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  Reviews


“Overall, Past Life's Revenge is an enthralling read that skillfully blends psychological drama with supernatural elements. Angela van Breemen's ability to craft a suspenseful and thought-provoking narrative ensures that this book is both captivating and memorable. For those intrigued by the mysteries  of  past  lives  and  the  quest  for  closure,  this  novel  is  a must-read.”Alan R. Warren Best Selling Author, NBC news Talk Radio KCAA 106.5 F.M. Los Angeles, KKNW 1150 A.M. Seattle

“With its deftly plotted narrative and hauntingly vivid imagery, “Past Life’s Revenge” is sure to captivate fans of supernatural fiction and mystery alike. Van Breemen’s masterful storytelling will leave readers eagerly anticipating her next literary endeavor.”Avid Reader, Critic

“Angela P. Van Breemen’s “Past Life’s Revenge” is a gripping exploration of the intricacies of past lives and the haunting power of unresolved trauma. From the onset, readers are drawn into the tumultuous world of David Harris, a man plagued by recurring night-mares that defy conventional explanation.”Prerna Lakhina, Book Reviewer

“A beautifully crafted and well-researched novel packed full of intrigue and mystique. Murder, reincarnation, suspense, and romance, it’s all there.”Brenda Short, Author

“Past Life’s Revenge maintains a great pace throughout, the characters  are  believable  and  had  me  invested,  and  it’s  brimming  with different locations and rich details. I thoroughly enjoyed the story.”Mike Madill, Author

“Past Life’s Revenge by Angela Van Breemen is a stunning suspenseful thriller. It’s filled with unusual things like past lives and things we cannot explain. The paranormal vibe though fit well for this story. The tale was dark, twisty, and kept me on the edge. Someone knowing he was murdered, and the murderer is hanging around is the greatest catch of all. There were so many questions that popped up as I read. It made me want to keep reading until I found all my answers. Especially, who was the murderer and why. I loved reading this book. It also reminded me of one of my favorite programs, Unsolved Mysteries, a bit.”Urban Lit Magazine

“Memorable,  thoughtful,  and  entertaining  author  Angela  van Breemen’s “Past Life’s Revenge” is a must-read mystery and paranormal thriller. The shocking revelations and the equally shocking twists that take the protagonists to the edge emotionally and physically will have readers eager to delve deeper into this new series. If you haven’t yet, be sure to grab your copy today!”Anthony Avina, Book Reviewer 








