truth is permitted to come from. We quote the Master saying that those who believe will do the works he did, and then we construct a religion in which nobody is expected to do them.”

Marcellus put the book down.

“And when something resembling those works occurs, we investigate it as an exception.”

“Exactly.” Nyström leaned forward. “That is what has been eating at me since Maria called. We have made the exceptional what Jesus presented as possible. Worse, we have placed ourselves between God and the people. Priest, bishop, sacrament, authority, doctrine. Everything comes through us.”

Marcellus’s eyes narrowed. “You are not saying the Church has no purpose.”

“No. I am saying we may have misunderstood its purpose.”

The Pope nodded slowly.

Nyström continued. “What if the purpose of the Church is not to stand between God and humanity? What if it is to teach people that the Kingdom of God is already within them?”

Marcellus looked toward the window. Pale winter sunlight touched the buildings beyond the glass.

“That would change everything.”

“It would have to.”

“The sacraments.”

“Yes.”

“The priesthood.”

“Yes.”

“Confession. Authority. The entire theology of separation.”

“Yes.”

Marcellus stood and walked to the window.

Nyström watched him. This was the man who had already told Ingrid that the Church was broken. He had begun reforms that enraged traditionalists and disappointed reformers. But Nyström had brought him something more fundamental than reform.

Marcellus turned.

“I agree with you.”

Nyström had expected argument. The words left him momentarily speechless.

Marcellus returned to the table. “I have spent years trying to repair an institution without asking whether some of the structure itself rests on an error. We talk endlessly about bringing people back to God. Where do we imagine they went?”

Nyström felt something move through him.

“The Kingdom is within you.”

“Yes.”

“And if God is infinite—”

“Then there can be nowhere God is not.”

They looked at one another.

The conclusion was simple. The consequences were enormous.

Marcellus sat down again and touched the Goldsmith book with one finger.

“We cannot announce on Wednesday that two thousand years of Christian theology has been mistaken.”

“No.”

“Even if we were certain.”

“We aren’t certain yet.”

“Your sister is persuasive evidence.”

“To us. Not to anyone determined not to believe it.”

Marcellus gave a rueful nod. Both men knew what would happen. Physicians would search for a medical explanation. Scientists would call it spontaneous remission or misdiagnosis. Theologians would call it a miracle while denying that ordinary people possessed any such capacity. Committees would be formed. Existing assumptions would survive.

“These things sometimes happen,” Marcellus said.

Nyström almost smiled. “That is exactly what they will say.”

“And one unexplained healing proves nothing.”

“Nor ten. Nor a hundred, if the observer has already decided what is possible. The Master said, ‘Though you raise them from the dead they will not believe.’”

Marcellus opened the book and turned several pages without reading them.

“So we do not begin by trying to prove healing.”

“No.”

“We begin deeper.”

“With what Jesus actually taught.”

Marcellus closed the book.

“The Kingdom within.”

“The works that I do shall you do also.”

“Love God. Love your neighbor as yourself.”

“And perhaps,” Nyström said, “we finally ask what those words mean if God is not somewhere else.”

Breakfast had gone untouched.

Outside, Vatican City was coming awake. Clergy and staff crossed courtyards. Offices opened. Telephones began ringing. The machinery of the oldest continuing institution in the Western world was beginning another day, apparently unchanged.

Inside the small dining room, two men understood that change on this scale could not be imposed. Two thousand years of belief would not disappear because a pope issued a document or a cardinal gave a sermon. Resistance would come from the Curia, bishops, theologians, clergy, laity, science, medicine, and people whose understanding of themselves depended upon the world being exactly what they believed it to be.

They had their work cut out for them.

Nyström thought for a moment. “Holiness, it occurs to me that we have overlooked something vital.”

“What is that?”

“We are still granting reality to the obstacle.”

“Go on...”

“Aevan said the world itself was imagined. Disease belonged to the dream because disease had no existence in the Kingdom of God.

“But resistance belongs to the dream as well.

“If the dream is a lie, resistance has no more reality than the cancer that vanished from Maria’s body.”

