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      As always and forever, to my husband, Larry

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        One does not become enlightened by imagining figures of light, but by making the darkness conscious.

        CARL JUNG
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            PROLOGUE

          

          FAJARDO, NORTHEAST PUERTO RICO

        

      

    

    
      The boys had screamed for help, and no one heard them, except me. I sat at my bedroom desk doing my homework. I had a vision. I stared at my Bon Jovi poster, but I could see them.

      Young twins tread water far offshore and shouted for help. How they got there, I didn’t know. The ocean surge carried them down to the bottom of a swell, lifting them high over lazy waves. But the swells increased and waves curled, showering them with foam. I could focus, like I had binoculars, on their wide-eyed, fearful expressions. Fuzzy lights emanated from what appeared to be a yacht in a misty haze motoring toward them. Three well-lit small windows shone from its side. A spotlight roamed the murky water and pinpointed the boys. They screamed again in Spanish as they watched the boat approach and waved their arms while trying to stay above the moving waterline.

      The Obsesión pulled up next to them. It snatched them from the sea and placed them into a dark dungeon-like cabin below deck.

      They silently cried for help even though they had been pulled from the sea. I didn’t understand.

      “Boys, Mamá, twins, in Obsesión… need help!” I said in broken English.

      She had insisted that we learn English because she planned for us to eventually move to America.

      Mother had hurried to the phone and called the dockmaster. He knew the boat. She said she had a vision and he must look for the boat because young twin boys were on it and not safe.

      The dockmaster, well known in our town and a believer in the psychic powers of the universe, as well as in my mother and her family.

      He had the police boat search for the vessel before the storm hit.

      Sure enough, when they found the boat, the boys were tied together in one of the cabins, nude. The police arrested the captain and his crew for human trafficking. The police were tight-lipped about how they broke up the trafficking ring, but the dockmaster came forward and credited my mother for the vision. She didn’t dispute it. A photo of the beautiful face of the psychic who saved the twins appeared in newspapers across the island. Within a few months, my mother was famous and, with my younger brother, Pedro, on her way to the mainland to appear on TV shows.

      But their plane crashed. Papá and I buried my mother and brother, along with my guilt and all my abilities.
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      I ambled down our road in Sleepy Hollow, New York, past a countryside dappled with farms and houses, and watched the sun rise. The weather had been unseasonably hot, even for June.

      Our dogs, Question and Answer, raced across our weed-infested lawn to the porch door. The head-clearing scent of hazelnut coffee greeted us as soon as we barged through the screened-in porch, into the kitchen.

      “Good morning, darlin’,” Kevin, my husband greeted me, his Irish accent thick. “The day wasn’t waitin’ on you, I see.” He poured the dogs their morning kibble.

      “No. Hot out there again today,” I said as I sat at the kitchen table and watched the dogs devour their food.

      He poured my coffee and placed the Almost Human, Just Add Coffee mug next to me. He smiled and added, “You have calls on your cell.”

      “I’ll wait a bit today before answering them. I really don’t want any more clients. I feel like I’ve been in a good space especially with the clients I see now. I’m looking forward to taking more time off—learn Tai Chi and rejoin the hiking group. It’s been a while.”

      “Well deserved, Darlin’.”

      I picked up my cell from the round, antique kitchen table, disconnected the charging cord, and stared out the kitchen window over the sink at the tall sapling across the road. Something moved behind the tree—a split second in time. I jumped backward, as if the tree would grab me.

      “Another busy morning,” he added, peeking over my shoulder. “You look happy, but tired.”

      “I am—a little tired, but that’s it.” I sipped my coffee. “I had a great dream last night,” I moved to the table. “A youngish man offered me a job in New York City. I followed him to where gold brownstones line the street, but his office was a shining silver silo with hay. We rode the elevator to the top floor, and his office was monstrous. It took up the whole floor. He showed me what my job entailed. I would run several bookstores in the city, and I could work most of it remote, only going into the city one day a week. I would talk to the managers and get a sense of how things were going, sales and the like. No going into an office every day. I said, ‘where do I sign’?”

      Kevin laughed. “Did you sign?”

      “I did. I signed on to be his right-hand lady. I felt elated!”

      “Sounds like it might be time for my lass to retire. And you know you can at any time.”

