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The Three Angels

Senoy, Sansenoy, Semangel  stood on the hill watching Kilas meet the Green Man. Each wore a stylish black suit, with traditional wingtip shoes. They were muscular and fit, their black wings partially folded. 

Senoy said, “Think Lilith will be irate with us?”

Sansenoy smiled, “I hope she is infuriated. It is so lovely to get her all mad and watch her become who she is destined to be. I am not a fan of the nice Lilith. To be frank, I miss the woman whose wrath would devastate civilization and men.”

Semangel chimed in, “We can’t underestimate what Lilith will do. We did, after all, just mess up plans she has been working on for centuries. She will be pissed at us, just like the first time she met us when she was kicked out of heaven, depending on what version you reference. Remember that first time we all met?”  

“I do not ever want to meet that pissed off Lilith again. I have to admit, I was scared of her. Oh how she was a scorned woman.” Senoy mock sighed.

Sansenoy laughed, “Well, I so look forward to what will come next. The adventure begins now and we are going to be in so much trouble. So with that possibility, my friends, shall we all have a drink?” Sansenoy pulled out a flask from his coat.

Senoy said, “Well, well, well, is that a little bang bang?”

Sansenoy replied, “You know it is, want some?”

Senoy said, “Well of course. I think the last time we did this was in the 1400s?”

Sansenoy laughed, “Early 1500s, but who’s counting. You know this would not feel so revengeful had Lilith not broken your heart. She probably still loves you—but won’t after what you just did to her plan. Samael is not a fan of you, either. Lilith might someday have sex with you...but love is out of the picture. You are such a poor bastard; she is going to be pissed with all of us, but especially you. The only good thing you did was help inspire the witches’ creed, but then—we crossed the line on that one, too.”

Semangel raised an elegant eyebrow, “So, what are we going to do with Nera?”

Senoy quickly responded, “I have a plan to resolve that problem once and for all. It is time to call Jamie into the process. She has been quietly waiting to participate. Having been Paul’s secretary for years, she deserves some crumbs off the table. Yes, it is time. The fireworks are really going to happen now. We have been quietly hiding Jamie for too long.”

They each took a long swig from the flask. Each wore an identical, unrepentant smile. They all knew what they had just started...
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Kilas and the Green Man

Kilas stared at the Green Man. The Green Man smiled. “How do you do?”

Kilas did not know what to do, so she smiled in her confusion while gripping the dagger. She did not know if this was reality or a dream. The Green Man placed his armful of logs on the ground and reached his hand out. She shook his warm large hand. His hand was strong and engulfed her small hand in its grasp. He did not say his name formally, but just smiled with his whole face. He was a large man and fully green, with the most amazing tattoos on his muscular body. He just asked, “Tea?” Tea was the last thing she thought this large rigid muscular man would offer a woman, but she nodded and said, “Why not. Yes, please.”  

As Kilas followed the Green Man into his cabin, the three angels, watching from afar, all smiled and pulled their wings out as they started to walk away down the other side of the hill. They looked at each other with grins and started running to let their wings extend and took to the air, sailing like eagles catching a wind gust. 

As Kilas followed the strange man into the cabin, she was not afraid, but more curious as she looked around. Then suddenly everything went black, and there was a bright light shining in her eyes and familiar voices speaking nearby. 

Kilas said angrily, “What the hell is with the light?”

Her two humanoids, Craig and Greg, looked at her with concern and she blinked her eyes. She recalled that she had just opened a wooden box and found a blade on this barren planet. The blade still glowed slightly on the ground. Her thoughts were bringing her back to reality, where she is a Cardovian pilot on the outer rim, with two humanoid robots as her only companions. Her mind struggled to process what just happened—was it real or an illusion or a daydream? She looked at the foreign engravings on the blade again. For the first time in her life, she had been introduced to another ‘green’ person, but this man had tattoos that covered most of his body. There was comfort in her mind that there could also be someone else ‘green.’

Craig kept asking, “Are you okay Captain? You fainted as soon as you touched that blade. You completely collapsed.”

Greg, her other artificial companion, said, “I am still concerned about your health. are you okay? Your eyes are still slightly dilated. Your skin is pale.”

Kilas snapped out, teeth gritted, “I will be okay. Just please put the dagger back into its box.”

Greg complied, wrapping the blade with the old cloth and placing it back into the original box, securing it. 

Kilas got up from the ground and tried to collect her thoughts. She was a pilot, she had fought as a commander for Independence in the Galactic Wars for two years, after the war she chose seclusion to work remote cargo ships in the frontier galaxies; she wanted the freedom of unchartered space. She had been severely wounded in the war, lost the lower part of her leg and foot, leaving her with a slight limp. She walked her own way of life on the outer frontier. She was trying to rationalize what happened. This had to be explained somehow, she kept telling herself. Maybe she fell and hit her head and then passed out and had this wonderful eclectic fascinating dream—or was it real? Her mind was trying to explain what she just saw to prove that it was not or was a reality. 

