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Chapter 1

	 

	James Kersey was a successful entrepreneur and owner of the Kersey Canning Company in north-eastern New Jersey. Kersey Cans (as it was also known) were an important asset in U.S. kitchens in the eastern United States in 1891. Those were the days before refrigeration, at least the kind we know that uses electricity, Freon and a compressor. In those days large blocks of ice were harvested mainly from frozen lakes and rivers in New England during the winter months and stored in large insulated structures called 'icehouses,' then shipped to homes and businesses that could afford such luxuries.

	      Aside from running a successful company, James was a 55 year old with an eccentric side. He and his wife Carolina were devoted spiritualists. Neither of them claimed any supernatural abilities themselves, but they were quite taken by mediums and attended seances regularly to be dazzled by automatic writing, materialization of spirits and other communications with the spirit world.

	      The Kerseys had not lost any loved ones. Their son was alive and well with a wife and kids in California. However, they paid mediums hefty admission to be chosen to attend these seances—holding hands with other VIP attendees around large dining tables to help breach "the other side." The more hands—preferably ones who could dig into deep pockets—the better. Apparently the spirit world cannot be breached on-the-cheap.

	      Today, James is in his penthouse pestering his wife with relentless tellings of recurrent dreams that he's been having.

	      "Honey, I tell you, it's the same darn scene almost every night for the past month," James tells her. "I'm with four other people. Three men and one woman. And I remember their names. John, Tim, Jeremy and Diana."

	      "How did they look like?"

	      "Well, ordinary-looking. All dressed in common day-clothes like you'd see in the street. Diana wore a fashion and dress similar to you, my dear, with those distinct lace trimmings you so favor."

	      "Ooh! Lace trimmings, like these?" She tugs at the ends of her long sleeves.

	      "Like those, my dear. Yes, and it's always the same. We're standing facing each other arranged in a circle on the lawn in the park. It's broad daylight."

	      "Ooh, like a seance," she adds.

	      "Yes, well, sort of. We're always doing the same thing. Tim, Diana, Jeremy and I are pressuring John if he has the key."

	     "What key?"

	      "That's just it. None of us knows. Not even John. But we kept on pressuring him about it. Like his life depended on it."

	      Later that evening James had the same dream but with a new addition. After breakfast the next morning, James tells Carolina about it.

	      "Well, Carol, I had the same dab-nab-it dream but this time there was something different."

	      "Ooh, tell me."

	      "We're all standing in a circle pressuring John about the key. But now he knows something. He said that the key is a number."

	      "You mean like a code?" she asks.

	      "Damned if I know."

	      After that James never had the dream again.

	***

	      "Please come home safely, my love."

	      Anguished thoughts ran through her mind. Diana Spaulding was a secretary for a local firm in downtown Los Angeles. Her husband, whom she only married two years ago, had been drafted shortly after to join the allied forces against Hitler. She clutched his portrait to her breasts like she did every night right before she went to bed alone.

	      "I love you Tom Spaulding. Come back to me."

	      A ravishing woman in her twenties, she is a fashion conscious one as well. Her contemporary dress-suit hugged her curves graciously. She favored the broad shoulders and knee-length hemlines of the day but she added her own personal touch by incorporating lace trimmed sleeves that peeked out from her jacket sleeves.

	      After her sorrow-tinged reveries ended, she slipped her svelte form into her nightgown to retire for the evening.

	      Tonight she will dream, but not of her faraway love. She will have the same recurring dream she'd had for the last month. She is standing outdoors in the daytime in a circle with four other people facing one another. She knows their names. James, Tim, Jeremy and John. They are all dressed in contemporary clothes except for James who looks like he belongs in a Sherlock Holms novel. He even has a long curly moustache. She and the rest are pressuring John if he's got the key. It's been the same dream every time but this instance it's different. John says that the key is a number. 

	      She wakes. It's one sixteen in the morning. Diana kept diaries and tonight she will add this unusual turn in her recurring dream as the latest entry. After she writes, she rests her head on her downy pillow, a little wonderstruck by her dreams, and falls asleep.

	      She never had that recurring dream again in her life.

	***

	      On November 2, 1966 at approximately 7 PM on Interstate 77 close to Mineral Wells, West Virginia, Jeremy Roster was heading home from a visit with one of his college friends. The weather was gray and drizzly. On the opposite side of the highway, he saw a flat panel truck parked just off the road and a man dressed in a long black coat, with dark tanned skin and slicked-back black hair, talking to the driver by the driver's side window. The man had his arms crossed and his hands tucked under his armpits.

