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They would smile and nod hello in passing,
each wondering where they had seen the other before, a kind of
endless deja-vu.
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Prologue




 


Sam glanced down at the slip of paper that
the cabbie had given him, a phone number to call when he was ready
to leave. He tucked it into his pocket and headed up the dirt path
to the small house nestled into the side of the hill. The gate was
open.

Sasi, a petite elderly woman with fine
features and graying hair pulled back into a bun, met him at the
door. She shook his hand, stepped aside to let him in and checked
to see if he was followed before closing it. They sat in a small
room; doors open to a balcony that overlooked the street leading up
to her house. She served tea and biscuits.

“Your journey went
well?”

“Very well. Thank
you.”

Sasi smiled, her laugh wrinkles showing her
age. “Thank you for taking the trouble to come see me.” She leaned
back into her chair and studied Sam. “Mushin was your great, great,
great, grandfather’s brother, my great, great, great
grandfather.”

“I’m not even going to try
to figure out how many distant cousins we are.”

“As you know, the entire
family was wiped out when Krakatoa erupted in eighteen
eighty-three.”

“Yes.”

“They were preparing a
welcoming celebration when Krakatoa erupted. My great, great
grandfather and his wife were away when that happened. That is the
only reason that I am here today.”

“I see. Lucky for
you.”

“Joko, my brother, and I
have always been curious as to why there was going to be a
celebration.”

“In preparation for my
family’s arrival?”

“We think so. But then we
have to ask why your entire family was traveling here. For them to
make such a dangerous journey, we think that something of great
importance was about to take place.”

“Such as?”

“I was hoping that you
might provide some answers.”

“You know that my ancestors
were murdered?”

“Yes. We had heard
that.”

“Sameer had two sons,
Musheer and Kashif. Musheer’s daughter, Mahin, escaped the night of
the attack. Kashif was away checking on Musheer, who had become
sick and later died. Kashif and Mahin were the only
survivors.”

“And they stayed in
Mogadishu?”

“Yes.”

Sasi sipped her tea,
slowly, thoughtfully, looking over the rim of her cup.
“Do you know that you have the cheekbones of your
line, our line?”

“I’ve been told it was my
eyes.” He held up his hands, palms outward. “And these, working
man’s hands, I’m told. I guess that means I’ll never be
rich.”

“Money does not make your
life rich. What do you do in America?”

“I’m an instructor in
martial arts.” Sam smiled. “So, I will always be poor but my life
is rich. And you? What do you do?”

“I make a small stipend
translating, a bit more teaching at the university on occasion and
a small pension from my deceased husband’s work. I get
by.”

“And yet, something was
important enough that you paid my way to come here.”

“We will talk about that
soon enough. For now, I have prepared a meal. Shall we retire to
the back of the house?”

Sam followed Sasi through a tiny kitchen to
a shaded courtyard in the back. Hot coals were already glowing
inside of a small rock pit. The grill above, burning off oil from
some previous meal, smoked thinly. Sasi removed the skewers of meat
from a container in the cooler, turned them in the marinade and
placed them on the grill. “Satay, grilled chicken, cooked with a
hot pepper sauce.”

“Smells
wonderful.”

“I serve with nasi goreng,
fried rice. And…,” she reached back into the cooler, “Gado, gado,
salad with peanut sauce.”

“All of it looks
delicious.”

Sasi turned her attention
back to the satay, rotating the skewers in and out of the heat,
turning occasionally. “Have you ever heard
of Animism?”

“That animals have a
spirit?”

“Yes. Do you feel that they
do?”

Sam nodded. “Yes…, all animals.”

“Plants?”

“I think we’re only
beginning to understand plants. A spirit? I don’t know if we can
call it that. I think we don’t know what it is.”

“What about the wind,
rivers, mountains?”

“I don’t know if those
things have a spirit. Certainly, some cultures believe that they
do.”

Sasi placed a small pan on the grill, poured
in a bit of oil and spooned several scoops of fried rice into it.
She turned the skewers, brushed chili sauce over the meat and then
began to stir the sizzling rice around in the pan. “Do you believe
that the spiritual world can visit this one?”

“I believe that there is
always a fluid interaction. I don’t know if the barrier between
these worlds is thin enough that one can break through.”

She looked up with a smile. “Do you believe
in magic?”

“I’ve read of many accounts
that have no logical explanation. If magic was the cause, I don’t
know. What about you? What do you believe?”

Sasi dished rice onto Sam’s plate in
silence, added salad and two skewers of chicken. “I believe that
there are many worlds, all of them touching each other on the
fringes. On occasion, our worlds overlap and we are left to deal
with the unknown. Please eat while it is hot. After that, we have
much to discuss.”


 


Chapter 1




“The problem with today’s
society,” said Sasi, leaning back into her chair, “is that they
have a very simplistic view of what the spiritual world consists
of. They think it’s all about a God, or Gods, or they are atheists,
whatever else us humans can conceive of, mostly in our own image.
If everyone understood that we are a tiny part of a much larger
existence, we’d all be better off.”

“How so?”

“We consider dreams as a
consequence of our daily lives. Our brain is sorting out the
details of the day, discarding what isn’t needed and putting
everything else in neat little packages, storage for later use.
Does that seem simplistic to you?”

