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Once More into the Dream

In the moment between sleep and waking,
there lies a timeless truth; namely, that life is not bound by
mortal form. Rather life is a play without end and death merely an
intermission.






When Casey Wheeler was just six he existed
between worlds; trapped in a dream existence he could not escape.
In a desperate attempt to return to the world, Casey called Brody
Murphy and a disparate group of strangers to his dream. Together
these dream travelers faced many challenges and navigated a
nightmare informed by their own demons and fears.

Seven years after the first dream a tragic
accident sent Casey spiraling back to the dream. Brody returned to
the virtual world, racing against time to rescue the boy before he
succumbed to his injuries.

But the resurgence of his own demons convinced
Brody that he could not avoid his toxic family legacy. In order to
protect his wife and son Brody chose to remain in the dream
world.

Three months passed as Brody lay motionless in
his bed and his wife waited anxiously for his return.


Prologue to Night

"Where there is life there is hope. Where there
is hope there is a future. Where there is a future there is
life."

In the nethermost region of an evanescent dream,
Brody Murphy slept peacefully on a bed of moss sheltered by the
bowers of a Dragon's Blood tree. Unfettered from a world of
illusory memories hard-won fame and unrelenting self-doubt Brody
lingered in the fading dream willing away a world he wished to
forget.

In the first days of his self-induced exile,
Brody thought often of his wife and son. But as time passed, he
decided that his decision to remain in the dream was the right
choice. Staying in the dream was the only way to protect them from
the poisonous roots of the Murphy family tree. His absence was a
gift that would allow his son Logan and his wife Vanessa to avoid
the pain of his eventual descent into mental and emotional
monstrosity.

Brody took comfort in the fact that he had
rescued Casey from the dream and returned his wife and friends to
the real world before he retreated to this quiet meadow. Some might
call him a coward for abandoning his family but Brody could not
concern himself with the opinions of an uninformed populace. He
knew the true price of the Murphy lineage and he wouldn't ask his
family to pay that particular piper.

But whether one exists in the cavernous
corridors of New York City or the dimly lit hallways of dreams time
moves ever onward and we mere mortals dare not tarry lest we be
lost to memory.


Chapter One – Winds of Change

"Even
in death one cannot escape the self."

"Logan." Vanessa called wearily from her seat at
the kitchen table. "We have to go."

The sound of running feet echoed from the
bedroom hall and spilled into the living room. The door flew open
as the little boy raced into the kitchen flying headlong at his
mother on a quest for a morning hug.

"There you are," Vanessa said softly. "Let's get
you some breakfast before Erma arrives."

Vanessa eased her way out of the chair feeling
off balance and slightly nauseous. The morning sickness was nearly
gone but if she forgot to eat, the nausea returned and nagged at
her like a critical grandmother. Eating was a forced march at best.
Vanessa had no appetite, though her friends reminded her that she
was eating for two. She told herself she would eat when Brody came
home. But as the weeks and months passed, she gave in to the needs
of her body and forced herself to eat.

Vanessa shuffled to the stove and started a pot
of oatmeal while Logan ran his yellow dump truck around the legs of
the kitchen table. They were just sitting down to breakfast when
the doorbell rang. Vanessa stifled a call to her husband. Brody
would not be playing the role of doorman, or any other role for
that matter. He was lying in the bed they shared breathing in and
out but showing no other signs of life. Tears pricked at the
corners of her eyes as they so often did these days. She pushed her
chair back and supported her low back with one hand as she stood
up.

"Coming," she called, as she headed for the
door.






"How is the weather there?" Casey asked. "Did
you guys get snow?" He placed his phone on the glass surface of the
café table and turned on the speaker. The shadows lengthened across
the Rue Saint-Dominique and spread long beyond the Seine as
afternoon faded toward evening.

"No snow," Michael replied nodding at Melissa to
pick up the extension. "We've had a cold snap but it's been
dry."

"Hi dear," Melissa chirped brightly. "It's good
to hear your voice. It's been ages since we talked.

"Sorry Mom," Casey said.

As the months passed the boy found it easier to
think of Melissa as his mother, though he was still grappling with
the fact that his grandmother was gone. Losing his mother at the
age of six had a devastating effect on Casey and that loss left him
with feelings of abandonment. But he was making progress.

"Late classes," he said apologetically. "And
lots of work but I know that's no excuse." He paused and took of
sip of his tea. "I'll try to call more often."






After Michael finished his conversation with
Casey, he turned his attention to the enduring question of Brody's
return. When he came back from the first dream Casey's memories had
faded and disappeared. Now the boy's memory of the second dream was
nearly gone as well. But this time it was worse. This time Casey
had totally forgotten Brody Murphy. The boy knew that his friends
and family were desperate for word of Brody's status but he
couldn't remember anything and that was deeply troubling.

Benton thought back to the first time he met
Brody Murphy. Murphy arrived in the E.R. after a stage performance
accompanied by his dresser and friend Larry. Benton had heard
stories about the actor, as had everyone in New York City. He knew
the man was an alcoholic and was inclined to use his fists when he
got drunk.

But once Michael Benton entered the dream he saw
the real Brody Murphy a man capable of leadership and one who would
do anything to help his friends.

Seven years after that E.R. encounter Brody
re-entered the dream to rescue the boy again and thanks to him
Michael's adopted son Casey was now pursuing his art studies in
Paris.

But the second dream did not end well for Brody
and he remained lost.






Melissa called Michael back from his reverie.
"Are you OK?

Benton looked up and blinked at his wife. "Yes,"
he said softly. "I was just thinking about Brody."

"Casey is trying to remember," Melissa said.
"You know that."

"I know he is," Michael countered. "But if he
hasn't remembered Brody by now I don’t think he ever will." His
brow furrowed with concern. "And we don't know what's happening in
the dream."

Melissa didn't know how to comfort her husband.
She was not a member of the dream posse and she couldn't truly
grasp what they had endured.

"I know you think Brody stayed in the dream on
purpose," she said softly. "And if he wants to stay…"

"Don't." Michael raised a hand in protest.
"Don't go there." His faced hardened. "I can't let him do that. He
has a wife and child in this world. He has to come back."

"Michael," Melissa sighed. "That's his
choice."

Benton stood up and walked to the stove. "We
don't know that," he muttered. He picked up the teakettle and
carried it to the sink to fill it with water. "For all we know he
is hurt or he's trying to get home."

"That's not what you said yesterday," Melissa
recalled. "You said he probably found the place near the pool the
place that Casey painted."

Michael set the kettle on the stove and turned
to his wife. "I know what I said." He ran a hand over his cheek.
"But I don't know what to think anymore. He's been gone for months
and Casey doesn't remember the dream or Brody for that matter."

