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Dedicated to The Beatles 

			with heartfelt thanks and undying affection.

			You rocked my world! 

			




We are not human beings having a spiritual experience. We are spiritual beings having a human experience.

			Pierre Teilhard de Chardin

			




Prologue

			Sorry, I do not mean to confuse you.

			I originally wrote a five-page prologue to appear here, but Sam strongly opposed it, suggesting instead that I “make it brief, and skip the poetry.” 

			Since I doubt I can write this book without Sam’s assistance, you will certainly understand why I choose to follow his counsel. 

			Sam is my muse, of course. Sam The Muse. One of a helpful band of house spirits I call my “Gang of Guides.” More later about guides and sundry spirits. 

			But for now, allow me to continue with our story…

			




PART 1
HELP!

			




CHAPTER ONE

			This is a warning from the previous incarnation of your soul.

			




CHAPTER TWO

			Peace to you, newly arrived traveler. And welcome! 

			Or should I say newly arrived reader? That would make better sense, since most likely you came to this book with the idea of reading a story, rather than being a character in a story.

			That, of course, is just the way things work. You think one thing is happening while something else, entirely different, is taking place. In the magician’s trade they call it misdirection.

			In my world I call it Karma.

			No matter that you do not recognize me, you are heartily welcome within the confines of this book. More than welcome, in fact. Your arrival is so critical to my intention that it gladdens my heart. Even though, most likely, I will be long departed—my body transformed to dust or ashes—by the time you finally rest your eyes on these words.

			Would it surprise you to learn I have been waiting for you? Possibly for years! Waiting for you to show up, waiting for you to begin reading this book. Waiting for you to connect with your destiny. Not just the generic you, not just my next reader you, but you—specifically you yourself!

			You! The next incarnation of my Soul on this planet. You, the next souljourner in my line.

			At the risk of sounding melodramatic, I only hope it is not too late.

			If this were anything but a novel you would call me crazy or a liar, but since it is a novel, I can get away with almost anything. All I need do is pretend I am writing a letter to one specific reader. A letter written in a Universe where everything is intricately connected to everything else and where my intention should be strong enough, by the energy it creates, to draw my intended reader—you!—to this novel like a fly drawn to the sweetness of sugar. 

			Forget how things appear to you. Though you cannot see it, the web that connects all things grants great power to an individual’s intentions. More than that, for the purposes of our story, it allows destined souls to meet and the will of Karma to act out its purposes. Purposes that will, when sanctioned by a fair wind and the blessings of Karma, enable the novel to reach its intended reader.

			That is just the way things work.

			For your part, you are free to pretend you are reading a novel and nothing more. A novel that purports to be written to you, and you alone, as a letter from your Soul’s previous incarnation. Feel free to maintain your reader’s distance, to cling doggedly to the notion this is a novel rather than a spiritual hand reaching across the chasms of time and prior incarnations. 

			I wonder…were I standing before you, what would I see? More to the point, would something about you strike me as familiar? Perhaps the way your nose wrinkles when you smile, or a characteristic utterance so familiar it automatically gives away the connection we share? 

			I myself have a propensity to emit a curious, turkey-gobbler kind of laugh whenever I feel uncertain about where I stand in a situation. It is my mother’s laugh. Ever since I gained enough self-awareness to suffer from social embarrassment, I have cringed to hear mother’s half-strangled guffaw gobbling out in public or at family gatherings. Especially when it was emanating from me.

			Over the course of a long, eventful life I have observed families often share physical and behavioral quirks, which they display unconsciously in facial tics, body language, favorite verbal expressions and unique postures. These familiar characteristics are often passed from one family member to the next, parent to child, as we usually see it.

			But here is the question we have to ask ourselves: If a trait can be transferred from one generation to another, can it also migrate across incarnations? More precisely, from one incarnated lifetime to the next? From one souljourner to the next?

			Do not be surprised if what I say confuses you.

			Trust me, this will all go down more smoothly if you remain open to the possibility of reincarnation.

			With any luck, you already possess some grounding in Eastern philosophy or religion. Perhaps in your life’s journeying you have encountered the Buddha or Ramana Maharshi, maybe heard stories about masters like Gurdjieff, The Bapucharya or Ramakrishna. 

			No matter. Because if this book is in your hands, you can be certain on some level these words are meant for you. Even if you do not subscribe to the notion of incarnation-to-incarnation communication. By virtue of you holding this book in your hands, we can assume it was put there because you are ready to have your mind opened to other possibilities about this Universe you so timidly stand astride.

			That, too, is just the way things work.

			Others will pick up this book and read it as a fanciful fantasy. They will never confront the notion it might have been written for them because, well, truthfully…it was not. I am writing this expressly for you. For all those others to whom I am not writing this book, SOULJOURNER is just another work of fiction, albeit one with a strangely mystical plot. Hopefully interesting enough to pry open their thinking about this world they so ignorantly inhabit.

			Of course, each reader will take from SOULJOURNER what they can. 

			And who can say whether this novel is truly meant for you—the next incarnation of my soul’s journey—as I wish it to be, or for a soul-entity two incarnations down the line, as the Universe in its infinite wisdom may otherwise intend…? Or maybe it will prove to be a bestseller, and reach out to a half-million random incarnated spirits? The majority of whom will assume they have been engaged by a fanciful storyteller, never understanding the true reason for the story’s existence. But even so, by virtue of being drawn to the novel, they will invariably prove to have some grounding or interest in its subject matter. 