“I never really thought
about it. I suppose so.”

“Consider instead…, our
dreams are interacting with other worlds. Our spirit is exploring
and our dreams are the playback.”

“You’re saying that we live
in two worlds?”

“We live in this one. We
interact with several. Sometimes, and you were right when you said
that the barriers could become thin, it’s possible for the two to
merge. And it may not even be limited to two. Three worlds could
interact simultaneously.”

“Interact. You mean that
our worlds are physically connected?”

“Yes, from time to
time.”

“How?”

“I don’t know how. But I do
know that occasionally barriers break down. Surely, you’ve felt
that you’ve seen something or someone before? Even though you know
you never have.”

“I suppose so.
Deja-vu?”

“We categorize our thinking
in terms of time. But that’s a limiting concept. It has no meaning
when it comes to dreams. That moment of deja-vu exists forever.
It’s out there. Your spirit just passed through and collected it.
You’re seeing the playback.”

“That would mean that I’ve
actually had that experience before.”

“Or, you will. Not you, as
Sam necessarily. Your spirit has had the experience at some point
in its existence.”

“If I die in this one, what
happens to my spirit?”

“It will find another
outlet for its energy. Either by joining with other spirits to
become something different, or by adopting another life form on its
own.”

“How do you know
this?”

Sasi smiled, a twinkle in her eyes. “Because
I have been there. All of this time, Sam. And not once have you
mentioned the firestone. I have danced around the subject for hours
and not one word out of you. Do you think I would invite you here
for anything less?”

“I suspected as
much.”

“I’ve had the firestone…,
thirty years now. It’s been a slow process, learning what it can
do.”

“Why are you telling me
this?”

“I am going to die soon. I
have cancer. I have seen it and I accept it. I have to pass the
firestone on to its new owner.”

“I held it once. If you’re
offering it to me, I don’t want it.”

“When did you hold
it?”

“In a dream, eighteen
eighty-three.”

“And you don’t think you
have enough power? The stone was calling you.”

“It is not my mission to
possess the stone. I have other goals. I do not want
it.”

“You don’t get to choose,
Sam. You’ve been training for it all along.”

“My mission was to return
the stone to its rightful owners. That was
accomplished.”

“And you think it’s over?
No. This is only the beginning.”

“OK.” Sam set his tea down.
“Why bother? The stone has been with us for, how long? Has it done
anyone any good? Why keep it?”

“That gets us back to why
your side was coming to visit. Joko and I think that they were
intending to leave the stone here.”

“And here it
is.”

“But if true, why were they
going to leave it? Did my family have some kind of special
knowledge about the stone? And, since my side was wiped out before
your family arrived, who did they give it to?”

“Someone brought it across
later. It’s here. What does it matter?”

“Something’s
missing.”

“Give me the stone. I’ll
take it down to the ocean and throw it in. It’s over.”

“No. It cannot end like
that.”

“Have you been working with
anyone? Joko? What does he know?”

“He’s my brother and I love
him. But he’s a fool. Spends most of his time in different towns,
has a girl in every one of them, spends all of his money. He’s
harmless and doesn’t care about the stone.”

“Anyone else?”

Sasi sighed. “I started training someone,
Hamza. But as innocent as he was when he was young, I never
imagined what he has become. I stopped training him a few years
ago, told him the stone had been stolen. Don’t know if he believes
me. And he knows that I’m ill.”

“Give me the stone. I’ll
destroy it.”

“It’s not that simple. And
you have the wrong philosophy. We are not here to keep the stone.
Our mission is to keep it from getting into the wrong hands. Can
you imagine someone with evil intent getting into someone else’s
dreams? Especially when the walls break down.”

“Then…, what do you
suggest?”

“Before you decide
anything, let me show you what I’ve learned.”


 


Chapter 2




Capn was acting strangely. Even Paul, busy
with his homework, took note. “You see that, Mom? How many times in
the last hour has he gone topside?”

Kathryn looked up from her book. “I watched
him. He wanders up to the bow, sits at the pulpit and sniffs the
air, like he’s waiting for something.”

“Does he have to go? I need
a break. I’ll take him for a walk.”

“That’s not it. Scares me.
The last time he acted like this was just before the
island.”

“Another adventure?
Cool!”

“No. We’re done with
that.”

“It was amazing, wasn’t
it?”

“I don’t ever want to go
through that again.”

“Have you had any more
dreams of..., what’s his name?”

“Bardolf. No. But I still
have nightmares of you getting shot. That was horrible.”

“Yet here I am, in all of
my glory.”

“Speaking of that. I see
you got an A in Science.”

“You were right. Make Mr.
Cobb do the work.
I caught him on an error in one of his equations today. He thanked
me, but I could see that it bothered him. That was
cool.”

“Don’t be vindictive.
That’s not cool.”

“I’m not being vindictive.
I’m being super-attentive. No malice. Satisfaction, more
like.”

“That’s just about the same
thing. But at least your grades are up. Talked to Melissa
lately?”

“Saw her in the library
today. She’s working on some kind of investigative program. I think
she’s going to be a detective.”

“What does that mean,
investigative program?”