Craig said, “Kilas, do you want to watch the video of what you did while you touched the dagger? I have it right here, right here, please watch; if you want, right here.”

Kilas did not want to but she was fully interested in finding some validity to what she thought happened when she touched the dagger. The video was from the pilot’s crew seat view from her ship’s cockpit, which is always on to cover things that could and did happen in her profession. She reluctantly nodded her head.

Craig smiled and pushed a button on a handheld visual screen. The screen showed her unwrapping the blade, carefully gripping the handle to study the markings. The blade glowed; she remained standing as if in a trance. The clock on the recording had almost two minutes before Craig walked up to her, touched her shoulder, and she collapsed. 

She decided to decompartmentalize and think about it later. Right now, she had this special prize—she made her living from finding unique occult magical artifact items which would give her a good price so she could stay out in the frontier; not have to have a normal job in one of the congested planets doing mundane work and living in overcrowded apartments. For security purposes and habit, she always felt her right leg to make sure her side arm weapon was still there, and felt for her left hip to make sure her small knife was still there.

Kilas now remembered her deal with Kobar. She knew that she gave her word to him, which was her ethical bond. She would have to inform him of her findings. She knew she could sell it somewhere else in the galaxy to get a better value over any deal with Kobar, who was a swindler and could not be trusted. She also wanted to keep it herself. There was something about it.

She carefully secured the blade from Craig and took it to her ship. She opened up her hidden safe inside the wall and placed it carefully in the hidden compartment before closing it back up. She recoded the lock so not even her humanoids could open it. Her secret code was JESS. She knew by keeping the code simple, it would make it too complex for her humanoids to figure it out. She knew why she liked the name Jess, because she had fallen in love with a beautiful young woman named Jess many years ago, but they could not be together at that time because it was forbidden. Kilas always hoped there might be a future when they could be together, but she really hoped to just be with anyone who could love her. 

She knew she could never share this antique relic with Kobar and that she had to find something else in this terrain to keep him from growing suspicious. She was concerned about the whole situation. She quickly directed her humanoids onto her ship and sat them both down, de-activating both with a secret button on the their chest, before plugging them into her ship mainframe and slowly erasing the last 23 minutes of their memory. Once she was done clearing their so-called brains, or memory, she slowly turned them back on and rebooted them. Both Craig and Greg were brought back to life and said, “So what was that for, a new upgrade? A system upgrade was due?”

She looked at both and she calmly said, “My friends, you are my best friends, and for your own self-security and preservation, I have upgraded your memory to make you better, and deleted unneeded files so that you will be more efficient and much better servants to me. Thank you very much for letting me improve your operating system. You are such excellent companions.”

Craig and Greg, both thanked her simultaneously for their friendship.

She felt bad purposefully lying to her humanoids; they were her only true friends, but she knew she must lie and protect them by erasing their memory. She didn’t want them to pay for her secret with their existence. 

Kilas sat back in her pilot chair looking at her dutiful humanoids. They were truly her only friends. They would give their android lives to protect her, but only because they were programmed that way. Suddenly Kilas felt alone in the galaxy. She had no friends and trusted no one. But, she did not live well in the large cities with so many people and she preferred to have her freedom to roam and explore. She looked back on her collective life and knew that she had been hurt, more than helped, by her so-called friends. The only person she could rely on was herself and she was perfectly okay with that. She was nearly tearful right now thinking to herself how alone she was. This blade was a find of a lifetime. She knew her life’s future would depend on keeping the find absolutely secret. There was something about that Green Man that she must pursue.

She sat in her ship’s pilot chair and ran the terrain computer on the local region. She was looking for anything, any other type of relic she could retrieve to give Kobar so he would be pleased with easy money. She was hoping for anything of value, and she knew her computer terrain scanning system was exceptional, and she could find something. Within seconds the computer found something almost seven kilometers away from her current location. She did not know what it was, but knew it was old and odds on that meant it had some value. She plugged in the coordinates on her flight control guidance system and closed the outside hatch. The engines started coming online and she brought the aircraft to a hover and steered it in the direction of her new find. She eased the thrusters online to give her aircraft some momentum. As she did not have far to fly, she just gently let the aircraft slide on top of the air cushion it made on the terrain and cruised toward the new dig site. 

She hoped this new artifact would be enough to keep Kobar off the hunt for the precious find that was now stored in her safe on her ship. She landed her ship within 100 meters of the identified dig site. She started to shut down the engines before thinking of her humanoids. She thought she should have them go down first and search for the exact dig site. She told Greg and Craig the coordinates and that she would be outside in a minute. She gave them direct orders to find the proposed object and start digging. She wanted to look at the unique blade alone again, one more time, for a few precious minutes. 

