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DOREEN DIDN'T KNOW what she was doing ever since that jeweled pendant arrived. Her mind literally wasn't her own – completely.

Her day-dreams and nightmares kept taking her to foreign lands – the same exact location.

The cryptic messages that came with the pendant didn't explain anything, but just deepened the mystery. Why was it “her turn” to own this jewel – or did it own her?

Decoding the jewel and its message lead her to the reclusive professor in an inherited lighthouse. And five ghosts she would have to persuade to help her decipher that jeweled pendant's clues.

According to the professor, she only needed to bribe them.

By this time, Doreen took that challenge in stride...
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There was this statue that was surrounded by forest. One side of it was black and the other white. It glowed and seemed to move in her dream. She sat, captivated and unable to move, waiting for it to speak and tell her the truth of all existence. In her dream the skies darkened and the rain stormed around her, but she just sat. The thunder increased until it sounded like it was right behind her - she finally tore her eyes away from the statue to see a wall of water rise way over her head.


AND SHE ALWAYS WOKE at that point, drenched in her own perspiration.

It was that jewelry someone had sent her. Some ancient relative who visited her East Coast parent's home once or twice when she was small. The note said that it was her time now to care for this jewelry. That if she ever felt she needed to know more about it, just to visit this valley - and then told the directions to get there.

Doreen had kept the note out of curiosity. It had been written on hand-made paper, in dialect-ridden English with what looked to be a fountain pen or maybe even a cut quill - but definitely from free ink, not a ball point or something else. The person had taken the time to create that message which seemed an anachronism of crafting in these times.

Along with that, two people actually each wrote a second note. The original author was a relative she had never met, who actually had been the jewelry's owner all this time. Well, it was an heirloom she had gotten in turn from an ancient relative of hers. The second author was her great-grand-niece, who added in a postscript that her aunt had told her to get this to me just before she died. Some cryptic comment about she had gotten a dream that I was the next in line. And this second author had put their note in with the package to send it to me. It was also her handwriting on the label.

Of course the jewelry was incredible. A small carefully matched set of stones, one-half white and one-half black. So tightly finished that it looked as if it were a single stone. All tied together with platinum and gold wires, braided in an endless band around them. A simple leather thong went through the top of it, long enough to hang around her neck.

When Doreen put it on, she noticed that the thong was too long and actually hung down between her breasts. So she untied it and trimmed the leather to make it fit higher and show off it's beauty. Then she put it back in the hand-carved box it was sent in, as she didn't often "go native" when she went out dining with friends. She did like the feel of it and so picked it up later that day just to see how it was made, then put it around her neck with the idea of seeing what she had that would match it.

The odd thing was that the leather thong was now again the same length as she originally received it.

Since she couldn't wear it like that, she took the thong out and replaced it with a silver chain about the same color as the platinum. And it hung better, showing off the beautiful setting. As she was going out that night, she decided to wear it around the house to get used to it. Since she was housecleaning, Doreen only wore some cut-off sweats, which seemed incongruous with such fine jewelry around her neck. But there was no one to see her, so it was just one of her little jokes to herself. She ran the vacuum and dusted and put things away to neaten everything up.

She was going out with the girls from work that night and cooked herself a little high-protein meal to fill her up - and hopefully absorb the alcohol these ladies liked to toss back. As she was changing, it dropped and caught in her bra. She looked down and found the silver chain was still there, just broken. The ends were severely tarnished, like they had just corroded through. But she had had that chain for years and it had never tarnished before.

So she took the chain off, thinking that the cost of repairing it might be more than it was worth. She fished out the stone jewelry and tossed it back in it's little box again. No time to find another chain for it.

The girls were probably already waiting for her at their favorite watering hole, several shots ahead of her...
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WHEN SHE RETURNED TO her apartment and fumbled in the door, she leaned up against the doorway and thanked God for taxi-cabs. Those girls loved their sauces and no way she would have been able to drive. Feeling lazy, she just shucked her clothes off as she made her way to the bathroom, leaving a line of clothes as she went. Too many drinks meant too many fluids – and all things had their end. She smiled at her little joke.

As she sat there naked on the toilet, she relaxed more, but kept herself from relaxing too much. It wouldn't have been the first time she woke up on the bathroom floor – probably why she kept thick, fluffy white throw-rugs in there.

Her attention went to the open box with the stone jewelry in it. Somehow it didn't seem the same. Maybe she had tossed it in too hard after the disappointment of her silver chain.

Reaching over to pick the jewelry up, she didn't remember putting the thong back on the jewelry - but there it was. Almost habitually, she put it around her neck. And there it sat, right between her breasts as before. Helluva conversation piece way down there, she thought. Only guys who would be looking there wouldn't be any jewelry expert and would only be interested in other things. Two other things.

The jewelry wasn't cold, though. In fact it seemed to be warm. But of course, here she was, buck-naked in her own bathroom
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