			As will you.

			Again, that is just how things work.

			The odyssey that brought us to where this book was waiting on your bookshelf or in your e-reader—to help fulfill your destiny—makes up the bulk of this so-called novel. 

			You need to trust I am speaking directly to you. You who, far from being limited to a single existence as an individually incarnated spirit, are actually a spirit form that has migrated across countless centuries, inhabiting dozens, perhaps hundreds, of bodies in your travels through Eternity and across the Universe. 

			And who could blame you for doubting me, for believing the way you speak, act and look—especially the way you look in the mirror—is who you really are? Your one-time, all-and-everything You!

			“Close but no cigar box!” my joke-cracking Hindu guru, The Bapucharya, likes to say! 

			“You are not a one-time anything, my brash young friends,” he once admonished us from a video monitor at The Seekers For Truth school in Boston. 

			Once a week The Bapucharya dispensed his wisdom to the senior men of the school via video. How fondly I recall the bubbly and finely ground affection in the man’s voice washing over us like a wave of uplifting energy. And each of us in that senior class sitting awestruck in the presence of a living god. Even if he was only coming to us on video! To hear words spoken by a true holy man, a fully realized Hindu saint, who enjoyed reminding us, “In simplest terms, my errant children, you are the next pearl on the necklace strung together from your reincarnated lives.” 

			Then of course he would break out into a broad grin, his cackle rising up mischievously, before remarking in his high pitch, “And nobody, I am guessing, remembers anything! Not the pearls, not the necklace, not the gaps between the pearls. ‘How crazy is that?’ we must be asking!” 

			I myself cannot see the logic in a consciousness-raising system that intentionally obliterates its entire history. 

			Some of us are so stuck in this physical world we cannot accept the idea there are other worlds that influence our lives. 

			Other forces at play.

			How deluded you are, my friend, to blithely accept the reality of life as handed down by your parents! 

			Like you, my parents never doubted, or gave much thought to, the assumptions that were the foundation of their lives. Like good parents they passed down those beliefs to their children. With the best of intentions, they taught me to believe all creatures move through life with no greater purpose than to travel from Point A to Point Z, acquiring friends, possessions and obligations along the way, inexorably moving from birth to death, womb to tomb, giving no more thought to higher matters than a slug when it slimes its way across the slate walkway of a garden. 

			Only later did I begin to realize that, in spite of my sluggishness, I was actually crawling across a beautiful garden, and that the spiritual aspect to this life was lush and all-pervasive, merely well hidden and closely guarded against prying eyes or immature minds. 

			Dear fellow souljourner, in the world you occupy, the parade of people and events in your life appears to occur randomly, all of it mere happenstance, like pinballs bouncing around in noisy, chaotic splendor. In your world nothing occurs for discernible reasons or as an element in a defined pattern. One encounters all sorts of events, challenges and tragedies playing out in the drama of one’s life— unhappy childhoods, life-threatening illnesses, dishonest business partners, duplicitous friends, downward-spiraling careers, even serious accidents—in seemingly random fashion without regard for the arc of one’s life journey. 

			But do not believe what you think your eyes are telling you. You were not drawn to this book spontaneously, as you thoughtlessly believe, or because SOULJOURNER was chosen by your book club. Perhaps a sense of intrigue and discovery drew you in at first, but, more likely, the magnetic force you succumbed to came from this novel being an odd-shaped puzzle piece that finally found its rightful place in the jigsaw puzzle of your life. 

			And “Why?” you probably ask. Why am I reaching out to you across the chasm of Time? Why am I skipping blithely over Past and Present to send a message to you in a Future that is nothing more than the continuation of my soul’s journey through time and across generations? 

			For those of us who have knowingly progressed through multiple lifetimes and have garnered impressions and knowledge far beyond the ken of our own understanding, Time exists as a river whose journey from headwaters to ocean has long been completed. But like a river, Time never stops flowing. Its run can never be finished, nor its journey interrupted. 

			Most of us are swimmers carried along on the surface of Time’s river. There are a few travelers, I have been told—highly advanced souls like The Bapucharya—who can dive into the river’s depths and swim to wherever in Time they choose, while the rest of us are swept along on its surface…

			**

			“Enough about Time!” Sam The Muse just barked inside my head. “I feel like I’m trapped inside a Hindoo pocket watch!” 

			Okay…moving on…

			**

			If you will allow me, there is something I wish to ask, while I am thinking of it.… 

			Does it matter to you, as the next incarnation of my Soul here on Earth—the next me, really—that the world I am leaving behind, as your inheritance, is a world slightly better for my having been here? 

			Notwithstanding, of course, my conviction by the Commonwealth of Massachusetts (now under appeal) for the murder of my third wife and one true love, Anna Guiterrez Truesdale Worthington?

			What can I say?

			Every life has a story behind it. Mine might have a few more twists than most. 

			Which brings me to the purpose of this particular literary exercise…the question of the singular gift I hope to leave behind for you.

			You and I are unquestionably fortunate, my fellow souljourner. Whether you know it or not, we share safe harbor in the metaphorical arms of a wise and benevolent Old Soul, its history going back dozens—if not hundreds—of lifetimes, its Soulscape playing congenial host to a long series of incarnated beings—most of them innocent souljourners like yourself.

