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Prologue

 


She lay sprawled face down
on the wet concrete. Small spasmodic jerks rippled through her body
as consciousness returned. Her head trembled as she lifted it then
put it down, her cheek resting on the damp concrete. Her body shook
as she pushed with her hands and lifted her head higher and looked
around. Disoriented, she rolled over and pulled her body into a
sitting position. She lifted her hands and looked at them then
reached down and touched the pavement where she had lain. Confused,
she looked around at the strange environment. What has happened? I feel different. She looked down at her body. I am
naked and I am cold. She ran her hands
over her chest. She felt her breasts. What
a strange sensation. She shivered.
I know I am cold, but how do I know this?
With difficulty she rose to her feet.
My mind is whirling. Think, who am I?
Dazed, she shook her head as if to clear cobwebs
in her mind. Yes, now I remember. I am
Saraqael. She turned and looked
around. I am on a street in a strange
place. As she turned, she saw her
reflection in a large plate glass window. A tall human woman with
long blonde hair looked back at her. I see
that I am fair and young.
She stood in front of the glass looking at her
reflection and turned to look behind her. She felt her back area
around the shoulder blades and a look of panic crossed her
face. There’re gone. I don’t even have
nubs. She buried her face in her hands and
began to cry. What have
I done? She touched her
face and felt fluid coming from her eyes. These must be tears. Overwhelmed
with grief, she sobbed louder. The sobs turned into a wail. She
stopped and turned at the strange sound behind her. A vehicle had
pulled to the curb. Two policemen got out of the vehicle and
approached the woman. She cringed and tried to hide
herself.

“Miss, are you all
right?”

Shivering she began to sob
again.

“Shit Gerry, she’s
freezing.” The officer took off his jacket and wrapped it around
her. “It’s okay Miss. We’re going to put you in the car and take
you somewhere warm.” He led her to the police car. His partner
opened the rear door and he eased her inside. She folded up into a
fetal position and lost consciousness.

Dave said, “She’s fainted. We should
have called the paramedics when we first saw her.”

“It’s okay. Let’s take her
to Memorial. It’s the closest and they’ll take care of
her.”

“The chief isn’t going to
like this.”

“Tough shit. We’re doing
the best we can. We can’t take her to the station like this. The
hospital is the best place for her. Anyway, she is probably high on
something.”


Chapter One

 


The physician pushed aside the curtain
and entered the cubicle rubbing his eyes and stifling a
yawn.

“What do we have
here?”

The nurse pulled the sheet up over the
woman and rolled the blood pressure machine to the side.

“The police brought her
in. They said she was standing in the street, naked and crying. She
appeared to pass out when they put her in the car. Her blood
pressure is abnormally low and her pulse is racing. It’s over a
hundred.”

The doctor leaned over and lifted her
eyelids. “Yeah, she’s out like a light. Let’s get some blood work
and see what kind of drugs she has in her system.”

The young doctor stopped at the
nurse’s station and ordered the blood work.

He spoke to the charge nurse. “It’s
quiet now, so leave her in there until we get the results back. If
it gets busy, we may have to put her in one of the
rooms.”

Two hours later a printer spit out the
report from the lab. The nurse handed it to the doctor.

“Damn, I can’t believe
this. She’s clean.” He went into the cubicle and pulled back the
sheet to examine her body. It was perfect, not a mark on it. The
nurse practitioner, who examined her, reported that as far as she
could tell, there was no sexual penetration and in fact the woman
had an intact hymen. He shook his head and looked at her face.
“She’s beautiful. She looks almost
childlike.” As he stood looking down on
her face, her eyelids fluttered. She opened her eyes and looked at
him. He was startled at the dark blue of her eyes.

“Miss, can you tell me if
anything hurts?”

Uncomprehending, she
stared at him and tried to sit up. He pressed the controls on the
side and raised the head of the bed. She pulled the covers up
around her and continued to stare at the man. Her eyes shone, her
long hair fanned around her face. Her skin glowed.
My God, she is beautiful. He was blown away by her presence.

He took a deep breath. “Can you tell
me who you are? What is your name?”

She spoke, but he couldn’t understand
the language. He shook his head. He gestured around the room and
said, “Hospital.” She shook her head. He pointed to himself and
said, “Doctor.”

She smiled and pointed to her chest.
“Saraqael.”