“Something about predicting
outcome. She inputs whatever facts she has and this program is
supposed to analyze and come up with the most logical
conclusion.”

“Does it work?”

“Says it has a few bugs.
Where did Sam go?”

“Some place called
Lampung.”

“What’s he doing
there?”

“He got a letter from a
distant cousin. She wanted to meet with him.”

“What about?”

“She didn’t
say.”

“And, on that, he
went?”

“She paid his airfare. How
could he refuse?”

“Anything to do with the
firestone?”

“No idea. But this whole
thing is starting to freak me out. Capn acting the way he is. And
now this letter comes out of nowhere. I want all of that to go
away. I’d rather believe all of that was just a dream.”

“Can’t do that, Mom. You’ve
got the book, the dog and the boat that he rode in on. We got the
firestone back to the owner. Way I see it, the stone owes
us.”

“Don’t even think like
that. We want to keep that thing out of our lives.”

“Here it is. Found it.
Lampung. It’s in Indonesia. If Sam’s in Indonesia, it’s probably
got something to do with the firestone.”

“Get back to your homework.
Stop thinking about it.”

“Especially if she wouldn’t
talk about it. What was her name?”

“He didn’t say.”

“Doesn’t their culture
attach meanings to names?”

“I think all cultures do.
What are you getting at?”

“If you think about it, all
of these coincidences are building up, just like you’ve been
saying. There was no guarantee that everything was going to stop
after the dog was saved. That just means we own it. That’s all. We
might be dealing with magic and stuff that happens once in a blue
moon. Finding out the meaning of her name is a clue.”

“And you think
Melissa’s going to be
the detective?”

“You told me to pay
attention. I’m on it.”

“Just because Sam went
there doesn’t mean that any of this involves us.”

“If he’s in it, so are
we.”

“He wouldn’t want to risk
our lives.”

“But he knows he’s got a
good crew. We’re battle hardened.”

“We’re lucky to be here.
Especially you.”

“Maybe, in this magical
world we have nine lives. I just used one, that’s all.”

“Capn’s back. Look at him.
He’s just standing up there looking down at us like he’s waiting
for us to do something.”

“Right. Back to my
homework.”
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“Sam, can you hear
me?”

“Yes.”

“Say my name.”

“Sasi.”

“Do you know where we
are?”

“I feel like I’m standing
in the middle of nothing.”

“You understand that you
are apart from it?”

“Yes.”

“You remember the light,
how it engulfed us?”

“Yes.”

“It is only a short burst.
When it retreats back into the stone, our conscious energy is swept
along with it. Remember this place, this state of mind, because it
is your only way back out.”

“I don’t feel my
body.”

“You won’t. It is your
spirit that you are now in touch with, nothing in-between. We are
in the deepest layer of the stone. Soon, you will begin to see what
looks like star light.”

“I see it,
dimly.”

“After that, the
differences.”

“Shadows. I see a faint
light behind all of the shadows…, everything’s moving. What’s out
there?”

“This is a rest point. From
here, you go. And it is back to here that you must come. It’s
peaceful, like floating in the clouds.”

“I have no control over
anything.”

“You have control over
everything. You are a warrior, Sam. You’ve been training for
this.”

“I cannot move of my own
volition.”

“Because you are thinking
as if you have a body. Your power is your desire to be this, or
that, here or there. It’s all up to you. Move toward light…, or
dark. You choose. Go slowly. You are now at the front end of your
consciousness. You are learning new pathways. Always remember where
you came from.”

“Where do I go?”

“Wherever you
will.”

“Do I have to take the same
path back?”

“No. Come back to here,
this state of mind. Never lose sight of the beginning…,”

 


Kashif smiled weakly from his bed, a thin
mattress on the floor in the corner of the room. Two candles lit up
the half empty glass and the pitcher of water nearby. Mahin began
to stand when Sam and Sasi walked past the screen, but Sam motioned
for her to remain sitting and gave her a hug before he joined Sasi,
who was finding a place to sit.

Oskar helped Kashif to a sitting position
while Mahin moved toward the foot of the bed. Kashif coughed, a
hoarse, gravelly sound coming from deep inside.

“It’s gotten much worse in
the last week,” said Oskar. “You picked the right time to
visit.”

Sam frowned. “I didn’t pick this time. I
don’t even know how I got here.” He glanced over at Sasi for
confirmation.

“You were drawn to this
time,” Sasi explained. “Remember where you came from?”

That moment of conversation, floating in the
clouds with Sasi, seemed an eternity away. Yet, weren’t they just
there? Sam nodded yes, turned back to face Kashif and smiled. “It
is good to see you. How are you feeling?”

Kashif nodded and managed a thin smile.
“Never…, so good. Yes?”

“Every day is good,” said
Sam. He motioned to his right. “This is Sasi.”

Kashif studied her for a moment and then
extended his hand. “You…, from Mushin? Yes?”

“Yes.”

“Eyes…, and here.” He
touched his cheek. “Same.”

Sasi smiled, nodding. “Yes, the same.
Kashif, you called us. How may we help?”

Watching Sam as he spoke, Oskar translated.
“He says that the stone must go back to Teluk Betung.”