			You are the most recent incarnation in our line. I stand right before you. In the course of our lives, each of us has been oblivious to the other; each thinks, and acts, as if he or she is all there is—the be-all and end-all. And each of us unthinkingly soaks up whatever life lessons we were sent to our individual incarnations to explore. You to the future, and now me to my novel.

			Again I call it a novel! But ask yourself, what kind of novel would repeatedly call attention to its signature device of being a letter written to a single individual?

			But I lose my train of thought, as I often do these days… 

			I was about to explain why I went to all this trouble just to warn you.

			




CHAPTER THREE

			Careful. He try warning you against me. 

			As if I responsible for all mistakes of David Rockwood Worthington, all missteps, all lost opportunity. As if Blossom cause all stupid mistakes David make in selfish shit-bum existence. 

			I return favor, maybe warn about David? He is not one to trust. Every time he speaks, he spread lies make mess, spread doubt like manure. And yes, is same odor very much like shit!

			You understand what Blossom say? David is man makes money telling lies. Lies told in advertisements for stupid people. Lies told to son and daughter. Lies told to three women in three significant relationships in sorry, shit-heel existence. 

			Now lies told in big stupid novel!

			Big deal David admit murder. Big deal say, “Sorry!” 

			Better say sorry to dead woman! See how much she care! Sorry not make wife number three smile again. Not make David good man ever.

			If David good man, Lord Buddha turning circles in grave.

			Ask David why not more sorry? Why not sorry abandon wife number two, and two beautiful children? Why not sorry hitting wife with bad temper?

			David never really sorry. Not even when say sorry.

			Can you not see David is liar? Can you not see David lie all time? And please not to blame Blossom for being bad person! 

			That big lie! Blossom not evil, never evil. Evil Blossom is one more big David lie.

			You smart, you not trust David Rockwood Worthington! He is big liar. He is killer. He is angry man with much scary temper. True as winter sucks in Siberia, David could win Olympic competition as bad husband, bad father. 

			If you smart, you not listen to David! 

			If you smart, you not read this book. 

			Please to remember, you have been warned

			.

			




CHAPTER FOUR

			Yes, warn you.

			You have an enemy. An adversary totally committed to your destruction, almost the duplicate of mine. Not surprising since your enemy and mine are spirit forms that share the same Soul’s journey, just as you and I share the same Soul’s benevolence as it transits across time. 

			Do not repeat my mistake. I foolishly believed I could leave the past behind. As it turns out, we never fully leave the past behind. 

			Each of our lifetimes is populated with spirits who regularly appear, in full physical form, in our multiple incarnations. Taken together, with ourselves, they make up our Karmic Pod. 

			That, too, is just the way things are.

			Think of it as a rocket ship filled with members of your soul tribe. Together, you all rocket from incarnation to incarnation and appear in each other’s lives.

			Only there is no rocket.

			That irritating boss who never stops complaining about your tardiness may have been a childhood friend in a previous life, or perhaps your needy and overly dependent brother-in-law in yet another corporal existence. 

			And that insufferable wealthy childhood friend from your last life seems greatly improved by his transmigration into a sympathetic parish priest this time around, or by becoming the youngest child in your next incarnation. 

			You see it, do you not? It is a game where all the cards get shuffled, reshuffled and dealt anew each lifetime. The only thing that stays the same is you; it is always our spirit as souljourners—yours and mine—that plays the game and holds the cards. 

			When a malevolent spirit comes along, her energy is like a cloud that descends upon her victim’s life, not only blocking out the sun but choking out its life.

			You and I, my friend, have such a malevolent spirit as our dedicated enemy, a spirit who because she is a member of our Karmic Pod repeatedly appears in our soul’s incarnations. A spirit whose entire existence appears dedicated to our destruction. 

			As reincarnated spirits, you and I have gone through a succession of lifetimes, enjoyed relations with countless relatives, friends, associates and enemies, many of those spirit forms, as I was saying, repeatedly showing up in our succession of lives. They are cloaked in different bodies, of course, but your Inner Spirit recognizes them even when Conscious You does not. 

			We may not remember them from earlier embodiments, but there is a certain comfort and ease of the familiar that contributes to whatever new relationships we erect upon the forgotten remnants of the old. 

			This is the state we are emerging from as we move from blithe ignorance of the Spiritual World into a rising awareness of a broader and much richer reality. It is as though we are able to see more of the spiritual landscape surrounding us the higher we climb up the Spiritual Mountain. That, too, is symptomatic of a soul emerging from the lower animal instincts of an immature soul.

			All this is more confusing for you, I suspect, since you regularly scoff at the idea of reincarnation. 

			You do—you know that, right? Even though every fiber of your being and your history, and your multi-life journey, cries out for you to believe. And so you end up meeting these familiar spirits who populate your world each incarnation as if they were raw newcomers to the realms of (what you think is) your one-and-only existence. You meet them, work and play with them, yet never recognize them for who they truly are. Stranger yet to think you have all tacitly agreed, at some deep, shrouded level, that you will never acknowledge you knew each other before, and certainly not in previous lives unremembered.

			And then there is that one angry, vengeful spirit in your Karmic Pod who will seek us out from incarnation to incarnation; I know not why. It lies beyond me to say whether she consciously recognizes us as a high-value target, or if she instinctively seeks us out in some perversion of the Law of Attraction?

			She hates you, this fellow Pod traveler; hates you so badly she will devote her life—and perhaps all her future lives—to ruining your life just as she ruined mine. 