  
  Who do I see in the mirror? But an ancient collage of the many lives I’ve led, and an unspoken promise of the person I shall become.Angela van Breemen
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  one
The Thing
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DAVID TORE AT the tangle of sheets, entrapping his arms and legs like an overzealous wrestler pinning his opponent to the mat, until he was free. Salt tears welded his eyes shut. They burned as he rubbed at their encrusted corners. There it was again. The thing. 
He flung the sweat-soaked pillows to the floor and scrabbled against the headboard until there was no more room to move.
He couldn’t swallow; a thickness constricting his breathing, like a cork stopper. He grasped at his left temple attempting to calm the discordant thrumming in his head.
He tried to call out but couldn’t speak. He was at the mercy of the thing, mesmerized by the dark eyes that haunted him every night.
He cleared his throat and with more bravery than he had, he cried out, “What do you want?”
Nothing.
“What unholy thing are you?”
Still no answer.
From an early age he had experienced these night terrors. His mother would murmur to him, “It was just a bad dream, honey. Go back to sleep.” And secure in his mother’s comforting arms, he would.
As the nightmares intensified his worried parents sought help for him; the endless stream of doctors, psychiatrists and specialists reassuring him and his parents he would outgrow this, and for a long time the dreams did stop.
Now approaching thirty years of age, the debilitating dreams had returned. More intense than ever. Since December of last year, he was once more oppressed by the nightly apparition, its black bottomless eyes drawing him into its circle of evil.
As swiftly as the vision had come, it was gone. He wiped the beads of perspiration from his forehead and switched on the light on the bed stand, opened the top drawer and pulled out his journal. To keep his right hand from shaking, he grasped his wrist with his left hand and began to write.
Wed. July 26, 2023
I saw the eyes again tonight. The same as always, infusing me with fear. The same strange shadows and mists and the mocking and cruel expression in those evil eyes. With the lights on, I can convince myself this is not real, but in the darkness of night I know better.
Embarrassed, he scratched the last line out; his psychiatrist would never approve of him writing such a thing. Especially when he had convinced the doctor that he now believed the eyes to be a figment of his imagination, a remnant from his childhood, best attributed to the dreamworld.
He glanced at the stained sheets and soaked pillows strewn on the floor, picked them up, and threw them in the laundry hamper. Disgusted with the evidence of his weakness, he slammed the lid shut. He pulled a new set of sheets and pillows from the armoire and remade his bed. He tried to make himself comfortable under the duvet cover but knew going back to sleep would be impossible. This has got to stop … I need a proper night’s rest. Better call the doc in the morning.
When the alarm rang at seven-thirty, he was surprised. I must have had some sleep. He stretched his long, muscular legs and got out of the bed. With one enormous lunge, he reached the spacious bathroom.
The bathroom’s light turned on automatically as he entered. The sink, a transparent bowl flecked with gold, atop the black marble counter, shimmered under the fluorescent light.
David grimaced at his reflection in the mirror. Dark shadows like smudged eyeliner were visible below his brown eyes. He waved his hand across the sensor of the waterfall tap causing a gentle stream of water to cascade. He cupped his hands under the water and scrubbed his face vigorously, then raked his wet fingers through his wavy brown hair.
With the bright sunshine filtering through the half-closed drapes, the thought of his nighttime encounter did not frighten him as much. Just a figment of my imagination, he reassured himself with forced bravado, a result of a fatigued brain.
Exhausted as he was, he should have slept through the night. Perhaps it was time to ask for that prescription of sleeping pills his doctor kept suggesting. It would be so nice to have an uninterrupted sleep, but he was reluctant to take medication unless necessary. He had trouble admitting it was necessary.
He padded back to his bedroom and pulled on an old shirt and sweatpants before he headed to his personal gym.
The gym was laid out efficiently, with economic use of space. Against one wall was a Bowflex Home Gym weight machine, on the opposite wall stood a Concept2 RowErg rowing machine and a Nautilus Elliptical Trainer. A yoga mat lay at the center of the polished wood floor. A fifty inch large screen television occupied the far wall.
He checked the exercise chart his personal trainer had prepared for him. Rowing, weightlifting, and meditation were on the list for today. He rowed for twenty minutes, then switched to weights. For today’s meditation, he decided upon a Yoga Nidra practice and thumbed through the Spotify app on his phone, and pressed play. His mind and body calmed as the soothing voice of the narrator guided him.
After the exercise, meditation, and a long hot shower, David had regained his equilibrium. Over a quick breakfast of toast and fried eggs (not the healthiest choice, he knew, but his ‘go to’ comfort food) he checked the newsfeeds on Bloomberg and the Canadian Broadcast Corporation.
Then he answered a few emails before checking his agenda on his iPad. This morning, he was scheduled to spend a few hours at the law firm he ran with his uncle, and then meet a new client for lunch at one o’clock.


      ***After his vigorous workout, he decided not to walk down the fourteen flights of stairs of his condo, but instead took the elevator. The doors slid open, and he entered the spacious lobby.
“Morning,” he said, nodding to the desk clerk.
“Morning, Mr. Harris. It’s a fine summer day,” said the clerk. “Have a good one.”
“You, too.”
David blinked at the bright, sun-filled street and descended the steps to the sidewalk below. He was struck again by how preposterous his experience from the night before had been.
Did other people see strange things like he did? Surely not everyone imagined apparitions. There must be some truth to stories and sightings reported over the centuries. Phantom ships seen by hundreds of people at a time. Ghosts walking about with the ghastly evidence of their deaths; some of those sightings must be real. Preoccupied with these musings, he didn’t glance either right or left, and proceeded to cross the street. As he stepped off the curb, he was surprised by shrill and panicky honking issuing to the left of him. He looked up with astonishment and dodged the oncoming car as brakes screeched. Shaken, he stumbled over to the closest building, leaned his back against the wall, slid down on rubbery legs and sat on the ground. He gasped for breath.
A worried voice asked, “Are you all right?”
He gazed up into a pair of concerned green eyes, fringed with long lashes. They were framed by a pretty face with laughter lines at the corners of the eyes and mouth. Her smile was kind and as she leaned over to look at him closer, a tumble of unruly auburn hair fell across her face. Her long, graceful fingers pushed the wayward curls away.
“Yes, I’m okay.” He gave a nervous laugh. “I wasn’t paying attention. Silly of me.”
“Maybe you have a lot on your mind,” she said. “You do look quite shaken.” She knitted her eyebrows together as if in thought then snapped her fingers. “Café Mokka isn’t far from here. Let me buy you a coffee. It’s the least I can do after giving you such a bad scare.”
“Coffee’s a great idea, but it’ll be my treat. After all, I scared you, too.” He gave her what he hoped was a disarming smile. “It’s not every day a charming young lady like yourself nearly hits a cumbersome fool like me.”
“You cumbersome? Or a fool? Hardly,” she laughed. David flushed as he saw her gaze linger on his chest and arms.
“I’m Emma Jackson,” she said, stretching out her hand.
He shook her hand. “Nice to meet you, Emma. My name’s David Harris.”
“Come on, let’s go get that coffee,” she said, smiling. “I think we could both use one.”