"That's what Brody said would happen," Melissa
said. "Brody knew the outcome. So if he's still there it's probably
because he wants to be." She went to her husband and took his hand.
"We may not like it but if that’s what Brody wants we don't have
any say in the matter."

Benton tilted his chin to the ceiling and sighed
heavily. "And what if he's trying to get home?"

"You said it yourself," Melissa said with solid
pragmatism. "We have no way to get to him."

"I want to go back and get Brody," Michael
complained. "But if Casey doesn't remember the dream he can't get
me back there. There's no one there to open the door."

"No," Melissa agreed. She caressed his cheek.
"Michael you have to face it. There's nothing we can do."






Larry hung Charlie's suit jacket on the wardrobe
rack and ran the steamer over the fabric. It was the half-hour and
Charlie was seated at the dressing table fussing over a comment
made by the stage manager.

"Jack grabbed me when I signed in," he
complained. "He's got some nerve telling me where to stand."

"That's his job," Larry said firmly. "You need
to stay in the wings until your entrance. Otherwise the audience
can see you." Larry rolled his eyes. "Christ Charlie this isn't
your first rodeo."

Charlie looked in the mirror and met Larry's
gaze. "So now you're a director?"

Larry shook his head and turned away. "No." He
lifted a hanger from the rack and scanned Charlie's shirt for
wrinkles. "But I do have an opinion and I think you should listen
to Jack. He's the one calling the show."






It was two months into the run and Larry was at
his wit's end. Charlie was always a handful and while Larry was
glad to have the work, he missed Brody more than he cared to
admit.

Every day since the second dream ended Larry had
visited the Murphy apartment. He sat next to the bed and read from
Brody's favorite books. He talked to him about the day and vented
about Charlie's temper tantrums. But Brody did not respond.

When the dream ended and Brody didn't come home
Larry and Vanessa came up with a plausible tale to fend off
questions from the press and from Brody's manager and agent.

The official story was that Brody was in Paris
visiting a friend and was involved in a car accident. Vanessa told
the management team that her husband was unconscious. She asked
them to keep Brody's condition secret so she didn't have to deal
with the press or a public frenzy of interest.

“The doctors don’t know when he will wake up,"
she said. "But they hope it will be soon.”

Brody probably lost some projects because of his
absence but Larry didn't care about that. He just wanted his friend
to come home.

But the months dragged on and when Brody didn’t
return Vanessa was forced to change the story. She told Brody's
management team that he was in a coma.

Larry forced himself to go to work and on
Mondays when the theater was dark; he wandered the streets ran
errands with Erma or picked up Olivia from a play date anything to
keep busy.

When he visited Brody, he always brought a small
token for Logan and he tried to add a little cheer to Vanessa's day
but to no avail.

In the quiet of the Murphy bedroom Larry sat
next to his friend watching his chest rise and fall wondering
whether Brody was trying to get home.






"Are you just going to stand there," Charlie
sniped.

Larry pulled Charlie's jacket off the rack and
held it up so the actor could slide his arms in the sleeves.

"Let's get downstairs," Charlie ordered.

Larry glanced at the clock. "It's early yet," he
advised.

"Yeah," Charlie snapped. "But Jack says I am
always late for 'places'." He scowled at Larry brushed past him and
headed out the door and down the stairs. "Today I'll be on time,"
he sang lustily. He pounded down the stairs his footsteps echoing
off the scarred walls of the stairwell.

"Pain in my ass," Larry muttered. "Someone
please save me from this lunatic."






The sun nudged the horizon like an impatient
playmate. Brody awoke slowly rubbing his eyes and stretching in a
luxuriated haze. In the three months since he arrived in the meadow
he never once varied from his routine.

At sunset, he took his place under the Dragon's
Blood tree in the middle of the clearing. He watched the sky turn
from purple to indigo and as night fell Brody nestled in the soft
green moss and fell asleep within moments. Here in this serene
haven, Brody's lifelong insomnia had disappeared and he enjoyed a
dreamless sleep that nourished and replenished his soul.

In the early days of his meadow residency, he
thought often of Vanessa and Logan. But Brody could not allow
himself the luxury of missing his family.

It was hard to remember his time on the boat in
this dream but Brody had seen the result of his mindless rage and
the damage he visited on his wife. His emotional instability and
monstrous transmutation resulted in the very outcome he feared.

In spite of his best efforts, he was turning
into his father and he couldn’t bear the thought of hurting those
he loved. So he stayed in the dream. It was an easy choice really.
What else could he do?






This morning was like all others in dreamtime.
The sun rose slowly and tinted the clouds with artful fingers. A
soft breeze tussled Brody's hair as he rose from his bed of moss to
begin his day. He stretched his arms wide and tilted his head back
looking into the high branches of the tree. Gone were the
challenges of the dream world. Here in this valley there was only
serenity and peace.

The days rolled out in sunlit paths as Brody
wandered far afield to explore the beauty and surprises of the day.
When the sun bobbed toward the horizon, he followed the well-worn
paths to the Dragon's Blood tree.

His days were simple uncluttered by family
career obligations or the stress of living as a recovering addict.
In this meadow, he was never hungry or tired and he felt balanced
and rejuvenated.

The weeks and months passed and Brody settled
into a mindless rhythm lulled into a comfortable daze. His father's
abuse and his own emotional turmoil were distant thoughts and he
was glad to let them go.






Brody watched the sun pursue its daily path as
he waited for his friends to arrive. He was not a patient man by
nature but in this world, there was no reason to rush. He knew
exactly what to expect and he was happy for that routine. Within
moments, the children appeared over the crest of the hill running
across the meadow with arms flung wide.

He walked to the center of the pasture inhaling
the fragrance of the lilac and the blue flowers that dotted the
grasses. The children closed ranks around him and danced in a
circle their faces turned to the powder-blue sky. Their voices rose
like chiming bells in the morning air.

In all of the days since his arrival, Brody had
never exchanged a word with these children but he knew them beyond
knowing. They were nameless to him but dear. Their sweet faces
reflected a childish wonder he had never experienced in his youth
and he drank in their simple joy like a thirsty runner crossing the
finish line.

After a time the children broke ranks and ran to
the tree. They fell in the grass and beckoned Brody to follow. He
shook his head and pointed to a path on the other side of the
meadow.

"I'll be back," he called.

He tucked his hands in his pockets and headed
out to see what the day would bring.



"I can't stand this," Chelsea moaned. She
fiddled with her keychain and looked out the window at the
darkening sky.

"It's just a little snow," Reese assured. He
glanced at his young wife and smiled.