She walked to the room where the secure container was and pressed the security code pad and the drawer slid out. She stared at the wrapped package. She knew that this blade was some kind of magical portal to some other dimension or something. And, she knew she had to protect it because she so wanted to go back and continue her meeting with the unique man who was green just like her. As she was about to reach for it, her humanoids pinged in on the radio that they had found the box and requested permission to open it. Kilas said, “Negative Craig and Greg. Wait for me to show up.” 

Turns out, she did not have time to touch the blade, so she quickly closed the secure container and relocked it so her humanoids could not access it. She got up and put on her holster and jacket and walked outside to check on what Craig and Greg had found for her.  
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Lilith and Merc

Lilith and Merc were having lunch in a café in Berlin. It was a fine warm fall day and the clouds and cold weather had not hit the country yet. 

Lilith was dressed casually, but stylish as always, and Merc was in blue jeans and his sneakers with hand-painted wings. Lilith hated those silly sneakers and thought it made him look foolish; he probably wore those silly sneakers just to annoy her. 

They both had their sunglasses on since they were outside and drinking coffee. Lilith’s cell phone went off and she answered. 

Merc watched her face flash from happy and content to pissed off, then she slammed her phone on the table, “Those damn stupid angels are meddling in my plans. It’s all your fault.”

“I do not know which angels you are referring to. For it to be my fault, I need more details. If it is my fault, I will always be honest with you. There are just too many angels. Be more specific, please. Remember my travels between the sides, there are angels on both sides that might be irritated with me. It’s just the line of work I’m in.” With that comment Merc winked at her and sipped his coffee with his pinky high like the British style, which also thoroughly irritated her. 

Lilith rolled her eyes and continued to fume, “Those three knucklehead angels, the ones with the nice suits that can’t do anything on their own. Those oldest of ancient angels. Does that bring any clues? They just crossed time between the Green Man and the future warrior. She was not supposed to find it this early.”

Merc realized who she meant and nearly spit out his coffee, “They didn’t just do that? That messes up our plans that we have been working on with the chosen warrior. That really pisses me off. You know what we need to do immediately?”

Lilith asked, “What?”

Merc grinned, “We need to have some whiskey and cheer for what they just did.”

Lilith said, “Are you just the stupidest Olympian god ever? What are you thinking? They ruined everything. Do you have any cognition left in your brain? What the hell are you wanting to have a drink for?”  

Merc waved at the waiter and ordered two whiskies in German and the waiter quickened his pace, subconsciously absorbing the sense of urgency Merc conveyed. Within seconds, the waiter approached with two whiskies. Mercury handed Lilith a glass. 

Lilith was still upset, “I do not see how you are in a good mood, but it is always charming to have whisky with you on a sunny fall day in Germany. You are still so kind. Okay, now explain.”

Merc raised up his glass and wiggled it at Lilith, who rolled her eyes, but had a grin playing on the corners of her sensuous lips as she raised her glass for the formal toast, and Merc said, “To the rules that have been broken by our ancient three angels.”

Lilith toasted with Merc and took her whisky in one gulp. “Now will you please tell me what the hell you are talking about.”

Merc said calmly, “My lovely, the three angels broke the rules of time travel, because time travel can only be broken for the most important angelic missions—this stunt does not qualify. Talk about hot water—wait until the big boss finds out. She will take away their abilities, and most important, their wings. It will be so beautiful to see them mortal. Then, my sweet Lilith, our other plan will go into effect. You should be happy now, not upset. They lose everything once their wings are clipped. They become human. Then they can’t interfere anymore.”

Lilith looked at Merc, puzzled, and then she started to smile, and slowly grinned at Merc. She looked down at the table, then looked up at Merc and said, “This changes everything. The three angels will not be able to interfere, except for their so-called angel-blood descendant woman. That beautiful child, she is walking around right now not knowing what angelic gifts she has. Does Jamie even have the slightest hint or know what she is?”

Mercury said, “No, that angel-blood woman is really our only unknown, but she has no idea what she is or what she can do. I think she needs a spiritual mother-figure to talk to her and work her charm on her. Maybe you can also use Dr. Angela to help you—remember Angela has that spiritual connection to Joe. Angela needs to connect with you again about that other loose item we have with Joe’s untimely death. Remember, those damn mushrooms that he took were psychedelic, but also fatal? He wanted to talk to goddesses, gods, and most of all, you? Remember?”

Lilith smiled, deep brown eyes glowing, “Everyone thinks I am the unholy one, but you, my closest friend, who crosses over the worlds between heaven, the underworld, and the other astral worlds, you my friend are a freaking sneaky bastard. Let’s have another whisky!”