			By now you probably understand who I am talking about. The particular spirit I am writing to warn you about—my “Perfidious Blossom,” as I came to call her. Your Perfidious Blossom, too, have no doubt about it. She will be in your Karmic Pod as one of your soulmates. Do not let your guard down with anyone, male or female, friend or adversary, live figure or ghostly presence.

			On my ILE, or Individual Life Experience—a Seekers For Truth concept that equates our Individual Life Experience with an isolated and private island—Blossom barged into my life with typical Russian swagger, her thin, elongated boy’s body unhindered by hips or much of an ass. Her breasts, on the other hand, were the most fetching pomegranate-shaped tits I ever encountered in my lustful adventures. 

			Blossom was very cute and oh-so-desirable, I would never pretend otherwise, but there came a time when her looks were no longer pleasant in my eyes. It would take a while, but eventually I became impervious to her physical charms. Her Tinker Bell pixie-like hair framed a face that looked as much Mongolian as Russian. High cheekbones coupled with slightly Oriental slanted eyes gave her a catlike aura. When Blossom and I first met, she seemed both sweet and innocent—two of my first erroneous impressions. 

			“Criminally vindictive” maybe, but not innocent and never sweet. 

			You can expect her to be the same in your life, on your ILE. In whatever form she assumes.

			Be aware her principal focus will be to harm you, to call in your obligation for some mammoth cosmic debt incurred in a previous existence. And she is not afraid to take her time. To tighten the noose as slowly as she can without letting you escape.

			She is the viper whose head suddenly appears above the walls of the nest. And whose shadow directly crosses your path.

			Trust me, I am not being metaphorical. Across the years, I have come to realize that Blossom had a snake-like inner essence that toyed with me as a mouse; a mouse fearing for its life in some surreal alternate universe.

			Who knows what we did to her! Maybe in some long-forgotten incarnation we sold her into sex slavery? Or tortured her? Or over-boiled her eggs? Clearly we did something highly egregious to earn her undying enmity. Not to mention her eternal curse. A curse to ruin us, one lifetime after another, as savagely as possible, as painfully as she can. To sneak up on us unawares in each of our incarnated lives and wreak widespread havoc and ruination.

			Our only consolation in this matter proves to be thin soup indeed. I have been advised she will not kill us. Apparently, it goes against the Laws of Spirit for one member of a Karmic Pod to kill another. You can kill yourself, if you wish, that is acceptable, but not someone else in your Pod. Other than that, there are no limitations. And you can be certain our Perfidious Blossom, Roza Rostova by name, is a consummate master at destroying lives. 

			I can only hope you will learn by my painful example.

			Her attack, when it comes, usually strikes swiftly then repeatedly, like a non-stop bombardment. She is an artist when it comes to constructing a reality whose main purpose is to strike at your core, to cripple your sense of well-being and security. Often through anonymous, seemingly random acts and events. Like a traffic accident, a crippling IRS audit, a physical attack by a hostile crowd, or even a criminal indictment for murder. Something that could never seemingly be controlled by human agency. 

			Which shows you the level at which her evil sometimes percolates. 

			Be aware, my friend, There Is Danger Ahead! The safety and security of your family, your happiness, everything you hold dear—all that you have achieved or earned in this lifetime—may be in peril.

			I realize this must seem alarmist and confusing. 

			You began Your Life seeing the world as your parents saw it. The only connections you were taught to recognize were either physical, emotional or economic. Understandably you made the mistake of believing you were the center of the Universe. And why not? Did the day not begin once you woke up? Was not everything that happened in your small, confined world judged by its impact on your happiness and well-being? Did you not weigh all relationships in terms of how good they made you feel? Or how they contributed to your happiness? Your wealth? Your pleasure?

			Now some stranger is talking to you through a book—a novel, of all things!— asserting that you got it all wrong. That Life is not all about you. 

			And that—strangest of all—you are not even the “you” you thought you were.

			




CHAPTER FIVE

			You have no way to know it, of course, but I am returning to my writing after an eight-day hiatus in which I worked almost exclusively on appealing my life-term sentence, which comes up for Second Appellate Court review next month. However, if I have learned one thing in the last few years, it is that everything scheduled in the court system sooner or later gets rescheduled. Which turns out to be a large measure of the justice dispensed by our justice system. 

			My appeal, I have been told, is nothing to get too hopeful about. In these situations one is obligated to make the effort. My lawyer, Phil Stone, offers almost no hope we will be any more successful than we were with the trial. He cautiously and repeatedly reminds me that homicide convictions are routinely appealed, and that appeals judges expect such behavior on the part of convicted murderers and their attorneys. An appeal is de rigueur, if nothing else, in this moment of my continuing and accelerating downfall.

			And so, by everyone appealing their lifetime sentences, almost no one has a chance to convince the Appeals Court that their conviction—unlike all the others!—perpetrates a true injustice, and that a life sentence without parole is both excessive and undeserved.

			“Truth is,” Phil Stone told me, “you are shit out of luck, David. This is Oscar Pistorius in spades. Pistorius at least could argue he shot into a closed door, so he could not see who he was shooting. You have no such bathroom door behind which you can hide the truth, and you know it. Jeeesus, David,” he cried in amused frustration, “your wife was lying under the same blanket as you when she was strangled!”

			“Quilt,” I corrected him.