  
  two
Café Mokka
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THE CAFÉ MOKKA was almost empty of patrons. The morning rush was over; frenetic commuters needing their caffeine fix for the day had picked up their orders and were now at work. 
The twenty something barista’s nametag displayed Megan, they/them in bold gold letters. Their right eyebrow raised slightly as they looked at the attractive man standing by Emma’s side. “Hi Em, you’re in later than usual. What can I get for you and your friend?”
“Hi Megan. I’ll have a green tea.” Emma turned toward him and said, “And what about you, David?”
He was inwardly delighted by the soft, intimate way she’d called him by his first name. “An espresso, please.”
David opened his wallet to pay, but Emma had already swiped her phone over the terminal. She placed her hand on his, and said, “Your turn next time.”
A warm rush of pleasure pulsed through him at the thought there would be a next time and knew at that very moment he could easily start falling for her.
“Go have a seat, I’ll bring your orders to you,” said Megan.
David and Emma sat at a little table covered with a blue and white checkered tablecloth with matching seat covers, and before long they fell into easy conversation. They’d both forgotten the terrible incident that could have occurred had Emma not stepped on the brakes when she did. It was refreshing to chat with someone who shared many of the same interests, such as environmental issues, yoga, physical fitness, and global events.

      ***Emma couldn’t remember when she last had such a great time talking with someone. And yet, she noticed, he was reserved. There was a haunted look about his eyes which not even his buoyant laughter could completely hide. It was strange; he both intrigued and frightened her. How could a person be so approachable and yet at the same time, have eyes that were haggard and old beyond his years?
The more they spoke, the more curious she became. She was certain there was a heavy burden of sorrow in his life which he kept hidden, but he carried himself with courage.
Emma’s thoughts were interrupted when David asked, “And what do you think of the present stand the provincial government is taking with Bill 23?”
She gasped, realizing she had lost at least half of the conversation leading up to the question. “I’m sorry,” she stammered. “I was daydreaming.”
To her surprise, genuine amusement sparkled in his eyes. “Don’t worry, who wants to discuss the present political situation in Ontario anyway?”
She returned his generous smile with one of her own. “Sure, you’re right, however, the loss of wildlife habitat and our greenbelt is of grave concern to me, as it should be to us all. We need to better manage our green spaces and building mega-highways and sprawling suburbs over our agricultural lands is unacceptable and not a solution for the housing shortage.”
“It is a serious problem,” David agreed. He looked at his wristwatch. “I should get going. I’m meeting a new client at one and I’ve got to complete some work beforehand.”
Disappointed to part company, Emma stood to shake his hand. “It was great meeting you.”
“I’d really like to see you again.” He kept her hand in his. “I hope you feel the same.”
Her face grew warm. 
“Sure, I’d like that.” 
“Great. How about this Friday?”
Trying not to sound too eager, she said, “Friday evening would be just fine.” Before she could curb her enthusiasm, she blurted out, “Where?”
“How about some place nice?” 
“Sure, what do you have in mind?” 
“Amelia’s. Let’s say eight.”
“Sounds great. I’ll be there.” Emma hesitated. “Do you know if they have vegetarian options on the menu?”
“Not sure.” David picked up his phone, pressed on the home button, and said, “Siri, menu options for Amelia’s Fine Dining.” He scrolled down with his right thumb. “TripAdvisor says Amelia’s has great vegetarian and vegan options.”
“That’s perfect.”
“I see you have an iPhone too. I’ll airdrop my details to you in case we need to contact each other.”
Seconds later, Emma’s phone chirped. “Got it. See you Friday.” 







  
  three
The Client
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FOR THE FIRST time in ages, David had forgotten his troubles and enjoyed spending time with a genuine and lovely person. 
His steps were light as he climbed the gray worn steps to the building where the law office was situated, his thoughts preoccupied with the beautiful Emma. He was grateful for the bizarre turn of events that had led to meeting her and was happy she had agreed to see him again.
Stepping off the elevator at the fourth floor, he opened the door to the offices he shared with Liam Foster, his mother’s brother.
“Morning, Uncle Liam.”
He peeked at the bespeckled man seated at his desk. His suit jacket was hanging off the back of the chair and his shirtsleeves were rolled up to the elbows. At sixty-two, his white hair was thinning at the top, but he had the energy and drive of a man years younger. Piles of folders were spread over the large wooden desk.
“Good morning, David. Unusual for you to be running late.” 
“Almost got hit by a car.”
Liam slid his wire rimmed reading glasses to the edge of his nose and surveyed his nephew with alarm, then relaxed when he noticed he was grinning. “What happened?”
“I met a girl,” said David.
“So, you were talking figuratively,” Liam said.
“No, I really did almost get hit by a car.” David gave a sheepish smile. “Driven by a gorgeous girl.”
“Hmph. I see.” Although it didn’t sound like he saw at all.
“She was sorry about this whole thing, so she invited me for coffee at the Café Mokka.”
“Nice girl, then.” 
“Very nice girl.”
“Are you going to see her again?”
“Yeah, this Friday,” David was unable to suppress his excitement. 
“About time you met someone special,” Liam smiled.
David whistled under his breath as he entered his private office, hung his coat up in the closet behind his desk and got to work.