	      Jeremy thought it was a bit unusual, for he had traveled this way dozens of times and never saw so much as a guy changing a tire on this strip before. West Virginia just wasn't very exciting. He shrugged and went on his way.

	      Less than 5 minutes afterwards, he saw a dark object in the sky in front of him. He stared at it for a moment and the object began to descend rapidly. As it came closer, he could make out that it was some sort of flying craft; dark grey, about the size of a trailer and smooth, no wings, flaring at both ends and narrowing down to a small neck and then enlarging in a bulge in the center.

	      How can that thing be airborne? he thought. The object swooped over his car, flashed a bright light on him and went out of view. He tried to find it in the sky again but could not.

	      Shaken and puzzled, he drove home to his small apartment.

	      The next day the local news was abuzz with a story of the previous day. The news said that a local salesman named Woodrow, "Woody," Derenberger had an incredible encounter with what appeared to be "spacemen" on Interstate 77 around 7 PM while parked in his flat panel truck. The story went on to describe the spacecraft and the occupant who came out of it to speak to Woody as he sat in his truck.

	      The spacecraft was described exactly as Jeremy had seen it fly over his car. The occupant was described exactly as the man he had seen on the road yesterday.

	      Excited, he ran to the phone to call the police to confirm the story as an eyewitness. Just as he approached the phone, it rang. A little startled, he picked up the receiver.

	      "Hello?"

	      A grave metallic male voice sounded from the phone.

	      "Jeremy Roster?"

	      "Yes?"

	      "We know what you have seen. If you value your life, you will forget about what you saw." Then the line went dead.

	      "Hello? Hello?"

	       Nothing.

	       Confused, he then considered the warning. Who the hell was that? How did they know? And who are 'they?'

	       Jeremy was, shall we say, not confrontational. He always took the safe road. He was a young man who valued his future and his health. He avoided pain like the plague. He was not the sort to risk his butt over something like this. He lived alone in a small apartment working on his law degree. He had a bright future ahead. He placed the phone down and forgot the whole thing.

	      Or tried to.

	      He laid in bed awake that night unable to sleep. The recent events just kept running around there in his head.

	       Suddenly, he saw a bright light, like a spot light, grow brighter outside his window. He sat up, startled, and a second later the light flashed, like a flash bulb, and he was out. Fast asleep.

	      He began to dream.

	      He is sitting watching TV in his apartment. He hears a knock. He answers the front door and the man he had seen on the road is there.

	      "Hello Jeremy. Do you know who I am?" the man asks with a broad grin on his face.

	      Recognizing him, Jeremy is flustered yet opens his mouth to respond but the man cuts in.

	      "I am Indriid. Indriid Cold." He keeps on grinning. A wide toothy grin.

	      "Please come with me so you can meet some people," Indriid says.

	      "Who...who do you want  me to meet?"

	      "The very good people." 

	      Indriid's long black coat floats like a cape as he walks to a group of individuals standing in broad daylight on Jeremy's front lawn. There are three men and one woman standing in a circle facing each other. They all turn to look at Jeremy who is still standing at his front door. Indriid keeps grinning and the others smile gently at Jeremy.

	      Jeremy walks over to them. Two of the men are dressed in contemporary clothes but one man is dressed in something like a late 1800s Victorian-era costume. The woman is young and quite stunning but her get up and hair-do are old fashioned. Something right out of a 1940s Noir flick. She raises her hand to him and he notices the lace trimmings at her sleeves. She takes his hand and leads him to a space in their circle, seemingly reserved for him.

	      "Jeremy, this is Diana, James, Tim and John. The good ones," Indriid says.

	      "Hello Jeremy," they all state together.

	      "H—hello."

	      Indriid slowly motions with his hand. "John over there needs the key." Indriid points to a young man in his late-20s/early-30s, dressed in 1960s clothes.

	      All of a sudden, the other three start rattling on to John, again and again, about the key.

	      "The key, John! You need the key! Get the key! You have to find the key!"

	      They pressure him over and over. John stands silently.

	      Indriid turns to Jeremy. "You need to ask him about the key," he says. Jeremy looks at him confused.

	      Indriid shouts, "Do it now!" His grin dissolving into a stern serious glare. "Ask him about the key, Jeremy!"

	      Jeremy turns to John and begins to do what the others are doing. "John get the key! You need the key! Do you have it? You need the key!"

	      After a moment of this, Indriid Cold walks into the center of the circle and raises his hand.

	      They all stop.

	      Indriid then turns to John. "What is the key?" he asks him.

	      "The key is a number," John answers.