Chelsea always took her keys out of her purse at
least a mile before they arrived home. She would find the house key
on the chain and hold it carefully between her thumb and forefinger
waiting to insert the key in the front door lock. Chelsea had many
quirky habits and those quirks only made Reese love her more.

Reese stopped the car as the light turned from
yellow to red. He glanced at the sky and shook his head. "Maybe it
is more than a little snow. The sky sure looks menacing huh?"

"I'm not talking about the weather," Chelsea
said. She puffed her cheeks and blew out a breath in frustration.
"I'm talking about Mr. Murphy. There must be a way to go get him."
She dropped her keys in her lap and raised her hands in submission.
"I don't want to give up but Casey can't even remember Mr. Murphy.
There's no friggin' way he's going to help us get there."

"Chel we weren't even in this dream." Reese
turned off the radio. "I don't know why Casey didn't include us
this time around but I guess he had his reasons."

"Yeah whatever," Chelsea complained. "I don't
think we helped much and now Mr. Murphy is stuck in the dream." She
fell silent for a moment and then continued. "Maybe if all of us
had been in this dream like we were the first time - maybe Mr.
Murphy would have come back with us."

"I don't think so Chel," Reese countered.

"I don’t know why you keep saying that," Chelsea
cried. "You know we are always stronger when we are together. We're
connected. We help each other and protect each other."

"Yeah," Reese agreed gently. "But Dr. Benton and
Larry said that Mr. Murphy probably wants to stay in the dream. Who
knows if we could have changed his mind."

Reese couldn't think of anything else to say so
he stopped talking. They were quiet for a time and when Reese
pulled the car into the driveway Chelsea spoke again.

"I think we should call Daniel," she said
softly.

"Why?" Reese took the key out of the ignition
and turned to look at his wife.

"He was in the dream," she explained.

"Yeah but so was Larry and Dr. Benton and
Vanessa. What can Daniel do?"

"He was in this dream and he knows what it was
like," Chelsea said. "We can't really ask Vanessa to help. She has
Logan and she has the baby coming. Larry and Erma have Olivia. And
I wouldn't ask Dr. Benton," she continued. "You know Casey has been
through enough. His new Dad shouldn’t go running off on a rescue
mission when Casey is still recovering from his accident. If Dr.
Benton went to rescue Mr. Murphy Casey would be really
worried."

"Daniel has Andrea," Reese said simply.
"Everyone's got someone to worry about Chel. Even if Daniel could
get back to the dream, we would be asking him to leave his wife.
That's kind of a big assumption isn't it?"

"That's not what I mean." Chelsea wrinkled her
nose impatiently. "I just want to see if Daniel can think of a way
for us to go. You know you and me bozo." She slapped his shoulder
lightly.

Reese opened the door and slid out of the
driver's seat. He walked around the car and opened the passenger
door. "Come on," he said softly. "Let's get inside."

Chelsea lifted her keys from her lap and swung
her legs out of the car and they walked up the flagstone path
arm-in-arm.

"He might offer to come with us," she
whispered.

"That's kind of manipulative don't you think?"
Reese frowned at his wife. "He might offer because he feels guilty
but it doesn't seem fair to put him on the spot."

Chelsea stopped walking and turned to her
husband. She put a hand to his cheek and smiled at him fondly.

"You really are a boy scout you know," she
smiled. "That's why I love you." She pulled him in for a hug and
then resumed her journey to the front door. "I would feel bad about
putting Daniel in that position," she called over her shoulder.
"But I want Mr. Murphy home and I am willing to do whatever it
takes to get him there."

She slid the key in the lock and opened the door
and Reese followed her into the front hall. They shrugged off their
coats and headed for the kitchen.

"Chicken or fish," Chelsea asked.

Reese followed her to the refrigerator. He put a
hand on her shoulder and turned her toward him. "Chel," he said.
"It doesn't matter who we ask. We can't get to the dream without
Casey and neither can they."

She stared at him for a moment her expression
hardening with determination. "You don't know that," she snapped.
"If we don't try then we are just giving up."

"I don't want to do that either but what choice
do we have?" Reese took her hand in his.

"No," Chelsea said. Her eyes filled with tears
and she turned away. "No I'm not giving up."

"OK" Reese whispered. "Whatever you say Feisty
Fanny. We'll call Daniel tomorrow."

Chelsea reached in the refrigerator and took out
a package of chicken. She smiled knowingly and went about the
business of starting dinner as Reese headed for the shower.

"Pack your bags Mr. Murphy," she whispered.
"You're coming home."






"I don't know," Daniel said. He switched his
cell phone to his left hand and wrestled with his coat. "It's not
like you can just close your eyes and click your heels. I can tell
you what I remember of the dream but my memories are fading."

"I know," Reese said. "That happened to us after
the first dream."

"Can't say that I know about that," Daniel said
wistfully. "I know it wasn't a great experience for you guys but I
spent seven years of post-dream time in a loony bin. Frankly I
would have preferred to take my chances with you and the rest of
the crew."

Reese winced at the comment but he let it go.
Daniel had been a real jerk during the first dream but he redeemed
himself by helping to rescue Casey from the second dream.

"Can I put you on speaker?" Reese asked drawing
the conversation back to the purpose of the call.

"Sure," Daniel said. "Hang on. I have to get in
the house."

"OK." Reese tapped the 'speaker' icon on this
phone and set it on the table in front of Chelsea and they waited
for Daniel to resume the call.

"Alright," Daniel said. His voice floated into
the ether above the kitchen table. "What did you have in mind?"

"I don't know," Chelsea said hesitantly. "I was
hoping you could think of way for us to get to the dream."

Daniel was silent for a moment. "I've been
thinking about it too," he said. "But I don’t think there is any
way to get back there."

"Yeah," Reese agreed. His eyes were on his wife
who looked crestfallen.

"Listen if you can figure out a way to go I
would be happy to go with you," Daniel said. "But I can't do it
right now." Chelsea's hopeful expression sagged into dismay.
"Andrea is really sick right now. I just got back from the
pharmacy. The doctors are trying another medication but nothing
seems to help."

"Oh gosh." A furrow of concern formed on Reese's
brow. "What's wrong?"

"She can't keep any food down and her color is
really bad. They said she is jaundiced but they don't know why."
His voice dropped to a whisper. "I'm really worried."

"Geez Daniel," Chelsea cried. "Why didn't you
say? We won't bother you anymore. You just take care of Andrea and
we'll figure this out."

"Yeah," Reese chimed. "What she said. Let us
know if there is anything we can do OK?"