			“Yes, sorry, a quilt,” he replied without slowing down. “So unless you can prove my wholesale incompetence in representing you, or that someone else snuck into your apartment, knocked you unconscious and, for some unknown reason, killed your wife lying next to you, nobody will believe you’re innocent. Nobody!” he said emphatically, leaving me to understand he was talking about himself as well as the rest of humanity.

			And why should anyone believe my innocence, I silently questioned, when I knew for myself I was the only living person who could have committed the deed? There was no denying my responsibility for Anna’s death, but even if I tried denying it, as the prosecutor said in his summation at my trial, “Even a blind man can see the defendant’s fingerprints all over this tragic event”—a not-so-subtle reference to the fact that earlier in the trial a state crime lab technician testified to finding my fingerprints imbedded in the bruised skin around Anna’s neck. Apparently, they can now capture fingerprints from skin.

			Did you know that?

			Well, I know I killed Anna. The thing I cannot understand, knowing myself, is why I feel so blameless about her murder?

			“Aah!” I exclaimed as a familiar muscle spasm spiked in the back of my neck. 

			Just where my neck might have snapped, I wryly thought, had the laws of the Commonwealth tilted more towards capital punishment.

			




CHAPTER SIX

			Not sure you noticed the abrupt ending to the previous chapter, but please accept my apologies if you did. 

			Sam The Muse, apparently bored and restless at this early stage of the project, interrupted my work session to complain about “all this ceaseless drudgery about your trial and legal nonsense.”

			According to Sam, it was time for me to sprinkle some of my second wife’s hidden assets around our story. 

			“Money and sex,” he declared, and I could imagine him taking a puff on his large cigar for dramatic emphasis. “Money and sex always perk up a reader’s ears,” he continued, adding in a lower register with something of a wink in his eye, “unless they’ve improved the species since my day.”

			Quite interesting to see how committed Sam has become to telling our story. Ultimately, it can only help…I think. 

			Any hesitation I feel is because of Sam’s mercurial disposition. If he tells me something one time, he tells me something entirely different the next. And like as not, he gets angry if I question the inconsistency.

			For the most part, Sam’s literary guidance is helpful, very much so. Usually Sam will offer it on an unspoken basis, often as a whim or an impulse. But every once in a while, Sam speaks to me directly and I hear his voice in my head, usually dripping with comic sarcasm or homespun wisdom. Sometimes I shut my eyes so I can see him better on the inside of my eyelids, where I know he will be waiting, usually with a lit cigar in hand. 

			For the last two days Sam has been a constant presence, though reticent, for whatever reason, to openly communicate his suggestions. Does it matter if he eschews words and urges me on silently? I do not think so. Either way I could sense him pushing me to take a fresh look at a recent visitor I had here at MCI/Shirley. Maybe five months after the trial, which would be about three-four months ago. 

			I must have been painfully slow in responding to Sam’s gentle guidance. Suddenly, in a burst of petulance, Sam barked out in my head, “For God’s sakes! Would you write about her goddamn pirate loot already!” 

			**

			So, here we are!

			The story of Blossom’s “pirate loot,” as Sam calls it, or the part that touches my story, is tied to a strange visit I had back in January. A strange visitor, too, if it comes to that! Aside from my lawyers, I get very few visitors these days, over seven months after my trial and sentencing. Of course, now that the money has petered out, I see very little of my defense team, aside from Phil Stone. Even the nonstop clamor from the press has died down—finally!—as if my public confession and apology at the sentencing provided the closure everyone so hungrily needed.

			But about this visitor… He was from the Internal Revenue Service. He and his investigative team were following up on an anonymous tip that accused me of holding—or hiding—great sums of illegally obtained assets in a variety of bank accounts and investment holdings, most of which were down in the Cayman Islands, the final jumping-off point. Up till then I had speculated that my second wife’s ill-gotten gains most likely disappeared into the vast, dark expanses of the unfathomable Land Of Mystery that is modern-day Russia. Now, I was learning she had not left all her eggs in one basket.

			The IRS agent, a buttoned-down Washington Bureaucrat, with buzz cut and tweed jacket to prove it, displayed absolutely no trace of emotion or irony as he introduced himself from the other side of the thick plate glass of Visitor Station #3, speaking through the small circle of holes drilled into the glass. “Chief Inspector Grimes,” he said, smiling thinly and finishing with, “Rhymes with crimes,” as he flattened his government business card against the glass. His weak smile underscored the fact his joke had probably not caused anyone to laugh or smile since he first started telling it. 

			“Mr. Worthington?” he continued, looking around. “My sympathy on your current difficulties. As a United States government employee with our citizens’ best interests at heart, it troubles me to say these difficulties have a way of mushrooming. If I’ve seen one thing in my long government career, it’s that a man’s troubles tend to multiply magnificently when he’s going through an IRS audit.” 

			I started to mentally pick at that wonderfully expressive phrase, “a man’s troubles tend to multiply magnificently” when the last two words in the sentence sounded like an off-key brass trumpet salute in the depths of my inner ear. 

			“A what?” I inquired.

			“IRS audit,” he repeated. “Didn’t your accountant tell you?”

			“Nobody said a thing,” I replied, adding ironically, “I have been a little bit distracted of late by being in prison.”

