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    To my wife, Ali, who found all the holes.

      

    



  	
        
            
            [The Jew] has made a marvellous fight in this world, in all the ages; and has done it with his hands tied behind him. He could be vain of himself, and be excused for it. 
Mark Twain from Concerning The Jews, 1899
 
 
The front cover, Lucifer (Satan, Fallen Angel, Fell from Heaven to Earth) Reflecting by Perverting Adam and Eve, was created by Gustave Dore for Paradise Lost by John Milton. It is in the public domain. This author does not infer by its use that his work in any way compares favourably with that of the great British author. But our taste for artwork is aligned.
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Prologue

​Jewish Ghetto – Frankfurt am Main, 1636 
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IT WAS NOT LONG AFTER her experience in the time machine, while nursing her infant, that Miriam would discover she had the ability to fly. A day that started out much like any other - Miriam suckling a hungry infant at first light while Seth observed the procedure with restrained awe - would soon take an unexpected turn. It all began as Miriam oscillated back and forth on the rocking chair Seth had purchased for her from a Gentile craftsman who normally only made furniture for titled persons and the Duke; certainly not for Jews in the ghetto. 

“She’s my Jewish princess, so why not?” said Seth when Miriam had questioned the expense. Seth grabbed his coat and asked Miriam if she needed anything. He was taking Nathanael to the river so the ten-year-old could throw stones, his latest favourite activity. Miriam requested herbs for tea. “I don’t feel quite myself,” she said, rubbing her stomach. “Some peppermint if you can find it.”

After Seth had left, the odd feeling in her stomach, not quite nausea, grew with frightening speed. It was followed by a tingling on the back of her neck. Dizziness overcame her. Miriam reached for the table to steady herself. She feared dropping the baby so she placed the child in the crate that served as a bed and through a haze that was enveloping her, swayed like a drunk on the way to her bed where she lay down in a ball on her side.

.

Miriam quickly slips into semi-consciousness, an observer to the goings-on in her mind. There are voices in a language she cannot decipher, strange lights and odd noises she does not recognize. Images begin to flicker; she sees a man, a boy really, curled in a ball, frightened. She sees herself standing beside him, wearing the same long white robe she had put on this morning, her long, curly red locks blowing in a soft wind. She hears words: He needs help. You must go to him. The stimuli are too much. Miriam reaches for a nearby pot and heaves, depositing her breakfast into it. She reaches into a hidden pocket and retrieves a monogrammed hankie Seth had made for her, M.S. stitched into its fine cloth, wipes her lips with it, and lies back down. Eyes closed, eyes open, the images, the sounds, the lights will not abate.

Relax. Breathe. Concentrate.

Miriam’s heart is racing. She takes in long breaths. Her bed is spinning. She digs her nails into the bedsheet. She thinks of her baby. She is fine. You will return in an instant.

There is a popping noise. Her vision goes blank. She opens her eyes and gasps. She is floating above her bed, near the ceiling. She hears her baby’s soft breathing as if her ear is next to the infant’s nose. She observes herself lying on the bed, squirming, as if in the midst of a nightmare. Shhhh. Shhhh. The prone body relaxes, goes limp. Miriam is suddenly filled with a magnificent sense of calm and joy. She is free. She is flying.

Floating next to her is a silver thread. It emanates from her back, between her shoulder blades; she can feel it and sees that it flows up into the ceiling. It tugs at her. Go. Now. Peter needs you.

The mezuzah dangling from her neck defies gravity, floating in front of her eyes. The two stones, one green, one blue, are glowing. She grasps the pendant in her hand and is hurled through the roof and up into the sky, further and further until she observes the round earth. She had no idea, no frame of reference to absorb the shape and beauty of the receding planet, marveling at the vibrant ocean blues and the greens of the land masses, with swirling clouds suspended above the surface.

She travels through a universe of suns, past spinning planets and billowing nebulae with magnificent, pulsing hues. Miriam is enveloped in a darkness dotted with countless crystal lights. It’s as if she is moving through a swarm of fireflies, and everywhere there is love, tangible, and she thinks she’s in heaven.

Ahead is blackness, not even the sun can penetrate the force of its tenebrosity. She hurtles towards it until she reaches the veil, a hanging curtain of shimmering satin. Like a pin stuck through a taught blanket, she breeches it. Ahead, a tiny blue dot grows bigger until she can identify it, it’s the Earth again, although the oceans are a lighter blue and the continents are a paler green. Half the planet is in darkness and that is where she is falling. She dips into a blanket of clouds and is certain that death is a mere moment away; she will be squished like a bug on impact with the planet’s surface. Instead, she slows and floats, the scene below her a riot of lights and sounds. Vehicles race by without the need for horses, with bright lights like the eyes of a demon. More lights glow of their own accord from posts and the people; they are barely covered by their clothes; she has never seen so much revealed skin except in a mikvah with other cleansing women.

Her feet touch the ground. She brings her hands to her face. They sparkle and she can see through them. She is a ghost. This must be hell.

She sees the boy on the ground by the stone walkway. It is Peter from her dream. She feels his fear. She sees the swirling images in his mind, colours and patterns that threaten madness. She thinks to throw up except there is no stomach with contents to do so. 

“You have to get up,” she pleads. He sees her. She knows he is the only one who can. He says he can’t get up. “You have to get up,” she repeats. For a moment her body reveals itself, embellished by her frustration. She grabs both of his wrists and is surprised by her strength. She lifts him to his feet with the same effort she would use to fluff a pillow. So strong is her grasp that her long nails leave imprints in the boy’s arms. She returns to her spectral state.

He is drunk or his brain is damaged. She has seen similar behaviour before, when a young man from the ghetto, Timothy, was once run over by a passing soldier’s horse. His head hit the ground and he was never the same, his gait more of a weave and his speech, altered, unintelligible, and she fears a similar fate for this boy, this Peter.

Strange vehicles whiz by. They are standing at an intersection when they stop. “It’s green,” says Peter. They enter the street.

“Please proceed. It is dangerous to stand in a thoroughfare, Peter.” She thinks again of the poor boy, Timothy.

Miriam is frightened. She has been sent here, but why? What is this place? It is earth, she saw that, but she thinks, not her earth, and how can that be? 

“It’s alright, Mother.”

Miriam turns towards the voice. It is her son, Nathanael, only he is no longer a boy. The young man before her wears a cape and is in shadow. “Peter is your descendant. You are here to protect him,” he says and her heart is bolstered by this spectre of her son. 