	      "What number?"

	      "I...I don't know."

	      Indriid turns to Jeremy and states, no longer grinning,

	      "The number is ... in time."

	***

	      It's a bright sunny day and Tim Lindholm is driving his family home from the movies. He and his young wife named Sherry and their two kids, a boy and a girl in elementary school, have just seen the brand new movie "Back to the Future" starring Michael J. Fox. 

	      "That was a rad movie, wasn't it kids? " John asks, glancing in the rearview mirror.

	      "Yeah!" the two kids shout from the back seat.

	      "I definitely like Marty McFly much better than that asshole Alex Keaton from the show," Sherry adds.

	      "Yeah," Tim answers.

	      Sherry screams, "Tim look out!"

	      A car coming full speed on the intersection ran the red light and slams into their car hitting Tim's side full force.

	      After the noise, there is blackness, but Tim can still hear Sherry calling frantically.

	      "Tim! Tim! Are you okay?! Tim!"

	      Then silence...

	      Blackness...

	      Voices... So many voices. All talking at once. And singing. Like opera. A soprano sings a solo refrain in a foreign language. And blackness.

	      But soon a light is seen. Far away in the distance. The voices ebb away. The light gets brighter and a huge tunnel becomes apparent leading to the light. And Tim is in this tunnel, floating, as if weightless. There are shapes of many, many people standing around who become more apparent as the light in the distance grows brighter.

	      He sees his dead grandparents there amongst the crowd beaming with smiles as if welcoming him as he floats slowly on and on towards the bright light. He feels peace. No pain at all.

	     He passes his grandparents until they are out of view. Tim floats on and passes the crowds where he then sees a figure dressed all in white standing alone just up ahead. It's a man—his dead father, standing on the dark surface, arms open, in white robes. Tim approaches him floating then lands on his feet in front of his father.

	      "Dad!" 

	      Tim dashes to him and embraces him. The older man, still standing with his arms outstretched, slowly enfolds them around his son. The two men release their embrace and Tim, teary-eyed, says, "Well, I guess this is it, Dad. I'm joining you. I guess I didn't make it in that crash."

	      "It's good to be with you again, my boy," his father states warmly.

	      "Same here, Dad. Who would have thought that Mom would outlive both of us? She's still doing fine in Arkansas."

	      "I know, Tim. But you are going to be with her very soon again—and not here."

	      "What do you mean?"

	      "You are not dead. So you can't cross over into the light."

	      "Where am I?"

	      "You are merely at the boundary. As soon as the medics do their job, you will return."

	      Tim stares at him with puzzlement. "But there is a message you will bring back with you," his father tells him.

	      "What is it?"

	      His father motions with his hand as if calling for someone. Four people walk out of the darkness into view. Three men and one woman. They walk over near them and arrange themselves in a circle facing each other.

	      "Tim, this is Diana, James, John and Jeremy."

	      The group then says all at once, "Hello Tim." 

	      Tim just nods back. "Are they dead too?"

	      "No, my son. Like I said, this is only a boundary. Come, son. Stand with them." 

	      He gently takes his son's hand and leads him to a spot in their circle. Tim notices that James is dressed in an old Victorian-era costume and Diana looks like she's from the 1940s. Jeremy is wearing a gaudy, colorful, paisley imprinted long-sleeve shirt with a collar and white slacks right out of the 1960s. John is contemporary enough wearing loose-fitting blue jeans and a black T-shirt with a plaid long shirt over it.

	      Suddenly, they start urging John about the key, over and over again.

	      "What's happening?" Tim asks his father next to him.

	     "You must do the same, Tim. Ask John if he's got the key and that he needs it. It's urgent."

	      "What—why?"

	      "Just do it, my boy. You must trust me. Do what they do."

	      Tim looks at his father with puzzlement but thinks to himself that now that his father lives with God, he must know what he's talking about. Tim begins to do what the others are doing. "John find the key! Do you have it? You need the key!" 

	      After a moment of this, Tim's father walks into the center of their circle and raises his hand.

	      They all stop.

	       Solemnly, the old man turns to John. "What's the key, John?"

	      "The key is a number."

	      "What number?"

	      "I...I don't know." 

	      Tim looks on at the conversation with puzzlement. Tim's father walks over to him and tells him, "The number is in what your mother and I gave you at birth, my son."

	      Suddenly, Tim feels a jarring free falling sensation. He sees his surroundings stretch along the contours of the vast tunnel. The stretching image becomes brighter and suddenly retracts like an enormous stretched rubber band snapping back after being pulled to its limits. 