"Sure" Daniel said. "I will." He paused for a
moment, and then spoke "I don't know how any of us can help Brody.
But if you think of something let me know. I owe Murphy for giving
me a second chance so I could make up for how I acted in the first
dream."

"You're one of us," Reese said supportively.
"Don't forget that. We're all in this together."

"Yup," Chelsea added. "And that includes Andrea.
We'll pray for her and we'll call you soon to see how things are
going."

"Thanks" Daniel said sincerely. "That means a
lot."


Chapter Two - Call to Memory

"Salvation comes from within."

Vanessa tapped a fingernail on the table and
considered the menu. She looked at the waiter and smiled faintly.
"I'll have the soup."

The waiter scribbled on a pad. "Anything else,"
he asked with indifference.

"No," Vanessa shook her head. "Just the soup
thanks."

"And for you?" The waiter poised his
well-sharpened pencil and waited for Melissa's order.

Melissa glanced worriedly at her friend as
Vanessa averted her eyes.

"A Cobb salad," Melissa said quietly. "And I'll
have iced tea please."

"Very good." The forty-something waiter
disappeared into the kitchen.

"The servers in this place act like they have
better places to be," Vanessa said.

"Vanessa," Melissa would not be deterred. "You
really need to eat something. The baby needs nourishment."

Vanessa shook her head. "I'm fine," she said. "I
eat way too much at home. And I'm just not that hungry today." She
looked down at the menu and slid it aside.

"I'm sorry but I don't accept that," Melissa
persisted. "You're almost in your third trimester right?" Vanessa
nodded. "You look drawn and tired and when you consider what's
happening with Brody and the stress you are under I wouldn't expect
you to be in the pink." She paused and considered her friend. "But
you have to think about the baby." Melissa waited for Vanessa to
respond but her friend remained silent. "Vanessa, please," she
urged. "You have to take care of yourself." She didn't mean to give
voice to the next thought but it came out anyway. "Brody would want
that."

Vanessa's chin snapped up and she glared at
Melissa with startling anger. "I don't know what Brody wants nor do
I care."

The couple at the next table stared at the
red-haired woman wondering at her outburst.

Vanessa's shoulders sank with immediate regret
and she sighed and choked back a sob. "I didn't mean - oh God
Melissa. I don't know anymore."

Melissa reached across the table and gently
cupped Vanessa's fingers in hers. "Please," she whispered. "You
don't have to apologize." She stared down the couple at the next
table and they looked away with embarrassment.

The two women fell silent as the waiter brought
water glasses to the table. He shuffled away to deliver a check to
a young mother and her daughter as Melissa continued the
conversation.

"I've been talking with Michael and I think we
are doing you a disservice by expecting you to make a decision
about Brody. This situation is impossible and if you need help to
decide you know you can count on us."

Vanessa looked at her friend with miserable
resignation. "There's nothing I can do to bring him back," she
moaned. "And to tell you the truth…" She hesitated wondering how
she might say the words without sounding like a terrible person.
"There's no other way to say it."

"So just say it," Melissa encouraged. "I want to
help you."

"No," Vanessa argued. "This isn't the time or
place. I don't know if I can…"

"Take your time," Melissa said softly. She sat
back in her chair and pulled a cloth napkin into her lap.

The waiter returned with Vanessa's soup and
placed it in front of her. She stared at the bowl as if she had
never seen this particular variety of liquid.

"I'll be right back with your salad," the waiter
said. He grabbed the menus and left.

"You were saying," Melissa prompted.

Vanessa cleared her throat and wiped at her eyes
trying to recover a modicum of calm. "I was saying that I can't do
anything to bring him back." She shifted her weight on the chair
and placed her napkin in her lap. She was all business now and
trying to stay that way. "I spent the first month or so thinking it
was a mistake and believing he was trying to get home." Her eyes
fell to the table again and she twisted her wedding ring absently.
"But I think I always knew the truth."

"We've talked about this Vanessa," Melissa
reminded. "We don't really know why Brody isn't back. You can't
drive yourself crazy trying to figure it out."

"No," Vanessa said sternly. The couple at the
next table eyed her again and Vanessa lowered her voice. "I know -
I always knew. He stayed there on purpose. It's because of what
happened on the boat. But it wasn’t his fault. He just got
confused. He didn't mean to hurt me I know that and I never blamed
him but he thought - he thinks he is going to turn out like his
father. He stayed there to protect us. I know that."

Melissa tried to find a way to say what had to
be said. "Vanessa," She flattened her hands on the table and leaned
forward. Vanessa looked up at her expectantly. "If he wants to stay
there you have to let him go. You have to move him out of the
apartment and get on with your life." Vanessa met her eyes with an
even gaze but she did not reply. "You can't go on like this
sleeping next to him every night sitting next to the bed waiting
for him to come home. Look what it's doing to you."

"I'm not a martyr." Vanessa clenched her fingers
together and straightened her shoulders. Melissa didn't like her
tone. "I'm not the devoted wife you think I am; not at all. In fact
there is something I want to tell you and you are probably going to
think I'm a terrible person."

Melissa shook her head. "Never," she said.
"Whatever it is you can tell me. You know that."

The waiter returned with Melissa's salad and
iced tea. "More water" he mumbled.

"No," Melissa said dismissively. "We're fine
thanks."

Dark-haired forty-something walked away shaking
his head. "Crazy broads," he sniped.

Melissa let it go. She didn't have the time or
the inclination to explain the gravity of their discussion to this
barely competent server and he wouldn't care anyway.

"Tell me," she urged again.

"I am considering leaving Brody," Vanessa
whispered. Melissa stared at her in disbelief. She opened her mouth
to speak and Vanessa raised a hand. "Don't," she said. Her voice
quivered. "I've been through all the scenarios in my head and I
think this is for the best. I know what people will think of me and
I am willing to endure their judgment. If you never speak to me
again I will understand." She tried to hold back the tears. "I know
how everyone feels about my husband and I will probably lose all of
my friends if I do this but I have to…" She stopped talking and
tried to find her composure.

"Vanessa," Melissa sighed. "I think we
should…"

"No," Vanessa said again.

This time the couple at the next table stared
openly and Melissa let them stare. They were in the thick of this
now and there was no turning back.

"OK," Melissa said soothingly. "Alright go
ahead. Tell me. I'm here."

"That's it," Vanessa said simply. She shrugged
her shoulders. "The rest - what I'm feeling and how I came to the
decision - nothing else matters." She looked at her friend squarely
her jaw set with determination. "I have to think about Logan now."
She rested a hand on her bulging belly. "And I have to think about
the baby. I can't do this anymore."