“Do you see him?” she asks Peter.

“Yes.” 

“His name is Nathanael. He is my son.”

But then he is gone.

They are in an area with parked vehicles. She doesn’t know what to do. She doesn’t know where she is. She cannot feel the weather. It must be warm the way the people are dressed, like Frankfurt in the summer. The noise is making her mad. Make him safe. Your time is up. Voices in her head. 

Miriam places Peter on a bench with other people. She wanders around, thinking with a mind that refuses to do so. She sees what appears to be a mime troupe, something familiar, faces covered in white makeup. Surely, they can keep Peter safe. Except no one can see her.

Hold your breath.

Miriam’s hands take form. She feels the weight of this world.

The vehicle’s window is open. She bends down and says to a young white-faced woman sitting in the vehicle, “Kannst du meinem Freund Peter helfen? Er ist ein Schauspieler wie Sie.”

“What the fuck?”

The car’s driver leans towards the window, eyes locking on Miriam’s, and says something to the woman that Miriam does not understand.

“Bitte,” says Miriam, touching her palms together. 

“Fine, whatever,” says the woman, rolling up her window.

Miriam retrieves Peter. He does not want to get in the vehicle. She tells him it will be safe and she does not know if that is true. Still he does not move. She feels the tug of the silver cord in her back. She must return, she tells him. His resolve weakens.

“Get in the vehicle, the car, Peter. You’ll be safe here. For now. There will come a time to get out. Until then, stay inside.” 

As the cord lifts her into the air, she sees Peter get into the car and she wonders about that word, car, how she knew how to use it, how she spoke a language she does not understand, and why she told him he’d know when to get out, when she did not know. These thoughts blend together into an understanding she cannot explain. 

Miriam recedes farther away from this planet. She realizes she has visited another earth, similar but not her own. Already she is becoming comfortable with the experience of travelling between worlds. The veil appears and she moves through it. The tiny dot that is her world appears. She is filled with precognition. This is but the first time she will travel between worlds without the aid of the time machine and the knowledge that there will be other astral travels exhilarates her.
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Part One

1. Miami Beach, July 16, 1969 – Peter Selig
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SHE COMES TO ME FIRST as a gooey mess of light, her face a particoloured mélange of psychedelic patterns. I can see into the pores on her nose, through pink tissue to the centre of her. I see her heart, beating. She gains form, arms and legs protruding from a quivering body. Her smile is intoxicating, lethal; she shrouds me, my being, like I am the letter and she is the envelope. At least that’s how I see it, a way of describing it, only one of countless possible renditions, all valid, all lies. It doesn’t matter. An acid trip belongs in the moment; it’s like trying to describe what pizza tastes like to a dog. 

She says her name is Miriam and I think I knew that. She implores me to get up, start walking. She says I risk my safety. What does that even mean? I am lying in a ball, as if in my mother’s womb; oh, to be there now. I’m drenched with fear beyond panic; I am dying, that’s what my fear tells me. 

She is older than me, only her face is a thousand strobes of moving mass and it’s hard to see her features. A nose pops out, then one eye, impossibly green, a second eye, this one ocean blue, then thick, soft lips speaking and when they do there are dozens of other lips aping their movements. They obscure the horizon.

“You have to get up,” she repeats. 

“I can’t.” 

She grabs both my wrists and the full force of her lifts me off the ground. Her fingernails leave indents on the tops of my wrists. I vomit. She offers me a handkerchief. “Use this,” she says.

I am floating. The ground, where is the ground?

I know where I am. Collins Avenue at 163rd Street. I know where I left my friends. I know I am in the first hour of an acid trip that will last until dawn. That’s what freaks me out the most. It’s only 11:30 p.m. My watch says so whenever it stops dripping off my wrist. Shit. I’m jetting to the peak. I want it to be tomorrow. 

Miriam says, “Take my hand,” and it is soft and dry against my sweaty palm. 

“My friends.”

I turn back to where I imagine them to be, imagine them, specters dancing on the beach, imploring the moon to do something...find me, maybe? Hubris. No one is thinking about me. No one knows I exist.

What was I thinking? An hour ago, back in the normal, weren’t we passing joints around, me and my friends, staring up at the moon, half-expecting that we could see the moon landing without a telescope. My friends and I are on a summer break, having fun. Our foolish parents not only let us come here, but gave us a car and money to do so. We’ve been spending it on burgers and drugs. It is so goddamned hot out.

Annette – is that her name? – she straddled me, pushed me into the sand, took her tongue and stuffed it into my mouth. This I remember. She leaves something behind. I start to spit it out but she seals my lips with her fingers and says, “Acid”. Don’t you ask someone first if they want to trip? It’s a bit of paper. Blotter acid. The dealer puts a drop of acid on blotter paper and you swallow the little wad. I try to open my mouth but she won’t hear of it. I swallow. She kisses me again and it’s deep and hard and maybe I do like her. 

I am standing next to Miriam, facing the street. Cars zip by, their afterimages so real I reach out my hand to touch them.

“Don’t do that.”

“It’s green,” I say.

Miriam yanks my hand. We are traversing a long, sloping incline, a black slab that rises to the sky. I’m out of breath and stop.

“Please proceed. It is dangerous to stand in a thoroughfare, Peter.”

She knows my name.

“It’s too steep.”

She pulls me hard and now we are on the other side of the slope, sliding down its length; I am holding on to her to stop from falling into the abyss. A man wearing a cape watches us. He looks like me, staring, incredulous. A car honks as an amber sun turns into a red one. The sound of it repeats in my ears.

“Do you see him?” she asks.

“Yes.” 

“His name is Nathanael. He is my son.”

Then he’s gone.

I put my hand on Miriam’s waist and even through the haze there is part of me linked to the earth and that part appreciates the curve of her, how well my hand fits. I’m wasted and waisted. I laugh, not my laugh, some crazy guy’s laugh.

We are in a parking lot. I can make out shadowy shapes, people meandering, not coming or going. The word, the word...oh yeah, hanging out.

My butt hits something hard. 

“Stay here,” Miriam says.

I will obey but where exactly is here?

Oh shit, the Newport Hotel is swaying. Now, I know it’s not, it’s me, but imagining people being tossed about in their hotel room makes me smile. Then it makes me sad. What kind of monster am I?

I rest my head on the table. It is too heavy.

“What’s wrong, dude?”

Oh crap, did I say that out loud, too?