Sam glanced over at Sasi. “We are in
Lampung, what used to be Teluk Betung…, right?”

She shook her head. “Apparently not. What
year, Oskar?”

“Eighteen
ninety-seven.”

“Where are we?”

Oskar looked puzzled with the question.
“Mogadishu, of course.”

“Sasi, we are at your house
in Lampung, right?”

“Sam, Mogadishu, eighteen
ninety-seven. The stone is on the wrong side of the
sea.”

“Someone brought it
over.”

Kashif looked down at his wrinkled hands
with a quiet smile. And then he turned his attention to his niece.
“If Mahin keep, die young. Stone must go.”

“Why don’t we just rid
ourselves of it?”

Kashif looked over at Oskar, unsure of what
he heard. After Oskar explained, he began to speak. “He says that
there are two stones. The other one is in Teluk Betung. He wants to
bring them together. He says that will end…, conflict. I think
that’s the word.”

“How?”

“He says each stone is only
half of a dream, therefore broken. That is the reason they were
going to Teluk Betung. His brother knew where the other half
was.”

“But then,
Krakatoa?”

“Yes.”

“What happened to that
stone?”

“We don’t know.”

“Then…, there is no reason
to take this one back.”

“He says the stone is
there. The best way to find it is to go to Teluk Betung with this
one and use it to find the other.”

Sam looked over at Sasi. “Have you been
looking?”

“I’ve spent my whole life
looking for something. Only now do I know what it is. I should’ve
contacted you, years ago.”
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Melissa did not understand the results.
Using their trip to the island on a blue moon as an example, the
conclusion should be that they returned back to their own time and
place safely. But the program kept classifying that information as
just another clue, not a conclusion.

That just didn’t make sense. She already
knew the outcome. The program correctly predicted the outcome
ninety percent of the time of several murder mysteries that she’d
read, solved recent crimes and was pretty good, Melissa thought
anyway, at predicting the ones yet unsolved. So, it didn’t make
sense that the conclusion was just another clue. Frustrated, she
called Paul.

“Melissa, what’s
up?”

“I’m bored. You want to do
something?”

“It’s a school
night.”

“So? That doesn’t stop you
when you want to do something.”

“What do you want to
do?”

“Movie?”

“What do you want to
see?”

“I don’t know. How about
bowling?”

“Now you’re really getting
low. What’s the matter? You sound frustrated.”

“My program’s got a flaw.
I’m tired of trying to figure it out.”

“Well, at least you don’t
have a physics test tomorrow. What’s your program
doing?”

“It keeps listing our blue
moon thing as another clue, not the conclusion.”

“That’s funny. Capn’s
acting strangely. Mom and I were just talking about it.”

“How’s he
acting?”

“Like how he acted before
we went to the island.”

“Oh.” Melissa stared at her
screen. “You think the program’s right?”

“Odd that you call right
after our conversation. Did you know Sam was in…, where was that
place, Mom? Lampung.”

“Where is that?”

“Indonesia, I
guess.”

“Is that near Teluk
Betung?”

“I think it’s what used to
be Teluk Betung.”

“Why did he go
there?”

“He got a phone call.
Somebody paid his way. That’s all I know. You sure you want to go
bowling?”

“Why would I go bowling? I
need to get back to my program.”

“Not so bad when it proves
you right, huh?”

“Thanks, Paul. See you
tomorrow.”
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Startled, Sam did a quick take of his
surroundings, sitting in the tiny underground room beneath the
floor. A ventilation fan hummed quietly from somewhere while the
dim light above their table cast a soft glow over the stone. His
tea was still hot.

“Sasi?”

“Yes, Sam.”

“What just
happened?”

“You lost your
concentration.”

“We were speaking with
Kashif.”

“Yes.”

“I don’t understand. What
happened?”

“You got
confused.”

“How?”

“With the impossibility of
being in two different times and places at the same
time.”

“We were there.”

“Yes.”

“How do I go
back?”

Sasi laughed. “You’re the one that took us
there. Only you know the path.”

“It was real. I hugged
Mahin.”

“I saw you. And I shook
Kashif’s hand.”

“And yet…,”

“Now you begin to see the
possibilities of the stone? And…, now we know what we’re looking
for.”

“You say we, as if I’ve
agreed.”

“How can you
refuse?”

“Sasi,” Sam fiddled with
his tea cup, running his fingers across the smooth rim. “If I take
this on, the odds of finding the other half are, let’s just call it
like it is, impossible. Krakatoa buried the stone along with
whoever was holding it at the time. It’s at the bottom of the
sea.”

“A few years back, a diver
came across an unusual stone. It was reported in the paper and,
from the description, sounded like he had found something similar
to this one. I immediately set off searching for him, but when I
arrived at his house, I was told that another man had called and
offered to buy it. The stone and buyer disappeared and were never
found. Several days later the diver was found at the bottom of a
cliff.”

“What was his
name?”

“The diver, I think his
name was Dimyati. The buyer’s name was Aki, my only clue. Origin of
that name is from Japan. But having no last name to reference it
with, the search became impossible.”

“Passenger lists of
airlines? You’ve got the time frame.”