He smiled back and rolled the word
around on his tongue. “Saraqael. I’ll call you Sarah.”

He put his hand to his chin. “Now,
what am I to do with you? I’m going to have to find an interpreter
since I don’t know what language you’re speaking.”

She cocked her head as she listened to
him speak then watched him walk out and pull the curtains closed.
She raised her eyes to the ceiling and spoke in Aramaic. “You
tricked me. You knew that I did not mean what I was saying. You are
trying to teach me a lesson, but I may teach you a lesson instead.”
She smiled with a twinkle in her eyes.

Hearing her voice, the nurse came into
the room. “I see you’re awake. Do you need something to eat?” She
mimicked eating, then went to the side table and poured water into
a glass and handed it to the woman. Saraqael pointed to her chest
and said, “Sarah” then pointed to the nurse. The nurse smiled then
pointed to her chest. “Janet.”

Sarah repeated the word.
“Janet.”

The nurse nodded. “I’ll get you some
crackers and peanut butter.” She left the room and returned a few
minutes later with the crackers. She handed them to Sarah and
watched while Sarah examined them. Janet took back the crackers and
opened them. She handed them to Sarah and gestured for her to eat
them. Sarah put one into her mouth and tasted it. Then she put the
whole thing in her mouth, chewed and nodded her approval. She
laughed. “So this is what it is like to eat. I like
this.”

Janet shook her head. She didn’t
understand a word that was said. “We’re going to have to bring in
an interpreter.”

Janet went back to the nurse’s
station. It was 6:45 and the day shift was coming in. She prepared
her notes and charts for the morning briefing.

“Well, kiddoes, we had a
very unusual night. It was quiet for a change. We had a couple of
patients with minor injuries, but until the woman was brought in by
the police, we were sitting around with little to do. She’s still
here. She came in unconscious and naked. The police picked her up
on the street in the older part of town. We checked her over and
not a bruise on her. She hasn’t been raped, in fact, her hymen is
intact. One little oddity, she doesn’t have a belly button. Peg
thinks that it was done so well that it doesn’t show. She doesn’t
speak English. We don’t know what language she speaks. Doctor Ross
ordered a social worker to see her and to find an interpreter. She
told us her name when she regained consciousness, but it’s hard to
pronounce, so Dr. Ross shortened it to Sarah. He also authorized
keeping her here until we can find out more about her.” Janet
looked at her staff. “When you see her, you’re going to think she’s
the most beautiful young woman you’ve ever seen.”

Sarah was sitting up in bed when Dr.
Ross entered the cubicle. She pointed to her stomach then pointed
to her mouth. “Oh, you’re hungry. I ordered breakfast for you. It
should be here in a few minutes.”

The orderly rolled in the tray and set
it up on a table he wheeled over to the bed. He took the tops off
the dishes and left the room. Sarah looked at the food. She put her
fingers in the oatmeal, scooped up a bit and put it in her
mouth.

Amazed, the doctor took her hand and
wiped it off with a napkin. He picked up a spoon from the tray and
showed her how to pick up the food. She laughed delightedly and
took the spoon. She shoveled the oatmeal into her mouth, picked up
the cream and drank it.

The doctor took the container of cream
from her and poured it on the cereal. Then he scattered the brown
sugar and raisins over the cereal. Sarah watched him with interest.
He put the spoon back in her hand and holding her hand dipped it
into the oatmeal. He let go of her hand and she took the spoonful
of cereal and put it into her mouth. “I can’t believe that you
don’t know how to eat with utensils. Where have you been? You must
have been kept hidden somewhere.” He shook his head in wonder.
“This is one for the books.”

He paused at the entrance to the
cubicle and watched her eating with gusto. She picked up the glass
of juice, tasted it and then drank it down in several
gulps.

As he pulled the curtains closed, his
replacement, Michael Bernstein, walked up. “I hear we have an
unusual patient.”

“You won’t believe this.”
They walked down the corridor as Ross filled him in on the
patient.”

“Do you think she’s
retarded?”

“No, I don’t think so. I
think she’s been held somewhere since she was a child. She eats
with her fingers and speaks an unknown language. The social worker
should be here soon and maybe we can find out a little
more.”

They went into an office and Ross
reported the night’s activities.