My head is nested inside my folded arms. The table is scrunching my nose, which is too large but I don’t care. I could try to describe what I’m seeing but words fail me. Imagine a video of Lucy In The Sky With Diamonds and you won’t even be close. 

The geometry fascinates me. Do our brains work like this, a series of throbbing patterns, pulsating random colours? Are they random? Are they patterns? Am I really here?

“Dude, you ok?”

I pull my head up like it’s attached to a winch, slowly, deliberately, painfully. My querant’s face is in fact, an infinite series of them; each twitch, each slight movement, recorded, a visual echo of repeating images.

“Acid,” is my reply.

He’s my age. Everyone is my age, I’ve decided. He turns to the girl sitting next to him.

“Man, this guy is seriously tripping.”

The girl says, “What kind of acid did you do?”

I say, “Blotter.”

My interrogators are satisfied with this answer. They confer. Yes, the blotter acid currently making the rounds is of excellent quality. They call it clean. If that is meant to relieve me, it fails.

“Where are your friends, man?”

Like, who in their right mind would trip alone, right?

“Miriam.”

“Miriam’s your girlfriend?” asks the girl, who I have finally noticed is a couple of years younger than the guy. His sister, maybe?

“Yes,” I lie.

“Where is she? Can we find her for you?”

I am confused, which is hard to recognize when you’re tripping your ass off.

“She brought me here. She told me to stay here. She’s here.”

I wish I could see better but even through the psychedelic haze I know I have said something bizarre.

“No one brought you here,” says the guy. “You staggered across the parking lot. You plunked down here. You were alone, man.”

This news should be freaking me out. And it would have had Miriam not sidled up next to me on the bench we now shared. 

She put her hand in mine and says, “Come on,” pulling me to my feet. I smile that I told you so smile at my two table mates. The guy flashes me a peace sign. Then it dawns on me. “They can’t see you.”

“You see me.”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Miriam leads me across the parking lot. Arby’s. I’m in the Arby’s parking lot. I’ve eaten here plenty. They don’t have them in Canada, more of a burger country. Not a huge loss. The roast beef is ok. Nothing special. I can see people inside through the windows. Everybody is acting so damn normal. Don’t they know I’m tripping?

We stop beside a car that, even in my wasted state, I can tell is in hideous shape. There are rusted-out holes in the fenders and the back bumper is tied to the frame at one end by binder twine. The rear door window nearest me is outlined in cardboard and the antenna, there is no antenna, just a stump.

“Listen to me very carefully, Peter,” she says and the tone of her voice reminds me of my mother. I can see her more clearly now, and I realize she is the most beautiful woman in the world and I love her.

“You’re the most beautiful woman in the world and I love you,” and this time I know I’ve said it out loud. 

“I love you too. Now please listen. I am putting you in this vehicle. It’s the best I can do. I have to go...”

“You can’t. Don’t leave me.”

“I have to go. My time is limited. I will never be far. Now get in the vehicle, Peter.”

“Why?” and only now do I see the silhouette of someone in the front passenger seat. 

“Whose car is this?”

“Get in the vehicle, the car, Peter. You’ll be safe here. For now. There will come a time to get out. Until then, stay inside.”

I am nonplussed. I hear that word in my head and I’m not even sure I know what it means. 

“For now?”

“Yes,” she says, “for now. You’ll know when it’s time to get out.”

What the fuck is that supposed to mean?

“Say it.”

“Say what?”

“You know what you have to say.”

“I’ll know when to get out.”

“Good.” She kisses me on the forehead like I’m her grandson; from my grandmother I can barely tolerate it. In this case I am diminished. I am small. 

But I obey.

As I close the back door, I see her eyes, clearly, one blue, one green, like mine, eyes that convey pathos – for her or me? In my acid brain I see her walk away, no, it was more like she disappeared. 

I am staring at a piece of cardboard pretending to be the car’s rear window that once housed Jiffy Pop and now keeps the elements from spilling into the car. I burst out crying.

“Shut up.”

There’s a guy sitting next to me in the back seat. He stares straight ahead. I’m guessing he’s the one who has told me to shut up. He said it more like, shawwwdup, real slow and drawn out. It’s dark in the car – thank you cardboard – but I can make him out fairly well, especially since he is sitting stone still. He’s got clown makeup on. Now I’m stoned, not stupid, and realize the white skin, exaggerated red lips and dark eye shadow are figments of my fried brain, but it’s fascinating nonetheless. 

I am beginning to think a tad more clearly. I’m in phase two, the phase where I’m not continually thinking, I’m going to die of a panic attack. Except for when the panic wells back up from my stomach. 

There are two other people in the car in the front seats. They are sitting silently, unmoving, like my back-seat mate, and I can swear the driver has white skin too. I can’t see the person in front of me in the passenger seat.

There’s this thing you hear about acid trips. It doesn’t have a name or anything, just stories. Basically, it’s this. When you’re on LSD the acid gods make weird things happen. I know, I know, that sounds rather obvious. But hear me out. It’s not that trips are inherently weird – they are – it’s that things happen that are weird in and of themselves. Like sitting in a car with three guys who are not talking or moving. The clown shit I’ll chalk up to the acid. 

The radio is on and someone is saying something about Apollo 11, that the moon landing had to be aborted or something, landing gear, not working, I can’t really hear it clearly, like I can hear anything clearly.

“Can you turn that up?” I ask.

“Shut the fuck up,” says one of them, I can’t even tell which one in the dark, because all of them keep telling me to shut up. The radio is flipped off.

My arm grazes something hard positioned between me and my backseat mate, Clown # 1. It’s cold metal, like the barrel of a gun. It’s round like the barrel of a gun. It’s resting on the back of the seat just like a gun barrel would. 

“Is that a gun?” I ask.

Clown #1 turns towards me for the first time. My god, this acid is wicked good because I still see him as a clown.

“Do you know how to drive?”

I ponder the question. “Technically, yes, but the last time I saw a streetlight it was dripping.”

“Get in the driver’s seat.”

The driver, Clown # 2, gets out of the car.

“Miriam told me not to get out of the car. No matter what.”

“Who the fuck is Miriam?”

This is making one of those panic waves rise up from my stomach. I realize there is no point reminding him who brought me to the car. Maybe he realizes this because he adds, “Oh, you mean the freaky Fräulein you were with. She said you would help us. I mean, that’s what I think she said, cuz she said it in fuckin’ German! 

“She spoke German?” I was incredulous.

“Get out of the fucking car and get behind the wheel.” 

I hesitate. 

“In das Arschloch des Vordersitzes!”