      “He disappeared. His office disappeared, and no signed paper. So weird.”

      “At least you not be havin’ those dreams again, like the ones years ago?” Kevin frowned.

      “No, I’ve been much happier with all that behind me. Although I wasn’t in the dream, nor was anyone else I know—a dream of what’s to come. Clairvoyance. Still, I don’t think it was prophetic. None of that has been in my life for quite some time.”

      I sipped my coffee. “This one was a peaceful dream, even though the opportunity disappeared. Hey, the road was constructed in gold. Maybe we’re going to win the lottery.”

      “We ‘have to be in it, to win it’. Isn’t that how the saying goes?” Kevin picked up his green coffee mug with white lettering that read Dr. Kevin Smith, Veterinarian with a photo of his first pony in West Cork, Ireland, and his office phone number. I bought him his first mug as a Christmas present the year he opened his practice. “Yep.” I smiled. “I guess I should check the messages.”

      I picked up the phone and headed into my office off the kitchen, tapping my forehead. “Oh, I remembered: Linda wants a Shepherd-lab mix. She’s given up men and wants a dog, big. friendly, smooching buddy,” I said. I giggled thinking of my close friend, six-foot Linda holding a squirmy three-month old puppy in her arms.

      Kevin smiled. “I’ll contact the shelters. A Shepherd-lab mix it is—big, smooching, friendly, to replace her men.” He nodded, smiled, and shook his head. “I have to get to the Welsh pony now. He needs his shots, and his hoof needs bandaging. I’ll take the dogs with me.”

      “Might be home late today,” I said as I clicked on my cell phone messages.

      “Okay. Don’t forget your lunch like you did on Friday.” He headed out, dogs at his heels.

      I sipped my coffee as I listened.

      “Dr. Smith, my name is Dr. Rachel McCormick, and I would like to make an appointment to see you at your earliest convenience.” She sounded proper and a bit older, an elitist. There was a long, thought-filled pause. “I think it best to discuss the matter during our appointment time. It’s about my son, Mel. I am an English professor at NYU and I am not available on Thursdays and Friday mornings. Thank you.”

      Dr. Rachel McCormick in the English Department at New York University sounded calm and cool on her cell message, too, and proper. I flashed back to my college years and acclimating to the pace of city life. I loved studying Psychology and Philosophy. I fell in love with the city, and made friends easily. Fond memories.

      “Hello, Dr. McCormick,” I left a message. “This is Dr. Anna Smith returning your call. It’s now eight-thirty and I can see you at ten.” I gave her my address as I calculated the accurate amount of time I needed. “Please let me know if that time is convenient for you.” I added two more possible times.

      I hoped to hear from her in a few hours, but not for the ten o’clock session. I wanted a lazy morning.

      I sipped my hazelnut coffee and checked my cell phone for other messages. The date flashed like a streak of lightning in a starless sky: June 5th—the day Papá and I buried Mother and Pedro. Sadness struck me. Hard.

      Oh my, I thought. I don’t usually think of her, not even on the Day of the Dead. “Just go take a shower,” I muttered, but stayed put as Rachel’s energy hung above me like exhaled cigarette smoke.

      My cell phone dinged twice. Linda.

      “Good morning. Isn’t this early for you?” I asked her surprised.

      “I have a client coming in so I’ll be quick. My Hypnotic Association newsletter came in yesterday and featured an article about Psychics and Hypnotists unraveling other realms. The article mentioned your mother as one of the world’s best psychics. They didn’t print photos but revisited the story about her rescuing those boys.”

      Shit! Damn it to hell.

      “Thanks for letting me know. Thank God my name is totally changed.”

      “Gotta go, later. I’ll send you the article.”

      “Nope. Don’t.”

      “Okay. Later.”

      Memories of my mother and brother, and our dog, Hombre, invaded my mind. He had jumped on my bed when I was nine and told me he was dying. In my mind, he said, Me estoy muriendo. The occurrence had flashed so quickly I had no idea what was happening. I woke up my always-patient Papá, and he woke up my not-so-patient psychic mother. Both assured me Hombre would be fine.

      Mother found him dead the following morning. Later that day, a dark cloud appeared above me and lingered for weeks.