      ***David worked steadily until the antique grandfather clock in the foyer chimed at the three-quarter hour mark. He glanced at his watch. Twelve forty-five. Time to leave for the meeting. He saved his work on the laptop and placed it in his computer bag. He was ready for his luncheon date.
He was happy. The talk he had that morning with Emma had invigorated him. He felt more alive than he had for years. His senses were more perceptive than ever before, and with a light step, he bounded out the door to meet his prospective client at the New Elgan Hotel.

      ***David was taken aback by his new client. He was a man of significant stature and breadth and had a swarthy complexion. Two faded parallel scars from the corner of his right eye meandered down to just below his right earlobe. His battered face indicated he had once been a tough fighter in his younger days, and even though well past his prime, was an impressive character and no doubt still dangerous.
The most fascinating part of the man, however, was his huge and hooded eyes. David was both magnetized and repelled by them. This was someone not to disappoint. To go against the wishes of this formidable person could be catastrophic. 
Shaking off his misgivings, David extended his hand and said, “How do you do, Mr. Bianchi. I trust that you are keeping well.”
“Oh, infinitely well,” smiled the man through thin lips, though the eyes seemed dead and betrayed no emotion at all. “You can call me Enrico.”
“And please call me David.” He paused. “You mentioned over the phone that you would like to meet over lunch. Did you have a place in mind?”
The older man shook his head, and said, “It doesn’t really matter. I trust your choice of restaurant.”
This flattery did not go unnoticed by David. “Very well, may I suggest Manicotti’s across the street? The walk is short, and their Italian food is excellent.”
“Let’s be on our way then,” said Enrico.

      ***Over  lunch,  Enrico  observed  the  articulate  and  self-assured  young lawyer. The only sign showing David might be ill at ease, was the nervous tic of rubbing the back of his neck when thinking or uncertain, a reflection of his type A personality. Enrico had survived and flourished in the dark world of crime by being observant and watching for the tells people unconsciously telegraphed. How ironic that decades later I should be crossing paths with this law firm once again.
For the moment, the young man was needed to arrange some of Enrico’s more innocent business agreements. If the lawyer was required for more nefarious deals, he was sure that his enforcers would find a convincing factor like threatening a sweetheart or young wife.
The lunch began with a delicate tagliatelle with Bolognese sauce, followed by an assortment of grilled sausage, chicken liver and lamb chops. Enrico ordered a carafe of house wine, a Chianti Classico, which paired well with both courses.
The server refilled Enrico’s wine glass then turned to David, who placed his hand over the glass.
“No, grazie.” He was unaccustomed to drinking during the day and knew the one glass was sufficient.
The server nodded and said, “Perhaps you would prefer a sparkling water?”
“A Pellegrino if you have it.” 
“Yes, of course.”
After the hour-long delicious meal was finally consumed, the men sipped their espressos. Enrico gave a contented burp, which David took as a signal to begin.
“So, how can I help you?” he asked.
“My company is developing an affordable residence for seniors.” Enrico took a sip of the rich Italian caffé ristretto before he continued. “We need an independent lawyer to review the contracts with potential investors, so they understand what they are committing to before they sign up.”
“I’ll need to review all the documentation before I agree to take on this project.”
“You’ll want these.” Enrico handed him a thick folder of documents. “Let me know your decision.”
He stood, reached in his pocket for his wallet and withdrew a thick wad of cash. Peeling off a couple hundred-dollar bills, he threw them on the table and left without another word. 

      ***After lunch, David returned to his office and worked for several hours evaluating Enrico’s property development proposal. As he continued to review the file, his apprehension increased.
The real estate deal appeared straightforward and he could see no problems with the plan to build the seniors’ residence. Enrico was looking for investors and was offering a very lucrative yield of return, far above industry standards, which is what concerned him. There had to be a catch, but what was it?
The man’s eyes had interested him. He was convinced he had seen them before. But when? Who did he know with eyes like that? Finally, he shrugged the vexing problem away and decided to go to the small diner downstairs for a light dinner before his appointment with his doctor.