			“Yes, I see,” nodded Chief Inspector Grimes of the Internal Revenue Service, looking around the starkly furnished visiting room, bare and civil service with its mandatory milky-blue concrete block walls. “Yes, distractions aplenty, I would think,” he affirmed, as if he sadly understood.

			When Chief Inspector Grimes mentioned magnificently multiplying troubles, I was tempted to bring up the concept of a Karmic Gravitational Slide, which is nothing more than the Universe bending to the will of Karma and, like a strong wind, blowing all manner of people, events, decisions and interactions in a direction that inevitably leads to a predetermined set of karmic outcomes. Like the series of levers that had to be pulled by the Universe to bring Blossom, my deceased second wife and chief karmic tormentor, into this country from the Republic of Tuva, Russia and eventually into my life. 

			Meeting up with Blossom was no doubt the major element in the most unpredictable Karmic Gravitational Slide an ordinary souljourner ever experienced. A slide whose Karmic reach extended around the globe and continues to this day. Just think of how connected we must be for the reach of our joint Karma to stretch from Southern Russia to East Coast, North America. From the capital city, Kyzyl, in Tuva Republic to the City of Cambridge in the Commonwealth of Massachusetts.

			As best I can tell, it is the same Karmic Gravitational Slide that swept me up and carried me off to prison, a continuation of the one that saw the collapse of my first marriage. I cannot tell where it is leading, but it is huge—shockingly huge! How else to explain the succession of catastrophes that have shaken my world in the last twenty years? 

			It is staggering to think of all that has happened …

			My first marriage, after seventeen mostly wonderful years, was torn asunder by my psychologist wife falling head-over-heels for a teenage, female patient. Then, during my subsequent marriage to Roza (Blossom) Rostova, a demonic Russian capitalist, I discovered both children of our marriage, Byanca and Mykhail, who carry the Worthington name, are in fact the biological offspring of some unknown Russian gentleman, or gentlemen. 

			Amazing what they can tell these days by lightly sniffing anyone’s DNA!

			At the torturous and painful finale of that second marriage, I was dragged across the burning coals of a highly contentious and ridiculously expensive divorce; an exercise in utmost futility that only came to an end with my second wife’s diagnosis of terminal cancer. 

			On top of that, and of far greater significance, I recently lost the woman who could most accurately be described as the love of my life: my third wife, Anna Truesdale Worthington… But beyond all that, there is my arrest and incarceration, followed by my trial and conviction late last year, for the “murder with forethought” of that same beloved third wife, Anna Truesdale Worthington. Which ultimately led to my being sentenced to a life term in the Massachusetts Corrections system, with no possibility of parole.

			Picture all these elements floating in a swirl around me, as I struggle to stay afloat. The surging waters overwhelming me, pulling everything along in an insatiably hungry current; a current that spins round and round the open maw of the Universe’s ever-thirsty catch basin. 

			Now you know how it feels to be me.

			“To your credit,” the Inspector continued, bringing me back to consciousness in the prison visiting room, staring at Chief Inspector Grimes beyond the thick glass of cubicle #3, “we were shocked—and quite honestly impressed—to discover the size of your holdings.”

			Leaning toward the glass, he smiled like a Cheshire cat and whispered conspiratorially, “You didn’t really think you could hide eighteen million dollars from us, did you, David? Really? Give us some credit, please! Though to be honest, and more correct, the sum is closer to $18.5 million than a mere $18 million.”

			Step back with me from the scene for a moment. The good Chief Inspector will not mind. As I sit there in my confusion, staring at Chief Inspector Grimes, who appears quite distant on the other side of the thick glass, my visitor seems to be speaking in a foreign tongue. In the shift of a mere second, as Grimes continued, guided under his own form of autopilot, I began to question my perception of things, as I sometimes do when struck by the realization I might be stoned. 

			If not, then things were really strange.

			And speaking of strange, I had been trying out a new Zen meditational practice moments before my visitor arrived, so to immediately find myself in a conversation that made absolutely no sense seemed, well…somewhat logical. As if the sudden burst of clarity from meditation made everything else appear dark and confused once I returned to the murky waters of the “real world.”

			“Eighteen-and-a-half million dollars,” I repeated to myself as the confusion melted away and Blossom’s audacity came into sharper focus. This was the woman who applied for need-based private school scholarships for our children and pleaded to the divorce court for maximum child support because she had zero income. 

			Sure, zero income and a mere eighteen-and-a-half million dollars in assets hidden under my name!

			Finally, in the face of Chief Inspector Grimes ignoring and not responding to my obvious befuddlement, I ventured lightly, “How does one go about hiding eighteen-and-a-half million dollars? Just one of those millions would exhaust my creativity.”

			The Chief Inspector’s smile dropped sharply. “I don’t believe you understand the severity of what I’m saying, Mr. Worthington,” he bristled. “This is no slap on the wrist we’re talking about. If convicted, you could be facing many years in prison, plus forfeiture of all hidden assets.”

			It was beyond belief that Chief Inspector Grimes could think of that as a threat or would think that any of this meant anything to me. Did this purveyor of unjustified tax justice have any sense of why I was incarcerated here at MCI/Shirley, and for how long? 

			If he did know, he most likely understood that any additional jail time I received for money laundering, or for tax evasion, or for whatever illegal acts Blossom may have committed to accumulate $18.5 million, would mean nothing to me. I was already in MCI/Shirley and would be here—or somewhere in the Massachusetts Correctional System—for the length of my days, with no chance for parole. As for the forfeiture of assets… 

			“I wonder...” I queried my visitor.