"I think we are coming at this in two different
ways," Melissa said evenly. "I know you are at the end of your rope
and that's why you are saying these things. By the way I am not
angry with you and I don't blame you." She reached for Vanessa
across the table but Vanessa didn't take her hand. "But you can't
think clearly with Brody lying there in the apartment. If you put
him in a facility you would have time to think and you could go
back to a normal schedule without checking on him or worrying
whenever you leave the apartment. I know he is always on your
mind." She paused. "If he was in a facility someone would be there
all the time. You could go to your studio and work or take Logan
for a walk or go to dinner with a friend and not have to worry
about him."

Vanessa shook her head impatiently. "It's not
just that," she said. "You don't understand. I'm angry." Her voice
was tinged with a darkness Melissa had not heard before. "I hate
him sometimes Melissa." Tears filled her eyes but this time they
were tears of rage. "If he came home today," her voice rose in a
blustering rage. "I would throw him out." She stood up abruptly and
her chair tumbled to the floor. Vanessa snagged her coat from the
back of the chair and flew out of the restaurant leaving her friend
to stare down the onlookers.

Melissa grabbed a fistful of cash from her
wallet threw the money on the table and ran out of the
restaurant.

"Vanessa wait," she cried.

Vanessa leaned against the side of the building
dragging air into her lungs and trying to steady her legs but it
didn’t work. Melissa ran to her and wrapped an arm around her
waist.

"It's OK," she whispered. She looked up at the
sky and considered the lowering storm clouds. "Let's get you in a
cab."

Vanessa nodded mutely and followed her friend to
the curb. Melissa tried three times to hail a cab and finally
succeeded on the fourth try. They slid in the taxi and Melissa gave
the driver Vanessa's address.

When they got to the apartment she settled her
friend at the kitchen table and made her a cup of tea. Logan was on
a play date with Olivia and Erma was expected to return with the
children soon.

Melissa knew she didn’t have much time to finish
this conversation. It was time to make a decision for better or
worse.

"Where were we," Melissa said casually. She
twisted her cup toward her tucked a finger in the handle and sipped
at her tea with what she hoped would pass for casual concern.

"We were talking about my soon-to-be
ex-husband," Vanessa said curtly. Her shoulders slumped and she
shook her head apologetically. "Sorry" she said. "I really am. I
don't mean to take this out on you."

"It's OK," Melissa said. "I told you. I am here
for you and so is Michael no matter what you decide." She took a
sip of her tea and studied her friend carefully. "At least consider
moving Brody. Give yourself a couple of weeks to decide what you
want to do. You've waited this long. It couldn't hurt to wait a
little longer."

"You don't understand," Vanessa shook her head
with firm commitment. "I can't take this anymore. If he doesn't
trust me enough to come back; to let me help him well then he's
made his decision. Now I have to make mine."

"Vanessa," Melissa waited for her friend to look
up. Their eyes met. "I know how much you love Brody and I know how
much he loves you. You two are connected in a way that I can't
understand. I wasn't in those dreams and I can never truly
understand what you went through." She took a sip of her tea and
sighed. "But the one thing I do know is how committed you are to
each other. I've seen that first hand. What you are feeling - your
anger toward Brody - I understand that too."

"I don't know if you do," Vanessa countered.

"As much as I can," Melissa said. "If Michael
abandoned me I would be angry too. But I have to believe this is
temporary."

"Hah," Vanessa blurted with black sarcasm.
"Temporary. How long does 'temporary' last?"

"I don’t know," Melissa said. "You believe that
Brody is afraid of facing the memories from his childhood. Michael
said this dream threatened Brody's sobriety. He said he was
drinking while he was in the dream. Even if he didn't know what he
was doing when he attacked you on the boat; even if he hurt you by
accident; those things would make him question whether he could be
a good husband and father."

"Yes," Vanessa sniffled. "We've talked about
this ad nauseam. So what?"

"All I'm saying is that he has a lifetime of
problems to work out. That’s why he drank isn't it?" Vanessa didn't
respond but Melissa continued anyway. "I'm sure his therapist would
say he is suffering from PTSD. He has talked to his therapist about
this right?"

"He couldn't talk about his father," Vanessa
explained. "Everyone expects him to be angry with his Dad but he
doesn't feel that way."

"Maybe he stayed behind to protect you or to
process what happened in the dream. That might take some time. I
have seen positive changes in him since the first dream. It's not
as if he's been in limbo since you met him. He's made a lot of
progress Vanessa. Maybe he just needs more time."

"You don’t think this is limbo," Vanessa
snapped. "What else would you call it? He's lying there breathing.
His hair and beard don't grow. He doesn't open his eyes. He just
lies there. If that isn't limbo I don't know what is." She pushed
her chair away from the table and walked to the sink.

"I'm talking about the limbo of being
emotionally stunted," Melissa explained. "Brody has made a lot of
progress since I met him. He seemed so happy before he left for the
dream."

"He said he was content," Vanessa said softly.
"He used that very word: content." She turned and looked at
Melissa. "But if he was so damned content why did he leave us?"

Melissa got up and went to her friend. She
leaned against the counter and faced Vanessa. "Michael says that
Casey's dreams always come with challenges. He said every one of
you had to face your fears to get out the other side. If Brody had
to face things he didn't want to face then maybe he's doing that
now."

Vanessa shrugged. "I don't know," she said.
"What if he never works it out? If he's alone he doesn't have
anyone to help him. He might get stuck like he did before in the
dream and I'm not there to help him."

"I understand your concern," Melissa nodded.
"Just give him more time. You can file for divorce any day you
want. But once you do it will be that much harder to turn
back."

Vanessa searched her friend's face for answers
she could not find. "And how long should I wait? A year? Two?"

"I'm not saying that." Melissa shook her head.
"Just move him out of the apartment. Give yourself the time and
space to think more clearly - a couple of weeks a month. You'll
know when it's time."

"Alright," Vanessa said hesitantly. "I'll think
about it."

"Good." Melissa wrapped an arm around her
friend's shoulder. "That's all I am asking. I'll talk to Michael.
He can give you a list of facilities to consider."

"I'm not saying I will do it," Vanessa said
hurriedly. "I'm just saying that I will think it over."

"One more thing," Melissa said firmly.

"What?"

"I think we should set a date for a decision."
She considered her friend carefully. "Pick a date and stick to it.
Decide on a facility and get it done. Otherwise things will just
keep going the way they are."

"No please," Vanessa said. "Don't rush me. I
need time. I told you I would think about it. I didn't say I would
move him."

Erma cleared her throat to announce her arrival
as the children blasted through the kitchen door. "72 hours." Her
voice filled the kitchen with firm command. "That's how long you've
got to decide sister. Not an hour longer. This torture has to
end."