Weirdly, I understand. I crawl over to the recently vacant drivers’ seat.

I sneak a peek at the front seat passenger. He is a she and she is a clown too, Clown # 3.

Clown # 3 smiles ironically and says, “He took a first year German course because the idiot thought it would be easy.”

“She spoke German?” I was in a thought loop.

Clown #3 ignores my question. “When we come back, drive fast.”

“Where are we going?”

She grabs my chin between vice-like fingers. “You decide.”

That’s when she chambers a round of her sawed-off shotgun and gets out of the car.

I rub my jaw and check it out in the rear-view mirror. There are white smudges. Clown makeup smudges. You see, weird shit happens when you’re on acid.

A new fear replaces the old fear, old fear remaining in the background, not sated. The huge waves of panic have receded though; what remains are those stomach gulps you get every time you think about the speech you have to give in class or the girl you want to ask out. 

I’m in the middle of a robbery. That much seems clear. Why would Miriam put me in this situation? Assuming there is a Miriam. I’m at the stage of the trip when your head snaps back onto your shoulders. Sometimes it never does. I know a girl who did acid once and never wore underwear again. I know, weird, right? I glance at my watch. It’s near two, which seems impossible since an inventory of my activities to date tells me that since 11:30 I’ve walked across the street, sat down with a couple of people, been taken to the car, and now this. Not enough to fill over two hours but the gaps are invisible to me.

I can’t get Miriam out of my mind. The echo of her face fills my vision, like a holograph or one of those larger-than-life balloons in the Macy’s parade. My brain has managed to store her image and for the first time I see her clearly. Too old for me but maybe she’s into young guys. One of those stomach gulps erupts as I study her beauty, lips, nose, pretty yes, but her eyes, almond-shaped, one green, one blue, what are the odds, inviting and unavailable at the same time, her shock of red hair falling carelessly onto her shoulders. Miriam must be a hippie, I assume. She was wearing a full-length white cloth dress with long sleeves – very hippie. It showed off her body as a tease, not tight or loose but secure enough to allow your imagination to draw in the rest. It’s so trite to say it but I will anyway. She’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen for real. If this is real.

I remember something. The mezuzah. Miriam wore a braided, gold necklace, and hanging from it is an ornately crafted mezuzah with a bright, green stone on one side, and a blue stone on the other. It shone as if from within. I’m no jeweler but the artisanship was undeniable. There was something familiar about it. Maybe I’ve seen it in a jewelry store. Miami Beach would definitely be the place to score one of those.  

The unmistakable report of a shotgun rings out, unmistakable despite my never having heard one before. This is simultaneously accompanied by the sound of glass hitting pavement. My three confederates are running towards the car. I can’t help thinking I should lock all of the doors but that would require currently unavailable dexterity. 

“Drive!”

It is Clown # 3. She’s first into the car, the smell of gunpowder proof positive that I had not hallucinated the previous ten seconds. Clowns #2 and #1 soon follow. I glance back and #1 is bleeding from his hand. 

“Drive or I’ll blow your head off,” and I’m tending to believe she means it because she angles the muzzle of her shotgun in the general direction of my head.

I turn the key. The car sputters alive. I pull the lever into D, that’s what the dashboard says, and my next thought is that I have no idea where the exit is. People are carefully coming out of the restaurant and a couple of bruisers, more brave than smart, place themselves in front of the car. 

“Run them over,” says Clown # 3 and she’s matter of fact about it. I’ve never met a girl like this, was shocked they even existed. Robbery and mayhem fuel her. What was she like as a kid? Did she torture dolls and dismember puppies? That doesn’t sound right but you get the gist of it.

Still I hesitate.

She reaches over with her foot and slams the accelerator to the floor. The car squeals and luckily for the two guys with death wishes, the bald tires spin without much traction, then catch. The car lurches forward. The guys are athletic, two toreadors evading a mad bull. 

“Drive!” she says and this time I don’t need a reminder.

She points and I accelerate to the exit. 

Left or right? Left means Hollywood and eventually Fort Lauderdale. Right heads down the stretch of Miami Beach. I go right. I don’t care much for Fort Lauderdale.

“Tell me why you had to shoot out the glass door.” It’s Clown # 1 speaking. He’s trying to stem the flow of blood leaking from his wrist and the blood is winning. It’s dark out still, but the glitz of Miami Beach is throwing off enough light that I can see he’s pretty badly hurt.

“I don’t know, I just fucking felt like it,” she says. “It all went down too easy. I thought I’d spruce it up a bit.”

“You spruce up your room when you wanna get lucky, you fucking idiot.” It’s Clown # 2. I believe these are his first words since I got into the car.

Turns out Clown # 1 cut his wrist by rushing through the newly blown-out door. 

I say, “maybe I should head for a hospital. That looks pretty bad.”

“Maybe you should shut the fuck up,” says Clown #3.

Man, she’s nasty. I mean, who would date a mouth like that? She takes off her t-shirt and wipes the clown makeup off her face but only manages to smudge it like a finger painting. She’s wearing a bra but it’s just for show. She hands the t-shirt back to her injured friend. Are they friends? I have no idea.

“Here, use this.”

It’s a small act of humanity.

I don’t know why, I cannot explain it, but I’m giddy. There’s a gush of euphoria coming up from where the panic was visiting. This is fun. You stoned out asshole this is not fun. Well, it kind of is. I can always say I was kidnapped. Which by the way, I was. Right, people saw you almost drive those two guys over, hightail it out of Arby’s, and anyone’s going to believe you were kidnapped? Miriam will save me. Wake up, dude. There is no Miriam.

It’s a good point. Several, in fact. But I don’t know, it’s still kind of fun. And as for Miriam, I did not imagine the clown make up nor her either. That’s what I think. My left brain goes quiet. 

We hear a siren behind us. No, make that two, three.

Where to go, where to go?

I have an idea. There’s a park near Bal Harbour, an oasis amidst a picket fence line of hotels.

“We need to get off this road,” says Clown # 2. Number 1 is still trying to stem the flow. I think he nicked something bad and I can’t remember if it’s worse to hit a vein or an artery.

“Hey, driver guy, got any ideas?”

“Haulover Beach Park,” I happily exclaim as the name pops into my noodle.

Before anyone can say, Where the fuck is that? or What a wonderful idea! there’s the sign for the beach and I fishtail us off of Collins Avenue. 

I pull up in a parking lot not 50 feet from the beach and turn off the car. There’s one other vehicle in the lot, a minibus. It’s parked at the far end and away from the beach. Probably a bunch of hippies crashing for the night. 