      Me estoy muriendo, I repeated to myself, envisioning Pedro—young, vibrant, fun—and dead.

      Papá had sent me Mother’s writings and books last week, too. Could he subconsciously have sent them, remembering the horrible date was thirty years ago? He wants me to read her writings. I bet that’s it, too, a strong anniversary reaction. Wow, all this at once. I had completed my own therapy years ago and felt at home with the person I am now.

      “Anna!” Kevin’s voice snapped me back to reality. “It’s eight forty-five. Are you goin’ to work late today?” He eased onto a kitchen chair next to me, grabbing papers he must have forgotten. “Where were you? You driftin’ farther away—that’s twice just this morning.” He touched my hand.

      “Oh, nowhere, really.” Where would I begin?

      “Hmm,” he muttered as he searched my eyes. I stared at my coffee.

      “Better get going. I’ll skip the shower today. Maybe seeing a new client at ten.” I turned toward Kevin. “You have animals to attend to, and we have a barbecue with Mac and Helen later, and our anniversary trip to plan.”

      “A mighty big list for a Monday. We best be gettin’ to it. You sure you’re up to takin’ on this new client? You just mentioned retirement.”

      “Well, today is the anniversary of Mother’s death. Thirty years. I usually don’t remember. So long ago. Maybe that’s what’s going on?” I skipped sharing Linda’s call.

      I placed the Almost Human mug in the sink and glanced again at the sapling. Movement caught my eye again. Yes, something was behind the tree, as though questioning my grip on reality. Its presence caused a denseness to the usually skimpy branches. A deer perhaps? No, maybe a shadow from the clouds on the leaves? Probably.

      “Sounds like good reason to be upset today. I’m sorry, darlin’. Thirty years, a long time, and your mother—she had a great impact on your life.”

      “Yes, she did. Nothing I can’t handle, though.” I rinsed the mug, wishing I could rinse my mind as easily. I placed the cup on our worn dish mat and put my mind on hold.

      “Talkin’ about handling, Scout has returned again. Question and Answer are no longer barking at the rascal raccoon, and he’s becoming less afraid.” Kevin headed toward the porch.

      “Has he braved stepping onto it?” I asked.

      “Not yet,” Kevin said as he opened the door.

      “Soon,” I said. “Fear fades with familiarity.”
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      My office was located off Broadway in Nyack. I heard from Dr. McCormick and wanted to make certain to be in my office twenty minutes early. I parked my Camry behind the professional building. I was still thinking about the shadow behind the sapling—the one I’d been watching grow for five years. Calm down and focus, I urged myself. At least I remembered the tuna sandwich Kevin had prepared for me. I moseyed to my second-floor office, a huge upgrade from the first-floor closet-sized office where I began my practice many years ago. Kevin, completely unfazed by my profession, had quoted George Bernard Shaw’s statement about the Irish and psychotherapy before we married: “This is one race of people for whom psychoanalysis is of no use whatsoever.”

      The summer heat stifled the air in the small reception area. I clicked on the air-conditioner, unlocked the office door, and stepped into another furnace. Sweat trickled down my neck, soaking through my navy linen dress.

      I dropped my overflowing briefcase on my office chair, turned up the air conditioner to full, and headed to the coffee shop on Main, a couple of blocks away.

      Charlie, the white, curly-haired manager with warm blue eyes, smiled, and nodded as I waited my turn in a rare short line. I returned the greeting and watched as he ordered my latte ahead of the other patrons.

      As I went to pay, Charlie glanced several times over my left shoulder.

      “How are you today, Charlie?”

      “Well, you know my daughter, who left her no-good husband?”

      “Yes, did something happen?”

      Charlie glimpsed again over my shoulder.

      “She’s gone back to him!”

      “Oh Charlie, that happens. She took the first step. She may have to leave him several times before she can actually say good-bye.”

      “Yeah, maybe. I worry.” He lowered his head and whispered, “Listen, there’s a strange guy staring at you. Don’t look now, but he’s to your right when you get your latte. About six feet—well, taller than me—black shining hair, dark eyes.”

      “Thanks. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      I turned. The tall, dark-haired man was staring at me, an intense, eye-to-eye glare. He held my attention for a moment before leaving.

      Creepy.