      ***
David sat opposite his psychiatrist, Dr. Weiss, expressing his frustrations. “I’m not sure this treatment is working.”
“It’s important to give psychotherapy time,” the doctor said. “Please be patient.”
“I’m tired of all this talk. Looking for reasons behind the dreams. I had a happy childhood.”
“And yet you display clear signs of trauma. This indicates an event of great significance and through the dreams your subconscious is trying to get you to work it out.”
“Maybe.” David frowned. “I’m not convinced.”
Dr. Weiss looked at his watch, “Time is up for this session. Would you like to schedule one for next week, same time?”
“Let me think about it.”
Dr. Weiss stood up and shook David’s hand. “Call my receptionist when you’re ready to see me again.”
“I’m not sure I’ll be back.”
“I don’t recommend stopping the psychotherapy sessions abruptly,” said the doctor, concerned. “May I ask why?”
“The sessions are not helping me. I need solutions.” David sighed with frustration. “Not more talk.”
“You need to give this time.” 
“Nah, I’m done.”
“If you change your mind, my door is always open.” 
“Thanks.”
After each visit, his sense of helplessness increased. The doctor had told him to be patient, that his recurring dream would not last forever. That’s right, he thought to himself, maybe when I die. Or perhaps then it’ll last for eternity. Who knows? 
He was tired of trying to convince Dr. Weiss that he wasn’t dreaming; that what was happening to him was too real to be fabricated. His fear that he was going insane he also kept from the doctor; he had no intention of being placed in any hospital.

      ***Hours later, he was again awakened by the eyes. This time they filled him with even more foreboding. Terrified, he switched on his night light, and recorded his experience in his journal.
Thurs. July 27, 2023
The vision was worse than ever. Should I talk to my doctor again? I don’t think these sessions are helping. Strange thing though. These eyes have an uncanny resemblance to those of my new client.
The feeling of unease did not leave him that night, although he did finally sleep. When the alarm rang in the morning, he hit the snooze button and lay staring at the ceiling. Ten minutes later it rang again. He hit snooze a second time, despair washing over him in waves of apathy. Only the thought of meeting Emma for dinner at Amelia’s on Friday motivated him to start his day. 






  
  four
The Date

[image: ]

IT WAS EARLY Friday evening, and Emma was looking forward to seeing David again. They had had a lovely time at the Café Mokka, but what did she really know about him? I’m being silly, she told herself, laughing at her paranoia. I shouldn’t worry so much. After all, meeting in a public place like Amelia’s was smart for a first date. 
Emma loved her mom, but one downfall of living with her was that she didn’t have the privacy to come and go as she liked. Running her website design firm from home made her life even more confining, although she knew her mom tried her best to give her space.
Maybe it is time to move out, Emma thought, as she tamed her long, curly auburn hair into a chignon.
Although her mom said they should consider themselves roomies, it was still hard not to think of Laura Jackson as anyone except her mom. After Emma’s father’s sudden death, she and her mother had become very protective of one another.
It was going to be awkward to tell her mother that she was going on a date. I’ll have to answer a thousand questions; how did the two of you meet? Do any of our family’s friends know him? What does he do for a living? She knew her mom wanted her to be careful, especially after the titanic failure of her last relationship. How was I to know the jerk was married?
Her mom wouldn’t approve of her going on a date with someone that she had met at random, so Emma decided not to say anything. She would just tell her mom she was going to meet some friends for the evening.
She opened her closet door and tried to decide what to wear. None of her clothes seemed right for the occasion. If, she reminded herself, there was an evening to come. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d been stood up on a date, and she didn’t want to feel foolish or vulnerable. If David didn’t show up, she didn’t want to be waiting in front of Amelia’s Fine Dining in a long, beautiful dress, feeling silly and awkward. And she couldn’t very well wear a pretty blouse and a pair of jeans to the posh and expensive restaurant either. Finally, she chose a white silk dress shirt with flowing black velvet pants, and low heel slingback shoes. She would look stylish and fashionable, but not overly dressy.

      ***On Friday evening, David came home early from his office to get ready for his date with Emma. He was anxious, as if he was going on his first high school date. He started to laugh. He couldn’t explain why he was so worried about whether he would be rejected by Emma. He made a wry grin. He decided to go to Amelia’s and hope she would come. If she didn’t, he could always visit some of his friends, or just go home.