Bernstein read over the reports then
went to see the patient. He entered the room and was bowled over by
the beautiful creature sitting on the side of the bed. The night
nurse had put a gown on the woman, but it did not hide her unusual
beauty.

“Good morning, I’m Dr.
Bernstein.” Sarah looked at him and smiled. She spoke in Aramaic.
“Hello, my name is Sarah.”

He stopped
abruptly. Damn, that almost sounds like
Hebrew. He tried to remember words that he
had learned in Hebrew school as a youth. His mind wouldn’t work; he
couldn’t remember a single word. Confused and feeling rattled, he
stood by the bed and looked at her. After a moment he took the
stethoscope from around his neck and mimicked breathing deep and
pointed to her chest. He checked her heart and her lungs as she
watched him with curiosity.

As he straightened up, the social
worker came into the room. “Hi, Dr. Bernstein, I understand this
woman doesn’t speak English or Spanish. No one seems to know what
language she speaks.”

“That’s right Helen. What
I’m hearing almost sounds like Hebrew, but I know it
isn’t.”

“Maybe we should call the
rabbi to come in. If it’s mid-eastern, he may be able to interpret
it.”

“Good idea. I think he’s
due today. He’s seeing a terminal patient from his temple. I know
he studied Semitic languages, so he may be able to understand her.
But look at her; she looks more Nordic than she does
Jewish.”

“Now Doc. You know that
Jews come in all sizes and colors. Look at Nathan, my redheaded,
freckled face kid with blue eyes. Everyone thinks he’s
Irish.”

“You’re right Helen. I
don’t know what I was thinking. I’ll call Rabbi Rosen and ask him
to stop down here when he finishes seeing the patient.”

Helen pulled up a chair,
sat down and looked at the patient. What a
lovely young woman. “I guess the first
thing we’re going to have to do is find you some clothes.” She
reached for the patient’s hand. “I think you could be close to my
sister’s size. I’ll call her and see if she’ll bring one of the
dresses that she was going to give away.” Sarah held the woman’s
hand and turned it over and looked at it. Then she reached for the
other hand and looked at it. She traced the lines in it with her
fingers then looked at her hand. There were no lines in it. It was
as smooth as a baby’s hand. In fact it was smoother.

Helen looked at the
patient’s hand. She felt a sudden chill. Something is really wrong here. This woman does not have a
line in her hand. She looked at the
woman’s face. Who is this person? Is she
even human?” She shook her head.
Get those crazy thoughts out of your mind. Of
course she’s human.

“My dear, I’ll be back.
I’m going to get you some clothes.”

When she left the room, Sarah clapped
her hands and laughed delightedly. “Okay, you want me to experience
what it is like to be human. I will and I’ll have fun doing
it.”

She heard the Voice in her
head. You can play at being human, but you
cannot tell any human where you came from, because if you do, then
there will be consequences that you will not like.

“Okay, I will tell them
that I do not know where I came from. I will tell them that I do
not remember, but why am I in a human woman’s body?”

Because, this is what you
wanted to experience. Do you remember what I said to you? That
human women experience all the emotions, that human men may feel
them, but don’t always express them. And you said I want to feel
and express all the emotions. So you will have this opportunity to
feel what human women feel. But you must remember that you cannot
become involved in the human drama, because if you do, you may not
be able to escape the lower density and will become
trapped.

Sarah sat on the edge of the bed
watching the activity taking place below the curtains of her
cubicle. She watched feet hurrying past and heard voices, some
quiet, some raised and some crying. She heard the plaintive cry of
a child in pain. She felt some of the sadness wafting like a mist
beyond the curtain.

The curtains parted and an old man
shuffled in. He was dressed in black and had a round cap on his
head. He carried a book in his hand. He looked at the young woman
seated on the bed.

“Shalom, I am Rabbi Rosen
here to see you.” He spoke in Hebrew.

She smiled and clapped her hands. “I
can understand you, but you speak in Hebrew. I am not as conversant
in Hebrew.” She spoke to him in Aramaic.

Shocked, he groped for the
chair and sat down. His mind raced. This
woman speaks ancient Aramaic. I do not understand. No one has
spoken that dialect in thousands of years. “Who are you and where did you come from?”

Saraqael knew she could not tell this
old rabbi where she was from, or who she was. She answered him in
the ancient dialect. “I do not know where
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