** Ϋ **
“Crystal Blue,” a grainy voice hissed.
Crystal couldn’t open her eyes—she swore they were glued
shut. She gasped for breath and gratefully sucked oxygen into her
aching lungs.
“Crystal Blue, d’ ye know who ye are?” the gritty voice asked.
Finally, Crystal was able to open her eyes. She gasped and was
shocked to find herself in a room filled with soft blue light—an
assortment of eerie animals surrounded her. Eerie because they were
all the same color as the room: blue.
Holy Shmoly! She almost fainted when she spied the small blue
dragon. She opened her mouth to scream, but the air whooshed out
of her lungs. She scrambled backwards and squeezed her eyes tightly
shut. Even though the dragon had gazed upon her with amazingly
kind eyes, the creature terrified her.
Her heart hammered in her chest. Where was she? Was this a
dream? She shook her head, rubbed her throat and slowly opened
one eye. Jaypers! Where did the basement go?
“Crystal Blue, d’ ye know who ye are?” the dragon asked again.
“What do you mean?” Crystal squeaked. “Who are you? Where
am I?”
“D’ ye know why ye are here, Crystal Blue?”
“Ah, no, I don’t. But this is a dream and I don’t have to answer
you.” The dragon talked like her grandmother, so she knew it was a
dream. She closed her eyes and pinched her arm. Wake up, Crystal!
Wake up!
“Crystal Blue, ye are th’ child of th’ stars that we have been
waitin’ for.”
** Ϋ **

Copyright © 2011 PB Morlen
ISBN 978-1-61434-288-5
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic, mechanical, recording or otherwise, without the
prior written permission of the author.
Published in the United States by Booklocker.com, Inc., Bangor,
Maine.
The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to
real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the
author.
Printed in the United States of America on acid-free paper.
Booklocker.com, Inc.
2011
First Edition

To order additional copies of this book, or to purchase in e-book
format, contact:
Booklocker.com, Inc.
www.Booklocker.com
To contact the author, please visit: www.pbmorlen.com

ILLUMINATING
CRYSTAL

** Ϋ **
To my daughters, Claire and Madelynn,
for letting me experience unconditional love.
To my mother, Judy, for sharing your love, your faith, your
support—and your home.
And to Shaumbra, for shining your light in the darkest of
places.
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BOOK ONE
THE BLUE CRYSTAL

Crystals hold the highest vibration in the mineral kingdom. The blue
crystal, a powerful and rare specimen discovered in remote areas of
the world—which only a half dozen cases of discovery have been
reported—holds the highest.
Three of these specimens’ whereabouts are known: NASA keeps one,
the Vatican another and one particularly large specimen sits in a
remote museum; the rest are as yet unaccounted for.
There is another one, however, that will never be found. Scientists
speculate that the inner core of the earth is a primarily solid sphere—
they are wrong. A giant blue crystal, smaller than the moon but more
beautiful than the sun, makes up earth’s inner core: The spirits of the
ancients dwells there and they wait for the blue serpent, the one who
has the power to release them.

Prologue
A WALK IN THE STARS
The sky was full of stars. Their bright light illuminated the path
that the beautiful woman walked on. The colorful light emanating
from her was even brighter than the stars as she glided effortlessly
through the mist, and her soft-white gossamer gown billowed
around her slender, regal form. A large blue serpent with iridescent
scales wove its way alongside her, every so often disappearing into
the mist. Over her head flew a great white bird, its wings stirred the
air softly and gently brushed her face in its passing. She looked up
and smiled fondly. And then, with a mighty downward thrust of its
great wings, the white bird soared high up into the night sky and
disappeared.
Six women and one man waited for the woman to arrive to
complete their gathering. He stood with the sisters in a circle and
watched the seventh sister, Akasha, appear out of the milky white
mist; he thought she was the brightest and the loveliest of them all.
Even though he’d known her for many, many years, the sight of her
still took his breath away. She was an angel of the highest order.
Her smile lit up her lovely face as she greeted them one by one.
She took her place at his side—he sat first and the sisters followed.
They all shared their thoughts. Speaking was not necessary for them.
He heard her lovely voice in his head. “Adamas,” Akasha’s eyes
sparkled and her lips lifted in a smile, “my sisters and I have decided
that it is I who will be leaving.”
Adamas hung his head; he did not want the sisters to witness his
grief. He knew her departure was imminent, necessary and expected.
“The call has gone out,” she cast her eyes upon all of her sisters,
“and we have answered.”
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“Must you really go?” He wished it was not her that would
leave, but another sister.
“It was my name that was called,” she said softly.
“Do not forget that my name was also called,” Adamas said.
She smiled and nodded her head. “We knew this time would
come.”
“But I did not know it would be you.” He hung his head once
more. He no longer wished to look upon her face.
“You will forget your name upon your arrival, and you will not
remember who you are. The energies are heavier than they once
were – the veil is heavy and thick. Your light will diminish.”
“Yes,” she smiled, “I know. It seems like only yesterday that I
visited the blue planet. They called for us then, we answered the call,
and then we returned home. This time it will be different. This time I
travel alone and I may not return.”
He knew this—they all did—it was expected of one of the
sisters, and it would be her.
“The ancients will soon be leaving the blue planet and the care
of earth will now be up to the humans,” Akasha said. “I do not travel
to teach or to lead. This time I travel to witness something never seen
in the history of the humans and to help anchor in the new energy
they will most certainly need. The humans have passed the test and
they are ready.”
She looked at each of her sisters. Their beautiful colors streamed
off them, casting rainbows in the air. She looked at her beloved
Adamas, the one her heart loved the most. “You cannot help me,
Adamas,” her voice was but a whisper. She knew what he was
thinking.
“I do what I please,” he responded.
Her twinkly laugh rang through the still air and the stars
danced. “You may not find me, I am quite cunning. Besides, you will
only be a distraction.”
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She walked towards him and took both his hands. He gripped
her hands tightly. “I will do what I must – I will not distract you,” he
said.
“I made a promise long ago and now it is time to make good on
that promise. And, Adamas, I am of the sky and you are of the sun.”
Her blue eyes sparkled. “Together our energies will be too great for
the planet to bear.”
“I will give up my greatness. It is what I wish.”
The sister, Alectra, interrupted their silent conversation. “You
cannot govern what Adamas does, Akasha. He was a priest of Telos,
do not forget that. The blue planet will remember him – he may
return at any time. It is because of you that he has stayed with us so
long.”
He looked at her and nodded his head. It was time he returned.
Besides, he had his own promise to keep.
Alectra said, “Akasha must travel alone, Adamas.”
“That is why I must go.” He set his chin stubbornly. “I will
protect her.”
“No!” Akasha’s blue eyes flashed. “I do not need your
protection. I am one of the seven sisters,” her gaze softened, “I only
need his love,” she whispered, smiling softly at the man whom she
adored and had loved since the beginning of time.
“Know this,” said Athena. “There is a time for the reacquainting
of love. Now is not that time. Now is the time for Akasha to visit the
blue planet. She will forget who she is and will have to remember her
greatness – just like the others – that is why she has been called. It is a
time of great awakening for the humans. They will need her light.”
The sister Anastasia stood and smoothed the folds of her long,
green dress. “The energies of the blue planet are very strong,
Adamas. Akasha’s spirit is not of the earth, and neither is yours. But
your spirit is tied to many lifetimes on earth; Akasha’s spirit was
only on earth for a short time. If you go, you must not let your
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emotions misguide her. If you do, she may turn away from her
purpose. You must not let that happen.”
Aurora joined in. “Find those that you love the most and keep
them close, Akasha—the serpents will find you and so will he. The
ancients must leave so they may set their energy in one of the new
earths. They cannot give you the aid that they once did. Look to the
heavens, Akasha, for it will be there you may seek counsel.”
The wind picked up and the colors emanating from the seven
sisters began swirling together. The man watched his beloved
Akasha close her eyes and raise her arms high over her head. Her
bright light leapt out of the array of colors and soared upward and in
a blink she followed and then she was gone.
“Remember,” Astra said to the man who looked to the sky, “our
sister is strong, but her love for you is stronger. Do not interfere with
her task as you fulfill your own journey’s agenda. Remember what
Akasha said, you are of the sun, she is of the sky. If your energies
become reconnected, it could prove to be dangerous to those who
live upon the blue planet.”
He thrust his chin. “I said I would give up my greatness so that I
could be close to her. I will do what I must.”
The sisters nodded their heads; they knew what he spoke of.
“Once you have made your choice you cannot change it,
Adamas,” Alcoyne said. “Are you sure this is what you want?”
He nodded his head.
“You will have less than half your strength,” Aurora said gently.
“You will not be allowed to gain it back until your mission is done.
And she may be gone by then.”
“If I can be near her, then I choose this. I have made up my
mind.”
Once again the sisters nodded their heads. And slowly out of the
white mist the blue serpent slithered slowly forward. Adamas smiled
at his friend whom he knew would follow. After all, it was time for
her to travel to the blue planet as well.
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“We will be watching you, Adamas,” Alectra said. “We will be
watching you both.”
He watched as all the sisters exploded into six colorful beams of
light and danced into the night sky.
And then, for the first time in hundreds of years, the man sought
out the energies of earth. He immediately felt the tug of her seductive
energies; he remembered the feeling quite well. He knew the life he
must live; he had an agreement to keep. Out of love for his Akasha,
he prepared to give his power to the sun and return to Tara, the
beautiful blue planet.
The man looked down and saw the large blue serpent winding
its way between his feet. He smiled and nodded his head at the
beautiful reptile whose multitude of blue-hued scales shimmered
magnificently. Then he watched the serpent disappear into the mist;
he knew he would see her again.
With arms upraised and eyes to the sky he called out the name
of his ancestors. To them he gave his greatness – he knew that he,
like her, would have to forget who he was so that he could
experience the remembering. After all, it is what humans have to do
in order to evolve.
And then he felt himself begin to tear apart, and in one last fiery
display, he threw the sun’s power out of his hands and gave himself
up to the energies of Gaia.
In a shower of sparks the man transformed into two beams of
blue light and disappeared into the night sky.
** Ϋ **
Are you ready for your next journey?
Yes.
This is the one we have been waiting for.
Yes.
Remember…

xv

PART ONE
SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY

She walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that's best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellowed to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.
One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impaired the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress,
Or softly lightens o'er her face;
Where thoughts serenely sweet express
How pure, how dear their dwelling place.
And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,
The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,
A mind at peace with all below,
A heart whose love is innocent!
“She Walks in Beauty” by Lord Byron.

ONE

Need teaches a plan.
Irish Proverb

T

he ice-encrusted snow crunched under the old woman’s

scuffed and worn boots. The only other sound that broke
through the stillness of the night were small pops that
came from her old and brittle knees when she crouched down behind
a tall blue spruce tree.
“Shh!” she hissed. The giant black dog at her side halted
abruptly. The cold air snapped in the brutal sub-zero temperatures,
and her dark eyes, shadowed under a black hood, darted about
furtively. The mangy dog’s black muzzle was white with frost. Steam
billowed out from his snout like dragon’s breath. His eyes, a
preternatural shade of red, gleamed in the darkness.
From behind the large, snow-laden conifer, the old woman
peered at the small white house with the tuck-under garage that was
all aglow in the light of the winter’s full moon. Like all the other
houses in the small neighborhood, its windows were dark, and most
likely, the young family that inhabited the home was long asleep.
From the top of the house, a lazy stream of smoke escaped from the
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chimney and cast a serpentine shadow on the roof as it drifted up
into the night sky.
The old woman’s eyes blazed with intensity as she stared at the
house, and with a rag-worn, woolen glove she stroked her dog’s
enormous head. “It’s nasty cold out, Cerberus,” she whispered
casually, “it’s not fit for man or beast out tonight. I gather it’s twenty
below zero,” she said with a quick shiver. “Won’t be long now
though.”
“What’s this?” she hissed, slowly sliding her hood off her head
and staring at the small white house with uncertainty. The giant dog
at her side shifted uneasily as they watched a translucent beam of
blue light stream out through the white house’s chimney—it pierced
through the night sky like a blade. The snowy white roofs and front
yards of the quiet little neighborhood were no longer bathed in the
soft, white light of the full moon, now the neighborhood lay quietly
under a blanket of blue light. A low and ominous growl rumbled
from the huge black dog’s chest.
“What’s this?” the old woman repeated as she narrowed her
dark eyes suspiciously. “This isn’t supposed to happen, Cerberus.”
The dog growled in response.
Suddenly a small object shot out through the blue light; an object
the old woman had seen before. It sailed into the night sky and the
woman sucked in her breath sharply as it changed into a beautiful
white bird—the bird thrust it’s with mighty wings and soared high
into the sky. Two seconds later the small white house exploded into
a million pieces.
The old woman quickly crouched down, huddling close to her
dog as debris rained down from the sky. Flying glass and wood
splinters flew hundreds of feet into the air and neighboring yards
were littered with the home’s remains. The tidy little white house
exploded so thoroughly that hardly any trace was left where it once
stood. Only the tires from the family’s car were left steaming on what
was left of the garage’s concrete floor.
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The blast shook the little neighborhood. Two houses next door
to the little white house, one home behind it, and one across the
street were now ablaze. All along the street, lights flickered on
behind windows and moments later, far off in the distance, sirens
blared.
The old woman stood and lifted her black hood up and over her
head. “Come along, Cerberus,” she said, turning to leave. “Our work
here is done.”
The large black dog and the old woman quickly vanished into
the night.
_________________
Seventeen years later:
Minneapolis, MN
November 29th
THE TALL young woman with the red knit hat and scarf