“My love, that is why we are such good friends.”

Lilith tossed her hair, “You are a historic sneaky bastard that history will never record or know. You non-hero god messenger. I wish someone would write a book about your dealings in both worlds. I would buy it.”

They shared another drink and later walked out of the café and hugged one last time, then walked their separate ways and slowly disappeared into the crowds and into their realms, until they meet again.  
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Dr. Angela Kapralov

Paul was sitting in a chair across from his therapist, Dr. Angela Kapralov, trying to explain the last couple of weeks of his unusual life following his father’s death. Angela was his therapist, but she was also extremely sharp, witty, and sarcastic. Her eyes gleamed with interest as Paul talked, but she kept her neutral professional face through his stories of Lena, the inner temple tale, his friend Robert, his new friend Brynn, and their recent adventure to Scotland and Colorado. What interested her the most were the stories about the athame and Lilith. 

Angela was petite and lean, with long brunette hair. She never wore a lot of makeup, but was a beautiful woman. Paul liked to make comments about her dolphin tattoo because, as she sat in front of him with her sandals, he could see it on her foot. Paul was still waiting for the day when she would tell him the entire story about it; she said she got after she received her doctorate, so there had to be a good story. 

They had not had an appointment for almost two months, so Paul was on an extended session trying to catch Angela up. They had had a client-patient relationship for over a year, but they also were technically friends. Angela stayed calm and professional, gracefully poised in her leather chair, and taking it all in on everything Paul was saying about how an elegant, elderly person told him to bury this athame in a secret place on top of a mountain in Colorado.

Angela knew that Paul had post-traumatic issues from his overseas combat zone work experiences and had severe bereavement, but they had not talked about his father’s death in this session yet because Angela had to catch up with everything else. She was starting to worry about Paul and his new stories, and was seriously wondering if he was experiencing some kind of psychotic break because he was now hearing multiple voices and physically seeing people, or ghosts. He had never mentioned those situations, things, and people in any prior therapy sessions. She could not tell who was real or not in his stories. 

Paul had also mentioned a tree of life and an inner temple lake house—classical metaphysical themes with ties to paganism and witchcraft traditions old, ancient, historic, and new. She knew all the references from her own experiences and was curious about his version. Angela had never told Paul that she was a practicing solitary white witch herself. Some things she never told anyone. That fact was one of those closely held pieces of the core of her heart that she would never tell a boyfriend or friends, let alone any clients. She had tried to deny her calling to witchcraft and spirituality as a teenager and her early college years, but during her late twenties she came to fully accept her witch-calling and psychic tendencies, and had been formally initiated four years ago during graduate school. She would never be in a coven publicly or participate in any public rituals because she was a future high-ranking psychologist working for a university hospital, and rumors of witchcraft would not be received lightly—however good of press witch stories were getting from Hollywood. 

Angela had only four close girlfriends, who were also highly successful women in male-dominated fields, who knew about Angela being a practicing witch. They had a tight friendship, and her soul was nourished by the time that she could confide with them over bottles of wine in her basement once a month. An informal coven of women of sorts. They all had a story like what Paul was describing to Angela right now. 

As Paul kept talking of his initial denial to believing in spirits, gods, past lives, and the metaphysical world, Angela was reflecting to graduate school experiences and was not listening to Paul anymore, as she was remembering her favorite psychology professor confiding in her that he was a witch. 

Angela initially denied it, but eventually she agreed to start the process—a year and a day of learning and she would finally be initiated as a witch with several other women. She will always remember that she had to dance around a large fire outside, under the moon, fully naked, while other people in robes watched. She danced naked around the grand bonfire, each initiate and teacher also dancing, a strange mix of individuality and group cohesion. She remembered being in a trance with her spirits and that she was psychically not there, but her body was dancing, a spiritual out-of-body experience. When the dancing, singing, and music was over, everyone cheered in celebration and the initiates put on pure white dresses that they had never worn before, and were all accepted by all who attended. 

Angela kept thinking of her initiation as Paul asked her, “Angela, did you hear what I said?”

Angela maintained her professional poise, “Of course Paul, I heard you. I am just comprehending it all. Please continue, I am taking it all in.” She had been trained on that line for years with clients because many times her mind would drift when stories were not interesting. Though Paul’s story was interesting, his first fifteen minutes of events is what she was still thinking about because it was so close to home to her personally. Angela had also had two so-called spiritual meetings with a woman named Lilith. Angela had met Lilith once when she was experimenting with LSD. A strange gentleman had been with Lilith, but she never got his name. She also had a small meeting with Lilith, which she unremembered when she was doing pot with a horrible past boyfriend she thought she might someday have a future with. Both times the conversations with Lilith were crystal clear, and both times afterward Angela had convinced herself that it was drug induced visions or hallucinations. She had compartmentalized those memories of Lilith for years, until now, when Paul was describing Lilith exactly how she acted, and exactly what she wore, when she had talked with her years ago. 