      Back in my office, I glanced at my watch, five minutes before ten. A large daily calendar rested on my antique Mission-style desk. The desk held a maroon clay pen holder my professor, mentor, and now friend, Dr. Julius Mueller, had given me when I earned my PhD. There were photos of our dogs as puppies and a more recent snapshot of Kevin and me on Mac and Helen’s boat on the Hudson River near West Point. I set my bag and briefcase on the floor. The familiar squeak of my tan leather desk chair sounded as I leaned back, sipped my latte, inhaled, and thought about Rachel McCormick’s phone call. I exhaled slowly trying to relax.

      After Rachel, four more familiar clients were scattered throughout the afternoon, one of whom had a daughter threatening to run away, another questioning her psychic abilities.

      I was reading an article that Linda sent on curing depression and anxiety, my specialty, through hypnosis and regressive therapy, when Rachel entered the waiting room at five after ten. I greeted her.

      Dr. Rachel McCormick epitomized a socialite, not a professor. She wore what looked like an Armani slack suit, diamonds, and designer heels that made my feet ache just looking at them. Well, my feet ached all the time, a family problem, and they had to hold my chunky five-foot-five body.

      I introduced myself. She shook the ends of my fingertips, sat in the brown leather recliner next to the couch, crossed her legs, and leaned forward, as if she had difficulty hearing. She scanned me as I eased into my therapy chair, across from her, and didn’t like what she saw. She appeared unflustered, while I felt an urgency to discuss a disturbing matter. I handed her papers, I explained, she would have to read and sign.

      “I’ll only be able to stay thirty-five minutes. I have another meeting I have to run to, but you’ll get your whole fee, of course, and I’ll sign the papers and drop them off this afternoon on my way home. I live in Briarcliff Manor, across the bridge.”

      Control issues? A dump and run?

      “Okay,” I said. “When you called, you said you wanted to talk about your son?”

      She stared blankly into space, exhaled, and added, “You don’t want to know what’s so important that I should miss almost half of a session about my son?”

      “Since we are short on time, I would like to hear more about what brings you in today. You mentioned your son. It must be terribly important if you are fitting this into your busy schedule.”

      “Yes, we should talk about Mel.”

      “Let’s begin with what concerns you.”

      “Well, as a mother, you can imagine. How many children do you have?”

      I didn’t think our long-haired black and tan Shepherd, Question, and our apricot Royal Standard Poodle, Answer, and wayward Scout that we couldn’t get to leave, or stay, counted as children.

      “Since this is your time, let’s just talk about you and Mel. Can you tell me a little about him? What does he do? Does he have other siblings? How old is he, by the way?”

      The back of her hand jerked toward me. “Of course, you know, I love him.”

      Okay, out of the blue. Other issues going on here.

      “What do you love about him?”

      “Every mother loves her child. Mel knows I love him. I would never do anything to hurt my boys.”

      Hurt her boys?

      “Boys?”

      “Yes, two,” she said, shifting uncomfortably in her seat. “Mel is thirty-four, and Richard just turned thirty-two. Mel owns a bookstore, Book Smart, in the city on Seventh Avenue.”

      A bookstore? Books were in my dream.

      “He’s gay. He lives on Jane Street with his partner, Connor.” She lowered her head, and spoke to her knee, muttering now. “His father was never home and when he was, he was drunk.” She sat upright, adjusted her shoulders and patted her neatly combed, over-sprayed brown hair.

      “Was your husband an alcoholic?” I asked.

      We sat in silence for grueling seconds, the hum of the air conditioner our only accompaniment. 

      “No, Dr. Smith. He would say, ‘I like to unwind,’ she did the quotes in the air thing, when he returned from overseas. He had a high-pressure job, and he constantly worried about money. That’s what caused his heart attack.”

      “Heart attack?” The plot thickened. “I’m sorry to hear that. When did he have the heart attack?” I switched my position in my seat.

      “Oh, after Mel graduated from college. About ten years ago-ish.”

      Ish?

      “Did he have a heart attack at home?”

      “Yes. I was there. He was yelling at me again. He grabbed his heart and called for Mel, who raced into our bedroom and called nine-one-one. Well, if you must know the truth, I was about to leave him. Our relationship died many years before he did, and for reasons I’d rather not go into. I’d already found someone else.”