shivered, beginning to fear that she’d never find a job in the dreadful,
frozen city whose icy sidewalks were full of dirty, slushy snow.
She’d arrived a little less than two weeks ago and for the better part
of the week her attempts to find employment had been met with
half-assed excuses. And now, she was freezing to death. If she didn’t
get inside fast, she feared her nose or her bloody frickin’ toes would
fall off.
What had possessed her to believe her sister? She wondered as
she hurried down the sidewalk. Her sister had insistently begged her
to move to this godforsaken city where the air was so cold that her
nose hairs and every other extremity that wasn’t covered froze. She
couldn’t even see clearly since her eyeglass lenses were perpetually
frozen over.
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For years her sister had gushed about the city’s beautiful lakes
and trees, but she’d either forgotten or neglected to mention that
Nanook of the frickin’ North would most likely find this city a
paradise. Her sister had promised that she’d be happy here. Fat
bloody chance, she thought, pulling her scarf up over her nose. How
could she be happy when she was frozen, jobless and half-blind?
Bollocks.
With downcast eyes, the cold girl navigated on numb and frozen
feet down the icy sidewalks, mumbling into her tightly woven red
wool scarf about missing the hot desert winds of New Mexico. God,
she missed the heat and the sun. She swore she’d only seen the sun
twice in ten days. How could anyone live without the sun? And, why
would anyone want to?
As she passed a storefront, she briefly lifted her gaze and
shuffled to a stop. She took two steps back and stared. She swore she
hadn’t seen the purple door when she’d passed by earlier in the day
or the old-fashioned lanterns that cast a warm and inviting glow to
those who passed.
She blinked back tears that the cold air forced from her eyes and
tried to read the sign on the door, but her frosty lenses and her blurry
vision made it all but impossible to see.
“Bollocks,” she muttered, pulling down her scarf. She knew the
warm breath that escaped from the top of her scarf, mixed with the
chill from the air had turned her glasses into a foggy mess. Maybe
now she could see.
She began to make her way up the shop steps to get a better
look at the door, but before she took another step, a cold gust of wind
blew at her fiercely. And then she heard someone call out her name.
Surprised, she looked over her shoulder, but the cold wind
swirled around her, picking her up and blowing her the rest of the
way up the steps. She gasped as her feet flew over the steps, and she
threw up her hands before she was blown into the door—fortunately
for her, it flew open.
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“Holy Christopher!” she burst out, stumbling through the
doorway. She barely missed colliding into an old woman who was
stepping through the doorway to leave. The old woman glared and
shook her head as she headed out into the cold. The door closed
behind her with a loud slam.
The breathless girl stared at the door. She didn’t know that the
wind could do that to a person! New Mexico winds were fierce, but
never like this!
Outside, a long, bluish wisp of smoke curled its way up the
brick walls of the entryway and wound itself up and into one of the
old lanterns.
An old man turned his head towards the commotion at the front
door and the book he had been holding fell to the floor with a loud
thud. Slowly, without taking his eyes off the girl who had just burst
into his shop, he bent over to retrieve the book and watched the girl
turn and stare at his door, shaking her head. She unwound her red
scarf and removed her bulky mittens, tucking them into her coat
pocket. Then she turned her face toward him and he caught his
breath and slowly took a step back to rest a shaky hand on the
counter.
With a narrow-eyed gaze she removed her small, black
eyeglasses and began to wipe them with her red scarf. She looked
away and with a loud whoosh he released his breath. He hadn’t
known he’d been holding it.
The girl put her glasses back on, held her arms stiffly out in front
of her and waggled her fingers as she walked toward a chair—the
old man’s eyes widened in surprise when she sat down on Mr.
Putnam and his newspaper. The man in the chair choked out a yelp
as she flew from his lap.
"Crikey! I’m so sorry!” Her eyes were wide with surprise. The
shopkeeper could see a rosy blush spread across her face from where
he stood, and watched with growing alarm as she felt her way over
to another occupied chair and stepped on a young man’s toes.
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“Hey! Watch it!” the boy cried as he pulled his feet in under his
chair.
"Bloody hell,” she muttered with a hint of frustration. “Please
excuse me. My glasses are fogged up, can't see. Pardon me."
With arms outstretched and eyes opened wide, she finally found
an unoccupied chair, and with a small grunt, she sat down. She
slipped off her little black loafers, which were completely
inappropriate for the frigid outdoor temps and slush-filled
sidewalks, and briskly rubbed her feet together while she chewed on
her lip and searched her coat pockets. A triumphant little smile lit up
her face when she pulled out a tissue, and once again she removed
her glasses and began to rub them with a fierce intensity.
She certainly had made a commotion.
The man who had been watching the young woman abuse his
customers decided it was time to approach her. He placed his hands
firmly on his hips and attempted to look stern.
"Ahem, excuse me, miss,” he said. “Were you looking for
something in particular?"
She quickly slipped her feet into her shoes, stood up, put on her
glasses and looked down into his weathered face. He peered up at
her owlishly through his spectacles. Then she flashed a quick,
tentative smile. "No, sir, I just came in for a minute to warm up. It's
really cold out and the wind literally blew me in.” She shook her head
and glanced with uncertainty at the front door.
"Well, young lady,” he said, staring up at her with hands on
hips, “we don't like loiterers. You've bothered my customers enough
for one day. If you’re not interested in any of my books, then…." He
was going to say, “Then be on your way,” but he stopped when he
saw the longing in her eyes as she gazed around his store.
She looked around the shop and eyed the high ceilings and the
heavy ornate light fixtures lining the tops of the old wooden book
cases. The wind had blown her into a very charming bookstore. What
a glorious old place, she thought, breathing in deeply. Then she
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smiled, the mixture of smells was familiar: musty old books and
freshly printed new ones. Heaven. She forgot about her frozen feet
and her fit of despair.
Slowly, she walked over to a tall bookshelf. A warm feeling,
long buried, began to bubble to the surface and her toes tingled, but
not from frostbite. She found herself reading the titles of some books
she hadn't seen in years; not since... she squealed with delight: “Pride
and Prejudice,” “Mansfield Park” and “Sense and Sensibility.” She
ran her fingers lovingly over the soft leather bindings and her heart
melted.
This was the place! She wanted to work here! She turned to find
the little white-haired man with the wire-rimmed glasses still
standing arms akimbo, and still wearing a very stern look. She
smiled and walked towards him. "I wouldn't suppose you could use
some help?" she asked.
"I'm quite capable of handling myself.”
"What I mean is,” she pulled off her red cap and tried to look
pleasant as she watched the old man’s eyes widen – this often
happened when people saw her hair – she was used to it, “I'm
looking for a job and this bookstore has brought back some very fond
memories." She found herself rushing through her words. "I'm a very
hard worker and I really need a job."
The old man looked at her sternly. "I told you, I don't need any
help. If you need a book, I got it. If you need a job, I don't." With a
flip of his hand and a shake of his head, the old man returned to the
counter on the far side of the shop.
She was not one to be turned away easily, especially now when
she actually felt happy. It had been so long. She knew she’d have to
convince the crabby old gentlemen that he needed her – she wasn't
leaving here without securing employment. She took a deep breath,
straightened herself, patted her hair and squared her shoulders, then
she marched up to the counter that the old man had headed toward
and rang the little silver bell.
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Ding!
“Ah!” she gasped and jumped back when the old man popped
up from behind the counter.
“You don't need to ring that thing when I'm right here," he
scolded.
She blinked. "I'm…I'm very sorry. I didn't see you behind there."
She reached over the counter, grabbed the old man's hand and held
on tight. He staggered back when an electric current, strong enough
to make his hair stand up, sizzled up his arm; he quickly withdrew
his hand. "Are you all right?” Her large brown eyes widened in
surprise.
He gripped the counter with both hands and nodded his head
slowly. “I’m fine. You just startled me.”
“Well, I’m sorry about that. My name is Crystal and…”
"Your name is Crystal!?”
She jumped again. With each word his voice had raised an
octave and her name hung in the air like the echo of a bell’s chime.
Two or three heads turned to see what all the commotion was about.
“Your name is Crystal?” he asked, this time in a softer voice.
“Yes. Crystal. Crystal Blue. I think we got off on the wrong
foot.”
The old man’s eyebrows raised and his mouth sagged open.
“I'm…dude, are you okay?”
He shook his head and pushed his glasses up his nose; then he
indicated with a feeble flutter of his hand for her to continue.
“I’m sorry if you thought I was loitering in your store.” She
smiled and batted her long eyelashes at the odd little man. “I never
loiter in bookstores. I love them. I love everything about them.”
“Hmm….”
"You see, Mr...?" She waited patiently while the old man stared
at her. His intense gaze made her slightly uncomfortable.
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He cocked his head to the side and pursed his lips. "Name's
Attis,” he thrust his chin like he was challenging her, “Mr. Cosmo
Attis. And don’t call me dude."
"Oh, okay.” She flashed him another bright smile. “You see, Mr.
Attis, I can make myself very useful because I just love bookstores. I
love everything about them, the way they smell, the way they
sound…everything."
She knew she was rambling, but the words spilled out of her
mouth. "Mr. Attis, you have a lovely shop and I’m sure you are wellstaffed. I've never seen such a well-stocked bookstore in my life. I just
love the smell of books, don't you?"
"Why, I...."
"The smell always reminds me of my grandfather." Crystal
looked around the shop, smiling softly. "My grandfather, he always
brought me along on the weekends when he went to the bookstore,
his favorite place.”
She was surprised at herself for being so candid. She felt giddy.
The thought of her grandfather and bookstores hadn’t made her
happy in a long time. “When I was a little girl, my grandfather
would spend time with me every Saturday morning, Mr. Attis, and
my grandmother would make us both a huge stack of pancakes. Do
you like pancakes, Mr. Attis?"
He nodded his head slowly.
"I just love pancakes,” she gushed. “My Gran made the best.
She claimed she was the best cook from County Clare.” Crystal
smiled as she thought of her fiery little grandmother. Then she
leaned on her elbows and looked directly into the old man’s
befuddled face—he blinked and was mesmerized by her cat-like eyes
that gently swept up at the corners. The honey-brown irises were
flecked with gold and framed by lashes so long that when she
blinked he swore they brushed the lenses of her small black glasses –
the slender frames didn’t distract but rather enhanced the exotic orbs.
A tiny green gem sparkled brightly upon the side of her delicately

11

ILLUMINATING CRYSTAL

upturned nose and a small spray of freckles fanned out over her nose
and her high cheekbones. He was enchanted and held prisoner by
her wistful gaze.
Crystal sighed and continued with her reverie. “We'd eat our
pancakes, and then my grandfather and I would hop into his silly old
car and go to the Fionn Tíogar bookstore in Ennistymon. I'd be able to
spend my whole Saturday reading mysteries, romance novels,
thrillers, you name it—it was heavenly. I haven’t been in a bookstore
for many years.”
Her eyes welled up and she sniffed. “My grandfather died a few
years ago and, well, I must admit, this shop reminds me of him.” She
blew her nose into the tissue that had been balled up in her hand,
and she looked around the shop hoping that she could spend more
time in the charming place that had really stirred her up. She really
felt happy, and she hadn’t been happy in such a long time.
Their little moment together was interrupted by a woman
wishing to purchase a book. He tore his gaze away, shook his head
and held up one finger as he excused himself.
Crystal walked around the shop, glancing briefly every so often
at the old shop owner. He certainly seemed to be taking his sweet
time, she thought. She began to walk toward him, but then she
stopped and turned around as she thought better of it. She shouldn’t
be too pushy. So she found a chair and plopped down, chewed her
lip, twirled a long lock of dark hair and waited.
"You love books and their shops that much, eh?"
Crystal spun around and her now dry eyes lit up. The old man
had taken a chair next to hers. "Oh, yes, I really do. I’d like to be
going to college soon, Mr. Attis, to study literature." She hoped her
nose wasn’t growing, since this was an outright lie. There was
absolutely no way in hell that she was going back to school, she had
barely just escaped from that dreadful place. She was surprised at
how easily the lie popped out.
“Do you have a sister, Miss Blue?”
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Her defensive nature reared up and she narrowed her eyes a
fraction. “Why?”
“I’m just curious, that’s all.”
"Oh, okay. Yes, I do.”
“What’s her name?”
“Her name is Lucy,” she lied again. She used her sister’s nickname in case she’d done something in the store that had made this
unusual little man mad. She really wanted to work here! “Did she do
something she shouldn’t have?”
He blinked and it actually looked like his bottom lip quivered.
Was his nose starting to turn red?
Crystal sighed. Claire must have done something to this poor
old man and she was going to have to pay the price by leaving and
not returning to this wonderful place. Ever. She stood up, pulled her
knitted cap down over her hair and moved towards the front door.
“I’m very sorry to have taken up your time.”
“Wait!” He jumped up from his chair. “No, no, come back here,
young lady.”
She turned around and watched him approach her with his arm
outstretched, wearing a look of, well, she supposed, a look of regret,
like he didn’t want her to go. What a funny old man, she thought as
she took a few tentative steps back. She was so confused.
“I’m terribly sorry. Forgive me for being such a goose. I’m an
old man and your exuberance took me off guard.”
“Did my sister do something to you, Mr. Attis?”
“No, no. I’ve never met her. I just asked a silly question. I’m not
sure why, you just remind me so much of someone. May I ask you
another question?”
She looked at him warily. “Sure.” She hoped her answer
wouldn’t make his lip quiver and his nose turn red.
“May I ask you what your grandparent’s names are? It’s just that
you remind me of someone, and I’m trying to figure out whom.”
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“Madelynn and Piers Blue,” Crystal said. “My grandfather, he
died four years ago, but my grandmother still lives in Albuquerque.
Do you know them?” Her eyes lit up. If he did, maybe it would help
her get the job.
“No, I don’t.”
Her heart sank.
Cosmo gave her a brief smile and nodded his head curtly.
“Come with me.”
He turned away, and with an old hand painted with age spots,
gestured for her to follow him back to the counter.
Desperation kept her from running out the front door;
desperation to stay warm and nab the job she’d probably never get,
even here with this very odd, old man who thought she looked like
someone.
Cosmo looked at Crystal as he stepped behind the counter. He
seemed to have pulled himself together and was once again acting
normal. "Well then, Miss Blue. I believe you could be an asset to my
shop. I have just started a project down in my basement that I'd like
you to work on. I will pay you six-fifty an hour to start. If I find you
are prompt, reliable and knowledgeable with my books, I will
consider giving you a raise—but you must prove your worth. Is that
fair to you?"
Even after all that had just happened she was ecstatic! She
nodded her head up and down enthusiastically and grabbed Mr.
Attis's hand shaking it vigorously.
He was grateful; there was no shock this time.
"Dude. Oh crickey, sorry, I mean, Mr. Attis, cheers, thank you,”
Crystal stammered in her excitement. “Believe me, you won't be
sorry. When should I start?"
"Tomorrow. Starting time is eight-thirty a.m. sharp.”
He handed her a sheet of paper. “Fill this out and bring it back
tomorrow morning. I don't tolerate tardiness, Miss Blue. My partner,
Adam, will let you in. Now run along, I’m a very busy man."
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She shook his hand again and started for the front door. She
turned around as she drew her scarf around her neck. “Is there a cafe
or a restaurant close by? I’m mad with starvation!"
The old man’s eyes widened. Mad with starvation? She certainly
was a dramatic little thing, he thought. He motioned with his head to
the right. "I believe there's a coffee shop just down the way. I hear
they have good soup."
With a skip in her step she flew out the door. A good bowl of
soup and a blazing hot cup of coffee would be welcomed on this
blustery day in the north. She headed down the frozen sidewalk in
the direction the old man had pointed and suddenly stopped. She
had no idea what the name of the bookstore was. She turned back
and read the words painted on the window of the door that she’d
tried to read earlier. Before, the letters had seemed quite small and
unimpressive and had been hard to read. But now they were large
and bold and artistically painted in blues and shades of gold. They
rested within the pages of a large book painted on the door’s
window.
She raised her eyebrows and shivered. “The Blue Crystal,” she
whispered. The name of the store was almost identical to hers. No
wonder the old man had looked at her so oddly. She furrowed her
brow when she noticed the store’s exterior lights. She could have
sworn they’d looked different before. The lamp’s bright light spilled
out of the entryway and the modern fixtures blended unobtrusively
into the brick exterior. And the door wasn’t purple, it was dark
brown.
“Bloody freaky,” she mumbled as she turned away. Her
stomach growled and she shook her head as she headed down the
sidewalk. She looked back once more and shook off her imaginings,
blaming it on being cold and half-blind.
COSMO WATCHED her from the shop window. You hopeful old

fool, he thought, shaking his head and wiping his tired eyes. He was
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too old for this. He was still reeling from the shock of her actually
standing there in front of him, and he was still a bit woozy from the
electric shock from her handshake. What had that been all about? It
had almost made him fall over.
His dear, departed wife had told him that this day might
happen. He closed his eyes and his favorite image of his wife Deloris
floated before him. Her clear blue eyes snapped and the wind caught
her soft-brown hair and blew it gently across her face as she laughed
into the wind. He smiled. That particular trip to Cape Cod had been
spectacular.
Cosmo thought of the young girl and his heart leapt. She
reminded him of another young woman who he’d comforted more
than fifteen years ago as she cried out her heart to him. Their
beautiful honey-brown, cat-like eyes were identical.
But it couldn’t be her, he thought. His old disbelieving heart
shouldn’t allow him to trust a hope. Yet her presence had begun to
give him a feeling of déjà vu—and her name. He’d almost choked
when she’d said her name. He loved the name of his bookstore
because it reminded him of a little girl he’d once known: Crystal, his
brother’s granddaughter, who had died in a fire along with the rest
of her family. The bookstore had the name long before he’d bought
it.
Earlier, when he had taken a little extra time with the female
customer, he’d watched her. He hadn't had feelings like this in years.
She had him a little flustered—first her appearance, then her
enthusiasm, and finally her tears. But her sister’s and grandparent’s
names weren’t the ones he’d hoped to hear. He should have known,
shouldn’t have gotten his hopes up.
He’d looked her over as he’d slowly walked back to where she
had taken a seat in the front of his shop. He’d watched her twirl a
long lock of black hair. He’d seen this style many times before, worn
by various students who’d wandered through his shop and he’d
presumed they were potheads or derelicts as the dreadlocks
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appeared quite messy. Hers, on the other hand, were tidy and so
artfully done they seemed almost, well, cheerful—and, he thought,
quite attractive. He’d never understood why anyone would let their
hair get into this state, but when Crystal had leaned against the
counter and spoke into his face, he’d eyed the locks up close and had
realized there was a practical art to this style; her locks were
anything but random and messy.
As he’d approached her and watched her twirl her hair, he saw
her chew her bottom lip nervously; that act had softened him up
even more. She was young, probably seventeen or eighteen, making
her age about right. She was very tall, almost regal, just like…well,
he thought, maybe her presence around the shop would be
therapeutic for his old soul even if she did look like she’d just come
straight from Woodstock.
He considered her voice. It had a sing-song quality to it—certain
words she softened slightly and others were clipped short. When
she’d mentioned the name of the town and the bookstore she’d gone
to on the weekends with her grandfather, the words came naturally,
like she’d spoken them often. He couldn’t remember the name of the
town, but she had called the bookstore the ‘fin che-gar.’ He shook his
head, struggling to place her accent.
He knew he’d been brusque with the girl, but she’d caught him
off guard. He snorted. Nobody had ever called him a “dude,” at least
not to his face. All the young college kids who came into his shop
steered clear of him. She certainly wasn’t afraid of him though. He
shook his head and smiled. She was like a ray of sunshine in his
lonely life.
He remembered when she’d put her hat back on, pulling it
gracefully over her thick head of hair, he’d been afraid she would
leave. That’s when he decided he wanted her around.
And so he had surprised himself. He had given her the job he
was holding for his grandson, Daniel. His brother’s letter that had
come with the shipment of books had said he would need to hire a
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relative for this particular job. But it was his store and he could do
anything he wanted. In all probability, she wasn’t who he thought
she was, but an old man could hope, couldn’t he? She certainly was a
persistent little thing, he thought with a grin.
With a glint in his eye that hadn’t shown up in years, he made
his way back to his office in search of his pipe. “Dude,” he shook his
head and laughed as he closed the door softly behind him.
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TWO