He paused and took a sip of his cold coffee.

Marcellus continued for him.

“And that means the task before us is not to defeat two thousand years of error.”

“It is to awaken from it!” Nyström almost shouted.
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​Chapter 05 Aevan Explains
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“Thomas, we have to learn how Aevan does these wonderful things.”

Thomas looked up from the book he was reading.

Ingrid was sitting across from him in the living room, but she had not been reading for several minutes. He had noticed the book lying open in her lap and the expression on her face that usually meant she had gone somewhere far beyond the printed page.

“What things?” he asked, although he suspected he knew.

“All of them. Teleporting. Healing Maria. Appearing in our living room as though there were no distance between Virginia and Sweden. You learned to teleport from him. We accept these things now because we have seen them, but we have never really asked how he reached the point where physical limitations apparently mean nothing to him.”

Thomas closed his book.

“I asked him some of that when I first met him.”

“And?”

“He told me enough to get me started. I don’t think I was ready to understand much more.”

Ingrid thought about that. “Perhaps we are now.”

Thomas smiled. “You want to go to the cottage.”

“Yes.”

A moment later the room in Sigtuna was gone.

They stood on the familiar porch in the Blue Ridge, the wooded mountains rising around them beneath a pale winter sky. The cottage looked exactly as it always had, as though nothing in the world beyond it had ever changed. Thomas knocked on the door.

“Come in, Thomas,” he heard Aevan say.

Aevan and Amara were in the living room.

Amara was seated near the fireplace. Aevan stood beside a window looking out toward the mountains. Clearly, they were not surprised to see them.

“Ingrid has questions,” Thomas said.

“I gathered that,” Aevan replied.

Ingrid sat down. “Several.”

Aevan took the chair opposite her. “Then ask them.”

She did not hesitate.

“How did you learn to teleport?”

Aevan smiled slightly.

“How did you learn to heal Maria? How did you reach the point where physical limitations apparently mean nothing to you?”

Thomas sat beside her. “That about covers it.”

“No,” Ingrid said. “It doesn’t. I want to know how he became what he is.”

Aevan glanced at Amara. Something passed between them that Ingrid could not identify, although Amara’s smile suggested an old memory.

“I did not become what I am,” Aevan said. “I finally discovered what I had always been.”

“That sounds simple.”

“It is simple. It was not easy.”

He leaned back in his chair.

“Amara and I have been together since before Mu and Atlantis. We have lived through more expressions of this three-dimensional experience than either of you would find useful to count.”

Ingrid looked at Amara. “You remember them?”

“Not always while we were living them,” Amara said. “That is part of the difficulty.”

Aevan nodded. “Once consciousness accepts the three-dimensional experience as reality, it is remarkably difficult to escape it. The senses testify to it every moment. The body appears solid. Distance appears real. Time appears to move in one direction. Disease appears to have power. Death appears final. Everyone around you agrees that these things are facts, and the agreement makes the dream extraordinarily convincing.”

Aevan paused. “Edgar Cayce saw that. He saw far more than most people realized. He understood that consciousness could become so involved in the material experience that it forgot its own nature.”

Ingrid studied him. “But you remembered.”

“Eventually.”

“When?”

Aevan laughed softly. “I didn’t learn everything from the back of a cereal box, Ingrid.”

She laughed in spite of herself.

“I had failures,” he continued. “Many of them. Setbacks. Disappointments. Times when I thought I understood something and discovered that I understood almost nothing. Times when I could do something once and then could not do it again. Times when fear pulled me straight back into the belief that the body and the world were determining what was possible.”

Thomas leaned forward. This was more than Aevan had ever told him.

“You mean teleporting did not simply happen one day?”

“No. At first I could not do it at all.”

“What changed?”

“My understanding.”

Aevan looked toward the window again.

“For a long time I approached these things as abilities to be acquired. That was the mistake. If I wanted to move from one place to another without crossing the distance between them, I tried to learn how. If I wanted to affect an appearance in the body, I tried to discover a method. Every effort began with the assumption
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