	      And just as suddenly, he is in a hospital room as he slowly opens his eyes. He feels pain all over his body and he lies in a hospital bed with several tubes attached to him and a respirator in his mouth. His wife and kids are there in good shape, teary-eyed, but beaming with smiles.

	      "Tim!" "Daddy!"

	      They rush over to his side. He's back.



	
Chapter 2

	 

	On November 1, 1996, John Klee, a young college graduate, began working as an accountant in North Building 1 on the 100th floor of the World Trade Center, New York. It was now January 1999 and he was moving up in the world with an impressive list of clients. His office on the 100th floor was secure and he made enough to rent a sweet, large studio apartment on the Upper West Side.

	      He was a practical, level-headed young man. Freewheeling, attractive, he liked to wine and dine good-looking lady New Yorkers without worrying too much about attachments. He preferred to play the field, just like his buddies who were also financially secure, rather than settling down.     

	      John had a secret that he told no one, for he thought it was so stupid that if he told anyone who knew him they'd disown him in a precious New York minute. He knew he was not crazy. He didn't do drugs or drink excessively. But he was, by now, pretty sure what he was experiencing was real. At least real enough to take seriously.

	      Since he began working at the World Trade Center, he noticed the same numbers showed up frequently at the most unexpected times. The most common instances were when he looked at his watch or a clock.

	      Now, everyone knows what number to dial in case of an emergency. You dial 9-1-1. Several times in a day when he glanced at his watch (being a New Yorker he did this a lot) the time would read a relevant variation of 9-1-1. Sometimes, 9:11. Other times it would be 11:09 or 10:19 or 01:19, or upside down like, 11:06, 01:16 or 06:11. The clock/watch thing got so frequent, that whenever it happened he would curse under his breath, "Fuck, not again." Sometimes when he had to know the time, he just wouldn't look at his watch and simply ask a passer-by. Did this fix the problem? 

	      Hell no. Sometimes the passer-by would say any combination of 9-1-1.

	      Sometimes he'd wake from a dream in the middle of the night and find the dreaded numbers staring back at him, inscribed by those evil red lasers of his bedside digital clock.

	      And it wasn't just timepieces. Just the other day he was watching the news getting ready for a client and the hot 'talking head' babe ended her teleprompt by pausing for a moment. Her face suddenly got uncharacteristically serious and seemed to glare right at him from the TV screen. She then said, "We'll be right back. It's 9:11 AM in the morning."

	      He would find the combination almost everywhere. When he read a book, a pivotal part would be on page 119 or 161 or 116 or 191... When he read a newspaper or magazine—same thing. A lot of his clients would arrive at any combination of those times. The appointment would be for 9 AM or 11 AM or 6 PM, but they seemed to walk in the door or call up at precisely 9 or 11 minutes after.

	      This shit was starting to get on his nerves. This was happening far too frequently to just be coincidental. In fact, the law of averages should not allow for the frequency of this shit. The office door number of the office right across from his was number 116! He recently moved to a new office on that floor, complaining that he just wanted a better view. What a lie.

	      Let's not forget that every time a cop drove by on the street, there it was—emblazoned on the side of the police car. Big as the sun.

	      Now, everyone's heard of that friendly neighborhood corner convenience store (usually with a Hindi-American or Arabian-American working behind the counter). Less frequently, but far too often to be just coincidental, John would notice 7-1-1 as well. Seriously. This 711 combination served as a kind of supporting number to the star number 911.

	 

	      John had a young Asian-American friend named Lee Yin who worked as a sound recording engineer in the music and movie industries. John knew that Lee was into the supernatural but John, having no interest in that at all, rarely talked to him about it. John finally decided to let someone in on his secret and decided it would be Lee. Considering the "spooky" quality of his experience, maybe Lee could shed some light on it.

	      The two guys met up at the park and John brought lunch. Lee was actually intrigued by John's account, but before he gave his opinion, he asked him, "Do you see something right now with the number?"

	      "I've been seeing it constantly while I've been talking to you," John responds. John lifts his bottle of Snapple and points to the expiration date: Best if used by 11-19-99.

	      Lee gasps. "Holy shit," he says. John breaks a smile.

	      "Oh fuck. John, what time is it now?" John looks at his watch and shows it to Lee. 11:19 AM.

	      "No way!" Lee looks at his own watch. "No wait, mine says 11:18—oh!—it's 11:19 now."

	      They both smile at each other.

	      "Have you ever heard of synchronicity?" Lee asks him.

	      "Sure. It's one of my favorite albums by one of my favorite bands. The Police."