No time like the present.
Unknown Proverb

C

rystal dreamed of him, the fair-haired man with the sad, blue
eyes that she’d dreamt of her whole life. But now he lay still and
pale as death. She laid her hand on his heart; it wasn’t beating
and her own felt like it was breaking. Around her stood the group of men
and women who had also inhabited her dreams for years, she knew them all;
they stood with closed eyes and their faces seemed to be made of stone. Why
wouldn’t they help him? She began to panic. The man needed them!
A soft blue light swirled around her as soft music flowed. A small
white lion walked over to the man and sat down, turning its luminous green
eyes towards her. “We will have to go back,” the cat’s deep voice rumbled.
She felt something nudge her leg and she looked down, a huge, black dog
with soft brown eyes peered up at her. She stroked the dog’s head and the
peace and calm that she knew would follow this intimate gesture flowed
through her.
And then everyone disappeared, even the dog, and suddenly, a huge
gold snake with monstrous fangs lunged toward her.
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The ringing of the phone woke her and the shrill sound sent the
cat, Vincent, flying off the couch. Her heart hammered in her chest
and for a moment she didn’t know where she was. The phone rang
once again; her hand shook as she brought the phone to her ear.
"Lo?"
"Hey Crys, it's me,” her sister said softly. “You okay? You sound
funny.”
“Yeah, yeah. I fell asleep. Where are you?”
“Phillip and I are still at school studying. I may not be home
tonight. Can you feed Vincent for me?"
She wished her sister would come home. The dream had shaken
her up. "Don't you think it's a bit soon to be spending the night?
Didn’t you just meet this guy?” She couldn’t believe her sister—the
one who preached celibacy – was staying overnight at a guy’s house.
"Oh, for heaven’s sakes, it’s nothing like that. We're not gonna,
you know,” Claire whispered, “do anything. I’m going to stay
because it's so darn cold out tonight. Don't get yer undies in a wee
bunch. I'll see you tomorrow."
"But I got a…." Crystal tried to tell Claire about her new job at
the Blue Crystal, but Claire had already hung up. She needed to know
if Claire had done something to Mr. Attis to make him mad. The
whole thing was a puzzle she needed to figure out. He certainly had
been curious about her family. She felt guilty about lying to him.
THE ALARM went off at five a.m. as planned. She stumbled out

of bed, threw on her robe and slid into Claire’s old and tattered
elephant slippers. One of the slippers ears was missing, Crystal was
amazed her sister hung on to them—they must be ten years old.
Coffee. She needed coffee. Where was the blasted coffee?
She rummaged through the cupboards and finally found
Claire’s yellow canister filled with the shiny black and very fragrant
coffee beans. She poured the beans into the grinder. “Bollocks,” she
grumbled when a few fell to the floor. Claire had made the coffee
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every morning since she’d moved in a little over a week ago, and this
was the first morning she’d had to make it herself. Waking up was
not an easy thing for her. Mornings had never been her favorite time
of day.
She caught the bus and approached the bookstore exactly at
eight-thirty. A new day at her new job, Crystal was excited. She was
also in a jovial mood because today it was supposed to be sunny and
reach thirty degrees! A regular heat wave.
Dinkytown, the small and vibrant community just north of
Minneapolis near the city’s college campus, was active this morning.
Fourth Street was clogged with traffic and buses were backed up at
stop lights. Cars honked in desperation to get to their destinations on
time and hurried pedestrians—most likely students heading to
class—rushed down the frozen sidewalk, heads bent low against the
brisk wind.
Crystal’s glasses were beginning to freeze up again as she
peered for the third or fourth time through the door’s window. She
had already knocked several times, but no one had come. She sipped
her coffee and stamped her feet. She was getting cold. Where in the
hell was everyone? She glanced at her watch and then peered up and
down the sidewalk. It didn’t look as if anyone was coming.
"Oh!" she gasped when she turned back toward the door. The
fantastic looking young man who was now struggling to unlock the
front door had appeared out of nowhere.
Her knees practically gave way as she stared and she clung to
her cherished coffee mug for support. But since that didn’t help, she
casually leaned against the wall to steady herself. "Hi. I'm Crystal. I
just got a job here. This is my first day and I think I’m a bit early. I'm
glad you're here; I was starting to get pretty cold. My coffee is cold. I
hate cold coffee."
Quite babbling, she chastised herself as she stared. But Holy
Moly! His profile was incredible!
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He briefly glanced her way. His piercing and amazingly clear,
arctic-blue eyes caused her stomach to do a quick little flip—and his
thick black lashes accentuated their iciness. His black hair, now a bit
disheveled from the wind, was pulled back into a thick pony tail
allowing her to admire his trim side-burns and strong jaw, which he
clenched and unclenched while struggling with the lock. His long,
black leather coat, caught by the chilly wind, blew out behind him,
and his upturned collar and dark sideburns put him right into the
“hotty” category. He was basically perfect.
Crystal snapped her mouth shut which had sagged open.
Unfortunately however, it seemed that her presence annoyed
him since he was leaning away from her. Did she have bad breath?
Did she smell funny? Whatever it was, she wished he’d hurry before
she froze to death.
He gave her another brief glance, and with a quick push on the
door, he let them both in. He turned, locking the door behind them,
and then he disappeared into the back of the shop without another
glance her way.
“Well”, she huffed as she watched him saunter away, he may
look hot but his personality was anything but. She shrugged off his
rude affront—she’d dealt with boys like him before.
While she waited, she removed her hat and various other warm
articles of clothing, patted her hair and tried valiantly to thaw her
feet and her glasses. And now, standing in the front of the bookstore
with nothing to do, she felt a little self-conscious and caught herself
twirling her hair again—something she’d done her whole life when
she was either content or nervous—basically always. She
immediately dropped her hand when she heard a door slam.
"Good morning, Miss Blue." Mr. Attis headed towards her. "I
trust you are ready to get started?"
"I'm ready and able, Mr. Attis. I hope you don't mind if I
brought my own coffee.” She held up her large mug. “Can't get a
jump start in the morning without it, you know?"
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"Hate the stuff," he grumbled.
Crystal slowly lowered her arm when she spied the young man
who she’d ogled earlier approach them. His graceful, fluid gate
reminded her of a panther’s. Gulp. ‘Delicious’ and ‘sinister,’ were
the words that came to mind as she stared, trying not to fidget as her
eyes roamed over his black, V-necked, sweater and black pants. His
blue eyes bored into hers as he strode toward her. She froze, now
she knew what prey felt like as they waited to be devoured. She
pulled her gaze away before did something stupid, like throw herself
at his feet, or drool—she grabbed a lock of hair and began to twirl.
Cosmo thrust his chin toward the dark-haired young man. “This
is my partner, Adam Walker.”
Adam smiled lazily as he leaned against the counter and
acknowledged Crystal with a slight nod.
“He suggested I should ask you a few questions,” Cosmo said.
“I guess I forget about all that stuff. Just want to get work done
around here." He was waving one arm around. “Did you fill out your
application?”
Crystal, still breathless, didn’t trust herself to speak, so she
thrust the sheet of paper at Cosmo. Without looking at it, he handed
it over to Adam. He quickly looked it over before lifting eyes in
surprise. He stared at Crystal, and with a small shake of his head, he
folded his arms across his chest and gave her another lazy, sardonic
smile.
She squirmed under his heated stare. Why did the good-looking
ones always have to wear black? She groaned, dragging her eyes
away once again. She wore a pair of faded jeans and one of Claire’s
silly pink sweaters. She should have dressed better. She rubbed her
sweaty palms on her pants and tried to remain calm.
“Ahem.” Mr. Attis cleared his throat.
Crystal startled and her eyes flew to Cosmo. “I’m sorry?”
He scowled. “I said how many languages do you speak?”
“Umm…one?” Why would he ask her that?
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“Have you ever been arrested?”
Her background consisted of one arrest, but she quickly decided
not to mention it. “No sir,” she lied with a smile.
“What inspires you, Crystal?”
She thought for a moment before she answered.
“Music,” she said, surprising herself a little. She hadn’t thought
about Elton John’s music in a long time. His music had helped lift her
out of a very deep depression; she’d worked hard to forget those
dark years.
“Music and a really good book,” she added after a moment.
“Music?” Cosmo raised his eyebrows. “What kind of music?
You don’t like that head-banging stuff do you?”
Not anymore. “No, I don’t like that head-banging stuff. I like
different kinds of music, all kinds really. Why?”
“Have you read War and Peace?” Cosmo had no idea what to
ask the girl, her presence still unnerved him.
"I started to, but it bored me,” Crystal replied.
“What do you like to read then?”
Everything!
“I read the Lord of the Rings trilogy, twice." She’d fallen in love
with the mysterious Stryder, who was really Aragorn, and had spent
hours watching the movies with her grandfather. They’d cried
together when Borimir died and cheered when Gollum fell into the
lava. They’d both loved the giant eagles, the olephants and the white
wizard, Gandalf. She wished she looked like Arwen except for her
ears and….
“You’re a reader, eh?” Cosmo asked her again.
Crystal looked at him with a blank stare and blinked. She’d done
it again. What was it about this place that was bringing back so many
of her memories? They kept distracting her.
“I asked you if you liked to read,” he said slowly.
Crystal’s face brightened and she nodded her head. “Yes, I am.”
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She thought of the books she’d fallen in love with that had lined her
grandfather’s bookshelves. “I love the classics,” she sighed,
“Hemingway, Forsythe, Bronte, Shelley, Dickens, Twain.”
She smiled as she thought of her hero Atticus Finch. “I’m mad
about To Kill a Mockingbird; I read it every summer. I think Harper
Lee is brilliant. I adored Ludlum’s Bourne trilogy, and Le Carre's, The
Spy Who Came in from the Cold.”
Her confidence began to return. She knew her books well.
“I've read all of Grisham's, Follett’s, Conroy’s, Stephen King’s,
and Dan Brown’s novels, to name a few,” she said, “and I think Ann
Rice is a genius—she's great, great vampire stuff, love Lestat and
Louis.”
She twirled a lock of hair. “Phillip Pullman’s Dark Materials
series are fantastic. Oh,” she smiled as she thought of the fabulously
desperate Mr. Rochester, “and, of course, I adored Jane Eyre.
“I loved the intimacy of the Twilight books—you just gotta love
Edward, Jacob and Bella.” She raised her fist. “Go, team Edward!”
She blinked and lowered her hand when she realized Adam and
Cosmo probably had no idea what she was talking about.
“I was a huge fan of the Potter books,” Crystal continued. “I’m
sorry that they’re done, though. I’ll really miss reading those books,”
she said, remembering Harry, Ron, Hermione, Dumbledore and
Professor Snape fondly. She’d grown up with them, cried and
laughed with them. The books had provided a form of escapism
through her troubled years – she’d imagined living in Harry’s world
with the dragons, the magic, the ghosts, and, of course, Harry’s
adventures. It was bittersweet, really, she thought, an end of an era.
Cosmo cleared his throat and Crystal jumped. She’d been
daydreaming again. Bollocks. The two men must think her a real lala.
But then her eyes lit up as she thought of her all-time favorite
authoress. The writer who could transport her to a time that was
quiet and still, poetic yet brutally unfair, but full of life’s simple
pleasures – although a bit too misogynistic for her tastes. “But, above
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all else there’s Jane,” she said softly. “She is most definitely my
favorite."
The men looked at her not comprehending.
“Jane, Jane Austen. She understands people, women. How they
think. She knew how to write a good love story.” Crystal found
herself speaking quite rapidly and passionately, which was a bit
unusual as she was not accustomed to revealing her book
knowledge. Nobody had ever really given a crap. It had felt good to
talk about her favorite writers.
She glanced at Adam who watched her with a bland, rather
bored expression. She folded her arms in front of her and lifted her
chin. Books were her passion and his bored appraisal stung.
“That’s an impressive list, Miss Blue.” Cosmo nodded his head.
“You really do love to read.” He stared at her for a moment before he
asked, “What year was Jane Eyre published?”
Without hesitation, Crystal replied, “1847.”
Cosmo raised an eyebrow. “And the author?”
“Charlotte Bronte, Emily’s older sister.”
Cosmo nodded his head, duly impressed.
“What was her pen name?”
Crystal twirled a lock of hair and chewed her lip. She knew the
Bronte sisters adopted pen names to hide the sex, because in those
days, men needed their women to be submissive, pious and selfsacrificing: all of which they were not. Her eyes lit when she finally
remembered. “Charlotte’s pen name was, Currer Bell. Emily’s was,
Ellis Bell, and their sister, Anne’s pseudonym was, Acton Bell.”
The two men stared, both amazed that she knew this. Not many
people did. Crystal shrugged her shoulders. “I happen to like
English Literature.”
“Right,” Cosmo nodded his head, “you certainly do. But I have
one more question. Do you read ancient Sanskrit?"
"Ancient what?"
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He waved his bony hand in surrender. "Never mind, that will
do. It’s not that important. I can see that you love books and writers.
You mentioned that yesterday, but I had to be sure. You see, Adam
here was paranoid that I hired a dimwit."
Her mouth fell open. Dimwit!? She looked at Adam with an
upturned slender eyebrow and quickly stuck out her tongue. He
could go to hell.
Adam choked out a surprised cough and turned away. Was he
smiling? Crystal could have kicked herself. What was she thinking?
She’d always been a bit impulsive and somewhat of a hot-head.
She’d have to watch that. But his arrogance—and the fact that he
made her weak in the knees—were beginning to irritate her.
“I have a phone call to make and then I’ll show you around,”
Cosmo said with a shake of his head. “Look around if you’d like.” He
turned and disappeared through a door behind the counter.
Crystal strolled through the aisles of the shop and marveled at
its diverse inventory. Little threads of excitement trembled through
her as she began to grasp the idea that she would be spending a lot of
time here. Her very own bookstore, she sighed and stroked the
bindings of an older edition of Emily Bronte’s Wuthering Heights. She
was blissfully happy. It had been so long.
________________________

My dear Cosmo,

April 20

I am entrusting my most cherished collection of books to you as I
intend on traveling for the next few years. I sold my shop and its inventory
of books; these are the books that I couldn’t bear to part with. I know that
they are many and I hope that you can find a place to store them. I trust no
one other than you. Mind you, I would keep them here in Athens if I felt
they would be safe, but I fear there are those that covet these books and if
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they fell into their hands, they would sell them off piecemeal for a profit and
not keep them together as I would wish. I will leave it up to you how you
would wish to deal with the books; you may sell them if you wish or you
may donate them. I only ask that when you do this, that you keep particular
books together so that the owner understands their value. Some of these
books are not meant to stand alone.
There is one manuscript within my collection, however, that is very
important and that I implore you not to sell or donate. I would ask that you
find this book and keep it close. It comes from Africa, from a secret place that
only a few know exists. This book has powers, Cosmo, powers that neither of
us could ever understand. I know, I know, we’ve always been, you and I,
scholars of the material world, that which we can see. But in the last few
years, I have come to believe more in the world we cannot see with our
physical eye. This book has within its pages powers that can heal, transform,
manifest and destroy. You must find this book, and find it quickly. If it falls
into the wrong hands, there will be anarchy. Do not fear, dear brother, I
have not lost my senses; I have gained them.
There is one thing that you must promise me. You must have someone
in our bloodline find the book. It hides in my collection; I could not find it
before I sent it to you, but I know that it is there. This person must…
Adam knocked on the door. “Cosmo?”
Cosmo set the letter down and dragged a shaky hand through
his hair.
“Crystal is ready for you now,” Adam said, before heading to
the back of the shop.
Cosmo stood up from his desk and tucked the letter back into its
envelope. He hoped he hadn’t made a mistake.
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Instinct is stronger than upbringing.
Irish Proverb