Angela was now trying to logically explain her visions and conversations through her thousands of pages of psychology texts and research that she had read throughout her doctoral degree and practice. Now Paul was exactly describing a person she had...spiritually met. In what she had wanted to believe was a dream. This session with Paul validated her experiences which she thought would never be validated, or come up again in her conscious mind. She thought, what are the odds that one of her clients would have a talk with a goddess that was the same one she had within her own mind? How was this possible? There were no coincidences in life, everything happened for a reason, and now Paul was sitting in her office with a link to her personal spiritual psychological past. Angela acknowledged to herself it was time to start digging for the link, whatever it was. But how? She could never have anticipated this new connection with Paul, and it opened up a lot of implications and unknowns across the board. 

Angela interrupted Paul, “Why do you think Lilith sought you out?”

Paul stopped to consider, “I do not know. The first time I met her was my first visit to my inner temple. Most of the visits were in my dreams or when I was meditating, but the last visit, she—was absolutely real. Lilith was as real at that national park as you and I are physically real here today. It freaked me out, but she was real. Brynn saw what I saw. Maybe there is a person living and breathing here on earth who is a goddess that looks exactly like Lilith. With everything else happening in my life, absolutely anything is possible.”

Angela just sat back with the hair on her arms tingling and standing up and a chill down her back. How could a goddess be also in human form and how is this possible? It can’t physically happen! This broke most the theories of science, psychology, religion, and physics, and this phenomenon also would validate that the metaphysical folks, psychics, and conspiracists have been right the whole time. That gods have been walking among us. 

She quickly remembered as a teenager in the 1980s, when the famous actor George Burns portrayed God in the movie Oh, God!, in which he came to Earth and talked with John Denver to prove that God was real and could be in human form. Could it be that simple? In regard to the movie, God proves that he is real, but as soon as he disappears, everybody goes back to not believing what he just said to them because they could not believe. It was just too much to comprehend. 

She then thought of her favorite 90s movie about God, Dogma, where God was a woman. Angela just smiled and turned her full attention back to Paul sharing his amazing spiritual story of the past several weeks.

Paul was wrapping up telling about his meeting with the distinguished person at the Garden of the Gods. Paul described the last person he had met on his journey, a classical elderly man, with blue glasses, in an 18th century suit, with a cane, who definitively did not look like he was from around Colorado, but more Eastern Europe. Paul described the man exactly, and Angela was getting chills on the back of her neck and her arms again because she thought she knew exactly who that person was. 

The time was getting short and Paul looked at his watch. He apologized for talking almost the entire hour of their session without her getting a chance to give him any intuitive open-ended Socratic questions that always had double meanings. They had more of a friendship than the normal client-patient relationship. Therapists were always going up to the 49 percent rule about guidance, but always allowing the patient to make the 51 percent decisions about their future. Angela was that 49 percent therapist and would guide the patient, but overall, it was the patent’s responsibility to heal themselves. If they did not take responsibility for their actions, then they never really got healed, or learned, or recovered from their problems. 

Angela told Paul, “Not to worry about the time. Go ahead and schedule another session in two weeks. I look forward to discussing your spiritual and metaphysical experiences more with you.” 

Paul got up from the chair and thanked her again for her friendship and guidance throughout the last several years of therapy. Angela walked him out and then buzzed him out of the hallway. The clinic had added new security measures for all patients because some were having much more aggressive issues, and they wanted to protect the therapists. The clinic had also placed an armed security guard in the lobby to assure there was security, with a gun, in the building. 

Paul walked to the receptionist, who was behind a protective plastic window, and scheduled another appointment with Dr. Angela for two weeks from today, then smiled and walked out the door.

Angela sat in her office watching Paul depart through her outside window. After a few more minutes of staring outside, she turned back to typing the notes of the session which she was required to do. This time, instead of being completely honest on what he said about the athame, Lilith, and Mercury, and their trip to Scotland and Colorado, she purposely left it out of her professional psychiatric notes. She knew there were certain people looking for certain powerful artifacts that she did not trust on the hospital records staff, who might have access to her notes. She was not going to put out notes of it on a database that could be hacked. Angela did personally write in her old-fashioned journal; some things she did not want on a digitalized document that could be searched, traced, or hacked. As she finished the journal writing and was going to return it to the back of her personal drawer, she decided this time to put the journal in her purse so she could take it home to reread tonight. She noticed a small package in aged cloth that she brought to her desk a year ago and had left and had almost forgot it was there. The package was wrapped in blue cloth with a broken seal on it and was tied with old cord. She slowly untied the cloth and unfolded the corners. There was her Kila or phurba, which was a three-sided stake, or knife, associated with Indo-Tibetan Buddhism with the practice of the yidam or the meditational deity Vajrakila. Angela had had this knife since graduate school when her professor-who-was-a-witch had mailed it to her the night he died. 