      ***Emma glanced in the mirror at the end of the hallway one more time and was pleased with her choice of attire. Yes, she really did love this ensemble, one of her mother’s creations. She knocked on the door of her mother’s sewing room.
“Mom, are you in there?” she asked. 
“Yes, dear, I am. Come on in.” 
When Emma opened the door, she saw her mother sketching on her drawing board. “You’re working late,” said Emma. She peered over her mom’s shoulder. “Wow. That looks elegant.”
“Mrs. Linden asked me to design a new gown for her upcoming fundraising gala, but as usual, she’s left it a little late. She didn’t even come in for her first fitting till this morning.”
Amanda  Linden  was  chair  of  the  organization  called  Protecting Nature and Keeping it Green.
“The gala is just one week away,” she added.
Laura Jackson was petite and vivacious with auburn hair a shade darker than Emma’s. Her olive complexion complemented her startling green eyes, the same eyes her daughter had inherited. As a seamstress, she  had  a  sophisticated,  high-end  clientele.  She  not  only  designed custom clothing for her patrons, but also did alterations, often dictated by her clients’ expanding and contracting waistlines.
“A tight deadline, but not impossible to meet,” said Emma.
“True, but it will mean working late nights, and that’s a strain on my eyes,” said her mom, sighing with frustration.
“Well, I hope you are charging her a premium.”
“No, just my standard fee. Mrs. Linden’s one of my best clients and my best advocate.” Her mom smiled and said, “You look pretty. Going out?”
“Yeah, meeting some friends downtown.” Emma’s phone chirped. “Mom, my Uber is here. Gotta go. I’m late. Love you.”

      ***The Uber driver drove safely, although faster than the speed limit. Emma didn’t mind since she was running late. Once they reached the downtown section of New Elgan, the driver passed the second set of lights, turned right and then pulled into the roundabout driveway in front of Amelia’s Fine Dining.
Rumor  had  it  that  the  fine  restaurant  was  named  after  Amelia Earhart who was believed to have frequented the establishment in 1918 when she became a nurse’s aide in nearby Toronto. It was also rumored that Niki Davros, the owner of the restaurant then known as Niki’s, was so enamored by the feisty young woman that he renamed his restaurant, Amelia’s Fine Dining. Several generations later, the restaurant continued to win awards and accolades from food critics worldwide.
Emma was surprised when the Uber driver got out, walked to her side of the car and opened the door for her.
“Thanks so much,” she said.
“No problem,” said the driver. “Just use the app if you need a ride home.”
Emma raced up the steps of the establishment, a bit breathless both from the exertion and excitement of seeing David again. Not paying attention, she tripped and fell forward on the top step, her right hand and wrist taking the brunt of the fall. She got up, wiggling her fingers and rotating her wrist to reassure herself no major damage had been done, except to her pride.
Feeling unraveled, she asked the maître d’, “Could you direct me to the restroom, please?”
“Sure; are you okay?”
Emma nodded, “My pride’s a bit hurt, but I’m fine. Just need to straighten up.”
“It’s down the hall to the right.”
Emma reached the doors to the restroom, and threw herself in, nearly knocking over a matronly lady. She recognized her as one of her schoolteachers from high school, Mrs. Hunter.
“Oh my, I am so sorry,” said Emma.
“Emma? Emma Jackson from my tenth-grade math class?” asked her former teacher. “I see you are as graceful as ever.” Her words dripped with sarcasm.
Embarrassed, Emma hid herself in one of the restroom cubicles to compose herself and waited till she heard the last person wash her hands and exit the restroom. Approaching the sink, she looked in the mirror; her worst suspicions were confirmed. Her hair was awry, and her face was flushed; she looked like a disaster. Quickly she undid the chignon, brushed her hair, allowing her striking mass of auburn curls to hang loose around her shoulders. She sprinkled some water on her face and applied some lipstick.
She exited the restroom with as much dignity as she could muster, still chagrined at the disturbance she had caused. She walked into the reception area, satisfied at the look of surprise on the young maître d’s face and knew she had reclaimed her dignity.
“Hello how can I help you? My name is Karl,” he said, his tone filled with admiration.
“Hi Karl. I’m here to meet David Harris,” she said. Her voice now calm, lovely and musical.
“I’m sorry, Mr. Harris has not arrived yet, but I do see he made a reservation for two at eight this evening.”
Emma glanced at her Movado wristwatch and saw it was just a few minutes after eight.
“You can sit in the lounge area while you wait,” Karl offered.
A brush of wind gusted by as the front door opened and closed and she heard a baritone say, “That won’t be necessary. Karl, could you take us to our table?”
“Certainly, Mr. Harris. Please follow me.”
David leaned close to her, and lightly kissed her cheek. He whispered, “You look lovely.” He offered her his arm and said, “Shall we?”
Emma hoped David hadn’t noticed the heat that flared in her cheeks the moment their arms had touched.
The restaurant had been recently renovated to maintain its high reputation for elegance and refinement. The tables were adorned with linen tablecloths, and a single rose with a whisper of baby’s breath was meticulously placed in each crystal vase atop each table. The lighting was subtle and subdued, casting a romantic ambience throughout the dining area.
“It’s breathtaking,” said Emma.
“First time here?” he asked in surprise. 
“Not since the renovations. It’s gorgeous.” 
Once seated, the server approached their table, handed each of them a gold embossed menu, and said, “Good evening. Would either of you like something to drink?”
Emma nodded. “I’d like a sparkling water to start with, please.” 
“The same for me,” said David.
Soon they fell into the same comfortable and companionable conversation as they had earlier in the week at Café Mokka’s. They barely noticed their drinks had arrived.
The server smiled. “Have you had a chance to look at the menu yet?” 
Emma glanced up and said, “May we have a few more minutes, please?”
“No problem at all. Take your time, just call me over when you are ready to order.”
“We better make our dinner selection before the late dinner crowd arrives, otherwise we’ll be here all night,” David said.
“It’s going to be hard to choose. They have some nice vegetarian options,” she said.
“I’m hungry for steak tonight.”
David motioned the server over, indicating they were ready. 
“What have you decided?”
“I’d like the grilled portobello mushrooms topped with caramelized red  onion,  garlic  and  parmesan  cheese  and  assorted  vegetable  and greens,” said Emma.
The server turned to David. “And for you sir?”
“Beef tenderloin, the asparagus and roasted garlic and mini potatoes,” he replied.
“How would you like it prepared?”
“Medium rare, please.” David looked at Emma. “Would you like some wine with your dinner?”
She nodded. “A big bold red would be great.” 
“Can you bring a bottle of your 2008 Irony? 
“Absolutely,” acknowledged the waiter.
“Big, bold and red,” said David. “I like that.” He reached across the table and stroked her hand. 
Emma took a sip of the sparkling water, hoping to douse the heat radiating within her, at least until after dessert.