C

rystal became impatient and went to find her new
employer. She found him standing at the counter with a
vacant look in his eye, drumming his fingers on a stack of
papers and whistling under his breath. Oh, oh, she thought, not
again. She hoped for his sake that he wasn’t senile. She patted his
hand. "Mr. Attis. We can get started whenever you're ready," she
said quietly.
With a little jump he gave her a vacant look. "Ah yes." He
stopped drumming his fingers and looked down at his hands for a
moment in frustration.
Crystal patted his hand once again. She wondered if he regretted
giving her the job, or if he found out she’d lied to him. Her lack of
self-confidence was rearing its ugly head. She’d been so confidant
and happy a moment ago, she’d obviously been too pushy… again.
Her nerves were getting the best of her. Butterflies were scrambling
around in her stomach and her palms were getting sweaty again.
Had they both thought her too stupid? Maybe Adam had tried
to convince him that he’d made a mistake. After all, she’d stated on
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the application that this was her first job. “I’ll go wait out front.”
Crystal headed for the chairs.
“Bollocks,” she whispered as she sat down. She closed her eyes
while taking deep breaths and tried to compose herself. This is what
her shrink back in Santa Fe had suggested she do whenever she felt
anxious. She hoped an anxiety attack wasn’t imminent. She didn’t
want to take those pills anymore—they made her stomach hurt—
she’d left them back in Albuquerque. She’d had an attack two hours
before her plane left because flying made her tweaky, but she hadn’t
had one since.
From the counter, Cosmo watched her walk away and
wondered if he could go through with this. It might be unfair that he
wanted her to be someone other than who she was. But after a few
moments, he pulled himself together and remembered why he’d
hired her in the first place. It really didn’t matter if she wasn’t who
he’d first presumed; she was the breath of fresh air he’d been longing
for.
He found her sitting in one of his reading chairs looking rather
ill. “All right Crystal, I’ll show you where you’ll be working.” It
didn’t appear that she had heard him. She didn’t move. Was she
hard of hearing? Or maybe, he thought as he watched her, she was
just scared at starting a new job in a new town. He’d glanced at her
application and had seen that she’d only just moved from here from
New Mexico.
Again the feeling of protection swept through him. He
shouldn’t have doubted himself, and he reprimanded himself for
making her wait so long. He didn’t know why, but he knew that she
was very sensitive and could be easily upset. And for another strange
reason, this made sense to him and it didn’t bother him one bit. So,
he waited a few moments and cleared his throat.
Crystal jumped up and knocked over a small table. “Dude, oh
sorry, Mr. Attis,” she stammered as she righted the table. “Sorry
‘bout that. Bloody hell,” she muttered under her breath.
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“Humph,” he snorted and turned away, hoping she didn’t see
his amusement. The girl certainly used colorful language. “Come
on,” he said. “I’ll show you where you’ll be working.
At the end of an aisle of bookshelves he disappeared through a
non-descript doorway. He flipped on the switch and a single light
bulb lit up the old stairway leading down to a musty-smelling
basement.
“Jaypers,” Crystal mumbled as she followed the old man down
the stairs. She hoped there weren't any spiders down there; another
anxiety attack would for sure be coming if she saw one. She didn't
mind bugs in general, but spiders – like airplanes – freaked her out.
She shuddered and found herself peering around corners hoping not
to see the cobwebs that would definitely indicate the presence of
arachnids.
"Here's where I am storing some very, very special books,”
Cosmo said with an air of importance. “They're still packed away:
I've only begun to unpack them. I found it's taking a lot longer than I
expected and I'm needed upstairs." He rummaged through a box and
pulled out a ledger, handing it to Crystal. "This is a list of the
inventory stored down here. I have to be sure it's all accounted for.
I've only opened three boxes out of sixty-five. This is what you're on
the payroll for.”
Cosmo was walking through a maze of tables loaded with boxes
and Crystal followed him closely wearing a look of disdain. The
boxes smelled musty and the lighting was horrible. She peered with
uncertainty into the dark corners.
“I have enough tables down here so that you can work
efficiently,” Cosmo said. “Keep the inventory sheets in order and
when you find the books, check them off and place them on these
shelves I’ve had put up. Once we've opened all the boxes we can reshelve the books correctly.”
Cosmo tapped the ledger that Crystal held with his finger. “I've
looked through the list and there are over eighteen hundred books:
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one in particular is going to be kept at the store and we won’t be
selling it. I'm not sure what the title of this book is, but I know I'll
recognize it when I see it."
"Mr. Attis, do you think we could get more light down here? I'm
happy to do this work for you, but I don't want to permanently ruin
my eyes."
"Bah, I can see fine, and I'm seventy-eight years old. You'll be
fine, girl, just concentrate on the job at hand. Remember to check all
the books off when you find them. I believe this inventory list is
alphabetical, but there are numerous foreign titles, so just be careful
to check the right ones. These books belonged to my brother and they
have traveled all the way from Greece. I must be sure of the contents
of this delivery. I must be sure that there are no missing books and
that the titles match the catalog.”
Crystal stared at him with a blank look. This is what she was
hired for?
“I'll come downstairs and check on you in a few hours." With
that Cosmo left and Crystal was alone. She looked around the room;
it was a bit damp, a bit cool and quite drafty.
With a heavy sigh she buttoned up her sweater and pulled the
sleeves down over her hands. She didn’t want to work down here,
she wanted to be upstairs where it was warm and cheery and
smelled like old books. She should have left her hat on. But who
knows, she thought as she peered into the corners and up to the
ceiling looking for where the draft might be coming from, maybe
Adam would come down and help. That lifted her spirits and she
decided to go over the inventory list.
“Bugger,” she muttered after a few minutes. Mr. Attis had been
wrong when he'd said numerous titles were foreign: all the titles
were foreign.
Two hours later Crystal was still rummaging through the boxes
and getting absolutely nowhere. She didn't want to let on to Mr. Attis
that she was useless at this job. She couldn't make out the titles of the
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books. She'd never studied foreign languages. She didn't know if
what she was looking at was French, Italian or Spanish.
Good God, she thought, what a nightmare. She'd studied the
inventory sheets as best she could. Now her eyes were sore and it
was time for a break, and hopefully, a glimpse of sunshine.
Walking up the staircase was enlightening. On the way down,
she hadn't noticed all the graffiti on the walls, including a few old
gobs of dried gum. She was surprised Mr. Attis hadn't had these
walls cleaned and repainted.
I love Samantha, D. Loves M., A dog can outrun a horse, but only
when the sun is high. On eagles wings I fly, and in a cage I cry. I love
dragons when they’re sleeping. This is a dog eat dog world, and I’m wearing
milk bone under shorts.
She read the inscriptions that she could see in the dim light;
some made her giggle, others made her sigh. There must be a reason
they were still on the walls, she thought. And there were many more
that she couldn't make out. They must have been on these walls for
ages. She was surprised Mr. Attis had left them here.
As she reached the top step, the door opened quickly and Adam
stepped through. His entrance threw her off guard and she teetered
on the top stop, almost falling down the stairs. Help!
Quick with his reflexes, he grabbed her around the waist before
she tumbled backward, and she found herself pressed up close to
him; a faint musky scent filled her senses. She looked up into his iceblue eyes and felt herself being drawn in.
Uh oh. Her heart raced, her ears hammered and her knees began
to buckle.
Adam blinked and quickly stepped back, releasing his tight grip.
Crystal stumbled forward and noticed his scowl. Well hell, she
thought, it wasn’t her fault that she’d almost crashed to her death!
She pulled herself together by taking a deep breath and straightening
her sweater.
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"Cheers,” she croaked. She could have kicked herself for letting
her voice shake. She’d be damned if she let him know that she was
probably already in love with him. His eyes, she thought, his eyes
were beautiful, blue orbs of cerulean light…uh oh. She blinked and
shook her head.
He backed up a few more paces to let her by. “You okay?” His
voice was rich and deep. These were the first words she’d heard him
speak.
“Sure, sure.” She took a deep breath, straightened her sweater
and squinted into the bright light of the shop.
"Hey, Adam,” Crystal said as he began to descend the stairs. I
think I love you. “Watch your step.”
He grunted and headed down into her musty workplace.
Crystal decided she’d need to figure out a way to get through
the day – through forever—without throwing herself at the man who
she now truly believed, although a bit rude was the hottest living
creature on the entire planet who, for some idiotic reason, detested
her. But now, it was time for coffee.
"Greetings, earthlings," Crystal muttered under her breath as she
set out to look for Mr. Attis, hoping he’d let her go out to buy another
cup.
ADAM GRUMBLED. Damn, she smelled like spring, he thought.

This would not do. He continued down the stairs while he
questioned Cosmo’s sanity—hell, he questioned his own. He knew
his old friend felt Crystal was needed in the store and might be
someone from his past, but she was certainly a distraction. He’d
thought of nothing else but her since he’d met her earlier at the front
door. She’d looked like a lovely, tall, porcelain doll waiting
agitatedly in front of the shop; a doll that was bundled for colder
weather than it had been this morning.
From down the street before he’d approached the door, he’d
watched her and had been amazed. Even though she was wrapped in
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an over-sized red scarf that covered half her face, and her hat was
pulled down tightly, he could tell she was stunning. It was her
energy; her lovely blue aura that had his interest piqued. She’d been
looking around, hopping in place, taking little sips of coffee and
banging the hell out of the door, yet the serenity and intelligence
emanating from her had leapt off of her like flames.
He’d always been able to see people’s auras; nobody’s had
compared to hers. Intense was the word that came to mind. He was
almost going to turn around and go home. But Cosmo wasn’t going
to open the store; that was his job. He had to approach her and let her
in; she was obviously cold.
He’d steeled himself as he’d approached her, trying to look
nonchalant. He’d then congratulated himself because he’d felt that
she hadn’t picked up on the fact that she’d intimidated the hell out of
him as she’d peered at him through her frosty lenses.
His ears burned, his hands shook, his heart slammed into his
ribs so hard it hurt and his mouth had dried up like a sponge in the
desert. Hell, that had never happened before. He didn’t like it; he
didn’t like it at all. But, after she’d surprised him by sticking out her
tongue at him, he realized she was probably human like everyone
else, not superhuman as her aura indicated.
When Cosmo was questioning her, he’d noticed her aura change
umpteen times. He’d watched intently as her blue aura changed and
fluctuated in intensity. At one point it turned black; an indication
she’d been lying. She had been arrested at some time in her life. But
when she’d spoken of music and her books her blue aura had gently
spread out from her like a soft, billowing sheath; she’d been truthful
about that. And it was obvious she knew a helluva lot about English
Literature. He wondered about the depth of her knowledge—what
else she knew. But she’d seemed a bit distracted. What had she been
thinking about?
Adam grumbled again when he thought about their close
encounter on the stair—he’d sensed her desire for him and it had
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startled him. She was a force that he would have no control over if
she decided he was to be hers. Frankly, he didn’t mind that one tiny
bit. What made her more powerful was the fact that she had no idea
of her exotic pull. He groaned when he thought of her amazing hair;
he’d never been attracted to dreadlocks before. But now…well.
He’d have to think of some way to get her out of his mind.
He shook his head as he unlocked the door that led to another
storage room. He’d read her application and had been surprised
when he’d read her name, that was certainly a coincidence. “Crystal
Blue,” he whispered as he rummaged around on a shelf and found
what he was looking for. Then he took a deep breath and realized she
may be the one after all. She certainly was a compelling creature. He
groaned. How was he supposed to get any work done now?
CRYSTAL STROLLED down the aisles of the shop, casually

looking for Mr. Attis while she admired the store. It was warm and
smelled good compared to that horrid basement, she thought as she
wrinkled her nose. But she knew she would have to tolerate the
basement’s damp conditions or she might lose the only job she really
cared to have in this frigid city.
"Oomph.” Crystal grunted, running into a rather large young
man who had stepped out from around a bookcase. "Excuse me."
"Hey, I know you,” he said. “I saw you in the Java Grinder
yesterday and my pal Dean wasn't too polite. Sorry about that. He
doesn’t have very good manners." His smile was sincere.
She folded her arms and eyed the tall young man with the curly
brown hair. Yesterday in the coffee shop, he and his friend had
practically tossed her off the stool she’d taken at the counter. She
hadn’t realized it had already been claimed. They had been
extremely rude, but before she could leave, a nice man who worked
at the café had politely escorted her to a booth. And now, she didn’t
feel inclined to accept his apology. She turned to walk away.
"Hey do you work here?" he asked.
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Crystal turned around. "Yes, yes, I do."
"Then maybe you can find Mr. Attis for me. I’m Daniel Attis.
He’s my grandpa. I said I'd be in today to talk to him about my new
job. I've been here a few minutes and I can't find the old guy.”
"I'm sure Mr. Attis is around here somewhere. I’ll go and find
him." Crystal had a bad feeling as she headed for the counter. She’d
only just managed to convince the old man that he needed her.
She quickly rapped on his office door.
“Who is it?”
"Mr. Attis. It's me, Crystal. I know you're probably busy, but
your grandson is out here and he wants to speak with you. I would
also like to go grab a cup of coffee. Would you like me to get
anything for you?"
"Bah." Crystal heard the squeak of a chair and Cosmo flung open
the door. He walked out with the faint, sweet smell of pipe smoke
lingering behind him. "Where's the lad?"
"He's sitting over there." Crystal pointed to one of the reading
chairs by the front window.
Mr. Attis snorted in disgust and walked over to his grandson.
"Tell your mother, boy, that I won't need you in my shop. I hired
someone yesterday and I can't have two more on my payroll. Give
your mother my best." He waved his hand and headed back to his
office.
"But I need this job. I gotta get my car fixed so I can drive it to
Michigan next month," Daniel sputtered and shouted to his
grandfather’s back.
Cosmo kept walking and grunted at Crystal as he passed her.
She was still standing by the check-out counter feeling quite out of
place—she knew she had pilfered this guy's job, and she knew he
was also aware of it as he was now looking directly at her with
narrowed eyes.
She smiled and turned around, following Mr. Attis into his
office. She quietly closed the door behind her and leaned back
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against the door. She crossed her fingers behind her back. "Mr. Attis,
I really had no idea that I was imposing on anyone's promised
position. If you would like me to leave I would understand."
Cosmo looked at her like he'd seen a ghost. "To begin with,” he
said, “who invited you in? I don't believe I did. These are my private
quarters and I declare them off limits to everyone."
Mr. Attis, now walking back-and-forth in the small office with
his head bent down, reminded her of a duck in a shooting gallery.
She bit her lip, trying not to laugh.
"I will let it go this once because I believe you to be ignorant of
these restrictions. As for your job, you keep it. I never did want that
juvenile working in my shop. His mother is too persistent for her
own good. You just do the job, and I'll decide who I want to employ.”
The old man stopped, put his hands on his hips and looked up
at her sternly. “What are you doing upstairs?”
“I thought I could go out and grab another cup of coffee."
"What are you, addicted? We have perfectly good coffee in the
back. Adam always has some on hand. I guess we forgot to show you
around the place this morning. Now off you go before I change my
mind about your job."
He shoved her out the door, unfortunately shoving her right into
the hulking form of his grandson. If looks could kill Crystal would be
dead.
She threw her chin up. "Sorry, dude, but I gave your grandfather
the chance to let me go and he declined my offer. I need this job very
badly so I didn't press. I have to get back to work now.”
She turned to walk away and then she stopped. She
remembered how yesterday he had been wearing a ragged leather
jacket and torn jeans, with a red scarf tied tightly around his head.
She twirled around. “The music store on University is looking
for help. Wear what you wore yesterday and act like you did and
you'll fit right in.”
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She turned back around but Daniel grabbed her arm. With eyes
blazing she jerked her arm away. “Piss off, ya bloody bugger!” she
shouted.
He dropped his mouth and watched her storm off – her anger
had startled him. Hell, he didn’t mean to grab her arm so hard, he
only meant to plead with her to reconsider because he knew his
mother was going to kill him! He dreaded the thought of facing her.
His hot-headed mother was going to wig out when she learned he
didn’t get the job, and, of course, she’d presume it was because of
something that he did.
Daniel turned to leave and stopped short. The hairs on the back
of his neck stood straight up when he saw the look on Adam’s face.
Adam’s eyes gleamed lethally as he leaned casually against the wall
by the front door. He had obviously seen what had happened and he
obviously hadn’t approved.
Daniel set his shoulders and tried to look mean. Ever since he’d
met him, Adam had intimidated the hell out of him.
“I don’t want you near her, Attis,” Adam growled when Daniel
neared the door. “Actually I don’t ever want to see you in here
again.”
“The job was meant for me and you know it, Walker,” Daniel
sneered. “That bitch just waltzed in and…ah!”
Adam grabbed Daniel’s wrist and held it at an odd angle. “You
heard what I said,” Adam’s voice was low. “If you or your mother
touch one hair on her head, I’ll find you and you’ll wish you were
dead. Do you understand?” He put more pressure on Daniel’s wrist
and the boy grunted in pain. His face paled and sweat beaded on his
forehead. “Do you understand?” Adam asked again.
“Yes,” Daniel hissed. “Now let me go.”
Adam calmly released his grip and watched the pale boy leave.
That one was a menace, he thought, as he watched Daniel put his
hands in his pockets and saunter away without a backward glance,
but his mother even more so. They’d both caused Cosmo great
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heartache and he would do whatever it took to keep them both away
from Cosmo and now Crystal.
Although, he thought as he headed toward the back, Crystal
could obviously take care of herself. He’d thought she might take off
Daniel’s head when he’d grabbed her arm and the force behind her
words had obviously startled him; he’d dropped her arm like a hot
potato. There was strength to her, he thought. He hoped she knew it.
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In baiting a mousetrap with cheese, always leave room for the mouse.
Greek Proverb

