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In Memory of my wife Hazel

I can get my head around that you are gone.

What I cannot get used to 

is that you are not coming back.

I miss you.
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After the death of his wife,

A man goes in search of 

her reincarnation

They had often talked about Bardo and felt comfortable with the idea. Now she was dead and he was left behind. Would she still be there when he finally arrived? Would she be happy and free of pain, able to walk as before she got ill?

He kept hoping and waiting for a sign that she was trying to get in touch. But so far after three month, there was nothing. Only silence even though he listened intently at times. He had also tried relaxing completely and hoping a message would sneak in while he was in what he hoped was a receptive state.

Sometimes he doubted that there was such a place as Bardo, but only sometimes. He missed her like crazy and hoped she could feel and receive the messages he was constantly sending in her direction.

He did not think he had a death wish but he was curious about Bardo. It was obvious that if souls were not reborn after a certain time, it would be extremely overcrowded there.

Days and weeks passed and life continued with long days that had to be filled before it was once again time to sleep and hopefully receive something in his dreams. He was not sure what he expected from his dreams, but with increasing regularities he dreamed of mountains, trains and hidden caves.

All three were within easy reach from where he lived and he found himself first walking in the hills behind his village, looking for caves or crevices he could explore. Would there be a hidden entrance into Bardo so close to home, he wondered while at the same time chiding himself not to be so silly.

By train it was possible to reach a nearby huge rock formation. There was a station, from which walks could be done following an old construction route through spectacular land- and rock scapes. Or you could see it from a moving train entering the mountain via a green steel bridge, then weaving through spectacular canyons, tunnels with viewpoints and stone bridges built into and onto rock faces. There was nowhere to get off though to explore possible entrances to Bardo.

He had attempted to walk the train track from both ends of the rock massive but had eventually given up as it proved far too dangerous with trains rushing through the narrow tunnels.

One day he had read an article online. Apparently it was possible to get into the area from above, following an old riverbed, now dry after a huge dam retaining wall had been erected nearly a hundred years ago. That might be worth a try one day when he felt full of energy.

=================

He had long felt the need to study the concept of Bardo more closely. He and his wife had come across the phenomenon while reading a book, years earlier about a white goat he seemed to remember. The details were long forgotten but the concept of rebirth had stayed with them and had been discussed over a glass of wine many a time. Both being agnostics, the concept of Buddhism appealed to them. No hellfire religion there. It was all about being good and doing good towards your fellowman; a concept they had always tried to live by. As far as rebirth went, the nearest they had ever come was just after his father died and a red squirrel came to visit his mother on several occasions. This was quite unusual as these animals are very shy and seldom venture close to buildings. But as his father had been a keen walker and an avid watcher of nature, he often talked about what he had seen on his walks. Red squirrels were his favorites.

=================

Time passed and the more he studied the concept, he became aware that he was now too late to find his wife in Bardo. The general wisdom seemed to limit the time in Bardo to forty-one days before a rebirth would take effect. That time limit had long been breached and there was no way to find out what form the new life of his wife might have taken. Following on from the Squirrel incident, he tried to imagine what animal his wife felt closest to. A rabbit was the obvious choice as she had been fascinated by the animals described in 'Watership Down', a large hill close to where they had once worked in deepest Hampshire. There had been a rabbit in the story bearing the same name as his wife. Could that be it? Should he keep an eye out for a rabbit? He felt stupid even contemplating such a concept. Although James Steward had been a friend of Harvey, a giant white rabbit in a comedy movie he seemed to recall.

So looking over his shoulder every now and then, he expected to see a rabbit following him. Was he going crazy, he wondered? Should he not just accept that his wife was dead and would never be coming back?

=========================

Something suddenly occurred to him: What if the reincarnation would happen in a completely different country? What if she for example would reappear in Hong Kong and become a street cleaner? What if she would be reborn in this his own village to a friend and he would find himself pushing his previous wife around in a pram, stopping to let strangers coo at her, making silly noises? These thoughts scared him, he felt totally out of control. He would never find her again!

========================

Life went on, time passed slowly and he got more desperate. He would be alone for the rest of his life. Trying to force himself to dream at night to find clues to Bardo and beyond was completely counterproductive. The harder he tried the less likely he was to fall asleep at all. And sleep was necessary to be able to dream. He started drinking before bedtime, hoping
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