      ***After dinner, David told her, “They have a lovely rock garden out back. It’s lit up at night and is quite pretty.” David took her hand and gazed into her eyes, telegraphing he wanted to show her more than just the gardens. So much more. “Come, let me show you.”
As Emma and David walked hand in hand along the pathway, she looked up at the sky with a sigh. “It’s lovely out, but it’s too bad you can’t see the stars in the city.”
“Oh? Do you live in the country?” he asked.
“Yes, I do, but many of my clients are in the city, so I drive down once or twice a week. With my web design business, it’s easy to work remotely.” She leaned over to take a closer look at a white trumpet-like flower that shimmered in the flood lights along the path. “Moonflower. Just exquisite. Related to morning glories, but these bloom at night.”
David was surprised. “Are you a gardener?”
“Yes, my mom and I both are.” She stepped closer to the trellis supporting the silky white blooms and breathed in their fragrance. “We’re nature  lovers.  Did  you  know  that  the  Moonflower  attracts  sphinx moths and other pollinators?”
“No, I didn’t know that. Fascinating.”
“I’m so happy you suggested to see this garden. Many of the flowers here are night bloomers.”
“Will you be my night bloomer?” He pulled her toward him.
She playfully drew back from his embrace and gasped in excitement. “Look! That’s a Queen of the Night. Only blooms once every one or two years. It’s a real privilege to see this one.”
This time, David caught her around the waist and held onto her tightly so she couldn’t squirm away. “The only Queen of the Night I see is you.”
She relaxed and snuggled into his arms and sighed with contentment. “This is nice.” 
“I really enjoy being with you too.” His face was illuminated with a look of joy, brighter than the lamplight.
“Oh David,” she said. Suddenly shy and overwhelmed by his longing and her own, she pulled away from him.
“What is it?” he asked.
“This night has been so magical. I don’t want it to end.” 
“Neither do I,” his voice was choked with emotion.
“I feel like I’m on holidays,” she said, feeling the heat rise in her face again.
He drew her into his arms and whispered in her ear. “May I make this holiday one to remember?” His kisses against the small of her throat were soft and gentle.
“Please do.” She pulled his face toward hers and kissed him back.

      ***The  new  sweethearts  were  reluctant  to  say  goodnight,  and  David waited with her until the Uber arrived.
He opened the passenger door for her and asked, “Will you do me a favor?”
“Sure?”
“Text me when you get home. I’d feel better knowing you’re safe and sound.”
“Of course.” Emma’s heart melted as she realized the depth of his feelings.
On the ride home, she wondered what she’d tell her mom. Her mother always noticed everything. She’d see the stars shining in her daughter’s eyes. Perhaps she could sneak off to bed without seeing her. Who am I kidding? If she’s asleep, I’ll wake her up! I can’t wait till morning to tell her about my date.
When the Uber driver pulled up in front of the house, she thanked him and raced up the steps.
She pulled out her iPhone and thumbed out a message: Just got in. Thanks for the great evening, E.
Good to know. Sweet dreams, D. ❤ 
Smiling at the heart emoji, Emma opened the door, and called out, “Mom, I’m home!” 