Vanessa turned to look at her friend. Erma had
that look on her face and Vanessa and Melissa recognized it
instantly. When she got that look Erma Sandoval would accept no
argument.

"That's so soon," Vanessa argued meekly.

"72 hours," Erma repeated. "The Voodoo Queen has
spoken."


Casey shifted his pack to his left shoulder and
trudged through Moulin Rouge. He was headed toward Montmatre Sacre'
Coeur Basilica where he would attend the Night Adoration. He hoped
to find inspiration for his school project but inspiration was hard
to find.

When he spoke to his adopted family he felt and
heard the frustration in their voices. Michael and Melissa did
their best to hide their concern for Brody whose absence had turned
the world upside down.

In spite of Casey's feelings of guilt and
frustration he could not bring Brody Murphy home. He couldn’t
remember the dream or Brody. But a deeper part of the boy's mind
recalled the seeds of the virtual reality he created and accepted
responsibility for calling on Brody to save him.

Because of Brody's generosity Casey was now in
Paris studying art and living with Brody's friend Francois
Debourges. The Debourges family was kind and welcoming and Casey
knew he could never repay them for their hospitality.

Every day he basked in the beauty and history of
The City of Lights. He walked along La Seine set up his easel in
the pastoral Parc Monceau and wandered the historic streets of Le
Marais exploring the world of the old aristocracy. Last month the
Debourges family had taken him to see the famous Cheateau De
Versailles where they toured the expansive gardens and visited the
Three Fountains Grove.

As the months passed Casey tried to retrieve the
memories of the dream but he always failed. At night his dreams
were populated with strange snapshots of an alien landscape and
images of the accident that nearly took his life.

Every day Casey committed himself anew to the
task of remembering Brody and every day he failed to fulfill his
commitment.


Casey climbed the staircase and stopped in front
of the Basilica. He slid the pack off his shoulder rested it on the
ground and looked up at the travertine façade of Château-Landon. He
took his phone out of his pocket and snapped a few pictures. Then
he walked through the door and stopped to study the magnificent
mosaic that had graced the Chancel since its dedication in
1923.

At thirteen Casey was tall and broad-shouldered.
His face had morphed from the soft baby-cheeked countenance of a
six-year-old to the high cheekbones and smooth complexion that were
the hallmarks of his mother's family.

Casey thought often of his mother. He only had
to close his eyes and she would appear kneeling before him with his
favorite toy or sitting on the edge of his bed to calm his
nightmares. But memories of his father were spotty. Jack Wheeler
was a vague question mark in the boy's mind and with good reason.
After Casey's autism diagnosis his father grew distant and aloof.
While Carol Wheeler procured appropriate services to ensure her
son's future Jack withdrew. In fact Casey was not autistic but the
doctors could find no other label to explain his isolation or his
behavior. In the end, the diagnosis would not hold.

Those close to the boy eventually came to
understand. Casey's ability to see the future had forced him to
create an alternative world and he had done so to protect himself
from the impending death of his parents.

When he called Brody and the others to the first
dream, it was to help him return to the real world and establish a
new and closely-knit family of his own choosing. But the benefits
of the dream journey did not belong to Casey alone. Everyone who
entered the dream was better for the experience. With wisdom beyond
his years six-year-old Casey drew his friends close and helped them
to face their fears and live a more fruitful life.


Casey lingered in the Basilica sketching the
Grand Organ and the Apse Mosaic. Outside the structure, night fell
and a chill crept in through the stone. The boy gathered his things
and headed to the back of the Basilica to register for the Night
Adoration. Casey had no real religious foundation and he wasn't
sure that he believed in God but tonight he would pray for the safe
return of a man he could no longer remember.


The evening star rose signaling the ritual
transformation and still Brody lingered on the hilltop. He stepped
off the well-worn path and sat down on the warm soft grass.

During what Brody thought of as the 'nightmare
phase' of the dream, time was always fluid. Dawn rushed into the
night with frightening speed and Brody's days were filled with
dread. He was beset by rain wind cold and wolves whose fur glowed
with an alien fire. Now the nightmare phase was over and his world
was predictable. For that he was thankful.

Life in the real world was random and although
his career and his family life were rewarding the memories and
nightmares of life before Vanessa had always threatened his
sobriety and his sanity.

Brody took a long breath and closed his eyes. He
lay on the grass and felt the soft earth beneath his hips and
shoulders. Time passed not with frightening speed but with a
gradual dependable flow and he watched as the sky drew fire glowing
with brilliant points of light. Brody cocked his elbows and folded
his hands under his head. He watched the stars dance and fly across
the deep hue of the night sky forming shapes and figures on a
gigantic connect-a-dot canvas.

"This is my favorite part of the day" he said
aloud. The sound of his voice no longer startled him. He had grown
comfortable with the idea of talking to himself.

The nightly performance continued for some time
and when at last the stars took their permanent position Brody set
out for home.

He stood up brushed off his clothes and gazed
into the valley. The children were gone now as they always were by
nightfall. Brody squinted into the gathering dark set his sights on
the Dragon's Blood tree and started his descent.

That was when the change began. It was a change
that would end Brody's peaceful existence and force him out of
hiding.


"What's the matter with you?" Larry called to
Erma again but she didn't move or answer. She was standing at the
sink holding a potato peeler that pointed vaguely at the potato in
her left hand. A thin flap of potato skin hung limply from the
peeler.

"Babe." This time Larry's voice was tinged with
concern.

He left Olivia at the table walked to the sink
put a hand on his wife's shoulder and turned her to face him.
Erma's eyes were distant and glassy as if she was staring into
another world. The hair stood up on the back of Larry's neck.

"Hey," he shook her shoulder and the potato
peeler clattered to the tile floor. "Erma what's wrong?"

Larry recognized this look. This was how his
wife looked when she was having one of her 'spells'. She hated when
he called them 'spells'. She referred to them as 'visions'.
Whatever they were called Larry had ample reason to hate these
episodes because they usually did not bode well for anyone. Erma
always had premonitions. They ran in her family. But they became
more frequent after the first dream and although she never set foot
in the second dream the frequency of her premonitions grew
exponentially after Larry returned from the dream.

"C'mon Erm." Larry put a hand on his wife's
cheek and patted it firmly. "Come back to us."

"Mama's in the moon," Olivia sang. The child had
her own way of referring to the spells.

After Brody entered the second dream Olivia and
Logan experienced their own brand of 'spells' but fortunately their
spells stopped after Casey returned home.

"Wha'?" Erma's voice sounded watery and distant.
"I - um…" Her left hand dropped limply to her side. The potato hit
the floor with a thud and rolled to a halt behind Larry's foot.