“As far as I know, he did
not come or go by air. I checked ships. No one with that name as a
passenger and they won’t reveal the names of their crews unless
you’re an official from one government or another. I got nowhere.
He could have been on any one of them. He might have left by train.
All you need is a ticket. No name required.”

“Supposing I take the
stone. What do you expect me to do?”

“If you can get it out of
here? Look for the other half. Know of anyone good at snooping
around on the Internet?”

“If I can get it out of here?”

“Hamza. I mentioned him
earlier?”

“Your student?”

“He has a lot of friends.
Most of them are up to no good. When you arrived, did the driver
give you a phone number to call when you’re ready to
leave?”

“Yes.”

“Did he pick you up at the
airport?”

“Yes.”

“Then they already know who
you are and where you’re from.”

“And when I’ll be going
back. I feel like you’re handing me a lit stick of
dynamite.”

“I’ve got a friend who has
a car. She can take you to the airport. But you’ll be on your own
to board the plane.”

“And the stone? How will I
get that through security?”

“There’s the problem. It
wasn’t that long ago that you could walk onto the plane with it in
your luggage.”

“Send it through the mail?
Add a few other rocks and say it’s from a dig.”

“Maybe. Government might
want to know what I’m sending out of the country, especially if it
sets off any alarms.”

“Sasi, sorry to say, I
think you’re handing me an impossible task. I don’t want the stone.
I have no way to leave with it and where do I go with it? Back to
the states? That doesn’t do anyone any good. Even Kashif said to
look for the other stone here. Aki could be from anywhere. Seems
we’ve reached a dead end.”

“Not necessarily. We have
the stone. Tell me, what were the circumstances when you held
it?”

 



 


Chapter 6




Sam pulled the rug back over the trap door
in the closet while Sasi, in the kitchen, dished steaming hot soup
into two bowls. The timer went off on the oven, sending a low
buzzing sound into the room. Sasi cancelled it, opened the door and
retrieved the rolls.

“Kashif said that you
couldn’t leave the island without the dog?”

“Yes, the night before
Nerissa sailed.”

“What is it about the
dog?”

“I don’t know. But he was
right. Our time on the island ended the second the dog reached the
boat.”

“When the whole crew was
finally back together?”

“Right.”

“I think there’s something
about equilibrium within the stone. Things have to balance out.
What happened next?”

“I don’t know where, when
or how, but I had another discussion with Kashif. He offered me the
stone.”

“Because you saved
him?”

“I don’t know,
maybe.”

“Why did you
refuse?”

“I was overwhelmed with the
sorrow that came from it. Why would I want to own anything like
that?”

“What did he
say?”

“He asked what I
wanted.”

“He was offering you
a choice?”

“It seems so.”

“How did you
answer?”

“I wished to be safe at
home with my friends.”

“That happened?”

“Yes.”

“What about the
dog?”

“They still have him. They
all live on the boat.”

“It sounds like Kashif had
control of your destiny, all of your destinies. He let you
choose. How did he do
that?”

“All right. I understand
your concerns. What’s next?”

“Tell me more about the
dog.”

“You have to understand
that when I talk about it, there are two versions, Oskar’s
accounting in eighteen eighty-three, the one I’ve read about, and
my own experience.”

“Separate, yet connected,
two worlds coming together, of course.”

“In eighteen eighty-three,
Oskar and Bardolf had gone onto the island to recapture some
chimpanzees. Bardolf captured the dog instead and was taking it
back to the ship when it disappeared. It was there with a rope
around its neck one second and gone the next, according to
Oskar.”

“You remember our short
discussion about animism?”

“That they have a
spirit?”

“Yes. Apparently, we aren’t
the only species that has a relationship with the stone. This
confirms my thinking that language has no real effect. More like…,
emotion. What kind of stress was the dog was under?”

“In our time, he was going
to be put down. Don’t know if he knew that. He had been living on a
boat with his old owner who died.”

“Have you got a picture of
it?”

Sam retrieved his cell and started thumbing
through the images. “What are we going to do?”

“How can a dog live both in
eighteen eighty-three and now? The only thing I can think of is
that, since the dog is with us now, it was dreaming about that
place. Otherwise, it can’t be the same animal.”

“No way to tell. The only
ones who saw it in eighteen eighty-three were Bardolf and Oskar.
Bardolf died without seeing the dog when we were on the island. I
don’t know that for sure. But he did offer a trade, Kashif for the
dog, so he knew of its presence. Oskar was not on the island when
we were there. The only real way to know is through DNA testing.
Like that’s going to happen.”

“Same island, disappearing
dog and some kind of time warp.”

“Kathryn said they read the
story on a blue moon, something Oskar warned about, which just
happened to be the same night that the dog was in animal
control.”

“Dogs have nightmares,
don’t they?”

Sam smiled. “This one does. He runs a lot in
his sleep. We all wonder what he’s dreaming about.”

“OK. He’s under stress,
having a bad dream, there’s a blue moon in effect and your friends
are reading the book against Oskar’s warnings. Have I got that
right?”

Sam nodded.

“All of these coincidences.
How did you get involved?”

“Kathryn, the dog’s owner,
felt she was being stalked by Bardolf and wanted training in self
defense.”