  
  five
A Man in Agony
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DAVID HAD FORGOTTEN about the eyes. Normally, he crawled into bed with the sinking feeling of what terrifying images he would see in the middle of the night. His happiness from having spent a delightful evening with Emma had made him forget and his sleep was without interruption. On Saturday morning, his mood was buoyant and happy, when he realized the dream or ‘vision’ had been absent. He pulled out his iPhone, scrolled through his contacts and called Emma. 
“Emma, speaking,” she said, her tone brisk and business-like. 
“Hi, Emma, it’s David.”
“Good morning. It’s great to hear from you.” Warmth seeped into her voice.
“Glad you got home okay.”
“It’s so sweet of you to check up on me.” 
“I wondered… are you free tomorrow?” 
“I sure am! What do you have in mind?” 
“Would you like to go sailing?”
“It’s been a while since I’ve been on the water. I’d love to!” 
“Pick you up at nine in the morning?”
“That’ll be great. How about I pack a picnic lunch?” 
“It’s a date!” said David.
Infused with energy, he spent the morning working out in his gym, and in the afternoon listened to his favorite classic car podcast while he straightened up his condo.
Thoroughly content with his day at home, he went to bed. He was shocked when his vision reappeared in a manner more terrifying and frightening than he had yet experienced. He’d gone to bed with a new book by Daniel Silva, intending to switch the nightlight off as soon as he grew drowsy. Although the lights were on, he drifted into a dreamless sleep, which became so deep, it was trance-like. It was as if a force had taken control of him and was drawing him toward oblivion.
He tossed and turned and then abruptly awoke, conscious of his damp body and drenched bedsheets.
White wisps and shadows drifted before his eyes. His throat became parched, dry, and constricted, unseen hands restricting his airways. The mist surrounded him, hemming him in, draining away his vitality. A strange pain pulsed on the side of his face, and it seemed as if there was something dripping from his left temple down to the corner of his mouth. He reached toward his face, yet it seemed like ages before his hand could reach his temple. There was nothing there. No dampness, no moisture. Nothing.
Then the eyes broke through the mist. They were cold and cruel, ready to inflict pain. He was certain the owner of these eyes could catapult him into insanity. Startled by heart-wrenching screaming, he turned toward the sound and saw a man in agony, writhing in a pool of his own blood. It was so clear, so real.
A calm realization came over David. He was the man who lay there, dying, and begging for help. The man screamed in horror and tried to crawl away, transfixed by the staring eyes.
David’s attention was diverted by loud knocking. Who could that be? He wondered. Strange; it’s dark. I don’t remember turning the light off. His fingers groped for the light switch on the bed lamp and found it was smashed. Hesitantly, the vision still before his eyes, he inched toward the bedroom door. The light in his bedroom came back on; the bed lamp was safely on the night table and undamaged. And the knocking at the door had ceased.
He opened the door, not entirely surprised to find the corridor vacant. Puzzled and terrified, he returned to his room. Sleep was out of the question. He took the journal from the nightstand and began to write.
Sun. July 30, 2023
I dreamed I saw a man being murdered. I’d like to tell myself it was just a bad dream, but I can’t shake the feeling this really happened. What’s more, I think the man was me. Ridiculous, but it was just so vivid and real.
David was reluctant to remain in his bedroom and went to his den, which served as his home office. He spent the rest of the night there with the lights on to keep the shadows away.
Reflecting on this latest episode, an idea struck him. He remembered reading an article about reincarnation. At the time, he’d decided it was nonsense, just sensationalism created by charlatans to con money from frightened and foolish people.
In the middle of the night, after such a terrifying experience, he wasn’t so sure. Maybe there was something to the whole idea of previous lives. He could not stop thinking that this was a memory; that this had already happened. And worse yet, that it had happened to him. 






  
  six
A Visit To The Country
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SUNDAY MORNING DAWNED clear with beautiful summer light filtering through the spaces between the blinds covering the windows. David got out of bed and raised the shades, but this time, the sun did not cheer him. His mind was in a whirl, and he was exhausted after having had little sleep the previous night. A terrible headache raged in the left side of his head. With faltering steps, he finally reached the bathroom. He looked ghastly. Dark circles ringed his eyes, and a vein at the left temple throbbed. 
He leaned his arms against the base of the sink to steady himself, waiting for the wave of nausea to pass. He took a couple of tablets from the bottle of Tylenol he stored in the bathroom cabinet and swallowed them down dry, placed his hand under the faucet and drank some water from his palm to chase the pills down.
How am I going to get through the day? He had been looking forward to seeing Emma, but under these conditions, he wondered if he should cancel their date.
If he didn’t feel any better after breakfast, he’d call Emma and let her know. As he sipped his chamomile tea, he prepared a bowl of oatmeal and topped it with strawberries, blueberries, and pecans.
He wished he had someone to talk to besides the psychiatrist. After years of treatment from experts like Dr. Weiss, he was fed up with the whole process. By now, one of those specialists

      ***
      ***
      ***
      ***
      ***
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