      Oh Jesus.

      “Did the boys know that you found someone else?” I asked.

      “I don’t think so. Mel was oblivious to me. Richard was never home, one baseball game after another, football, basketball. He often stayed over at his friends’ houses, drove motorcycles; he was quite the daredevil. I don’t think he liked being home. They looked so much alike but were so different. Not unlike other siblings, I guess.” She adjusted the crease in her already perfect slacks. The doctor had lifted, once again, her impervious, intellectual shield.

      “What concerns you about him?” I asked, trying to get back to the phone call. 

      “It’s preposterous to think that your child knows your thoughts, right?” She scanned the room, settling on the two philodendrons on my bookshelf, a bookshelf thick with dust. “If you have children, Doctor, you would know that you can sense what they are about to say, and they can predict what you are going to say.” She refocused on my eyes.

      “Are you concerned that Mel can read your thoughts?”

      This was getting more and more interesting. 

      She rubbed her temples and frowned.

      “Are you okay?”

      “I’ve taken an extra dose of my headache pills. I suffer from migraines.” She touched her temple. “Sometimes I have to take a tranquilizer.”

      A tranquilizer? Abusive husband. Died in front of her—while yelling at her no less. Guilt? Depression? Maybe dissociation? I needed more info.

      “Do you feel depressed?”

      “You obviously haven’t had migraines, doctor. They could depress anyone.”

      “Did you think Mel could read your mind? Is that your concern? Richard, too?” I brought the session to the children again, as I fidgeted a bit in my therapy chair and re-crossed my ankles.

      We needed to stay grounded. What was her problem with her son, now sons?

      “Mel was always at home. Pain in the ass, following me around, asking me if I was okay, and if I was going out that night, calling his father at the drop of a hat. Sitting and reading. Reading and sitting. Worked part-time in a book store, but he was mostly home. He always tried to please his father. They would whisper behind my back. I could hear them talking about me.”

      Now we’re getting somewhere. She did not have a good relationship with her husband or her son. Mel probably knew about the affair.

      “Do you know what they were whispering about? Ever hear any of it?”

      “No, what does it matter anyway?” 

      “Was Mel ever angry with you during this time?”

      “He’s always bringing up the fact that I called him Moloch when he was young, but only when he acted like a little devil. See I’m an expert on John Milton, and of course, ‘Paradise Lost.’”

      “Wasn’t Moloch the supreme devil in Hell, who sacrificed children and murdered the innocent?” I asked straining to remember John Milton’s horrible verses about hell and Satan.

      Wow! This gets weirder with each answer. 

      “Yes. You’ve heard of him. He was a bit misunderstood, actually maybe more than a bit, but we won’t go into that.”

      What a horrible thing to do to a child. Who names their child after the devil—even before he becomes a little devil?

      “Do you ever call him that now?”

      “Oh sure, whenever he gives me that evil stare, I tease him and say, ‘Stop it, Moloch. I know you’re angry with me.’ He stops and just smirks.”

      “He’s always brought up the fact that I loved Richard more—just natural sibling stuff.”

      “Did you?”

      “I love my sons equally, Doctor.”

      Circular reasoning, generalizations, all emotional avoidance.

      “Did Mel and Richard like each other?”

      “Richard adored Mel, but Mel had little to do with Richard. Older brother, younger brother thing? Richard would tease him and call him Melvin. Mel hated the name Melvin. That’s not unusual, right? Although sometimes Richard would call Mel, Moloch, too. It doesn’t mean anything anymore.”

      I wondered about that. Moloch, the worst devil in hell?

      “Depends on the relationship. Do you think both Mel and Richard can read your mind?”

      “I don’t think Richard can. He’s buying a winery in Sonoma, California and needs me to sign over cash to cover for his loan. He’s overinvested in a computer company, a start-up in San Francisco that’s doing well. The bank says he doesn’t have enough to cover buying the winery. But I think he found another partner. I don’t have as much money as he thinks I have. If he could read me, he would know that.”

      I nodded.

      “However,” she added, “Richard has a temper and yells, while Mel shouts at you through his stares. They have their own ways of getting back at you when you don’t submit to their wishes.”

      Submit to their wishes?