“Apparitions?”

“She said she first became
aware of him in her dreams. After that she claims that he visited
the dock where she keeps her boat.”

“She has proof?”

“No. Where is the proof in
any of this?”

“He was looking for the
dog. If it’s the same dog, it has the ability to
be in the place of its
dream.”

Sasi and Sam exchanged glances. Both said it
at the same time. “But only during a blue moon.”

 



 


Chapter 7




Aki quietly set the stone back down on the
table. He didn’t want to hold it again, just yet. But nudging it
gently with the tips of his fingers, he rotated the stone slowly,
watching the light’s changing reflection inside. He paused to clean
his glasses.

Quartz? Maybe, except for where it looks
like it’s still molten. But it’s not hot. Warm? Seemed like it was
warm when I first touched it.

The stone had an irregular oval shape and,
moving it so that when the longer end was pointing toward his
chest, he noticed a long, smooth, crack in the glass, narrow at the
top and wider at the bottom, that formed what looked like a lion’s
nose.

Leaning forward and looking straight down at
the stone, fluctuations in the material, darker areas, deep
imperfections, one higher than the other but both located about
where they should be if those were eyes, squinting toward some
distant place.

Fascinated and curious, Aki turned his gaze
down past the nose to where he spotted a horizontal crack in the
stone, a crooked ledge recessed into the area above the chin,
pursed, thin lips, mouth slightly turned down.

Now that he’d seen the face, something
between that of a lion and human, Aki was surprised that he hadn’t
noticed it before. How could he have been so oblivious to its
features? He was now face to face with the stone’s face.

Picking it up again, the curved side fit
easily into his palm and, holding it like that, the only place for
his thumb was over a flat, dull, sheered off section while his
fingers wrapped around and came to rest on a similar satiny surface
on the other side.

A tingling sensation, feeling like his hand
had been asleep, started at his fingertips and flowed like a wave
up through his arm and, warming his chest with the energy, spread
head to toe, much like a fog seeping into all of the nuances of a
dark night. Thin glowing lips moved ever so slightly.

Hello. I am Missy.

Aki was sure that he had locked both doors
and closed all of the windows before retreating back to his
bedroom. He knew he was home alone. But hearing the words so
clearly, he had to turn and look. The doors to both the bathroom
and the spare room were closed. The place was empty. “Hello?”

I am Missy. Who are you?

“Where are you?”

We are speaking through the stone.

“I..., I’m hearing, but not
seeing you.”

What would you like me to look like?

“I have no
idea.”

Form a picture and I will be that.

“Male or
female?”

Friend. May I come in?

It was such a casual request, done in such a
relaxed way and so much a part of Aki’s normal life that he nodded
yes without even thinking about where she was going to come
into.

Depending upon Aki’s sudden and shifting
perspective, he felt like he and Missy were sitting together in the
same chair, one on the lap of the other. No matter how he moved,
she was still in his head, right there with him, ear to ear, like
they were sitting in his living room, his private room where only
his private thoughts were known.

I will be comfortable here. Thank you.

“I didn’t do
anything.”

You invited me in. I will stay.

“What?”

I am Missy. I am now part of you. We are as
one. Your name?

Aki attempted to drop the stone but his hand
refused to let go. He tried flinging it down to the floor. But the
harder he tried the tighter his grip.

Your name?

Swinging his arm wildly, Aki slammed the
back of his hand against the wall. He could not let go.

My name is Missy. You invited me in and I
accepted. It will take a while for us to get used to each other and
we may not get along at first, but we will learn. You may now put
the stone down. Your name?

 



 


Chapter 8




“There are three types of
memory, the past, present and the future. These concepts can be
used to guide your experiences within the stone.”

Sam moved the pillow against the wall and
settled into it, still sitting within reach of his tea back at the
table. “How is it possible to remember the future?”

“I am going to wash dishes
when I go back into the kitchen. It is that task in the future that
I must remind myself to do when I get there. You can use that
technique when you plan your destination.”

“But you’re not really
remembering the future. You’re predicting what you might do. It’s
not for certain until you’ve done it. Instead, you might go into
the kitchen and get more of that cake.”

Sasi laughed. “Is that a hint?” She reached
over the table for his plate. “I forget the appetites of youth.
I’ll cut you a big piece.”

“Did you make
it?”

“Oh, no. There’s a bakery
not far away.”

“How does thinking about
the future work with the stone?”

“Like when we visited
Kashif. You can do the same with the future.”

“But we never really
visited him. He died in eighteen ninety-seven.”

“Correct. Right after we
visited him. And I say “we” because I shook his hand.”

“But it didn’t really
happen.”

Standing, Sasi shook her head and headed for
the kitchen. “I’ll get your cake so you can have more time to think
about it.”

She returned with the whole thing and
additional hot tea, which she placed on a mat next to her pillow at
the table after she filled their cups. “Well? What have you come up
with? Still in denial?”

“I can agree that we had a
shared experience with Kashif, Mahin and Oskar. But that was not a
real experience.”

“We gleaned information. We
had physical contact. Was it not as real as the two of us sitting
here and eating cake?”

“It cannot have
happened.”