R

ummaging through the old books down in the drafty and
musty basement was not the most glamorous of jobs, but,
Crystal thought as she twirled a lock of hair and tried
valiantly to interpret the title to a large, brown book , it would have
to do.
She’d emptied fifty-eight of the sixty-five large boxes of foreign
books, and she was finally becoming quite adept at reading the titles.
It had taken awhile to get the feel of it, but Mr. Attis was right: The
list was in alphabetical order and so far it seemed all the books were
there. Since most of the books were quite large and the printing was
faded and small, it was taking a long time. Considering the fact that
she wasn't sure what Mr. Attis would have her do once she finished
with this project, she wasn't in any hurry.
She had borrowed one of his magnifying glasses to read some of
the print. He'd laughed at her when she made the request and his
eyes had twinkled merrily, but he had asked no questions. It was for
this reason that she decided not to mention anything about his
grandson’s odd behavior the day he’d learned she’d taken his job.
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She didn’t want to upset him by telling him that his grandson was a
bloody brute. She’d felt threatened when he had grabbed her arm,
and he’d frightened her.
She’d handled him though. Maybe next time he’d think twice
before he messed with her. She’d been amazed at how angry she’d
become. She’d wanted to rip his head off. The hot energy that had
flowed through her when he’d grabbed her arm was unnerving. It
had taken her an hour to settle down afterward.
She thought of the old man and smiled. She had made a friend
in Cosmo Attis. He was gruff on the outside, but once the surface
was scratched he was quite amiable and made for good, solid
company. He hadn't said the same to her in so many words, but she
knew he enjoyed her company almost as much as she did his and for
this she was grateful – it had been a long time since she’d had a
friend.
Crystal thought back to the dark day eight years ago when her
grandparents had moved her and her sister thousands of miles from
all they’d known and plopped them in the middle of the ugly, brown
desert—away from the Cliffs of Moher and the Liscannor fishing
harbor. They’d given them no reason why they’d suddenly left
Ireland. She’d hated it, just hated it—it had taken years for her to
overcome the grief she’d felt when they’d left the misty green hills
and seaside villages of County Clare.
She’d found it hard to make friends—her new classmates had
made fun of her accent—and so she’d spent time alone with her
books, her movies and her music. She could never seem to fully
shake the heavy cloud which had resided over her head and no
one—it seemed—wanted to spend time with someone who was
always depressed, except, of course, her grandfather.
Crystal realized that her friendship with Mr. Attis and her rekindled relationship with her sister filled the hole her grandfather’s
death had left.

42

PB MORLEN

Five years ago when he became ill, and then dying six months
later, she’d felt a little of herself die with him. She’d gone quickly
downhill after that and her poor grandmother hadn’t known how to
comfort her; she’d been too preoccupied with her own grief. She’d
left the confines of her room and had managed to find trouble in the
form of drugs and had hung out with imbecilic juveniles to escape
the pain. She knew she had caused her grandmother all sorts of grief,
especially when…she rubbed her wrists and stared blankly at the
wall.
She shook her head and thought of her sister during those years
when she should have used her as a friend. For much of her life she’d
resented her sister’s light-hearted happiness; it drove her crazy.
Nothing ever seemed to faze her sister—not even the move to New
Mexico.
She remembered when she’d turned twelve, how she’d grown
five inches in six months and had towered over her older sister.
She’d felt like a lumbering giant with arms so long they practically
swept the ground, and she swore her skinny, knobby-kneed legs
looked just like Olive Oyl’s, Popeye’s girlfriend. For this reason she
had resented her sister’s small, perfectly proportioned stature as
much as her sunny disposition.
Crystal stared at a large, dark-green book with faded gold
lettering on its cover, lying in the bottom of a box and remembered
how Claire had tried to console her after her grandfather’s death, but
she’d been so full of hurt and built-up resentments that she’d not let
her in. She’d made it a point to let her sister know that her company
wasn’t wanted, and once she’d flaunted her drug use right in her
sister’s face. She’d known then that she’d caused her sister to believe
her drug use was worse than it really was, but she wanted to see
pain, something, in her fair-haired, perfect sister’s blue eyes.
After that, Claire had for the most part stayed away from the
house, hung out with friends, worked two jobs and continued to
overachieve in school. Then she graduated and had moved to
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Minnesota to go to college, only to return home once or twice for
short weekends. When she left, she had taken the cat. End of story.
Crystal sighed and blew a wayward dreadlock out of her eyes –
for a brief moment she thought of heeding her sister’s suggestion to
trim her hair or remove the dreads, but then she dismissed the
notion. Her hair was fine as it was.
Naturally, almost accidently, her hair had turned into the
dreads—she hadn’t had them put in professionally nor had she paid
for them like many were now doing. After her grandfather had died
she’d let her hair go. She’d wash it—although not often—but she had
no desire to comb the knots out. She just pulled a scarf or a hat over
her head and that was that. Not until Sophie got her hands on her
head did she realize that she’d naturally begun forming dreadlocks.
Sophie, the old woman who lived next door, whose skin was the
color of caramels and whose black eyes could look deep into her
soul, wore dreads herself.
One morning the old woman had pulled her into her home and
pulled off her scarf, inspected her hair while nodding her head, and
then she went to work. While she’d worked on her hair, Sophie had
proceeded to tell her the history about dreadlocks—how they were
the natural way many women in native cultures wore their hair and
how many spiritual men and women wore their hair this way. She
taught her how to care for them without permanently damaging her
hair, and most importantly, how to style them.
She’d begun – slowly at first – to go out without her hat or scarf,
and after a while she began to feel much, much more comfortable
with the stares of others. And now, well, her locks were a part of her
and they represented a time in her life when she’d gone through such
intense pain that they were almost a badge of some kind of valor –
she’d never part with them. Ever. She took pride in them. She loved
to style them, to play with them. She figured they completed her
personality, her nature, her character and she intended to keep them.
She’d keep them in memory of her grandfather and Sophie. The old
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woman had died shortly after she’d helped with her hair; her death
had thrown her deeper into despair as the two had started to become
friends.
Sophie would listen quietly as Crystal told her some of her
feelings – her grief and her desperate attempts to make friends. By
now, desperately lonely, she’d begun to venture out at night and had
found herself lured into the drug scene. She didn’t share this part
with Sophie, but she sensed the old woman knew. Sophie had smiled
and, with her ‘all-knowing’ black eyes, she had told her that she was
special and had a very old soul, that only those who possessed a
strong spirit and a courageous heart chose a life of pain.
At the time the old woman’s words had angered her, she’d not
chosen anything, but then her words had stuck with her and they’d
helped her through some of her darkest moments that were yet to
come.
"Bollocks," Crystal muttered and wiped away a tear that slowly
coursed down her cheek. It had been a long time since she’d thought
of the kind old woman who’d died peacefully in her bed. She
sighed—again she found her mind wandering and her hands nonproductive. She realized she did a lot of this lately.
She looked at her watch and was surprised to see that she’d
missed her morning break. Bugger. Adam was probably back to
work by now. She looked forward to their interludes, although brief
and pretty impersonal, she enjoyed their new little game. It made
her believe that he was possibly attracted to her. Well, she hoped he
was anyway. Every time she saw him her mouth would go dry and
her ears would itch; which was very bizarre. He, on the other hand,
would remain cool as a bloody friggin’ cucumber. Oh hell, he wasn’t
attracted to her.
But a girl could hope. Right?
She stood up, stretched her long body and headed towards the
stairs, hoping to find a message she hadn't seen before. She’d been
highly entertained by the writings on the staircase wall. Crystal kept

45

ILLUMINATING CRYSTAL

this discovery to herself fearing that if Mr. Attis found them he might
destroy them. Sometimes she felt like a voyeur reading the messages,
but she hoped for juicy tidbits of gossip. She purposefully read only
five or six a day so that she’d have something to look forward to; she
didn’t want to read them all at once. Working down in the smelly,
old, drafty basement was lonely and the messages in a quirky way
became her friends.
Twinkle, twinkle, little mouse; go away this ain’t your house. She
smiled. Whenever she read this one she always hummed the tune
and it took a while for the melody to stop playing over and over in
her head. She thought the one about the cats was very clever:
Thousands of years ago cats were worshipped as gods. Cats have never
forgotten this.
But her favorite by far was the beautiful passage about a girl:
She walks in beauty, like the night,
Of cloudless climes and starry skies
And all that's best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellowed to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.
She re-read this one every day before she left for home. She
pictured herself walking beneath nighttime’s cloudless sky full of
bright and twinkly stars. It was such a romantic vision that
sometimes she’d imagine Adam walking with her, holding her hand
and whispering in her ear. She’d ‘googled’ the poem and had found
it was written by Lord Byron in the 18th century. He’d written many
romantic sonnets.
Yes. She was a sucker for romance.
ENTERING THE bookshop from the basement was always a

welcome respite. She loved the muted sounds: lowered voices and
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flipping pages, and the mingled smells of musty old books with the
freshly printed new ones. And it seemed the shop was never without
customers. They were either reading in one of the comfortable chairs
or browsing in the long aisles between the book shelves. Mr. Attis
had a thriving business and she was proud to work here. It reminded
her of a place that was very near and dear to her heart.
"Hello, Mr. Putman," Crystal happily chirped to the man who
she had sat on the day she’d blown into the shop.
He was reading in his usual chair. "Is it time for that three
o’clock cup of coffee, Crystal Blue?"
"You know I have to have the coffee to keep up with Mr. Attis's
heavy work demands."
The old man chuckled and waved her off.
She smiled. He always said her full name, followed by a much
exaggerated one-eyed wink. She knew that he, like many patrons
she’d come to know, loved the fact that her name was akin to the
stores. She greeted various other frequent customers and headed to
the small workroom where her coffee was stashed and where she
could grab a snack.
"Crystal?"
“Bloody hell!” Crystal yelped, leaping one foot in the air—she
swore at the scalding coffee on her chin. Adam, as always, silently
entered the room, scaring the wits out of her. She wiped her chin
with her sleeve. She’d been daydreaming about walking under starry
skies with him. She blushed and ignored her now-itchy ears. "Really,
Adam, can't you enter a room like every other loud person?” She
hoped he hadn’t noticed her rosy cheeks. “I swear I've aged ten years
here working with you. You creep around like a bloomin’ cat.”
His mouth twitched. "Probably inherited that from my
ancestors.” He crossed his arms and looked at her closely. “I bet you
can’t answer this one.”
Crystal shrugged. “I bet I can.”
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“Okay then,” Adam said, leaning back against the counter.
“What was the last book that C. S. Lewis wrote in The Chronicles of
Narnia series?”
This was their little game. Yesterday he’d asked her if she knew
who’d written, One Hundred Years of Solitude. “Gabriel García
Márquez,” she’d answered. The day before that he’d asked, “What’s
Mark Twain’s real name?” She’d replied sweetly, “Samuel
Langhorne Clemens.” He’d grumbled and she’d laughed and told
him to go away. And now, she was delighted. She knew this one
too. “The Magician’s Nephew,” she said with a little smile.
Adam narrowed his eyes. “Oh, but isn’t that the first book in the
series?”
“Yes, but it’s the last one that he wrote, and the second to the
last to be published.”
Adam shook his head. She’d done it again. Amazing.
Crystal’s eyes sparkled as she sipped her coffee.
“Anyway,” Adam grabbed his sandwich from the fridge,
“Cosmo had to go on an errand and needs you to work upstairs for
the rest of the day. Is that okay with you?"
Yes!!!! "Are you kidding? That's the best news I've heard since I
got this job. You can't imagine what it was like down there today. I
swear I'm beginning to talk to myself.”
Adam’s lips twitched as he un-wrapped his sandwich. He
wondered if she was aware that she talked to herself all the time.
He’d heard her downstairs swear on various occasions, he’d
presumed she’d seen a spider.
“Do you know how to work the register?”
Crystal raised her eyebrows and crossed her arms. Hadn’t she
convinced him that she wasn’t a dimwit? “Dude.”
Adam coughed. “Okay, I guess that was a stupid question.”
“Cosmo showed me the computer a few days ago. It seems
pretty simple.”
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"Good, stay out front then,” Adam said. “A new shipment of
books came in this morning and I'm up to my eyeballs in 'em,” he
explained. “The holiday season is always crazy around here and we
ordered big this year. I'll be here in the back if you need me."
With that Adam was done conversing and took a bite out of his
double-decker ham and turkey on rye.
Happily, Crystal went back out front and stepped behind the
counter, busying herself by straightening things up, answering
questions and ringing up customer purchases. She was grateful for
her good fortune, she loved this work.
"Crystal, thank God you're here!"
Surprised, Crystal watched as her sister ran toward her. Claire’s
large blue eyes swam out of her reddened face from either exertion
or the cold. Her long, curly blonde hair, which was usually well-kept,
curled madly about her face and shoulders.
Crystal rushed out from behind the counter and hauled her
sister into Mr. Attis's office. She knew she'd pay for this invasion,
but that would have to wait. She was also grateful that Cosmo was
gone; she’d yet confessed her lie and didn’t want him to see Claire,
he might recognize her. Even though her sister had professed that
she’d not done anything horrible to him, Crystal was still nervous.
"What is the matter, Claire? What happened?"
"Oh, Crys, it was awful. Someone was following me around all
day. I'd see him waiting in the halls after my classes and I saw him in
the library watching me! He was on the bus when I was going home
and I was too much of a chicken to ask him what he was doing
following me. I decided to come here instead. I don't want him to
know where we live."
"Well, I'm glad you did." Crystal put her arm around her older
sister and led her to Mr. Attis's small sofa. Her older sister, although
bright and sunny, had always spooked rather easily—she knew this
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because when they were younger she’d made a concerted effort to
scare her sister by hiding behind doors and under the bed.
"What does he look like?”
"He's tall and kind of a mess. He has a red scarf on his head, tied
in the back, his jacket is full of holes and his jeans are ripped in the
knees.”
“Stay here,” Crystal said. “I’ll look around and see if anyone out
there fits that description.”
According to Claire’s description, the guy could easily be
Cosmo’s grandson. He was probably mad at her for stealing his job
and was somehow trying to get back at her. She looked towards the
front door when the door’s bell tinkled expecting to see Claire’s
follower, and instead saw Mr. Attis blow in with a gust of frigid
Minnesota wind.
Uh, oh. “Mr. Attis!" Crystal rushed to greet the older man. "Did
you have a nice time?"
"Nice time, shmice time. It's cold as hell out and I hate being
outside when I can be in my shop. I did what I needed to do and now
I need my pipe."
Oh God, Claire was in his office! She frantically thought of how
she could distract him, and then she howled in pretended pain and
landed in a heap on the floor.
Cosmo hunched over her with a worried look on his face. "Good
heavens, girl, what is it?"
"I, I don't really know. I had a real bad pain in my side. It's kind
of hard to breathe. Could you just get me a glass of water?" She tried
to look pathetic.
"Hold still, now, I'll be right back with water and Adam."
"No, don't bother him. I think I just have real bad heartburn."
She knew that Adam would see through her trickery.
With a look of concern Cosmo headed towards the back. Crystal
ran to the office and grabbed Claire, shoving her out the door all in a
matter of seconds.
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"What are you doing, Crys? Did you see the guy?" Claire asked
as Crystal dragged her over to a chair.
"Just keep quiet and sit down. Don't ask any questions. Don’t let
him see you."
Crystal quickly took her place on the floor as Mr. Attis headed
toward her carrying a glass of water. She smiled sweetly and drank
the water down. "I don't know what happened and I sure hope it
doesn't happen again. I’ll be alright now,” Crystal said, standing up
and throwing Claire a look to keep quiet.
Cosmo looked at her with a puzzled expression, and then he
shook his head and disappeared into his office.
"Jaypers, Crystal. What was that all about?" Claire whispered.
"That was a distraction to get you out of his office. He'd have
blown a gasket if he'd found you in there. It's strictly off limits to all,
including me. I had one warning so far and want to keep my job."
"You know I still can't believe you work here. The last time I was
in here he nearly threw me out because I spilled a little coffee on his
floor. I apologized, but I thought he was going to have a heart attack.
He kind of scares…”
Crystal grabbed her sister’s arm. “I thought you said that you
didn’t do anything to him!”
Claire’s blue eyes blinked innocently as she shook her sister’s
hand off her arm. “Crystal, I spilled a little coffee. I did apologize. I
even offered to clean it up, but he shooed me away.”
Crystal felt like a heel for making such a fuss. But she wanted to
keep her sister’s identity a secret, just in case.
“So,” Claire looked around tentatively, “did you see anyone?”
"No. Unless the guy was hiding behind a bookshelf or
something, I didn't see anything. Tell you what; I'll see if Mr. Attis
will let me go a little early. It's almost five o’clock and he thinks I'm
feeble right now anyway. I'll be right back."
Minutes later looking pleased, Crystal held up a finger and
headed toward the back of the store. She grabbed her things and
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guided Claire out the front door and down the sidewalk toward The
Java Grinder for a little snack before they headed home. If her gut was
right, she'd know shortly who had been following her sister around
all day.
During the day the weather had taken a turn for the worse. Mr.
Attis was right; it was freezing, almost unbearable. Drawing her scarf
tighter around her throat she hurried her pace. Claire was a good
two feet in front of her already. She had to grab her arm or else she
would have walked right past the coffee shop. "Come on Claire; let's
stop in here. Vincent can wait another hour for his mixed grill."
They blew into the coffee shop and Crystal took off her glasses.
She was getting used to this and learned that she could see better in
these situations without them.
"Crystal, you look radiant as always," Berry breathed as he
ushered them to a booth. "And who's your adorable friend?"
Crystal laughed and introduced her sister to Berry before he
sailed off. The café was crowded and he happily filled coffee cups,
delivered food and busily chatted with all his regular customers.
"I adore that man.” Crystal squeezed into the booth and smiled.
By now she was a fairly frequent customer and from the first day
when he’d saved her from Cosmo’s grandson and his ill-mannered
friend, she and Berry had hit it off. “I come here to see Berry most
every day,” Crystal said, smiling at the round man who breezed
efficiently past their booth. “Sometimes he gives me free coffee.”
Crystal waggled her eyebrows and Claire laughed.
Then Claire looked around the café, wondering if she’d spot the
boy who’d followed her around all day. "That’s him!" Claire gasped
and tried to hide behind something. Not finding anything, she
ducked her head and put her hands over her face.
“Who him?"
"That boy that just came in…I don't think he saw me. Oh, he
probably did and followed us here. What do we do?"
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"Excuse me a minute." Crystal got up from the booth and Claire
grabbed her arm.
"Don’t go over there,” Claire hissed. “Maybe we can sneak out
and catch the next bus before he sees us. He gives me the willies."
"Trust me, Claire. I know the bleedin’ sod."
"You know him?!"
"Let's say we're casual acquaintances. I'll be right back. Order me
some black bean soup and a toasted tuna on rye. I'm starved."
Crystal headed toward Claire's stalker and casually tapped him
on the shoulder. He had already taken his usual seat at the counter
and she towered over him with hands on her hips.
"Dude…what the hell are ye doin’ following my sister around all
day?"
Daniel blanched at his discovery. “What do you mean?” he
stammered. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
"I don't know what you're trying to pull,” Crystal responded,
“but I had a feeling it was you. You're mad at me because I have your
job. It wasn't my fault and you know it. He didn't want to hire you in
the first place."
Daniel stood up and faced Crystal—nose to nose.
"If you hadn't bulldozed your way into my grandfather's shop
and sweet-talked your way into my job, I'd be employed now. I don't
have any idea what you're talking about. I've been looking for a job
all day and just got done pounding the pavement. Tell your sister she
needs glasses, like her sister."
He sat back down and turned his back on her.
"Just remember I can call the cops for harassment if you bloody
well do it again," Crystal shot back as she walked away.
Claire watched with her mouth hanging open. “Gosh Crystal,
you probably made him even madder now.”
Crystal thought of how he’d grabbed her arm and her temper
flared. "That kid has bugged me from the start,” Crystal sat down
with a toss of her head. “He's sore because I nicked his job. I think
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he's trying to scare me through you.” She picked up her coffee and
glared at Daniel’s back.
“It’s okay.” Claire knew her sister was mad and she didn’t want
her to make a scene. “He seems harmless enough now. Let’s just
forget about it.” Claire smiled and patted her sister’s hand.
“Fine,” Crystal grunted and then she laughed. “I wish you could
have seen yourself when you came into the store, Claire. Your eyes
were huge. You looked like you did that year when you saw that
bloody banshee on Halloween!”
“I was a wee bit scared.” Claire’s blue eyes twinkled and the two
girls laughed.
At the counter, Daniel’s face flushed and he rubbed his still-sore
wrist. He remembered Adam’s warning as the sisters’ laughter sent
shivers up his spine.
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A bird does not sing because it has an answer. It sings because it has a song.
Chinese Proverb