We sit in silence while each of us sizes up the situation. That’s what I’m thinking; we’re playing out our options. Except I haven’t got many other than running for my life so I’m free to think about other things, like, how cool the moon is, up there in the sky, a big rock of a thing showing up each night, how this was the night men were supposed to walk on the moon. Except for that thing I heard on the radio. Maybe it was the acid, maybe they are on the moon right now. 

I think of how freaked out it must have made cavemen, the moon changing all the time or not showing up at all, scary, but not to the cavegirls, they wouldn’t get freaked out by a thing like the moon, probably used it to track their period or for its light, to see, like for cleaning up after dinner, which reminds me...2001, what a cool movie, completely over my head but I liked the monkeys and this guy I know didn’t believe they used actors, which duh, they did, except for the baby monkey, that was a monkey...as if you could teach monkeys to act like that, and how cool would it be on Halloween to wear one of those monkey costumes, except it’s probably really hot inside and what if I have to pee...

“Sorry, what did you say?” I heard something then realize it is one of them yelling at me. What a shock, it’s...

Clown # 3. “I said, Earth to dopehead, do you have a place, somewhere we can hide out until the heat dies down?”

I’m still really stoned but I’m not stupid enough to say yes to that.

“I might.” Fuck.

“Where?”

I make this up: “We’re all crashing at this friend’s parent’s condo down near the Fountainbleau.”

Please, please, please say that won’t work.

“That won’t work,” says Clown # 3. I swear to god she says that.

Clown # 2 makes his second observation of the night, and in so doing, I get the feeling he’s the leader.

“Here’s how I size up the situation.” Dang, I am right again. Isn’t that what I said, earlier, that they were sizing up the situation. I know what’s in their brains! It’s as if the acid has made me psychic. “First off, doesn’t matter if we were seen, we were disguised.”

“Umm, excuse me,” I offer, “but that was not a great disguise. I could definitely pick you out of a lineup.” 

In the history of stupid things I have ever said, this is the silver standard. I’m leaving room for gold, which I’m certain is in my future. I could just die for saying that, which, if I don’t shut up, will be very soon, with this story untold.

“Then I guess there’s no point of leaving it on.”

Clown # 2 pulls his T-shirt up to his face and starts rubbing the make-up. He’s making it worse.

“You need cold cream,” I say.

“Got any?” says Clown # 2.

“No.”

“Then shut the fuck up.”

This is actually very good advice.

He inspects the injured arm of his buddy.

“This is bad. Maybe we should take him to a hospital.”

“No,” says Clown # 3 in a way that weaponizes the word. “We knew what the risks were going in. He’ll be fine.

“I’m fine,” says Clown # 1 in a way that makes you believe the opposite.

“Second thing,” Clown # 2 continues, “We have to check in. We passed the test. They have to let us in now.”

They? Test? Huh?

“They have to let you in,” says Clown # 3 and she says you like this: youuuuu. “What do I care. I’m only here for the money, right? Not like I get points for this.”

“They won’t let either of us in if I’m dead.” It’s Clown # 1. He’s my favourite of the three. 

“Exactly,” says Clown # 2. “You need a hospital.”

Clown #3 says, “How about we dump you at Emergency, that way we don’t all go to jail.”

“But I go to jail,” responds Clown # 1. “No way.”

It’s getting light out. A dull grey sky offers a faded relief against the strip of hotels to the south. I’m still stoned but it’s entirely manageable now. I’m not so much hallucinating as I am witnessing the world through a crystalline haze. I feel tired, from lack of sleep, from the adrenaline high that has fueled the evening, but mostly I’m tired of these boneheads I’m stuck with. They don’t scare me; their guns don’t scare me. Getting caught with them scares me. Miriam said to stay in the car. Is there a time limit on that? I feel like bolting. What are they going to do? Kill me? And in the cold light of pre-dawn I must confess the notion of a Miriam seems more like something I conjured up, an alter-ego to guide me through a harrowing experience.

“...and there’s no rule about getting caught or getting arrested.”

What are they talking about? Is this some sort of initiation?

I say, “The way you’re talking you’d think this was all about joining a gang...or a fraternity.” I laugh at my own joke. No one else does. They’re staring at me. 

“You’re not serious,” I say. “This is a hazing?” 

“Alpha Sigma Phi,” says Clown #2.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

“It’s really hard to get into,” says Clown # 3, “and these losers will do anything to get in. Even put on this stupid makeup, which by the way guys, I said was a stupid idea.”

I am thunderstruck. This is pathetic. The idea of Miriam becomes less and less real to me.

“Why are you here? You’re a girl,” I ask.

“Glad you noticed. Like I said. My asshole brother offered me all the money if I would help.” Another dot connected. She nods towards Clown # 2.

“How much did you get?” I ask. I can’t keep my mouth from yapping. Even as I’m telling myself not to say anything, the words come out, like they’ve escaped from a leaky sphincter. 

“About 200 bucks. Why? You ain’t getting a cut, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

I look at her, incredulous. “I’ve got to ask. You risk everything, armed robbery and all, to hold up an Arby’s. I mean, come on, an Arby’s?”

“Nothing else was open,” says Clown # 2. “And you stupid fuck, that wasn’t even a question...more of a commentary, or criticism.”

“You’re right,” I say sheepishly. “Good point.” I decide not to suggest they could have waited until the morning when more target rich businesses would be opening up, like say, a bank. No, they had timing issues. They were under orders. Note to self. Never join a fraternity.

“I want to see the sunrise.” It’s Clown # 1. “I’m cold. I want to see the sunrise.”

Thus begins a debate about the pros and cons of getting out of the car, interrupted by the tapping on the window on Clown # 3’s side. One of the hippies has wandered over from the hippie van. Clown # 3 slowly rolls down her window.

“Morning, dudes.” He’s older than us, maybe 25, with long hair tied in a ponytail. It’s very fine and very blond. He’s wearing typical hippie dress, an Indian blouse and bell bottoms, cinched to his waist by binder twine. I can smell him, part body odour, part incense, part whoever he’s been sleeping with.

“Thought I’d let you know, they’re looking for ya. The pigs. Description of your car, cardboard window, I was pretty sure it was you dudes. Hey, is that the gun you used?”

“This?” asked Clown # 3, raising the shotgun, and I’ll never know if she did it on purpose or if her finger was carelessly on the trigger, but the explosion made my ears ring for days and worse, the dude’s face, well, most of it got blown off.