“And yet, it did. Think
about it. Just as you channeled your thoughts to a previous time,
you can also catch a glimpse the future.”

“How? It hasn’t
happened.”

“No. But it is one of an
infinite number of possibilities. The beauty of the stone is that
you can pick one and sneak a look. Otherwise, how did Kashif know
where and when to place your destinies?”

“You’re saying that it’s
possible to change the future?”

“No. I’m saying that the
future is already out there. Had Kashif not intervened, it sounds
like you and your friends were going your separate ways. He picked
the path you asked for. How
did he do that? Eat your cake.”

Sam smiled. “I am embarrassed. I should
never have used cake as an example. Thank you.” He cut himself a
piece, put it on his plate, took a bite and followed with a hurried
sip of tea. “So…, what’s next?”

“We have a formidable crew.
Maybe if we…,”

“Crew? No. They all have
lives. I can’t involve them. Paul and Melissa are in school and
Kathryn is busy with her new job.”

“All of us are in
alignment. We’ll never have this much power again. Think about it,
Sam. This is the impossible combination.”

“I don’t like to think
about it. Paul was killed…, died in our encounter with the stone. I
could never forgive myself if something happened to any of them
because of me.”

“Perhaps we should let them
decide.”

“How? Text them? Call them?
There’s no way that I can convey this enough for them to make an
intelligent decision.”

“Sam, you are so
negative.”

“Cautious.”

“I agree. There’s no normal
way that they can know. But don’t forget. We have the
stone.”

“What are you
proposing?”

Sasi smiled. “We’ll start with…, what’s her
name? Kathryn?”

“Yes.”

“Remember what I said about
the spirit being freed up when we dream?”

“Yes.”

“We’ll make contact. You
and I will visit her in her dreams. The next morning we’ll send a
picture of us. She can decide then.”

“No one remembers their
dreams. How will she recognize you?”

“She’ll recognize my spirit
when she sees my face in the photograph. Is this idea acceptable to
you?”

 



 


Chapter 9




“She’s too
young.”

The girl was sitting on the edge of a rock,
one leg pulled up to her chest, foot flat on the rock, the other
kicking the water idly. She had tied the boat to the trunk of a
small sapling up on the bank. In the shallow water, tied to a
stake, two captive trout struggled to get away.

“She looks like Kathryn but
I didn’t know her when she was this young.”

“Sam, this is her dream.
She can be whatever age she wants.”

“She won’t recognize
me.”

“We’ll see. Think of us
sitting in the rowboat, facing her. Call her by name and say hello.
Introduce me.”

“I don’t know how to do
that. I…,”

“Think back to how I
explained remembering the future, dishes in the kitchen, the cake.
Remember the process.”

Surprised to suddenly be sitting in the
front seat of the boat, Sam looked up and studied Kathryn’s
features while Sasi, quietly moving the oars out of the way,
settled into the weathered wooden seat behind him. A slight breeze,
blowing in from across the lake. Tiny waves lapped up against the
flat, wooden stern of the boat.

“Hello,
Kathryn.”

She did not look up. “Hello, Sam. What are
you doing here?”

“I came to see
you.”

“It’s so sad. He’s gone
now.”

“Who?”

“You don’t know him. We
used to lunch further up the bank. There’s a little flat
area.”

“I’m so sorry.”

“No need.”

“What did he die
of?”

“Die? No. He’s alive, just
gone. Why are you here, Sam?”

“To introduce
Sasi.”

Kathryn opened her eyes and looked past Sam,
over to Sasi. “You’re not like I imagined.”

“What did you
imagine?”

“Darker hair.”

“Age does that, turns it
gray.”

Kathryn blushed a bit. “I thought you were
younger.”

“I wish I was.”

She pointed to the two fish tied to the
stake. “They’re yours if you’d like. I was going to let them
go...,”

 


Sitting across the table from Sam, stone in
between them, Sasi smiled. “Very good, Sam. You learn quickly.”

“What did I do?”

“Introduce me to Kathryn.
Next, we’ll send a picture of us and see what happens. It’s kind of
like those two fish she caught. We’ll see if we hooked a
dream.”

 



 


Chapter 10




Ever since she’d been awake, Kathryn was
feeling fuzzy around the edges. She’d slept well, got to bed a
little late, but she hadn’t had too much to drink, only a half
glass of wine.

That always happens. Drink less, dream more.
I slept harder. Gad! I feel pooped, like I’ve been problem solving
all night. Must be the new job, trying to figure everything
out.

She poured herself another cup of coffee
and, checking for messages, noticed that she had one from Sam.
Seated at the table in the galley, she turned off the morning news
playing on the little TV over in the corner.

Hi Kathryn,

Anything interesting happen since I’ve been
gone? I’m staying at Sasi’s house in Lampung. Seems our families go
way back so we have a lot to talk about. She’s quite the cook, just
like you. I attached a picture of Sasi and me. See any
resemblance?

Missing you guys, hope to be home soon.

Sam

Opening the image, Kathryn studied Sasi’s
picture. She looked familiar. Surely, living on opposite sides of
the world, they would never have had any chance to meet.
Yet...,

Wonder what she does. Maybe I’ve seen her on
TV? Hmm. It’s because she looks like Sam. Thought she would be
younger...,

Enlarging the image, Kathryn studied Sasi’s
eyes. They were looking into the lens, but it was the way that her
gaze met the camera, something timeless about that. Kathryn leaned
back into the nook.