She had an affair, as a young graduate student, with the professor. Which was wrong and they both knew it, but she was putty in his hands, and she just could not say no to him. His voice made her weak in her knees. Her professor had this psychic ability, developed from the metaphysical theory from Jung’s work, which made angels appear and open up her mind. She remembered her first time visiting his house near campus, getting deliciously lost in his thousands of books, and cozy reading chairs, and everything on display from his world travels. It was like having your own library and private museum in a private home. He was truly amazing. Angela had this huge crush and full admiration of her professor; she was in awe of his expertise and his passion for psychology, and especially the occult. He was almost twenty-five years older than her, but he was an attractive 55-year-old man and did yoga and meditation every day to stay in good shape. His energy was electric, and he could just make people happy just by his presence. He was also an energy healer and students were always trying to inquire about his gifts in energy. 

When Angela was about six months out from graduating with her doctorate, Dr. Joe had invited her to come over to his house after dark, where no one would know who came over, and he would introduce her to energy healing. She was so nervous of the process and knew nothing of what was about to happen. His only real comment had been insisting she wear comfortable clothes. He came to the door without a shirt, but with loose yoga pants on. His house was completely dark except for candles. He took her hand and walked her over to his study where he had a massage table in the center of the room. He had sage burning on the side table under a beautiful shell, had calming Celtic music playing, and four candles in cardinal headings. She was so nervous and had never been in quite this situation with her professor, or any professor or older adult, like this. Dr. Joe told her she needed to share a drink of Scottish whiskey with him to work on her throat chakra before they could start. Plus, it would decrease the nerves and anxiety inside her. He poured them both a drink and they toasted for new psychic and metaphysical adventures and drank their small drinks in one swig. The alcohol burned Angela’s throat deeply, but it felt good and smooth going down. 

Dr. Joe said, “Please lie on the table and just relax.”

Angela was so nervous, but as he said those words, she felt calmed and ready for this new spiritual experience. Her heart still beat fast. She let her gaze lock onto the ceiling, waiting for Joe to come into view. She lay on the table not knowing what to think or do, but knowing that she just needed to lie down and breathe. She saw him take the sage, still pluming smoke, and walk around the table where she was; she could smell the sweet and natural sage and it was relaxing and comforting to her. Dr. Joe changed some music on his old CD player to some slower mediation music that quickly soothed her soul and calmed her mind. 

Joe then identified the cardinal headings with words she could not hear clearly because he was whispering them to himself. He also laid something on the carpet around the table, but she could not see what since she was on the table. Then he was next to the table and took a warm scented cloth and covered Angela’s eyes so she could not see. She was blind, she could not see what was happening and she could only anticipate his touch; she waited to hear his voice again. With his first touch, she became electric as soon as he laid both hands on her forehead. He mentioned slowly that he was opening her third eye, but she did not hear fully because she so enjoyed his physical slight touch on her forehead. She had been imagining this moment with him for so long after working with him for three years, and his small touch was electric on her body.

She visioned that she was transported to a meadow on a mountain, and she did not know if there were drugs in his sage or she was vividly dreaming. She wore a white flowing night gown as she walked in an open meadow with mountains surrounding a mountain lake, and then she saw a nice lake house with a huge patio on the lake. There was a group of people talking around a fire pit, so she walked toward the lake house and the people on the patio. As she got closer and stepped on the wooden patio, she could tell that they all knew each other as they were laughing among themselves. Suddenly, a woman turned and walked up to her before she could finish her first step onto the patio. The woman was middle-aged, but so beautiful and she was very kind, “My dear, you have been invited to the inner temple today. We have met before, but never formally introduced.”

Angela felt and looked confused, not knowing what an inner temple was, and thought she was for sure dreaming now, or tripping, “I do not know what the inner temple is. Is this my inner dream temple or something? What is this beautiful place? It’s incredible.”

The woman took her hand softly, “Well, you shall be my guest to this inner temple in which Joe has invited you to share with him and us.” There was an instant connection of fondness. Angela immediately liked this woman and felt she was so familiar due to the way she took charge with kindness. She was so attracted to this woman because she was so beautiful and charming. She would go anywhere this woman would lead her. 

Angela looked at the woman, “My name is Angela. May I have your name? It feels like we have known each other for years. I believe we have met before.”