“What the fuck did you do?” screams Clown # 2.

“It was an accident,” she says with mock innocence. 

I knew what was coming next. They were going to tell me to drive. My hand is on the door handle. Miriam said I’d know when to get out of the car. She was right.

I bolt out of the car, pull open the rear door on my side and drag out Clown # 1, which is easier than I anticipated because he practically fell out when I opened it. I’m not sure why I’m doing this. The other two go apoplectic, threats and invective galore but I no longer give a shit. I drag Clown # 1 to the edge of the beach. Three hippies, two girls and a dude, having disgorged from the van, are running over to the car. I hear sirens then the squeal of tires. Clown # 3 is behind the wheel, the engine full tilt as she manically reverses out of the spot. She enters the exit at the same time as a cop car arrives, ramming into the clown car. The cops get out of their vehicle, guns drawn. I hear one of them yell something about gas right before the car explodes. The heat of it rushes past my face.

I drag my clown behind a grove of palm trees. More sirens. More cops. The hippies from the van are splayed on the ground, cops with guns drawn. A fire truck arrives and douses the car. There’s a lot of yelling, the stuff you expect, you’ve seen it on TV. But nobody is looking for us, for me and my clown.

***
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IT IS A BRILLIANT SUNRISE and I don’t know if it is the acid or god. There are vertical pillars of fluffy clouds that seem to hold up the sky. The sun makes them brilliant with light. 

Carl and I lie back in the sand. That’s his name. I keep telling him he needs to go to the hospital but I think the guy has a death wish. His shirt, once white, is saturated with his blood. It’s like I’m in a scene from Bonnie and Clyde and Carl is Gene Hackman. 

“Dude, the worst that can happen is you go to jail. I mean, I’m sure they’ll let you into the fraternity once you get out.” No they won’t.

The acid trip is over. And so too are the excuses I keep manufacturing for why I wasn’t getting this guy help. Time to do something. I tell him I’ll be right back and go in search of a pay phone. I have to hike over to the Bal Harbor Shops to find one. I dial zero and give the operator a brief description of Carl’s condition and location. Then I hang up.

When I get back to the beach, Carl is gone, a brownish stain the only evidence of where he was lying. Did he walk away? Was he taken? Did God lift him up into his arms and pull him up to heaven? 

I sit on the beach unsure what to do next. The ambulance shows up. Two paramedics take in the scene, ask me about the blood not two feet from where I’m sitting. I plead ignorance and they go on their way. It occurs to me that perhaps I should find my friends from last night. The beach where I left them is a good mile or two away and I don’t feel like walking so I just sit there, playing with the sand. It also occurs to me that I cannot for the life of me remember any of my friends’ names.

I have the beach to myself. My watch says it is 8 o’clock. A solitary figure is heading my way from the north. He’s dancing or something. The something turns out to be shadow boxing. As he gets closer, I hear him. He’s talking to himself. 

“Float like a butterfly, sting like a bee.”

Over and over he repeats this refrain. When he gets to where I’m sitting, he turns and scowls. I recognize him. It’s Cassius Clay. The boxer. I guess I should respect his choices and refer to him as Muhammad Ali. 

"Float like a butterfly, sting like a bee. His hands can't hit what his eyes can't see. Now you see me, now you don't. George thinks he will, but I know he won't.”

He smiles a grin that is full of menace. He takes a few steps closer.

“If they can make penicillin out of moldy bread, they can sure make something out of you.”

He points his finger at me.

“It isn’t the mountains ahead to climb that wear you out; it’s the pebble in your shoe.”

I come to realize the trip isn’t over. 

***
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I DON’T REMEMBER FALLING asleep. It’s the noise that rouses me from my slumber. Beach noise. Children shrieking and waves splashing and people talking over the wind coming off the ocean. I lift my head. I am an island, a dirty hippie island where the sunbathers have given me a wide berth with their towels. Except on this island I am joined by three hippies from the van. We have all awakened together. Tourists are staring at us and whispering to each other, except with the wind, they are talking loud enough for me to hear. I won’t bore you with the judgements they are making. I raise myself onto my elbows. How ridiculous we must appear. I am soaked to the skin, jeans and t-shirt, not appropriate beach wear on a sunny day that must be in the 90’s. The humidity is stifling. 

“You were in the car,” says one of them, a hippie girl with an unfortunate array of acne on both cheeks. 

“They kidnapped me.”

“That’s what your friend Carl told us when we took him to the hospital. He says hi, by the way. He said we should come find you but you were so crashed out we just let you sleep.”

I say, “I’m sorry about your friend,” and I replay the gun going off and I’ll never be able to remove what happened, what I witnessed, out of my head, not ever.

“Sucked totally. A hitchhiker we had just met. We let him crash with us ‘cause he had wicked weed. Want some?”

The last thing I need right now is to get stoned. And from a dead dude’s stash.

“No thanks. Still crashing from the acid I did last night.”

She smiles. “No shit, man. We were at Arby’s. Don’t you remember us? You crashed down at our table. You were so shitfaced, never seen someone more high. Don’t you remember?”

I remember and I don’t. The other two hippies join in the conversation, a girl around my age and the guy from the table. They all seem to know me. 

She continues. “Dude, you were so wrecked last night. You looked at us when we asked you your name and said, Acid. She draws out the last word with a fake deep voice. That cracks everyone up. I join in the merriment because my other choice would be mortification. 

“Never seen anyone that bombed,” says the guy. This one is on the creepy side. He’s older and although dressed like a hippie I sense he’s faking it. His eyes stare at you like lasers, as if they are scanning your mind. They’re slightly cross-eyed, or too close together, I can’t decide which. It gives him an unsettling menace. He’s unshaven and unkempt, more vagabond than hippie street urchin. 

“You feeling better?” he asks. Then he says, not waiting for my answer, “Gotta get me some of that shit. Where’d you get it?” 

I don’t remember. That’s what I say. And on and on it goes, a hippie interrogation of the day after of the night before. No one seems to give a shit about the guy whose brains had not been completely cleaned up from the parking lot. I checked.

“Do any of you know anything about him? Shouldn’t someone tell his family?”

They tell me he had ID on him. The cops took it.

“At least they’re good for something,” says the scary guy. “Fucking pigs.” Everyone hates cops. I hate cops. This guy though, he has the vibe of someone who might take that hatred to another level. 

The scary guy tells me he’s from L.A. He’s in Miami to visit some friends. Apparently the two girls he is with are recent acquaintances. He tells me about a commune he runs near L.A.