Anything interesting happening? Let’s see.
Capn’s acting weird. Melissa’s got some kind of program that
predicts outcomes and it’s saying..., not sure what it’s saying.
Paul’s getting straight A’s and you’re in Lampung with a woman
who’s got some kind of secret..., apparently.

Sam looks the same But standing there with
her, he’s changed. Sasi, what is it about you?

Leaning up to the keyboard, Kathryn
typed:

Hey Sam,

Good to hear from you. Yep. You two look
like twins. Amazing! Anything exciting happening there? I’m still
picking you up at the airport Sunday night, right?

K

Kathryn got up, grabbed a sponge, soaped it
up and started washing dishes. Paul left early apologizing for the
mess on his way topside and saying that he’d clean up tonight.

Right. Like that’s going to happen. He has
practice and then he’ll have homework. He already knows who’s going
to clean up tonight. Hmm.

Kathryn put the dish rack away and checked
messages.

Hi Kathryn,

Cancelled the ticket. Will book another date
and let you know when. Don’t worry about picking me up. I can take
a cab. I’ll keep in touch.

Sam

Mysterious response, cancelled plans...,
Sasi. Returning to her cleaning, Kathryn could feel a knot
tightening in her gut.


 


Chapter 11




They had different tastes. Aki preferred
water. Missy liked iced tea with sugar which, according to Aki,
made it taste even worse. Aki didn’t like meat, especially red
meat. Missy craved all meats. Aki liked to take walks and exercise.
Missy preferred to lay around during the day.

Living together inside Aki’s head was
wearing him down. He used to sleep peacefully, a good eight hours,
waking only occasionally, remembering nothing in the morning and
almost always feeling refreshed.

Missy wanted to sleep most of the day, which
made Aki lazy, something he never was before. At night, Missy spent
the time stalking something in their dreams, following silently
through the shadows, heart racing, waiting for the perfect moment
to attack.

After a particularly brutal kill on a deer
one night, Aki woke up the following morning shaking. Missy
laughed.

“I don’t like
violence.”

Get used to it.

“I used to sleep very
well.”

Night time is best for me.

“I need a good night’s
sleep. With you killing things, I don’t get it, I feel crappy all
day.”

That’s why daytime is a good time to
sleep.

“We are not compatible. You
need to leave.”

You invited me in. I accepted.

“I’m inviting you to
leave.”

I choose to stay.

Ignoring her, Aki went into the kitchen,
grabbed an orange out of the bowl, rinsed it off in the sink and,
sitting, began to peel.

I don’t like oranges.

“Shut up.”

If you’re going to eat that, at least have
bacon or sausage and lots of eggs. That grain stuff makes me
gag.

“I like my
cereal.”

No wonder you’re so weak.

“I’m not weak. I’m in
shape. At least I used to be until you came along.”

You should be more careful about who you
invite in.

“I thought you meant into
the room. I’ve never wanted you inside my head.”

You’re not going to make coffee again, are
you?

“It’s what I drink in the
morning. It gets me going, especially after a night with
you.”

You had coffee yesterday. I want tea.

“You don’t get a
vote.”

I want tea.

“It’s my body. I was here
first. I have squatter’s rights. I want coffee.”

Fine.

Aki jumped when the sound blared into his
head, something between banging on metal trash cans, monkeys
screeching, water crashing over rocks and a roaring lion,
everything combined into one continuous cacophony of sounds, all at
ear splitting levels.

Aki held his hands over his ears and then
realized that it was all in his head. Eyes shut, he clenched his
fists and waited. It wasn’t going to end.

“OK! I’ll drink tea! But
you can’t control me. I am my own boss.”

We shall see. Thank you, Aki. You’re so
considerate.


 


Chapter 12


Back in the living room, Sasi opened the
shutters to the balcony and waved her hand toward the view. She
motioned for Sam to sit opposite her at the small table. “My house
isn’t much, but the view is pretty good. Don’t you think?”

Sam leaned out over the balcony. “I
especially like the drop-off. Nobody can build here.”

“They keep trying. I remind
them that there is a city easement on that strip. Goes all the way
up the hill. Don’t know what they’re going to use it for. I just
hope they leave it alone until I’m gone.”

Sam seated himself across the table from
Sasi. “Everything changes with time. Usually the wrong things. Why
is that?”

Sasi rubbed her thumb and forefinger
together. “Money. Follow the money.”

“And so, it goes.” Sam
checked messages, hoping to see something from Kathryn. Nothing.
“OK. We’ve sent Kathryn our picture. Is her response what you
expected?”

Sasi shrugged. “Don’t know. Unfortunately,
we don’t have much time. I suggest that we try again.”

“Because of your health? Is
your time short?”

“They give me six months. I
give me six years. We’ll see who wins. No. It’s not that. We’ve
confirmed that there was another stone and that it’s from here.
Where is it and what kind of power does it have?”

“It’s at the bottom of the
sea.”

“You keep giving me reasons
why we can
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