W

hy anyone lived in this God forsaken place was way
beyond Crystal’s comprehension. November was
balmy compared to this month of Yule. But even
though the temps were frigid, the holiday season seemed to warm
everything up. Everything except Adam, she thought miserably as
she hefted a thickly-bound manuscript up onto a shelf. He was so
bleedin’ hard to talk to. He was brooding, dark and mysterious—
everything a girl could hope for. She wanted to get through that
tough veneer and find out what he was all about. That's what seemed
to be on her mind a lot lately.
She heard footsteps on the stairs and looked up to find Mr. Attis
coming around the corner.
“Well, young Crystal, have you found anything interesting
today?”
She shook her head. “A lot of the books look quite similar, Mr.
Attis, and they’re all on the list.”
"Have you recognized the language of all the titles?"
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"I guess. I think most are in Italian and French. There were a few
in some weird language, but I found them on the list so I didn't pay
much attention. You know, Mr. Attis. I am almost done down here,
and I would love to continue working for you."
"Haven't you found a book that was really different from the
others?" He seemed to be unaware of her remark.
"No, not really. Mr. Attis, did you hear me?"
"I'm not deaf, girl. Course I heard you. I know most of the books
are foreign. My brother lived in Greece and operated his bookstore in
Athens. He was the owner for ten years before he, well, before he
sent me these books. He told me of a special text that is in with all
these books that came all the way from Africa. I need to find this
book, Crystal. I'm asking you to find this book for me."
He looked pitiable, hunched up over a box of books, picking
them out randomly and looking at the titles, and there was a plea in
his voice that she had never heard before.
"Don't worry, Mr. Attis. If you could only give me a little more
to work with, I'm sure I can find this book for you."
"All I know,” Cosmo peered at her, “is that my brother said that
it is written in an ancient script; one I'm not familiar with. I'm
familiar with most, mind you, but not this one, this one is ancient. I
tell you what," Cosmo's face lit up, "we’ll keep this box for all the
unusual texts you find. You may have to start over, but I'll give you a
raise. How does ten dollars an hour sound?”
Crystal almost fell over.
"You're a good worker and I appreciate your dedication. I
started you out at that poverty pay to see if you'd stick with me. You
proved yourself, girl, and I trust you. Is it a deal?"
She was elated. She'd be earning more money, she was
guaranteed her job, and Adam would be close at hand. Life was
good.
A few hours later, she was rummaging through the same books
she had disliked rummaging through before—nothing unusual here,
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nothing unusual there. Nothing unusual until she touched a large
volume bound in dark red leather that she hadn’t seen before;
something gold shimmered on its cover.
She picked the book up. “Crikey!” she yelped, dropping the
book back into the box. Something had stung her hand!
She peered at the book and then at her hand and began to panic.
Had a spider had bitten her? She looked at her hand again but didn’t
see anything unusual. The stinging sensation had stopped right after
she’d let go of the book so she bent down and peered at the book
again. On the cover of the red book were two gold, intertwined
snakes. As she stared, a smoky white mist with an odd, sulfuric smell
covered the book, making Crystal sneeze. She straightened up and
gasped as two large snakes lashed out through the white mist—they
snapped their fangs, missing her face by mere inches. Holy hell!
She threw her up her hands and screamed as she fell back
against one of the tables. She scrambled backwards, falling to the
floor as the snakes once again lunged towards her, and right before
they reached her, the white mist covered the snakes—in an instant,
both the mist and the snakes disappeared and all that remained was
the cardboard box in which the book lay.
Crystal tried to stand up, but her knees gave away and her
throat seized up. Help! Suddenly, a blue light streamed out of the
box. Crystal blinked and narrowed her eyes when she saw something
in the blue light: faces, familiar faces, wavering in and out. What
the…?
Her heart began to race and she tried to scream for help, but no
sound escaped. Black spots appeared before her frightened eyes as
her vision dimmed. And then, she felt the floor beneath her give
away and the lights in her world went out.
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“Crystal Blue,” a grainy voice hissed.
Crystal couldn’t open her eyes—she swore they were glued
shut. She gasped for breath and gratefully sucked oxygen into her
aching lungs.
“Crystal Blue, d’ ye know who ye are?” the gritty voice asked.
Finally, she was able to open her eyes and she gasped. She was
shocked to find herself in a room filled with soft blue light and an
assortment of eerie animals surrounded her. Eerie because they were
they were all the same color as the room: blue.
Holy Shmoly! She almost fainted when she spied the small blue
dragon. She opened her mouth to scream, but the air whooshed out
of her lungs. She scrambled backwards and squeezed her eyes tightly
shut. Even though the dragon had gazed upon her with amazingly
kind eyes, the creature terrified her. Her heart hammered in her
chest. Where was she? Was this a dream? She shook her head,
rubbed her throat and slowly opened one eye. Jaypers! Where did
the basement go?
“Crystal Blue, d’ ye know who ye are?” the dragon hissed again.
“What do you mean?” Crystal squeaked. “Who are you? Where
am I?”
“D’ ye know why ye are here, Crystal Blue?”
“Ah, no, I don’t. But this is a dream and I don’t have to answer
you.”
She closed her eyes and pinched her arm. The dragon talked like
her grandmother, so she knew it was a dream. Wake up, Crystal!
Wake up!
“Ye have awakened th’ manuscript, Crystal Blue, therefore yer
journey has begun.”
Journey? “What journey? What do you mean?” she asked. Why
was this dragon talking like her grandmother!?
“Ye have opened th’ door t’ th’ other worlds an’ they now await
yer arrival.”
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Crystal felt lightheaded and her throat was beginning to hurt.
“Who awaits my arrival? she cried hoarsely. “I don’t understand!”
She still refused to open her eyes. She hoped she would wake up
instead. This was one helluva nightmare. And then she gasped and
squeezed her eyes tighter as an intense bright light began to sear
through her eyelids.
“Ye are the child of th’ stars that we have been waitin’ for.”
What?!
Crystal tried to open her eyes, but the intense white light, like
that of a thousand suns, wouldn’t allow it and all of a sudden, a
searing pain swept through her entire body and she screamed.
Bloody hell! It felt as if her insides were on fire. She felt like she was
being plugged into a light socket and getting a jolt of electricity.
She cried out, wrapping her arms around her body as she
slowly slid to the ground. She writhed on the floor and panted in
agony; her face was white and sheened with sweat. As Crystal
writhed on the ground, bits of her life began to flash before her eyes
and her heart broke as she witnessed and re-lived her own painful
struggles.
Her first nights spent alone, sobbing in the unfamiliar bedroom
of their new house in New Mexico. Her young heart had been
shattered by the move, and the homesickness she’d felt for the green
hills and rugged coastlines of Ireland had paralyzed her.
Next, visions of the torment and ridicule she’d suffered in her
new school—the taunts on the playground when she’d been chased
by the ‘popular’ boys who’d mimicked her voice and pulled her hair.
More visions came. The acts of betrayal by girlfriends in school,
the whispers and the stares, her struggles with her sister, her
desperately lonely days spent alone in her room, her arguments with
her grandmother, and her despairing days with her dying
grandfather, and then his death, her drug use, and finally her
ultimate self-destruction.
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Horrified, she witnessed herself the day she’d decided she’d had
enough pain; she could barely breathe. Fiery jolts swept through her
body and every nerve screamed. Her muscles twitched and her face
contorted in pain. She watched herself take the knife and rake it over
her wrists and she remembered how good it had felt to feel the pain
and the unworthiness finally begin to disappear.
After that, she saw herself lying in the hospital bed looking pale
and gaunt with her arms wrapped in thick bandages, and her hair in
wild disarray. Her grandmother sat in a chair in the corner,
exhausted and afraid, and her sister stood beside her, wearing a look
of confused grief. She remembered her sorrow at having caused them
so much pain, and realizing with dawning horror that she survived.
She re-lived her first moments with her therapist, her hours in
group therapy and her attempts to beg forgiveness from her
grandmother. And then she re-lived the moment she’d changed.
She’d stared in the bathroom mirror for hours one day after
overhearing her grandmother’s sobs and quiet confessions to her
dead husband about her fears for her troubled granddaughter. It had
unnerved her that her grandmother still spoke with him, but then
who else could her grandmother talk to? Crystal knew then that
she’d been extremely selfish and had frightened her grandmother
and her sister. She’d realized drugs and self-destructive choices
weren’t the answer to her dark thoughts and neither was selftorment. So she changed.
She quit the drugs and the “friends” she used them with. She
cleaned herself up physically—she let herself go both in hygiene and
physique—and she’d never looked back. She re-kindled her
relationship with her tormented grandmother and offered her hand
to her beloved sister. She watched how easily they’d both forgiven
her and her throat ached with the anguish of unshed tears.
She’d just witnessed her own change, both inside and out.
Suddenly, the light that had blinded her before did so again. She
squeezed her eyes against the intense glare and put her hands over
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her ears as a cacophonic rush of sound ambushed her from all sides.
Whispers and shouts amid thunderous applause and roars of
approval invaded her ears. She pressed her hands closer to her head,
but the sounds continued. High-pitched cries from an unseen crowd
assaulted her, followed immediately by bursts of gunfire as the roar
of a lion, the screech of an eagle, the trumpet of a horse, and the howl
of a lone wolf echoed through her brain—the hair on her arms stood
up.
As the sounds besieged her, a baby’s hungry cry and a woman’s
soft, heartbreaking sobs began to break through the noise. Her ears
strained, drawn to the cries and the sobs and all the other sounds
died away. And then she heard the music and the drums, they
overtook the baby’s cries and the mother’s sobs and the drumbeats
called to her soul. Crystal felt herself respond to the drumming—
every nerve in her body wanted to move, to dance. But suddenly
another fiery jolt swept through her and she screamed again.
What was happening to her?!
More visions came. They came at her so fast that her head began
to spin. Her eyes were closed but the visions came anyway; she was
forced to view them. She couldn’t move. She was held prisoner by
the visions before her, as if she watched a movie inside her head—a
very fast-paced movie, showing her quick bits and pieces the lives of
many men and women. Their faces and their clothing were foreign to
her; she knew they had once lived on the earth long, long ago. She
witnessed the ancient beings living in the wild, on the land and on
the sea.
On and on the movie played before her, and in what felt like
mere seconds, Crystal witnessed the lives of scores of men and
women—it was as if their lives became her own. She felt everything
they’d felt, she’d loved, she’d cried, she’d laughed and she’d re-lived
their births and their deaths.
Crystal screamed as one last jolt seared through her body. Please,
God, make it stop! And just as fast as the pain began, it stopped. She
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moaned pitifully and lay still, taking shallow, tiny breaths while the
last vestiges of pain and the visions slowly faded away. Tears
squeezed from her eyes and she thanked whatever god had
answered her plea. The pain was gone along with the last remnants
of the sounds and the visions that she’d experienced. They seeped
out of her head like air being squeezed out of a full balloon.
“Bloody hell,” she groaned. “What did you do to me?” Her voice
was barely audible.
“Yer pineal gland has been adjusted an’ ‘t is now crystalline,”
she heard the dragon hiss. “An’ th’ atomic structure of th’ eleventh
layer of yer DNA has been activated, ‘t is now vibratin’ higher. Ye
are a direct conduit t’ th’ Akashic lineage of the ancients, Crystal
Blue: ye an’ ye alone.”
What? Her head hurt and her throat ached. She didn’t like this
dream at all. The words the dragon spoke made no sense to her.
“It had t’ be done this way, lass, so that ye could see yer past an’
begin t’ move beyond it, t’ see what ye’ve learned; t’ awaken yer
compassion an’ begin t’ understand how powerful ye are. We are
sorry for yer pain.”
Crystal dared not move. She was afraid the pain would return.
And she certainly didn’t think that she was very powerful.
“Ye are now aligned with yer contract an’ ye can communicate
with th’ earth an’ with us through th’ lattice,” the dragon rumbled.
“What contract? What lattice?” Crystal wondered aloud.
“Th’ contact ye came here t’ fulfill, Crystal Blue. ’T is why ye
came back t’ th’ blue planet one more time. Ye are now ready t’
reveal th’ information of th’ ancients as planned. D’ not be afraid.”
Crystal opened one eye and found herself face to face with the
dragon. Damn. She wasn’t just blue anymore; she was a rich and
glorious shade of indigo. The dragon lay still but her dark, iridescent
scales seemed to move and pieces of gold shimmered out from
beneath. She blinked and was amazed that she didn’t faint. She was
also amazed at the beauty of the creature’s pale, blue eye. She felt
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herself being drawn into its brilliant depths but something gently
nudged her back.
She turned and caught her breath at the proximity of a horse’s
black head. Its soft black muzzle tickled her face. Tentatively, Crystal
lifted her hand and stroked its velvety nose as soft, warm air
whuffled out and tickled her face. She smiled; she’d always adored
horses. This animal was a bit less threatening then the dragon.
The horse lifted its head and gently stepped back. Animals of all
size stood around her in a circle and they, like the dragon, were no
longer blue. They didn’t appear to be threatening. In fact, they
somehow seemed quite intelligent and, she hoped, harmless.
Crystal sat up and swept her eyes slowly over each one. There
was the black horse with the gentle eyes and the white mane and tail;
it was the longest, silkiest mane she’d ever seen. A sleek, silverybrown mountain lion stood beside the horse; its intelligent and
golden, black-rimmed eyes focused on her intently.
A small eagle with reddish-gold feathers and long, sharp talons
perched on the cougar’s back; its black and powerful eyes bore into
her. A large wolf, whose head hung down low, watched her closely
with golden eyes while it lifted its lips, in what she hoped when she
spied its large teeth, was an attempt at a grin. The wolf’s thick and
silvery-gray coat shimmered in the dim, blue light.
She dragged her eyes from the wolf and spotted a furry brown
mouse with large tufted ears that sat on one of the dragon’s clawed
feet. The mouse washed its nose with its little, tiny hands and then it
stopped and twitched its nose while it studied her.
Then Crystal spied a large, blue iguana with glowing green
eyes, and a huge darkish-red bug with big claw-like pinchers and a
tail that swept upwards. She shuddered; she didn’t like bugs or
reptiles.
But when she saw the only creature left, she knew she must be
in a dream. It was even more surreal than the dragon. Its shiny black
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and white sides gleamed as it swam slowly back and forth in some
kind of large, aquarium—an orca, a killer whale.
Her eyes slowly swept over the animals once again.
“Jaypers,” Crystal whispered. “Where am I?”
“Yer in th’ crystal cave, lass,” the dragon hissed, “an’ ye must
not return until the world is once again in balance. Yer energy is now
aligned with th’ source, an’ combined together they are powerful an’
could create misfortune if ye return before yer task is done.”
Crystal once again looked into the dragon’s sapphire eye. Cave
of creation? Task is done? World in balance? What did that mean?
She felt herself being drawn into the dragon’s multi-faceted orb once
again and her head began to spin. She blinked and tore her gaze
away.
“Take great care, lass; there is a force that will now want ye
dead.”
“Want me dead?” Crystal squeaked.
“Th’ information that ye will carry will be very desirable t’ th’
one who seeks power. He will seek ye out an’ try t’ destroy ye, much
like he did t’ th’ others. He will not want this information known. Ye
must be very careful an’ protect yerself at all costs. If ye die, th’
information will be forever lost.”
Crystal shook her head. “Is this some kind of joke?”
The gray wolf shook its head back and forth slowly and
growled, “Bevare of the book and the man, if you get too close to
either of them, you vill most likely die. They too are tied to the
source. Stay avay from them until your mission is complete.”
“My mission? What man?”
“We will be with ye,” the dragon hissed. “D’ not be afraid.”
“But how will I know?” Crystal cried. “What book? What man?
Please, who are you?”
“Ve are your guardians, Crystal Blue,” the wolf snarled thickly.
“But…,” Crystal said helplessly.
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“We are always with ye,” the dragon whispered as Crystal felt
the ground beneath her fall away, and she fell down, down, down….
HER EYES fluttered open and Crystal found herself gazing into