      “Just like all children,” she muttered, glancing at her watch, and stood.

      I asked still seated, “Did Mel have friends he talked to?”

      “Shrinks. His last shrink, Dr. Anthony Clark—well, he retired. I liked him.”

      Tony? Tony Clark saw Mel? Tony’s a psychic, also. 

      “How long did Mel see Dr. Clark?” I stood.

      “Oh, about a year.” She glanced at her watch again. “He disliked him. I have to go. Don’t want to be late for my next meeting. I’m so glad we had this little talk. I hope I helped you understand my situation and why I called this morning Dr. Smith. I’ll show myself out. You should ask Mel about Dr. Clark. I’ll tell Mel to give you a call. I think he should see you. I’ll set up a visit.”

      She headed for the door, adding a backward wave, her diamond reflecting the sunlight from the window.

      So that’s what this was about. She wants me to deal with her son.

      I shifted my weight, my ankles aching from keeping them crossed, and followed her into the empty waiting room. “Wait. One more question.”  

      As she turned around and raised her eyebrows, I felt exhausted, as if I had just finished climbing a hill and had to catch my breath. An unhappy Rachel flashed in my mind, yet she stood in front of me, smiling.

      “Are you all right, Doctor?” Rachel asked.

      “Oh yes.” I focused on Rachel. “Do you really think your son, Mel, can read your thoughts?”

      Her jaw dropped and her mouth parted. “Yes.” She quickly added, “But most children can read their parents’ thoughts.”

       A psychic drain overwhelmed me and my stomach rumbled for food. If I began to feel like a ravenous animal, my body was signaling me to build the energy it needed to fight off the drain.

      When I was young, I learned when someone was draining me, I ate two bowls of rice and beans, two slices of Mallorca, sweet bread, with gobs of butter, and asked for more food. 

      “Well, good day,” she turned and flipped me another dismissive wave.

      Like a blip on a TV screen, a tall, thin, gray shadow followed her out of the office.

      What was that?

      A gray haze lingered in my office, like a thick fog refusing to dissipate.  

      Oh no, not again.

      I imagined my mother, young and beautiful.

      My body tensed.

      I rolled my shoulders, releasing the muscle tension, in an attempt to reduce the foreboding in my heart. It took time to catch my breath and for the room to feel normal again. I wrote my notes. I had to talk to Tony.
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      I walked through the weeds of the front lawn to the old red barn in the backyard. I entered through electronically controlled glass doors to the high-tech disinfection room. Its air-filtration system purred. I named it “mudroom for germs.” A second electronically operated door opened to a small waiting room. I swung open the door to his office. Not there. The barn. He had to be in the barn.

      I found him in the horse ring with an injured Welsh pony tethered to a post. The ring rested amid two lush green acres filled with a variety of flowers and herbs. Kevin was happiest outside and would probably sleep with the animals if I let him.

      The old, black-and-white ominous picture of the barn given to us by our real estate agent burned an image in my mind. A faint voice, I once called my guide, whispered from the deepest part of my consciousness when we bought the house, “Don’t go in the barn alone.”

      The few times my guide spoke—a spirit I envisioned as an Aztec Indian—I either ignored it, or told it to go away. “Go away,” I whispered.

      My mother, and my grandmother, Abuela Rosa, believed and listened to their spirit guides out in the universe; energies I never really cared to understand.

      Suddenly, I lost my balance. I was propelled into blackness, as if struck by a rocket traveling at warp-factor speeds. I became dizzy, losing my footing. I closed my eyes, planted my feet on the ground and stood still, hands stretching out like a tightrope walker. My thoughts became scattered, written words trapped in a three-dimensional cube, diminishing in size. A sphere-shaped shadow zipped across the cube. I held my breath and counted to ten. Brightness returned slowly as if someone turned down the darkness in my brain. I opened my eyes, and exhaled. The words of my thoughts crawled out of the now growing cube and began to form sentences. Abstract thought returned.

      Answer and Question nudged me. Answer licked my hand, sensing my groundlessness, and Question greeted me with a bark, pulling me back. I shook my head. The breeze was dying. The trees were still. The dogs’ soft whines urged me to return to reason. I smiled at them as I returned from the endless expanse of darkness.