"It's OK," Larry said softly. "You just had one
of those spells…" He cleared his throat. "Vision things. Come on.
Sit down." He took her hand and led her to the table sidestepping
the fallen potato. "I'll finish dinner."

"How's the moon," Olivia chirped as Erma fell in
the chair.

"Fine baby," Erma said unevenly. "Mama just
needs a minute."

Larry knelt in front of his wife and looked in
her eyes. "You OK?"

She smiled reassuringly and leaned in to kiss
him. "I'm fine. You know me I bounce back."

"OK," he said uncertainly. "But you stay there
and keep an eye on Miss O. Make sure she eats her leftover
spaghetti and M-Balls. I'll get the pork chops started." He
retrieved the potato and the peeler washed them in the sink and
finished the job Erma had started.

After a few minutes, Larry decided his wife was
probably ready to answer some questions. "So what was it this time"
he asked.

"Brody," Erma sighed.

"Uncle Brody is sleeping," Olivia said
matter-of-factly.

"Yes honey he is." Erma reached for her
daughter's hand. "That hasn't changed."

"So tell me," Larry sputtered. He had waited a
long time for news of his friend and he couldn't be patient.

"Something is happening there," Erma explained.
She pulled her hand away from her daughter and flattened her palm
on her heart. She closed her eyes and tried to revisit the vision.
"The dream is changing."

Larry threw the potato slices in the pot and
walked across the kitchen. He pulled a chair away from the table
and sat facing his wife. "Tell me what you saw."

"I don't know if I can explain it," she said.
"It's like the dream was moving." She touched her fingertips to her
closed eyelids. "Like it was unstable."

"He said it," Larry said urgently. "Brody said
the dream would disappear." His voice was trembling. "And when that
happens he will be in limbo and he'll never come home."

"Stop hon." Erma's eyes shifted to their
daughter. "You'll scare Miss O."

"No," Larry grabbed Olivia's hand and her fork
sank in the pile of spaghetti on her plate. "No honey it's OK," he
said without conviction. "Uncle Brody will be fine."

"Let's do this later," Erma said. She pushed her
chair back stood up and walked briskly to the sink.

Larry followed her. "Just tell me if he's
alright," he whispered. Erma picked up a pork chop and tossed it on
the plate of breadcrumbs. She did not turn around. "Erma," Larry
craned his neck and tried to see his wife's face. "Is he
alright?"

"For now."


The ground shifted under Brody's feet and for a
moment he thought he was experiencing an earthquake. But it was too
subtle and this was certainly not California. He knew sounds and
sensations this dream could create but he had not endured anything
like that since he arrived in the meadow. He tried to maintain his
footing and waited for the shifting ground to stop moving. The
instability made him woozy and mildly nauseous but it was otherwise
harmless. After a few moments, the world righted itself and the
movement ceased. Brody blinked into the darkness trying to get his
bearings.

"What the hell," he muttered.

There was no reason for concern. He was sure of
it. But he couldn’t dismiss this development quite so easily.
Nothing like this had happened since he arrived in this little
corner of the dream and that fact disturbed him more than it should
or maybe it disturbed him just enough.

He walked down the hill and into the meadow
trying to shake off the nagging concern. A gentle breeze ruffled
his hair and the branches of the surrounding trees shifted and
whispered at the edges of the clearing. The darkness was not
terrifying. He did not fear demons wolves or yawning crevices in
the earth. He was safe here. He didn't need daylight to find his
way across the meadow. He knew this place better than he knew his
own apartment. Brody squared his shoulders and strode across the
grassy clearing to his home.

"Home again home again jiggity jig," he
murmured. He fell on the soft moss with a sigh and chuckled mildly.
"Earthquake indeed," he said. "Nothing to see here folks."


Brody awoke to a low rumbling. He stared into
the shadowy canopy of the tree struggling for focus.

"What the…" His breath came sharp and hard as he
sat up and scanned the clearing.

The stars were gone; replaced by an inky
blackness that spilled from the sky and blanketed the meadow with
an absence of light that was at once startling and disorienting.
Brody blinked and shook his head hard. He could see nothing not
even the outline of his outstretched hand. He struggled to his feet
and planted an open palm on the tree trunk. He tried to maintain
balance as the earth swayed and danced. The ground heaved and fell
and Brody fell with it. He rolled down the small mound of moss and
out into the open meadow.

"No," he opened his mouth to scream but no sound
emerged.

A sound came from the hills above him a sound
like the shrill strident call of trumpets. It came from everywhere
and nowhere. Brody clapped his hands over his ears and ducked his
head to his chest trying to shield himself from the cacophonous
onslaught.

"Stop it!" He screamed. This time his voice was
clear and strong.

But the shrieking sound did not stop. Instead it
grew louder and more insistent. The shrill of dozens of trumpets
doubled tripled quadrupled and grew until the clearing shook with
the sound. Brody rolled onto his knees and scanned the dark meadow
but he could see nothing. He wrapped his arms around his head and
folded into himself waiting for what came next.

The blast continued until Brody was sure his
eardrums would burst from the pressure. The air drew close wrapping
its fingers around his rib cage and squeezing until he lost his
breath. His vision dimmed and he lost consciousness.


When he awoke the sun was shining. Brody opened
his eyes and stared at the ring of apple-cheeked faces with dumb
fascination.

"You," he croaked. The children smiled at him
with an innocent charm and held out their hands to help him up.

Brody staggered to his feet feeling muzzy and
slightly unreal. He ran his fingers through his hair and stumbled
into the meadow. The children ringed his waist with their arms and
nudged him to the center of the clearing. It was time for the
morning dance and he was late. Brody had upset the unspoken rhythm
of the delicately balanced world.

It was morning. It was time to dance and dance
they would as they had for all the days since Brody arrived. The
dance was all that mattered. It was their purpose and their sole
existence.

Outside of this moment the children did not
exist. They had no home no family and no life. Beyond the
boundaries of Brody's mind the children the tree the moss bed and
the meadow were mere figments but Brody clung to this dream reality
with all the conviction and insistence his estimable will could
muster.


It was the kind of morning that makes New
Yorkers love the city. The air was sweet with spring and the
straphangers emerged from the subway wearing a smile. But Larry was
feeling no such joy.

It was coming fast now crossing the distant
borders of his reckoning with stealthy purpose. At first it was
nearly inaudible. But by the time Larry felt the initial pang of
nausea the noise in his head had grown to an ear-splitting shriek
that shook the earth and rattled the windows of the mute buildings
that hunched over the city streets.