			“Yes?”

			“Can you disclose the name of the person behind this anonymous tip?”

			“Ordinarily I couldn’t do that. ‘Anonymous’ means just what it says, ‘anonymous,’ but in this case, since the tipster was your deceased wife—Roza Rostova Worthington—who called in the tipoff, I can’t think it would do any harm to tell you that. Actually, you should be pleased,” he offered, still smiling.

			“Oh yes?” I replied. “And why is that?”

			“Knowing she was terminally ill, I guess, your wife named your children as her exclusive legatees. They will receive the whistleblower’s share of any recovered funds. That would be about 10 percent of whatever the government reclaims, including confiscated assets.”

			Well, dear reader and fellow souljourner, here is a glimpse of my former wife in full sail, to continue the pirate analogy. Vindictive, selfish, dishonest and, yes, dead bitch that she was. 

			Though not here to be seen in person, of course, not as she was in life, with her lithe, almost athletic, 5’2” high-heeled figure, but Blossom’s spirit is here in full glory, here in the visiting room at MCI/Shirley. Yes, here in full as a spinner of lies and tall tales, weaving a web of suspicion and retribution around her once beloved husband who foolishly thought Blossom’s death meant he had escaped her clutches. Here is an entire drama that could have engulfed me had I not already been convicted for Anna’s murder. Blossom’s presence, vicious and malevolent spirit that she was, seemed to fill the sterile reaches of the starkly unpeopled visitors’ room. I half expected to smell that chalky patchouli perfume she liked to spray all over her clothes.

			Typical Russian émigré, always searching for acceptance by cloaking herself in brands only the wealthy and the criminal could afford, she gave no credence to my complaints about the perfume’s medicinal smell.

			“Very expensive and French,” she countered with a wide grin. “Is much worn by super models,” which to Blossom was nothing short of definitive proof of the perfume’s unassailable quality.

			What did get up my nose, besides the perfume, was a whiff of the viper’s nest again. A smell that reeked of death and putrefaction; a familiar stew of foul odors and fleshly corruption signaling Blossom’s unearthly presence in my life. 

			Maybe this was a sign of madness and I just missed it, but with each of Blossom’s attacks since her demise, minor or major, I came to see myself, increasingly, as a mouse in battle with Blossom’s black viper spirit, who toyed with me, almost sadistically. 

			As it turns out, unbeknownst to himself, Chief Inspector Grimes was as much an agent for my ex-wife as he was for the IRS. I watched with disbelief and amusement as his facial expression seemed to indicate I should be pleased by my children’s potential windfall. Had he possessed the intelligence to initiate a fresh thought, the Chief Inspector would have realized my children’s sudden windfall would only come at my similarly sudden and unexpected shortfall!

			This had all the earmarks of one of Blossom’s more devious plots.

			“Their whistleblower share should constitute a considerable legacy, given the sums at stake,” Chief Inspector Grimes said.

			Blossom had a weak laugh that was more cackle than laughter and when it spontaneously arose, she would often, out of embarrassment, try to contain it with an upraised hand, her tiny doll’s fingers standing like rigid soldiers over her ill-behaved mouth. Not that it ever made a difference; the cackle would always shrink and wither behind her fingers into a shrill hyena’s laugh that would quickly vaporize. 

			As the prison siren went off, announcing the end of visiting hours, I briefly imagined I could hear an echo of Blossom’s cackle, ever evil and fully self-righteous, rising into the general din of the siren’s lonely wail.

			Not to feel sorry for myself, but at that moment I realized I had become so lonely of late I was actually sad to see Chief Inspector Grimes leave.

			Grimes. 

			Rhymes with crimes.

			




CHAPTER SEVEN

			I must admit to feeling more than a little foolish when I realized Blossom had accumulated that much money without my knowing it. 

			I knew she had various bank accounts, businesses, investments, ongoing deals and corrupt relationships, but I had no sense of how much actual money that could amount to.

			My ex-wife had been a busy beaver in her limited stay in America. I would have guessed a millionaire, maybe. But a multi-millionaire? An $18.5 million millionaire? 

			No, never would I have guessed.

			Over the next few days, I thought much about Blossom’s Caribbean booty. My best guess was that much of it was ill-gotten proceeds from the Russian mob, who for years had some sort of ongoing (read “dubious”) relationship with my dearly departed second wife.

			There was a time, back when the kids were young, when some negotiation or disagreement in Blossom’s business life morphed into a situation my wife deemed highly volatile and dangerous for her and her family. Without ever fully explaining it to me, other than to say she was taking care of the problem, Blossom had the four of us move into a Boston hotel for a week—eight days, actually. The kids had a ball and thought hiding out was a rare treat. And when we returned home the following week, it was only to find two large Russian mob enforcer-types waiting for us as our newly acquired bodyguards. I nicknamed them Frick and Fractious, the latter being more prone to growl and snap at the slightest provocation.

			For two weeks, until Blossom declared the threat to have passed, Frick would take the children to school each morning while Fractious vigilantly remained at the breakfast table exhausting our supplies of Lucky Charms breakfast cereal and protecting us all from a threat that never materialized.