      Before I found the boys when I was nine, my unconscious dream world would unite with my imagination and daytime memories. Fear of being seen as insane kept me from sharing those experiences with Mother.

      My best friend became silence.

      It wasn’t until my mother explained, after the incident with the boys, that I was psychic, and those “experiences” sometimes blended into helpful insights for people. I was gifted with the Cordero gene that held within its complex tapestry a spirit thread that intertwined with our minds and physical world, giving us the ability to see what others could not. I was special. Greatly relieved of feeling batty, I felt burdened.

      Scout also followed to say hello. “Damn,” I said to myself as I continued toward Kevin.  “I forgot the treats.” I spoke to each of them and kissed the dogs on the head. It was our usual greeting dance, but without the joy that usually accompanied it.

      The dogs followed me through Kevin’s Land of Oz where he was dressing the wound on the Welsh pony that had caught his foot on barbed wire, a curse for horses.

      “Sorry I couldn’t come out to greet you along with the others.”

      I nodded, relieved, patting the pony in the ring while Kevin finished up. He secured the wrap and kissed me. “Hello.”

      I never tired of his accent.

      “Hi, love.” I leaned my head on the pony’s neck as it snuggled into me. “He’s still a sweetheart, isn’t he?”

      “Yes, for a Welsh, an old sweetheart who will be fit as a fiddle in a few days. I suspect he’s a klutz, even in his best shape. He’s got a good nature for an invalid.” He patted his new patient. “Don’t you, boy?” he walked me through the backdoor to his clinic. “Talking about patients, how was your session with that new lady?”

      “Interesting, and hard. A one-timer I think but wants me to see her son.”

      “Oh? Aren’t they the ones you think need the most work?”

      “Yep.” I sighed. 

      I realized we weren’t aiming for the house where Kevin, the consummate cook and house cleaner, always had dinner prepared. The gang was heading into the barn. “Do you have a new patient to show me?”

      “Yes, darlin, I do.”

      Kevin specialized in horses, although he would help any animal. We reached the barn and sadness overwhelmed me when I saw Kevin’s new patient. A beautiful Buckskin horse lay near dead. He or she had scattered burn marks across the body, and one hoof looked as though it was burned to the knuckle. “Oh, my,” I whispered, as if I didn’t want the horse to hear me.

      “He’s young. The horse rescue brought him here. They heard about my work and thought I might help this young gentleman. I whipped up a batch of my new special-formula burn cream, gave him painkillers, and phoned Mac about the hoof. Mac says he might be able to design and mold a replacement hoof. He’s quite excited about it.”

      Mac’s name, inscribed on his office door as Dr. Douglas McGowen, fit his light wavy hair, hazel-green eyes, thick frame, and button nose. Kevin had known Mac in Ireland and had followed him here. Although Mac’s temper often flared, and he was too direct with his opinions, his generosity overflowed, and we loved him.

      “What happened?” I asked.

      “Fire; looks like a stupid kid lit a cigarette behind their barn.”

      I sat next to our new patient. I patted his neck where it was free of burns, keeping my hands on his neck and pictured a radiant healing light traveling through my arms and into his body. My hands warmed as energy flowed through them. I willed my best healing energy into him, if only for the want of giving hope and new life. The horse lifted his head, only a few inches from the hay-filled floor, as if in acknowledgement, and perked his ears. He snorted.

      I envisioned him dead, stiff body, eyes void. I jerked my hand away. “And what’s this fellow’s name?” I asked, keeping my breathing even and not making any judgment based on that instantaneous—premonition Clairvoyance? No.

      “Prince, as he once was,” Kevin said. He knelt next to me.

      “He’s a beauty,” I repeated as I studied his tan skin and long black mane and tail.

      Please don’t die, Prince. Please.  

      Prince looked up at me, head still on the ground.

      I felt his fear. His nostrils flared.

      “Look at that, he likes you,” Kevin said, nodding. “If he makes it through the next few days, he’ll be expensive.” He patted Prince’s rump.

      “That’s okay,” I said, hoping my vision proved wrong. I didn’t want visions returning.

      Kevin hugged me as we stood. We were the same height, but everything else proved different. His Celtic light coloring, bright blue eyes, and red hair, heightened my tan Mediterranean features, with milk chocolate eyes, and black hair. He couldn’t gain weight. Lucky him. For years, I was counting Weight Watcher points that exceeded my daily allowance.