The woman smiled back, which made Angela weaken in her knees. She moved her lips next to Angela’s ear lobe and said, “My name is Lilith. So glad to meet you... again.” She then kissed Angela’s cheek, which drove her to being slightly lightheaded for this beautiful woman and her intoxicating energy. They walked hand in hand up to the patio deck where the rest of the people had made a circle of lounge chairs around the fire pit. Lilith said loudly and boldly, “Everyone, I need your attention, even you!” as she pointed to one of the men. Everyone looked toward Lilith and this new woman with her. 

Lilith then said, “I would like to introduce everyone to Angela. She has been guided to us, for a reason we shall discuss. Now we shall all try and work it out to explain it all to her. But please, give her welcome to our inner temple.” 

Angela instantly became the center of attention; she felt like she was about to go on stage not knowing how to act. She took a breath and calmed her mind. 

Everyone was now so interested in this woman that Lilith had brought to the inner temple. They all started to come over and introduce themselves. Angela met them one by one as if they all knew her and have been waiting for her for some time. The first one was a handsome middle-aged man with a touch of gray hair, but very athletically fit, who wore a pair of gold converse sneakers that had a pair of wings drawn on them with a magic marker. He just said, “You can call me Merc.” 

Another woman then came up to her and gave her a hug like they were sisters and said, “Angela, just call me Samantha.” She wore yoga pants and no shoes and a loose white Celtic shirt. She had so much confidence she did not care, and no one else did, either. Her brunette hair was curly and tangled and all over the place, but was just fun and full of energy. 

Angela then met a quiet older man with a trimmed white beard, who simply shook her hand. He was more formally dressed in a suit and well-mannered and just simply said, “It is wonderful to meet you. My name is Sebastian.” He had a gentle handshake, with tenderness and strength, and she looked into his crystal blue eyes and was getting lost in those eyes, when another person said, “My turn.” There was a distinguished woman named Diana with glasses on and full gray hair in a bun. She wore a white dress that was full length, but flowing on the patio, with no shoes, and she had leather wrist wraps with foreign writing on them. 

There were two others, a man and woman who stayed their distance and simply smiled and waved. Lilith came back and took Angela’s arm and walked her off the patio, back to where they met. There was a path back into the woods that Lilith elegantly gestured to. 

Lilith said, “Angela, this is only a glimpse of the inner world and your temple, but you do not truly seek this temple yet. Joe is only opening the door slightly to introduce you to this other side, or the other light, but you must want to pursue the journey to come back again and you must find another way to get here. It is time for you to awake. I need you to walk back to the present moment where you are receiving an energy session from our dear friend, Joe. Joe needs you to be safe before it is too late.” Lilith hugged Angela, who was still confused by everything she just experienced. Angela then started walking on the trail into the woods. She waved back at Lilith and the others on the patio waved back to her. 

As Angela was walking into the woods she tripped on a log and fell. When she tried to get up, she could not. She was lying on the ground looking up into the trees and closed her eyes for no reason. 

When she opened her eyes, she was back on the table in the dark living room and Joe was touching her forehead with both hands, chanting something under his breath which she did not understand. She was slightly scared and shocked when she found herself back on the table, and then tried to rationalize what she had experienced. She thought to herself that it must had been a dream or just an active imagination playing tricks on her. There must have been something in the sage...but it felt so real.  

Her professor tapped her on the shoulder, assuring she had awoken, and then he said softly into her ear, “How was Lilith? Did you get to meet her?” 

Angela looked straight up into Joe’s eyes from the table and smiled and thought, how did he know? More important, how did he do this?

Angela thought she was in love with Dr. Joe because she just loved being around him and receiving his knowledge and his wonderful energy. His energy and passion were contagious. She kept thinking about him as she continued her studies, and she had no intention of stopping and was going to keep going and get her doctorate. She looked forward to the next two years working with Dr. Joe and was motivated to be as good as he was. 

* * *
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After hearing the news that her dissertation proposal was accepted and she could finally move forward into finishing up her degree this semester, Angela was so excited; the first person she was going to see was her beloved professor. As she went into his office there were people crying, and everyone was consoling everyone, and she asked, “Where’s Dr. Joe?” and they all looked at the dean of the college; no one said anything, but everyone had tears in their eyes. 

Dean Sampson asked Angela to step outside the office into the hallway and he informed Angela that Dr. Joe had died last night. He was found dead, and naked, in his living room on his massage table. It looked like he was doing a ritual of some type. The medical examiner had said he died of natural causes caused by organic toxic mushrooms or something, and his heart just stopped. No one knew of any medical abnormalities that he had. He had dialed 911 himself and said he was dying. When the police showed up, he was already dead. They originally thought it was a suicide, but there is no clear physical evidence. Not your typical death, by any means.