	      "Ha-ha. No. Synchronicity is a theory that says that every mind in the universe is linked in some way and when we encounter a meaningful coincidence, it's like the universe is sending us a message. If you believe in synchronicity, like I do, then you will usually key in to some repeated meaningful coincidence. Usually a number that keeps showing up. Mine is the number 3. Many people see 11:11 on the clock over and over but I've never heard of 9:11 or even 7:11. I do notice my number, 3, from time to time, but nowhere near the frequency you're describing."

	      John looks skeptical. "Hmm. I don't believe in any of that stuff. To me the universe is random and it achieved a general order out of chaos over billions of years since the Big Bang. A sort of equilibrium was eventually achieved, through the laws of physics, naturally, over this incredible length of time."

	      "That's the conventional theory," Lee replies. "The one polite society teaches in school books."

	      "But I don't believe in that, Lee. How can synchronicity be happening to me if I don't believe in it?"

	      "It doesn't matter what you believe, John. What is ... is. Now, you need to find out what it means."

	      "I don't know, Lee. This shit sounds hokey."

	      "John, I can refer to you some good books on the subject."

	      "Hmm. I guess."



	
Chapter 3

	 

	John was doing so well at his brokerage and accounting firm that he was given a paid summer vacation. So he packed his bags and went to stay with his parents at their home in California. The first week of June he arrived to a warm welcome at their Orange county home. It was a nice two-story lake side property and quiet as a church. His parents had all the amenities, including dial-up internet in every bedroom. Four of them to be exact. 

	      In his room, he pondered over the last several months since January when he spoke to Lee. The three synchronicity books Lee recommended lay half-read back in New York. John just couldn't get into them. Too pseudoscientific. No scientific rigor to their claims. Too many anecdotal unverifiable accounts. Pure bunk, he thought.

	      He did discover one subject that interested him in one of those books. Lucid dreaming. He got several books on how to teach yourself how to lucid dream. Lucid dreaming is a practice that anyone can learn rather quickly to become fully aware or "awake" within a dream but remain asleep and dreaming. What fascinated him was that it's relatively easy to accomplish and one can actually change or alter the dream at will. The prospects for wish and fantasy fulfillment attracted him. He still dreamed normally most of the time. There is no magic bullet to lucid dream whenever one wants, but one can increase the chances of becoming "lucid" in a dream.

	      One interesting turn of events that he noticed after he moved into his parents’ home was that the 9-1-1 synchronicity-type stuff that he experienced since 1996, had almost entirely disappeared. He hardly noticed it at all. Days would go by and not one incident. He would look at his watch from time to time and the numbers were random. By July he convinced himself that it was just the hustle-and-bustle of work and city life that caused him to look at the time more often than normal and a higher anxiety level made him notice details more as well. He reasoned it was this stress that made it all seem real but, in reality, it was all in his head.

	      Since February John had become a proficient lucid dreamer and had at least three a week, usually more. He used it mainly for wish and fantasy fulfillment. He could have sex with anyone he wished—movie stars, singers and other celebrities, his high school sweetheart just as she was then, the hot 'talking head' babe on the news, anyone.

	      He had this Rockstar fantasy, so he performed as "John the Freak" in front of a roaring crowd of thousands. He traversed tall buildings in a single bound as "John Man," mild-mannered accountant by day, supersonic superhero by night.

	      His lucid dreaming wasn't perfect, however, and on occasion, he would wake up at the best parts. He also found that he couldn't control or change the dream all the time. Sometimes, in the dream, he'd try and try but nothing would change. Recently, he started having nightmares when he became lucid in a dream. So, instead of enjoying a favorable fantasy, he would spend his lucid dream time avoiding and fighting off monsters and other horrors the dream would throw at him. And he couldn't make them go away, either. Sometimes he would suddenly become lucid in a dream but, just then, a loud, rowdy person would barge into the dream, or he'd get distracted by some other intrusion, and he'd regress back to normal unaware dreaming.

	      So, all the fun he had in the first weeks and months of lucid dreaming became harder and harder to have as time went on, which didn't really make sense to him. It's almost as if something was not wanting him to become lucid in dreams more and more. He'd wake up and pound his fist on the pillow with frustration. "How come every time I become lucid, now, something goes wrong?" he said to himself.

	 

	      Eventually, the final week of August arrived and he would soon have to return to New York. One day during that week his parents went out for the day and he decided to rummage through their large attic. He had grown up in that house and felt a bit nostalgic. All his old shit was there from when he was a kid.

	      He moved a large box that was resting against the attic wall and noticed that a floorboard
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