“If you ever get out to the Left Coast you should look us up. It’s a groovy place. Lots of freaks, same as us.”

Not that I ever would, but I find myself asking, “How would I find you?”

“Ask around L.A. We’re at the old Spahn Ranch. Or if you see some of my girls panhandling in L.A., tell them you’re a friend of Charlie Manson.

They get up and leave. The scary one, Charlie, says it’s time to score some weed and find some grub. They ask me to join but I decline. I’m beyond tired and I don’t particularly care for these people. They’ve been nice enough but there’s something off-putting about them, especially the guy with the eyes. 

***
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MIRIAM COMES TO ME in a dream. A dream within a dream. I see her from above me. She is floating, angelic, smiling down on me. Behind her is a glowing orb, creating a halo around her. She is an angel. It is a lucid dream. I know I am dreaming and knowing that I don’t want to wake up. Wake up.

“Wake up!”

I open my eyes. I had sought shelter under a tree near the edge of the beach but the sun has continued its trip across the sky and now I am once again baking under its influence. The sun blinds me but it is partially blocked by the person staring down at me.

“Wake up, Peter.”

It’s not Miriam. It’s Sandi, my father’s personal assistant.

She could be Miriam’s (much) younger sister, without the flowing dress and any semblance of kindness in her eyes. Sandi is dressed in a business suit, black waist coat over a white blouse with a skirt hemmed above her knees, 18 years old, but exuding a woman’s maturity. Her legs are bare – we’re in Miami after all – her feet encased in pumps, with heels that are buried in the sand, making her unsteady, buckling. Her ankles have pronounced mounds and I don’t know why I find what is essentially a protruding bone so exhilarating to ogle. 

She ushers me into a waiting limo, a Rolls-Royce. Bentley - I swear that’s his name - my father’s chauffeur when he’s in Miami, is driving. He greets me cheerily, as if I’m being picked up from school or the tennis club.

“How did you find me?” I ask.

“You always end up in the same place,” Sandi answers. “Who did you meet this time? Liza Minnelli?”

She leans into me, and whispers, “I’ll tell your father about this if you ever run away again.”

I cannot take my eyes off her cleavage, the promise of it, inches from my face and unfathomable, distant; it makes you curse and simultaneously thank the gods that you were born male.

“Still sleeping with my father?”

Sandi doesn’t answer. She directs Bentley to take me back to the resort. That’s what she calls the looney bin they’ve thrown me into. 

“What about my car?” I ask. Sandi says there is no car. I tell her my friends will miss me. She says there are no friends, no pledging college students, no dead people, no nothing. She says that I snuck out of the rehab clinic and wandered the beach all night, that I’m schizophrenic (as if I need reminding) and need to take my meds. She hands me some pills and opens a Coke. I swallow the concoction and sit back, waiting to die a little death.

“Did they land on the moon?” I ask.

“What? No, it was aborted. But I’m guessing you did,” she answers. I hate the patronizing way she looks at me.

According to Sandi and my family, I’m crazy. This thought makes me crazy. My memories tell me that what she is telling me is a lie, but she has her finger on the scale of truth, and she has the pills. I push myself back into the soft leather. I scour my memory for something real, something I could prove. I think about the Miriam of my dreams. I see the necklace. I turn to look at Sandi. She’s wearing a gold necklace too. But it’s not the same. Nothing is the same.

My name is Peter Selig. I am the 17-year-old scion of an obscenely rich Jewish family with ancestral roots all over Europe, in Belgium, Poland and Austria, who over a century ago divided into two branches - the jewellers and the bankers. I’m from the jewelry side, the family empire based in Tel Aviv with offices in Antwerp (where else?), Miami, New York, London, Toronto... you get the idea. We’re not talking boutique shops here. This isn’t mall-shopping jewelry, where you go to overpay retail on a 14-carat gold bracelet for your girlfriend. We’re talking diamond mines, precious stone cartels, monopolies, and geopolitical meddling at national governmental levels. And yes, there are a few jewelry stores, in places like Monaco, Paris, London and New York, but you would never get past security, never have the dough to buy the lionized Selix wristwatch with its perpetual motion, a token for the wealthy, who think nothing of dropping 50K on a wristwatch for their wives or girlfriends – or both – that tells time no better than a Timex.

I have no siblings. I have few friends, and, according to Sandi, the ones I do have are made up. My father is the famous (or infamous, depending on what side of the deal or gun you’re on) Moishe Selig, a real life James Bond type, living a double life that I only share one half with, fluent in four languages (although the French would say only three), a power broker for countries big and small; philanthropist, because that’s what rich people do with a pittance of their money, faux empathy that lowers their tax load; global elitist, because rich people want to continually turn their new money into old, and that takes generations of holding onto it – and advisor, all the way up the ladder to the offices of presidents and prime ministers. The other life? Don’t tell anyone but he was once a member of the Mossad, and before that, the Irgun, and before that, the Polish resistance in World War II. My mother, Lorna, is also heir to a Jewish dynastic family, the Kauffmans of Brussels, also jewellers and bankers, whose early life has never been adequately explained to me. 

To say I’m a great disappointment to my father is like suggesting Miami is humid. His is a storied life of heroism, suffering, treachery and success. He looks at me and is confused; why can I not master my suffering, when my suffering is puny compared to his - Holocaust survivor, warrior, spy, business titan. To his credit, Moishe Selig sincerely believes I am crazy, that my stay at the looney bin is actually for my benefit. If only he’d spend one day there. My one claim to fame; I have one green eye and one blue eye, heterochromia, like Miriam if she exists, another oddity to add to my resume.

You’re probably wondering why I’m in a Miami mental institution. Reason one: it’s 10,583 miles from Tel Aviv. Reason two: there is no reason two. I’m being hidden away and besides, my parents needed a U.S. base of operations and New York gets bloody cold in the winter so why not here?

Putting me in an institution isn’t why I hate my father, though. That was the wrong-headed decision of a concerned parent. No, his was an unpardonable sin, one committed by powerful men; he stole my girlfriend. Sandi was once mine. That cleavage currently being shoved in my face was promised to me, that’s what she said, that she was mine, forever. No longer. Now it belongs, along with the rest of her, to a 45-year-old pervert. What kind of man steals his son’s girlfriend, an 18-year-old virgin no less, who fucks her in our swimming pool while I’m watching TV with Bentley during my weekend visits, Sandi’s squeals forcing me to turn up the volume? The rich and powerful, that’s who. The kind who get away with whatever they want - graft, corruption, planetary degradation, even murder. When I complained he told me to read the Koran. What? Am I really the crazy person here?