Dean Sampson asked, “Are you Miss Angela Kapralov?”

Angela slowly said, “Yes, I am.”

“Dr. Joe left you a letter. It was on his university desk, sealed.” He handed the letter to Angela. Dean Sampson continued, “Would you please tell me if there was anything in that letter that would help us to know about his death. I know it’s not a comfortable thing, but it could help.”

Angela said, “Of course, just let me read it first.”

Angela went into the department lobby and sat down in an empty chair. She could hear all the soft crying and the quiet personal discussions. She could tell that no one had expected Dr. Joe’s death. One of the women asked who the girl was and the dean said, “Angela was one of Dr. Joe’s students.” And then the internal conversations went back to the normal death assumptions and rumors on why Dr. Joe had died and how. They were also talking about the condition of the body and how it was found. 

Angela slowly opened the envelope with her shaking hands because she could not realize that Joe was gone. She pulled out the letter.

Dear Angela,

I am writing you this letter because I will die tonight, it is hard to fully explain, but you must finish my quest. I have done a quite unpolite thing by giving you this quest without telling you in person, but you were my favorite graduate student throughout my entire academic career. I need you to finish something for me, which I know you can complete. You met my inner temple of my dear spiritual friends and now you must reconnect with them and find another way. Someone who you have not met yet will help you to go back to the inner temple. Only by going back can you find my dearest friend, Lilith, who will assist you. Do not tell anyone of this letter, please burn it when you get home, there are people looking for this letter and something else that I have hidden. There is a second generic letter in this envelope, please give it to the dean (he is a nosy chap) to help with the investigation, but do not give this letter! You can’t trust anyone! Do not tell anyone about this letter! I have left you notes along the way to assist and to find other people who will help you. You will receive a package today, there will be another letter in there, please just trust me. You and I were together in three prior past lives and you will learn each of the past lives in time. Trust me in this illogical subconscious nonsensical process. 

I love you always like the river, through every past life and this current one. 

Love, Joe.

Angela did not know what to do but followed his orders. She put the letter in her purse, but left the other letter in the envelope and gave it to the dean so he would have something to give up for the police investigation. She looked fully distraught, and the dean gave a generic condolence. Angela walked out of the office and the building quickly, her mind confused but focused. She walked into the parking garage and got into her car and drove out to clear her mind and head home in anticipation of the mail. 

Angela drove to her townhouse, just a mile from campus, and went straight to her mailbox. There she found a key to a mailbox where the postman puts larger boxes. She took the key to the larger mailbox slot and opened it, and there was a box with her name on it. She looked both ways because now she was suspicious of all people who might be watching her. She had become paranoid since going to the office and receiving the letter. She took the box and quickly carried it into her townhouse and locked the door. She brought it to her dining room table and dropped her keys and purse next to it. She slowly found a letter opener and used it to open the box. A wooden ornamental box sat inside with strange markings and pictographs on it which she did not understand. She opened the ornamental box and found a unique knife...

* * *
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While back in her private office at the current time, Angela was looking at the same knife, which she had researched was named a Kila. She had not thought of Joe in a while and her appointment with Paul had evoked many past emotions. She had compartmentalized his quest because it was still painful how Joe passed away.  

She always regretted it, not pursuing the quest immediately, but she needed to graduate and then start her career. And then she was not ready for it even after finally getting comfortable in her first professional job. Maybe Paul’s recent visit would restart her thinking on what she should have completed a year ago. She reflected back that the medical coroner never found any foul play in Joe’s death. But her intuition thought that there must be a connection between his death, the letter, and the Kila. Maybe now was the time, and Paul could help her find Lilith again. She felt a longing for spiritual time with Lilith...
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Chapter 5
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The Cemetery Visit

As Paul was leaving Dr. Kapralov’s office, he felt called to drive the 30 miles to visit his father’s grave. As he drove to the rural Catholic cemetery, he relived the past couple of weeks of metaphysical adventures and his recent visit to Scotland. What a revelation had occurred in his mind. As he eased the truck up to the family plot, he could see the fresh ground still settling over his father’s remains. He parked his truck and walked out to the pathway that led to the family plot of tombstones. He wanted to talk to his father alone.

He walked up to his father’s plot and looked solemnly at the tombstone. Paul realized that it had been two months, almost to the day, that he had died. “Dad, there has been a lot of stuff happening, but it is all for the good. I will remember everything you have told and taught me. I promise to be a good man, too, like you. You raised me well. Thank you.”

He knelt down and patted the tombstone. He saw a family also visiting, but their gravesite was much more recent because it was still piled high with fresh dirt. The burial must have happened in the last couple of days. There were two parents, and he guessed a daughter in her early 20s. It seemed to be a brother and son that had passed away. He felt sadness for that family. The pains
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