			He was a curious specimen of humanity, Fractious, our Russian bodyguard. Probably 6’7” at least, he reminded me of those comic book characters whose bodies appear to be made from giant blocks of stone. His enormous muscles stretched any shirt he wore to capitulation. And if nothing else, the easy way he cracked walnuts in the palm of either hand was enough to generate awe, if not fear, in my heart. He and I played chess a few times, which made him seem a little less ominous, but did little to calm my anxiety at having someone whom I suspected of being a killer sleeping in my home. Sleeping under the same roof as my children. 

			The only other feasible explanation for the size of Blossom’s pirate treasure was my wife’s work as a fundraiser for the state Democratic Party. Very early in Blossom’s volunteer days with the Massachusetts Democratic Machine, she jumped on Hillary Clinton’s bandwagon and quickly became a leading bundler of donations in Hillary’s first run for the presidency. Much of the money Blossom raised probably came from Blossom’s Russian friends and associates, foreign interests hopeful for a friend—or friendly ear—in some future Clinton administration. Needless to say, most, if not all, of the donations were illegal, coming from foreign nationals, though I doubt anyone ever mentioned the fact to election officials.

			You may wonder whether Blossom was involved in any of the 2016 and 2018 election chicanery, of which there was much, both in the primaries and the general election. If I had to guess, I would say, “Absolutely she was involved,” if only for the fact there was so much money on the table and Blossom was already a proven, trusted functionary within the money-minded Massachusetts Democratic Party. She would have been in her element, for sure. Unlike any other time I recall, the state Democratic party was awash in money. So much money from dark sources, so much money going unreported, so much money sticking to so many sticky fingers. With all that unguarded money, you have to assume crooks and grafters of the highest (lowest?) caliber would be drawn like flies to honey. 

			**

			(Sam just pointed out that, as a muse, he was obligated to point out that that was the second time, in recent chapters, I used “flies” in an analogy.)

			My apologies. 

			**

			But to continue…

			With all that unguarded money about, you have to assume it would have drawn crooks and grafters in bunches. And Blossom, larcenous soul that she was, would have had an inside track at the money. 

			So much money and so little accountability, an opportunity so ripe with potential for thievery it could have risen directly from Blossom’s dreams.

			If you doubt the size of Blossom’s appetite, or the drive it took to satisfy her hungers, ask yourself where you would go as a foreigner in an adopted home country, to steal or acquire $18.5 million?

			Without your husband knowing a thing?

			




CHAPTER EIGHT

			One more proof David is liar.

			You too smart to believe liar story. David abandoning family maybe not so bad, but also kill wife. 

			Third wife, not me.

			Why believe killer story? Why believe word from murderer?

			How stupid that make you.

			Is so obvious!

			All money belong to David, not me. Eighteen million dollars no small change. If money mine, I would hide in Russia. When Blossom hide money, straight to Russia it flies. 

			In Russia all things disappear like magic show. One puff of smoke, all assets gone. Just like that!

			Cayman Islands make no sense.

			Why you believe liar?

			How stupid that make you!

			




CHAPTER NINE

			You are not the only one who needs warning, apparently.

			Since the earliest days of my incarceration at MCI/Shirley I have been in danger, though I did not realize it. 

			Mortal danger, I would say if it did not sound so melodramatic. Danger from what, you might ask?

			Well, that depends on how you look at things.

			It was not until Inspector Grimes’ visit that I began putting two and two together for myself. Then, a month later, there was an incident that revealed the threat I had been living under all this time. A threat so palpable the authorities rushed me into the single occupancy, high-security cell I now call home. Though to be fair, I should credit the multi-colored tattoo on my chest, which marks me as a prison gang bitch, for injecting a rare urgency to my need for private accommodations. 

			Speaking of the tattoo, I still cannot decide which was the more significant takeaway: my being physically attacked or my brief moment of precognition?

			But I run ahead of myself.

			It all happened on a Monday morning. I was working in the prison laundry as usual, and was ordered by my shift supervisor, Convict In Charge (CIC) Silvio Manetti to go down to the basement storage room on a supply run. Detergent, bleach, starch: The usual suspects were running low, according to Manetti. 

			“But we have sufficiencies for the entire trifecta,” I pointed out, impishly enjoying my choice of vocabulary words and the impact they would have on CIC Manetti. 

			However, seeing Manetti’s confused expression shift to one of annoyance made me hasten to explain, “Sorry, Silvio, I just happen to notice things,” hoping that would deflate some of my arrogance in challenging his orders. In prison, you do not want to injure a person’s self-respect. It is one of the few things most convicts will fight to protect.

			Manetti, a mafioso wannabe, snarled back, “Just get the fucking supplies!” swinging a roundhouse punch at me and missing, thankfully, but not missing with the canvas laundry cart he moments later kicked in my direction. Then he handed me a laminated hallway pass, mumbling, “Here, dipshit. You’ll need this!” The pass would gain me passage through the three security checkpoints that lay between the laundry and the freight elevator at the far end of the prison. I took the lanyard from his outstretched hand and hung the pass around my neck. 

			“You’re the boss,” I said, pushing off my newfound traveling companion. “Asshole,” I added under my breath as I noisily tested the swivel at the base of the cart.

			“What did you say?” Manetti asked, calling after me.

			“All systems go!” I lied. “Just talking to the cart.”

			“Hey!” Manetti called, giving me his best John Gotti stare. “I wanna see you vanish. Capische?”

			And so I vanished.

			The drill was the same at each of the three security stops: name, number and destination.

			“David R. Worthington,” I said each time
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