Larry ducked in an alley and dropped his
messenger bag. He pressed his palms against the cold wall and
closed his eyes fighting off the dizziness. He turned his left
shoulder into the wall and leaned his head against the cool stone
surface.

“Hey!”

Larry opened his eyes and stared dumbly at the
bike courier as the young man brought his bike to a halt at the end
of the alley. “You dropped this.” The man extended his arm and
waggled a piece of paper in Larry’s direction.

Larry nodded and reached for the note. His arm
felt too long for his body. He heaved dense air into his chest and
opened his mouth to speak. A raspy paper-thin sound emerged.

“Thank you.”

The courier eyed him cautiously. “Sure man no
problem.". He pushed off lifted his feet to the pedals of his bike
and disappeared into the throng.

Larry stuffed the paper in his pocket and leaned
against the wall breathless and shaken. He looked up at the small
rectangle of sky floating above the alley. There was something
heavy and distorted about the light. He tried to take a breath but
his lungs refused to obey the command. His chest hitched and
settled as he struggled against the gray veil that threatened his
consciousness. His open lips wobbled and fanned like a fish out of
water. Larry slammed his back against the wall and slipped onto the
pavement coming to a rest next to his discarded messenger bag.

The sky descended capping off the top of the
alley above Larry's head. He looked up and watched slack jawed as
cottony tendrils of mist snaked down the wall toward the cracked
cement.

The day went black.


"We have to do something," Reese urged. He
turned off the car radio and focused on the voice coming through
his phone headset.

"What would you suggest?" Michael's voice was
calm and firm and it told Reese what he already knew; namely that
Dr. Benton had already considered the options and found no way to
bring Brody home. "Casey doesn't remember the dream nor does he
remember Brody. I've tried to help him remember. I don't think we
can push him anymore."

Michael knew that Reese was concerned but he had
to think first of his son.

"Please try to understand," he added. "It's not
just Casey's memory we are up against here."

Reese flipped the car visor down and squinted at
the sun. The hour was late and the sun had begun its descent toward
the horizon. He thought about Brody and wondered what time of day
it was in his dream world.

"I'm sorry Dr. Benton," Reese said sincerely. If
there was one thing everyone knew about Reese it was his rock solid
commitment to do what was right. "I know you think Mr. Murphy is in
the dream by choice," Reese said. "But I don't and I agree with
Chelsea. We are going to get him out one way or the other."

"That's admirable," Benton said softly. "But
even if Brody wants to come home I don't know how you can help him.
Casey has always been our connection to the dream and Brody told us
that Casey would forget the dream when it was over."

"Yeah but he didn't say that Casey would forget
him."

"Maybe he didn't know," Benton countered.
"There's no instruction book on this virtual reality thing. Brody
knew what he knew because he was connected to Casey but he said he
didn't know everything."

"I hear you," Reese said. He turned the car into
the driveway and parked next to Chelsea's sedan. "But I want you to
know that I am going to do this with or without you."

"OK," Michael sighed. "But I have to ask again.
What do you have in mind?"

Reese stared through the windshield at his
house. Chelsea was inside probably cooking dinner. He smiled at the
memory of a younger version of Chelsea the one he met in the first
dream. They were light years beyond that experience now and he was
glad to be done with the nightmare. But when all accounting was
completed Reese was happy to have had the experience. The dream
introduced him to Chelsea and to his friends and he would gladly
re-enter that nightmarish landscape to rescue Brody if only he
could find a way.

"I talked to Daniel," Reese explained. "I
thought maybe he could help us but he didn't have any ideas
either." Reese leaned against the headrest and closed his eyes. "So
the answer to your question is that I don't have anything specific
in mind. But that doesn't mean I'll stop trying." He waited for Dr.
Benton to reply but there was nothing. For a moment Reese thought
he lost the connection.

"Alright," Benton acquiesced. "You need to
understand that this is just a thought but maybe I could talk to
someone else about this."

"Yeah?" Reese heartened. "That's great! What's
your idea?"

"Let's not get ahead our ourselves," Michael
cautioned. "I've been thinking about Casey's memory and wondering
if I could get some professional help."

"You know someone who can do that?" Reese
sounded almost giddy. In his mind he could already see Mr. Murphy
sitting in his favorite restaurant regaling his friends with
stories of the dream.

"No," Michael said. "I don't know anyone
personally. But I will do some research and see if I can get a
name."

"That's a great idea," Reese said excitedly.
"Why didn't we think of that before?"

"As I said there is a lot to consider," Michael
continued. "Even if I can find someone who specializes in memory
they would have to assess Casey."

"I don't want Casey to go through anything that
would hurt him," Reese said thoughtfully.

"From what I know - and that's very little - not
everyone is a candidate," Michael said. "In the 80s and 90s there
was a technique called Recovered Memory Therapy. But RMT isn't used
much anymore."

"Why?"

"The therapists often suggested things like
sexual abuse; things that may or may not have happened. If they
misinterpreted something in the session they might lead a person
down the wrong path and friends and family were often accused of
things they didn't do."

"But there's nothing like that here," Reese
said. "We know Brody exists and we know that Casey knows him. We
just have to get him to remember."

"Yes," Michael countered. "But no matter what
technique the therapist uses there's always the issue of the
context of this memory." Benton was overwhelmed by this idea. "How
do we explain that the Casey's memories are from some other
world?"

"I get that," Reese responded. "But Casey knew
Mr. Murphy in the real world so maybe…" Reese's mind was racing.
"Maybe all we have to do is to get him to remember Mr. Murphy. If
he does maybe the dream memories will come back too and Casey can
help us figure out what to do."

"It's possible," Michael said. He sounded tired
and frustrated.

"We have to try," Reese pleaded. "It's a chance
and that's more than we had five minutes ago." Again Benton fell
silent and Reese waited impatiently for his reply.

"Alright," Michael agreed at last. "I'll make
some calls."

"Thanks Dr. Benton," Reese cried. "Thanks a
lot."

"Please understand," Michael urged. "There is no
guarantee. We have a lot of questions to answer before we know if
we can do this. Even if a therapist agrees to work with him these
techniques don't always yield results and when they do it sometimes
takes years. It's like any kind of cognitive therapy."

"Years?" Reese sighed anxiously. "We don't have
that kind of time."

"No we don't" Benton agreed. "And beyond all of
those concerns there is one more. I need to know that Casey will be
OK before I commit to do this. I'm his father now and I promised
his grandmother I would take care of him."

"Yeah," Reese said. "I hear you loud and clear.
I can't ask for more than that."

"OK," Benton said. "Then we are agreed. I'll
reach out to some friends and see what I can find out. In the
meantime let's not forget
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