Adam’s clear blue eyes that crinkled with worry. He peered over her
closely. “Are you all right?”
Her head throbbed. Somehow she had gotten to Cosmo’s office.
He stood in the corner looking even more worried than Adam did.
“Christ on a bike,” she muttered, putting her hand to her head
and closing her eyes. “How did I get here?”
“I heard you scream and I found you lying on the floor
downstairs,” Adam said. “You, you wouldn’t wake up, Crystal, so I
carried you up here.”
“Dude,” she snorted, she couldn’t believe it.
He smiled mischievously. “It wasn’t easy.”
She grunted. Her brain felt like it had melted. She remembered a
hissing voice, but she couldn’t remember anything else. She closed
her eyes. She felt like she was supposed to remember something.
Odd, animal-like images floated around in her sore head.
“What happened down there?” Adam asked softly.
Crystal rubbed her throat. What had happened? She couldn’t
remember.
He tilted his head and looked at her oddly. “What did you do to
your hair?”
She sat up and smoothed her hair. “Nothing, why?” she asked a
bit defensively.
Adam shook his head. “Your hair, it’s blue.” He lifted a lock off
her shoulders and put it in front of her face. “See?”
“What?” She stared at the blue lock of hair in Adam’s hand and
then she jumped up off the couch and ran over to a small mirror that
hung on the wall next to the door. She stared into the mirror, turning
her head this way and that. At least three, maybe four of her
dreadlocks were now blue. She had no idea how they had gotten that
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way. She felt like she was staring at a stranger; her face was pale, her
pupils were so large that her eyes were almost black, and her hair
was blue and sticking out all over her head. She looked like a wild
woman.
She put her hand to her head. “I don’t feel very well.”
Cosmo quickly led her back to the couch.
“Lean over, Crystal, and put your head between your legs.” He
feared she was going to faint. “Breathe deeply, there, that’s a girl.”
Crystal took huge gulps of air and tried to shake off the feeling
that she’d been drugged. It had happened once before and it hadn’t
been pretty. As she breathed and stared at Cosmo’s old and faded
carpet, she could hear Adam and Cosmo talking softly. Finally her
racing heart slowed. She knew something strange had happened,
but she hadn’t been drugged.
She sat up and looked at Cosmo and then at Adam. “I don’t
remember. I don’t remember anything.” Her large brown eyes swam
out of her white face. “I was working, and, and I found a box of
books.” She gasped. “The snakes on the book, they, they tried to bite
me!”
Adam looked at Cosmo. Cosmo looked like he may faint.
Crystal peered at her hand and remembered how something had
stung it and then she had dropped the book. “I picked up a big red
book with snakes on the cover and something bit me,” she said
slowly. “Then the snakes, they…they like came out of the box and
tried to bite me.” She grimaced. “I must have fallen and hit my
head.”
She saw the looks on the men’s faces and knew what she said
sounded ridiculous, but it had happened. “There were two snakes
coming out of the box, I swear it. I… I’m not imagining it. They were
real and they were trying to bite me!”
Crystal jumped up and ran to the office door. “I don’t know why
my bloody hair is blue!” She flung the door open and ran out of the
room.
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After a moment, Adam went downstairs and found the large,
red book in the box. There was nothing unusual about this volume;
nothing except the snakes on its cover seemed to shimmer and glow.
She’d obviously found what Cosmo had been looking for. He hefted
the box off the table and carried it gingerly upstairs. He dared not
touch the book. He’d been warned.
“Cosmo,” he said, when he entered his office, “she found it.”
Downstairs, the smoky white mist spread over the floor and
crawled under a doorway that shed blue light out from underneath.
And then, in an instant, the light went out.
CRYSTAL SAT in the backroom of the bookstore and her hands

shook as she gripped a steaming mug of strong black coffee. It hadn’t
been her imagination—which she admitted was quite inventive—it
had been very real. The snakes had lunged at her and she’d seen
down their glistening throats. She’d even smelled their foul breath.
She wondered if she’d imagined the smoke that had blurred her
vision. No, that had been real too, like her blue hair. And the remains
of strange, hissing sounds floated through her brain.
Bollocks.
What the hell had happened to her down there? She’d obviously
been bitten and had a bad reaction. She felt like some pieces of her
life were missing. Who knows how long she’d lain down there on
that musty floor? She shuddered at the thought.
She looked out the little window that led into the back alley and
saw a swirling mass of white snowflakes. She shivered as she drank
her coffee, wondering what Claire would say about all of this. She,
like Adam and Cosmo, would probably think she’d made it all up.
God, she wished she had. Her head hurt and her eyes were hot.
She’d heard Adam tell Cosmo through the door that she’d found
it. It must have been the book that Cosmo had wanted her to find.
Now what? Now they would tell her she didn’t have a job, she was
crazy and she could go home.
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Finally, the two emerged from Cosmo’s office and Cosmo made
his way to the back room where Crystal waited.
"Mr. Attis. I’m sorry I made such a fuss. But…but the book and
those snakes.”
Cosmo held up his hand. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Crystal. I
should have known to warn you not to touch it. But I didn’t know,”
he whispered and shook his head. “And now you should go home,”
he said with a tired smile. “We’re closing early because of the
snowstorm. I'm sorry you were frightened, Crystal. The snakes were
a warning of some kind. I’ve asked Adam to show you home. We’ve
all had enough excitement for the day."
Cosmo turned and slowly walked back to his office. He softly
closed the door behind him and Crystal was left standing with
questions unanswered. He had believed her, he had actually believed
her! She could hardly believe it happened herself.
She bundled into her winter gear and called to tell Claire that
she was on her way while she waited for Adam to close up the shop.
Claire was still on edge about her stalker, and she’d asked Crystal to
check in with her every day.
STANDING IN the little glass bus shelter waiting for her ride
home was not Crystal’s favorite pastime. The evening was extremely
cold and the brutal wind blew the snow in horizontal sheets. She
stomped her feet and hopped up and down in an attempt to stay
warm. She was grateful for her new boots and down-filled, kneelength coat, and her knit cap and scarf worked well enough. But in
this weather nothing, seemed to keep her warm.
Adam stood serenely at her side and seemed warm enough in
his long black coat; his large upturned collar and dark-green scarf
shielded his face from the wind. They and a few other home-bound
souls were waiting patiently when a police officer approached with
the news that their bus would not be coming for quite a while, if at
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all. The snow had created havoc with the traffic, and there were
accidents everywhere.
"Well, I guess I'm hhhoofing it from here," Crystal said through
clenched teeth. "I only live ssseven blocks away, right over the
rrriver. I'll be all right. See you tttomorrow, Adam. Thanks for, well,
cheers.” She shook her head and turned away.
"When it's this cold it's best to get inside right away,” Adam
shouted over the howling wind. “And you’ll probably get lost
because you can’t see.” He knew how her glasses froze every time
she went out. “Come with me."
He took her arm and they headed out into the blizzard. Icy
pebbles of snow blasted them from all sides. Crystal almost fell twice,
but he held onto her firmly.
After three blocks, he turned down a narrow alley and the walls
blocked the wind. Finally, she wasn’t being blown to bits. She
marveled at the silence of the alleyway as they left the blizzard
behind. And she was glad she had hold of Adam’s arm, she couldn’t
see a thing.
They climbed a short outdoor staircase and Adam led her
through a doorway into a darkened hallway. She didn’t know where
they were going, but she was too cold to really care. Her clenched
jaws ached from shivering. They climbed another stairway and
Adam pulled out a set of keys, opening a door at the top of the stairs
on a short landing. He informed Crystal she would be staying with
him.
She stood inside his doorway and stammered. "But I cccan't just
stay here, I need to go home. Claire's waiting for me." She didn’t
know if she could trust herself. What if she did something stupid,
like tell him she thought he was God’s greatest gift?
He set his cell phone on a small table in his entryway. "Take
your coat off and call your sister. Tell her you’re snow bound. It
happens a lot around here.” He threw her a quick smile and
disappeared down the hallway.
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Crystal quickly decided he was right, she should stay. She
called Claire and told here where she was, her sister sounded
concerned until she realized it would do them both good to be away
from each other for one night. Since Daniel had followed her around
town, they had spent every evening together.
Adam still hadn't returned so she made herself at home on his
sofa. She was impressed with her surroundings. It was obvious he
was a good housekeeper. In her limited experience, this wasn't your
typical male apartment. Beautiful artwork hung on the walls, the
furniture was tidy and laid out well, healthy house plants were
abundant—the place was neat as a pin. It was almost like he was
expecting company.
"Bugger," she groaned. He'd probably had a date and would
now have to cancel because of her. A tear escaped and she brushed it
away in irritation. What was the matter with her? She took a deep
breath and spied a beautiful aquarium in the corner atop a wooden
stand. She walked over and observed the fish for a while. She was
jealous of the little guys; they could see Adam every day.
Dude.
She snorted at the thought; she was definitely losing it. A little
sea chest rested on the bottom of the tank and every few seconds the
lid opened and a large bubble popped out, floating to the top. She
felt herself relax while she watched the bubbles and the community
of bright-colored fish swim rhythmically through the water.
Crystal didn’t notice a pair of slanted green eyes that watched
from behind a large overstuffed chair as her attention was drawn to
the hypnotic scene inside the aquarium. The cat wrapped its feline
body around her legs startling her out of her cold reverie.
Crystal looked down. "Why, you're a beautiful little kitty. What's
your name?" Crystal determined it was the most beautiful cat she'd
ever seen; even more beautiful than Vincent, so she picked it up. The
cat’s eyes were amazing. They seemed to change colors like multifaceted diamonds.
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"Her name's Jezebel," Adam responded on the cat's behalf. He’d
never seen his cat greet any of his friends or family, she’d always
stayed hidden until they’d leave, then she’d come out and complain
in her Siamese yowl that they’d stayed too long.
"I'm sorry I left you here. I figured you'd want to talk to your
sister privately, and I had to get out of those work clothes. I'm glad
you met Jezebel. She's not used to company."
Crystal’s heart skipped a beat. Adam was dressed in jeans and a
simple black t-shirt—he looked different, a little less threatening than
he did at work. She felt rather silly, cradling the cat like a baby, so
she released Jezebel and the cat walked away dejectedly with her tail
held high in the air.
Crystal brought Adam’s attention to the fresh flowers with a
wave of her hand. "Were you expecting company? I'm sorry if I
interrupted anything."
Adam laughed. "No. My sister Serena comes over and cleans for
me. She likes to leave me fresh flowers; she says they will brighten
anyone's day."
Crystal relaxed and realized Adam had said more to her in the
short time she'd been here than the whole time she'd worked for Mr.
Attis. She liked this more talkative man even more and inwardly
groaned at her lack of resolve. His hair was unbound and a bit
tussled which made his eyes appear an even paler blue. He looked
absolutely wonderful.
She, on the other hand, felt like a wet rat. She knew her mascara
had run down her face from her eyelashes freezing and thawing and
from her little pity party she’d had while she’d watched his fish—
and she knew that her hair was completely disheveled.
She asked Adam the whereabouts of the bathroom and did the
best she could with what she had. She stared in the mirror and a chill
went up her spine as she marveled at the blue streaks—and then her
face changed. It was as if she were looking at someone else.
Jaypers!
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Crystal gripped the sides of the sink and leaned in close. As if in
a trance, she stared at a beautiful woman in the mirror. She had long,
straight black hair and shadowy, almond shaped eyes; a bright blue
leather band was wrapped around her head and her piercing black
eyes stared straight into her soul. There was something oddly
familiar about this woman, as if she’d seen her somewhere very
recently. And then in an instant her own face appeared and her
frightened eyes stared back at her.
She gulped air back into her oxygen-starved body – she’d been
holding her breath—she was hallucinating! What in the hell was the
matter with her? Should she tell Adam? Certainly not, she thought.
He probably already thought she was making up stories about the
snakes.
“Get a grip, Crystal,” she whispered, straightening her shirt and
wiping her sweaty palms on her pants. She snuck a peek at herself in
the mirror once more and was relieved to see her own image, albeit
much paler than it had been before, staring back at her. She’d have to
hold it together. She didn’t want Adam to think she was nuts, which
she was beginning to think she was.
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SIX