I gaze out the window, counting the palm trees as we speed past. Did you know that palm trees are not indigenous to Florida? Is anything? 

I sit back and push my body into the plush leather, letting out an audible sigh. Sandi glances over at me and smiles. I turn away, feeling what sanity I have left slipping away. That’s when I reach into my pocket and touch something soft. It’s the handkerchief from Miriam. I pull it out. There are initials, M.S. in cursive calligraphy embroidered into its centre. I wonder what the S stands for. Maybe Selig. I smile.
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2. Jewish Ghetto – Frankfurt am Main, 1625
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MIRIAM AWOKE ABRUPTLY from a dream, reflexively running her hand down to her privates. She massaged there gingerly, still tender from the marquess’s penetration. It was her first time and her maidenhead had been painfully stubborn; she hadn’t said yes; no she definitely had not said yes, but had she resisted sufficiently? She replayed it in her mind, first the terror; she was not so naive as to not know what he was asking, but that was something married women endured, not an act she had ever considered for herself. He stood there, naked, and what she was seeing for the first time both repulsed and intrigued her. She said no when he removed her dress, no when he slid off her undergarments, no when he lay her down and began kissing her and that’s the last no she remembered. The rest was a blur of pain and joy and above all else, love. Now, in the cruel light of dawn, the recriminations lined up to berate her. Did she not remember all of the admonitions, the warnings her father had sternly drilled into her: Jewish women are the spoils. The Gentile’s cock has no conscience. Do you want your sons to be blond? She had heeded the warnings - men, a dangerous plague to be avoided, especially those from outside the ghetto. Heeded them until now. Miriam had been, until now, careful, discreet, vigilant; her wardrobe was as unflattering as it was unfashionable. 

Surely this was her fault; everyone will think so, her father leading her accusers. How to tell him, what to tell him, do I tell him? There would be hell to pay. Her father was quick to anger – with others, not often with her – and she feared what revenge he may wish to extract. She kept massaging her soreness; she had never touched herself like this before, was taught it was a sin, and in her household, there was a sin for almost everything. Proper girls do not enjoy sex. Making babies yes, pleasure no, that was reserved for harlots, Gentiles and the godless. This though, gently massaging the tender skin folds, it felt good, generating a pulse that rushed across her abdomen to the back of her skull. Now she finally knew, firsthand, the evil that resided a mere arm’s length away. Well, she thought, I’ll never wed now so this is my prize. 

She stopped abruptly, the dream prior to waking intruding upon her thoughts. She has had this dream before. So many lights and noise, strange, foreign things, rapidly moving. There is a man, more of a boy. She stands next to him. All of it disturbingly familiar, a second language you understand in bits. Why did everything in the dream make sense, then, upon waking, she was confounded? How could she conjure up such strange images and sounds when she had no inventory with which to decipher them? In the dream the young man was known to her, like a relative or a friend, and it was she who was in charge. In charge of a man? Dreams are incomprehensible. The Rabbi once told her that dreams are sometimes like taking out the garbage at night. Thoughts and events during the day all jumbled up into an unintelligible play, meant to empty the mind for the next day’s trials. But this dream contained no ingredients from her life. This dream defied understanding. 

The events of the previous day returned and washed away the odd dream. She thought, instead, of her prince. He had made her promise to come visit him today and most of her said she shouldn’t and the rest of her helped her get dressed and ready, her body trembling.

.

Miriam Seligmann had become familiar with this part of town, a neighbourhood not frequented by her kind. She often ventured beyond the ghetto, sometimes to go to the market, but this district was normally visited strictly while on secret errands for her father, who, at this moment, was on his way to shul, entrusting his eldest daughter with a task normally reserved for sons, his love for her a selig, a blessing, and she smiled when she thought of her father, Shlomo Seligmann, the peaceable, blessed man.

Miriam walked as if floating, her tiny, hurried steps those of a dancer, long legs hidden beneath a grey skirt, her hair concealed beneath a kerchief, eyes held low. She forced herself to count cobblestones as they passed beneath her feet, mindful of the men around her, avoiding the lurid stares that dragged behind her like the hem of her dress. As much as she tried to discourage men, with an abundance of cloth covering all but her hands and head, aided by the practiced subservient carriage of a peasant, it was to limited effect. Miriam was a rare beauty, fair, exotic, her head encased in a sea of copper-hued hair with penetrating eyes, one cerulean, the other emerald green. Every eligible young man in the ghetto had already approached her father with an offer of marriage, offers Shlomo Seligmann dismissed with the same flick of his wrist that he used to shoo flies away from butchered meat.

Jacob had been the most persistent. A childhood friend, he would wait for her to descend to the street in the morning and provide her with a menu of services, from carrying her market bag to offering to teach her the Talmud, a ridiculous and dangerous ploy; as if a woman would be allowed to study the Talmud and what would be the point? His fondness was sweet, and it hurt Miriam to reject him, but reject him she did, on a daily basis. Platitudes and favours were lost on Miriam. She desired something none of the young men in the ghetto could offer – a life beyond the ghetto. Foolish. Impossible. But there it was, a constant hunger to experience more than washing, cleaning, cooking and worse, subservience to a religion she had little appetite for. God might judge her harshly, but she saw little of His work in the ghetto. He seemed only interested in providing His favour to the lives of the Gentiles. But maybe, just maybe, her life was changing. Did she dare to imagine a life with a marquess, heir to a dukedom? All of the voices in her head screamed, No! Not all! Instead, she allowed herself to enact the life she longed for while in bed, before sleep, conjuring up a beautiful narrative where desires come true and happiness reigns.

Many fears vied for the quickening of Miriam’s heartbeat as she neared the castle; there was the spectre of discovery, her father perhaps forgetting his talis and returning to their home and finding her gone or being accosted by one of the soldiers who loitered about. She averted her eyes from the sight of plague-ridden corpses whose limbs hung lifeless from carts being pushed down narrow lanes by grim men, their faces obscured by crude handkerchiefs. She thought to turn back but the thumping in her chest and the roiling in her stomach at the thought of being with him again overcame her reluctance. Her resolve gained strength with every step she made towards the Duke’s castle near the old Roman fort.

Miriam recalled her first visit. Her father was a money changer and his most important client was the Duke. Her father financed many of the Duke’s







































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.png
Miriam’s World Seth’s World

i
i
=0
i






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