      I still felt exhausted from the session with Rachel. I remembered Abuela Rosa saying psychic energy was exhausting even if you didn’t feel ravenous. Not only did visions of Prince appear to me like my dog Hombre, many, many years ago, but I was beginning to realize that my abilities, like Rapunzel’s hair, had been imprisoned in the tower of my unconscious, and were finding their way down. My guide had spoken to me. Flashes returned along with the dark void. Frightening. But why now, the date they were buried? Yes. An Anniversary Reaction? Yes. The arrival of Mother’s writings? Yes. The Hypnosis Association article? Yes. All yeses.

      And… Rachel.
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      “I have one more patient to show you,” Kevin announced as we rounded the barn again to the office in the back, and a multi-colored fluffy German Shepherd, black Labrador puppy mix scampered out the door. His oversized paws skidded slightly on the smooth threshold before he regained his balance. His tail wagged so hard his entire back end swayed from side to side.

      “Oh My! How precious.” The harshness of the day melted away. “About four months?” I scooped him up in my arms and he wriggled to get free, panting and kicking, and licking my arm. “Look at the size of those paws! Oh, and how soft the fur! Long hair.” I kissed him on top of the head. He went to nip my nose.

      “Puppy breath, how sweet.”

      “He’s a wee less than four months old, I think. Good temperament. Will be big lad—eighty snugglable pounds, maybe more. Broad lab shoulders. Will be a strong lad.” Kevin scratched behind the pup’s ear. The little fellow instantly melted, tongue lolling as if he had already decided that Kevin was his favorite human.

      I placed him on the ground and Question and Answer investigated the puppy, barking at them, until he sprinted away.

      “Don’t tell Linda for a week or so. I’m keeping him. I’ll give him a once over and his shots. He and his sisters and brother were being given away near the train station. Animal control called me. I picked him, the happiest one of the lot, when he ran right over to me. I guess he picked me. I want to make certain he’s not sick.” The puppy frolicked in the soft grass and tripped over his own paws. He rolled once, sprang up as if nothing had happened, barking at a drifting leaf like it was the greatest discovery of his young life. Answer, the Poodle caretaker, followed him as Question, the Shepherd, lost interest.

      We laughed as Kevin lifted the pup by the scruff and spoke to him eye to eye. “We’re going to make certain you be fine, wee one, for our friend Linda. She’s six-foot of toughness with a strong, sweet heart. A better master you couldn’t ask for.”

      “Her new little man,” I added as my phone dinged. I stepped aside to answer it as Kevin brought the pup into his office.

      “Hello Dr. Smith, this is Mel McCormick, Rachel McCormick’s son. I’d like to make an appointment to see you.”

      His voice was soft. Too soft, I thought, the kind of careful voice people use when they are measuring every word.

      “I believe Mom might be having a nervous breakdown. She’s acting mad, saying I can read her mind. She forgets what she said. She did like you and quickly forgot what you spoke about. I want her to continue with you, and have her evaluated. I would also like to share some more information that could help her.”

      “I need to explain to you that your mother is my primary client, not you. She would have to sign a consent form allowing me to see you. She would need to come with you, and I would like to speak to her about this before you come. We could all discuss the situation together, even if she doesn’t remember much of it later. Although, she was coherent and concise.” I kept my tone professional, though the conversation was beginning to feel oddly rehearsed. “Since I saw her for less than thirty-five minutes and she did not complete the application. Once again, she is my primary client. If she signs that you can see me, I can see you.”

      Rachel could think Mel and I were colluding against her otherwise.

      Curiosity took hold and did not let go.

      “Yes, she is generally that way. But she goes bonkers right after her a boyfriend leaves her.”

      “Oh, I see.”

      “I’ll have her call you. Even if she doesn’t return, I would like to see you. I need help dealing with Mom now that her boyfriend moved out. She takes tranquilizers to sleep, you know.” There was a pause after that, the faint sound of breathing on the line, as though he were waiting for me to say something more revealing.

      I couldn’t say anything or ask any relevant questions without Rachel’s consent.

      “Please have her call me, and we can go from there.”
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