Where there is love there is pain.
Spanish Proverb

A

dam was in the kitchen preparing what looked like a
delicious salad. "I hope you like vegetables,” he said. “I
became a vegan a few years back and I don't have much
else except rice, pasta and beans."
Crystal plopped down on a stool and sat on her shaking hands.
He'd also put on a kettle of water to make some tea and it began to
sing its song.
“Would you like Pekoe, green or herb?” he asked, reaching into
the cupboard for the tea.
Crystal didn't hear the question: She was still thinking about the
strange woman she’d seen in the bathroom.
“Crystal? Would you like some…?” Adam looked around to see
if she was still in the room. “What’s wrong?” He noticed Crystal’s
rosy blush.
As she’d been thinking about the woman in the mirror, she’d
also been staring at his back—she hadn’t realized he was so well
proportioned. “Ah, regular is fine,” she squeaked and looked away.
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They ate in the living room, curled up in comfy chairs with
Jezebel watching and sharing a freshly baked loaf of bread that
Serena had left. Crystal was stuffed and extremely grateful for this
man's culinary expertise. Not many men knew how to make a good
salad—except her grandfather, of course.
“Do you know anything about the book I found, Adam? I tried
to get Cosmo to fill me in but he said I was, quote, ‘Too innocent to
get involved.’ Obviously not too innocent to be practically mauled by
two bloody snakes,” she mumbled sarcastically.
Adam grinned as he washed their plates. He realized he was
smiling like an idiot and pulled himself together. He turned around
and leaned against the counter. “Forget about it, Crystal. I know this
sounds lame, but the less you know about what he knows, the better.
And don't worry that it will happen again. Cosmo thinks he found
what he's been looking for, and you won't have to work down there
anymore. You can work upstairs with me."
Adam smiled and Crystal caught her breath. His smile was like
sunshine. She’d never seen him smile before. Maybe he really did
enjoy her company.
For a moment she forgot about her encounter with the snakes
and the strange woman in the mirror, and concentrated on his back
as he’d turned around to finish the dishes. She noted how broad his
shoulders were, how narrow his hips.
Coming to, she realized nothing had been answered. "Come on,
Adam. You can tell me. I'm no blabber mouth. I won't go yappin’ off
to Cosmo that you told me anything. Puhleesse…" She dragged out
the last word, sounding like she was six years old.
The girl was an enigma, Adam thought to himself. She had an
aura of the ancients, and the memory of a savant, but the soul of the
innocent, and she could cuss like no other. Her ramblings he’d
overheard down in the basement on numerous occasions, after she’d
either spied a spider or made another discovery, were filled with the
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colorful words, and she’d surprised and amused him. He found the
mixture strangely intoxicating and once again smiled broadly.
Then he wiped off his grin as he wiped his hands and grabbed a
stool to sit down next to her. Straddling the stool, he faced her and
took her hands in his. He gasped at the electric current that ran
through them. As if he’d touched a live wire, he dropped her hands
and quickly stood up.
She looked at him quizzically. “What’s the matter, Adam?”
"Nothing. It’s nothing.” He smiled thinly. “Crystal, listen to me
carefully.” Adam put his hands in his back pockets so she couldn’t
see them shake. “I'm only going to say this once again. Forget about
the book. I can’t tell you something that is not mine to tell. This is
Cosmo’s game, not mine.”
He shook his head and walked back to the kitchen counter not
letting her see his shaking hands before he immersed them once
again in the soapy water.
She pursed her lips and eyed him shrewdly. Why had he
dropped her hands like he’d been bitten? What had that been all
about? And why should she just forget about the book that had
almost ripped out her throat? She’d have to pester Cosmo. She
watched Adam finish the dishes and dry his hands, and she decided
to leave him alone. For now.
Instead she wandered back to his living room and waited until
he joined her. She answered his earlier question about what had
brought her to Minnesota. “My older sister moved up here a few
years ago to go to college, and she’s wanted me to move here ever
since, she knew I needed a change. She’s a bit bossy, and we’re
different as night and day, but I missed her,” she smiled, “and I think
I’m finally getting used to this weather.”
“Does your grandmother live alone then?”
Crystal shook her head. “No. We sold our house in the north
valley last summer after I graduated and she moved into a lame ass
assisted-living facility. I know she did that so I wouldn’t have to feel
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responsible for her, but I would’ve taken care of her, you know. She’s
much too young for a place like that.” Crystal grimaced as she
thought of her feisty little grandmother with the laughing blue eyes
and the fiery red hair living in the dreadful place that smelled like
onions and baby powder.
“I lived with our neighbor for a few months over the summer,”
Crystal added. “But I know my Gran and my sister wanted me to
move up here – I know that’s why Gran sold our house. I think she
thought it was the only way to get me to move away from
Albuquerque – my lifestyle worried her.” Crystal shrugged her
shoulders and smiled weakly. “But Claire’s pestering finally broke
me. Once she gets an idea into her head, she’s like a dog with a bone
– she won’t let it go. She kept telling me all about your lakes and
great summers and I knew it was time to move on. So I packed up a
few things and flew up here.
“Too bad she didn’t mention the brutal winters,” she mumbled
as she shivered and snuggled deeper into the couch.
“Did you know that we have the same birthday?” Adam stroked
Jezebel’s soft fur.
“We do?” Crystal smiled. “I’ve never known anyone who shared
my birthday. That’s really wild Adam. What year were you born?”
“Same as you.”
“Cool. What time?”
“Not really sure about that,” Adam mused. “But I think my
sister told me that I was born in the middle of the day. How about
you?”
“I don’t know.” Crystal played with the fringe of the blanket
that was wrapped around her. She didn’t look at him. “My parents,
well, they died in a fire when I was little and everything that
belonged to us was destroyed. My grandparents, they never told me
and I never asked.”
“I’m sorry, Crystal,” Adam said softly.
“Doesn’t matter,” she shrugged, “I never knew them.”

76

PB MORLEN

“You and your sister lived with your grandparents then?”
She nodded her head and looked out the window.
Adam stroked Jezebel’s sleek back and watched Crystal’s now
dark aura flare out about her. Her aura had changed to a dark, dark
blue when she spoke of her parents, and he knew that it did matter to
her. She was in pain but he chose to leave her be. He knew she
wasn’t ready to talk about them. He also knew that he needed to stay
away from her. For now.
The electric shock had been some kind of warning. He’d felt
slightly ill for at least ten minutes after and had to pretend to stay
busy in the kitchen. He’d have to talk to Cosmo about this. Cosmo
should know that Crystal was most likely who his friend had
thought she was all along.
Adam gave Crystal an extra-long T-shirt, a very soft pillow and
a heavy blanket. It was already late when they'd finished their
dinner, so Adam made sure she was comfortable and then he bid her
goodnight.
Nestling into the comfy sofa, watching the snow fall outside and
listening to the hypnotic sound of the aquarium just a few feet away
was comforting.
Earlier, she had felt familiar pain when she’d spoken of her
parents, but that had subsided after she had looked at Adam. His
presence was extremely soothing. She was surprised that his last
name wasn’t something exotic, like Flame Thrower or Walking Deer.
It suited him better than just plain Walker. Somehow she knew that
his ancestry was Native American; his high cheekbones and
Romanesque nose gave that away. She sighed again; his parents
must have been beautiful.
As Crystal drifted off to sleep, `the air around her began to stir
and soft voices whispered in the shadows. As she began to dream,
Jezebel jumped up onto her stomach and lay down. Her loud purr
rumbled and her green eyes watched the girl intently as her ears
twitched back and forth.
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In the next room, Adam tossed and turned restlessly as the same
dream wove its way through his soul. They both dreamed of a
brown-skinned woman with a bright blue headband walking
through a densely covered forest—they both knew this woman as
someone from their past. And at her side walked a large, brown bear
that stood as tall as her waist.
He called out for her once, and as the dream turned into another,
he settled into his bed and slept peacefully through the rest of the
night.
** Ϋ **
THE DAYS following the big storm were very busy. The fourteen

inches of snowfall kept the customers away for a day, but Cosmo had
the best selection of books anywhere, along with the best prices, and
the shop was busy once again. Cosmo couldn't imagine what he
would have done without Crystal. She was a hard worker, a fast
learner and better yet, a joy to have around.
Today, Crystal and Adam had both insisted that he take a break,
sit in his office and have a pipe. That’s what he was doing now,
looking out the back window and thinking about his young friends.
He’d noticed a difference in Adam since he told him about the book
and about Crystal, and he’d caught his young partner watching
Crystal under hooded eyes on various occasions.
Cosmo had also made a great discovery with the book Crystal
found in the basement. The book with the coiled gold snakes on the
cover was indeed the book he'd been hoping to find. His brother had
insisted on a relative finding the book, but he’d taken his chances
and hopefully it had paid off. If she wasn’t a relative of his by blood,
she certainly was in his heart. It was unfortunate that she’d had such
a bad reaction—luckily she would never have to get near the book
again.
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All was well and the book was now in safe hands. The capable
professor that he had met with a few days ago knew what to do now.
He had experience in deciphering and decoding ancient Sanskrit:
finding him had been easy. As luck would have it, he’d found him
after his encounter with the Arab fellow who had been in his shop
looking for a series of books that they did not have. They’d struck up
a conversation, and lo and behold, the man’s employer was an expert
in his field; transcribing and decoding ancient texts. It was almost as
if the gods had brought this man to him, and because of this
serendipitous meeting, he concluded it was meant to be.
He hadn't liked to part with the manuscript, he hoped he wasn’t
being a blundering fool, but the young professor had kindly assured
him the book would be safe.
Cosmo had also debated telling Adam the whole truth. Adam
knew a little about the book, what it was and why Crystal had found
it. But his brother had urged him in his letter to keep the information
to himself, so he told Adam only what he thought he needed to
know.
Cosmo also needed to keep an eye on Adam; he was obviously
taken with the girl.
Today it was almost four years to the day after Adam’s sister,
Serena, had come into his store to ask him if he needed any help.
She’d said her younger brother needed to be kept busy; Adam was a
bit of a rebel and needed a job for after school.
Since Cosmo had needed some temporary help for the
approaching holidays, he’d decided to hire Adam on, if not as an
employee, then as someone that he could mentor. He’d lost all hope
of having any influence on his grandson Daniel; the boy’s mother
had destroyed all chances for his success.
He’d hired Adam and after a few tough months, when the
troubled boy would either show up late or not at all, he was able to
start chipping away at his young friend’s tough veneer.
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The lad had needed a little guidance and attention and Cosmo
had plenty to give. Their friendship had grown over the years and
Adam was now a partner in his bookstore rather than just an
employee. They had shared their pasts with each other and there
weren’t many secrets between the two.
He’d told Adam what he needed to know about the book a few
days after Crystal had made the discovery. Adam’s eyes had
widened in surprise when Cosmo had asked him if he’d noticed
something special about her, a certain color that surrounded her; his
expression indicated that he had seen her blue aura. Cosmo knew
what auras were, but he’d never believed that people could actually
have color emanating from them. Now he believed it though.
And when he opened the book in his office the day that Crystal
discovered it, a simple poem that he knew was for Adam was on the
first page. It hadn’t needed translating:
A masculine strength will forever share her heart.
They must not get close; for now stay apart.
Only when humanity awakens may their new life start.
Her flame is too bright; too innocent and pure.
He must not let her blind him with a certain allure.
He can only secretly love her, and must remain demure.
If he takes her farther than her heart understands.
She’ll forever be lost and fall into their hands.
His love for her should help him heed these demands.
Look to the sister, the animals, and her friends.
They are instrumental in helping to the end.
The truth will speak through them if they do not pretend.
This is all you need to tell him, all that Walker needs to know.
Ask her if he sees her special ancient glow.
Indigo is the color, the most special in her rainbow.
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When he read the poem aloud to his young partner, Adam
stared at him in disbelief. Both wondered at the meaning: Adam
wondered about the sister; Cosmo about the animals. Adam had
answered a few of his questions, but had left the office quietly and
had been quiet since.
Seeing Crystal and Adam together confirmed any suspicions in
his old disbelieving heart of the poem’s message. There was a
chemistry that he could see, but that he hoped the girl hadn’t yet
discovered. It would be impossible to keep them apart once she did.
The episode in his basement and the poem had led Cosmo to
believe one hundred percent the importance and the authenticity of
the book.
ONE HECTIC day, Crystal stole away and grabbed a cup of
coffee in the back of the shop. Her mind had been full of thoughts of
her grandmother—she really missed her and she thought of her often
as the holiday approached. Her Gran couldn't come to Minneapolis
for Christmas so she and Claire would spend it together—with
Phillip.
Phil was okay, Crystal mused as she sipped her coffee, but he
was a bit annoying. He asked too many questions and she didn’t care
enough about him to want to give him any sort of truthful answer.
Her life wasn’t any of his bloody business anyway, so she usually
just made something up. Once, he asked her why she’d put
dreadlocks in her hair. She smiled sweetly and said that she had
joined the circus. Afterward, she had found Claire standing in a
doorway, cheeks flushed and arms crossed, tapping her foot like she
did whenever she was annoyed.
“Really, Crys, do you have to be so rude?” Claire had hissed.
“He’s just trying to be nice. You can be such a brat.”
She knew her abrupt attitude bothered Claire, but the guy was a
bleedin’ muppet.
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Her thoughts then traveled to Adam, like usual. Since the
snowstorm, she had hoped Adam would invite her back to his
apartment for another visit, but he never did. And, he’d stopped
playing their game. He hadn’t asked her any more questions. She
pouted, feeling sorry for herself, and now she really missed her
grandmother.
"Are you missing someone, Crystal?" Adam asked and she
jumped off her stool.
"I forget,” she huffed, “that I work with Adam Lightfoot who
insists on sneaking up on me and my thoughts. And yes, I am
missing someone as a matter of fact. Hey, how did you know that?"
She stared at him curiously.
"A good guess, I guess,” he smiled thinly.
“Did you come back here to see me, Adam? Don’t you want to
ask me anything?” For some reason his aloof attitude made her
reckless and she decided to flirt outrageously. She batted her
eyelashes unabashedly and leaned in close.
He stepped back and his surprised expression was quickly
replaced with a look of calm regard. "Cosmo's out front and he sent
me back. I'm glad he did. What a nuthouse." Adam looked like he'd
said too much and took a sip of coffee.
Crystal waited for him to continue, but he'd obviously said his
quota of words and was done conversing.
After a few quiet moments, Crystal decided she'd rather be
somewhere else rather than sitting here with a person she longed to
be close to that obviously didn't give a damn about her. "What did
Cosmo send you back here for, Adam?” Crystal took her last gulp of
coffee.
He looked intently at her, fully prepared to answer, but he
couldn’t seem to get any words out.
“Oh, bugger then.” She brushed a long dreadlock over her
shoulder and stomped out of the little room.
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Adam let out a groan of frustration and slammed his fist on the
table. He just couldn't carry on a conversation with her. Her large
brown eyes were so beautiful, and her hair…well. He liked it better
the way it had been before the storm, before they’d found the book,
before she’d spent the night in his apartment, and before Cosmo had
read him that damn poem when he’d learned more about who she
was. Unfortunately, he was totally smitten and knew he'd already
gotten in too deep, but he was determined to back away as warned.
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SEVEN

Friendship is a furrow in the sand.
Tongan Proverb

T

he phone call came in early while Adam was in the
shower. Serena's voice came out of the answering
machine in that matter-of-fact tone she’d used since
birth. "Will and I want you to come over tomorrow and have dinner
with us. Don't worry about presents, we've got so much over here we
can hardly get in the front door. Seven o’clock will be great! I won't
take no for an answer. Love ya."
Adam groaned as he listened to the message, he really didn't
want to go over to her place. Will was great, but those boys had come
to the conclusion that he was a swing set. He loved them, but wanted
no part of that family on Christmas Eve. He'd have to think of an
excuse. He didn’t want to offend his sister.
"Hey, Serena, it's me." He hoped his sister wouldn’t be mad.
"Thanks a lot for the invitation, but I have other plans. I'm going to
help Cosmo out at the store tomorrow, and I won't be done until
after nine. He's getting old, Serena, and he's been there for me for a
long time now. I owe him this much."
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"Well, you can come over after. The boys will undoubtedly still
be awake and they're dying to see you."
"I tell you what. I'll be there Christmas morning bearing gifts
and spreading holiday cheer. Count me out for Christmas Eve,
Serena. I'm spending it with Cosmo this year."
"The boys will be bummed, Adam, but they'll live. You have a
good heart, brother. I love you."
"I love you too, sis. I'll see you tomorrow."
He still wondered about her involvement in the poem that
Cosmo had read. Maybe it was someone else’s sister. He shook his
head and tried to shake the nagging feeling off, nothing he could do
about it today.
** Ϋ **
COSMO, WITH arms folded across his chest, flat out refused

Crystal’s offer to stay with him. "I can handle the shop myself. You
spend the day with your sister—I’ll be fine. I don't need anything
special done today. Besides, it's Christmas Eve and we close early."
"But, Mr. Attis," Crystal shrugged off her coat, "I already told my
sister that I would be here with you. We can make some soup on the
little stove in back and have ourselves a veritable feast.
“And, look,” Crystal pointed to the little black machine sitting
on top of his counter, “I even brought my little radio so we can listen
to Christmas music."
Cosmo’s eyes sparkled and his lips twitched, then he grunted
and shook his head before walking into his office.
Crystal smiled, she knew she’d won.
Immediately after Cosmo closed the door behind him, Adam
blew into the shop carrying two brightly wrapped packages. He
looked windblown and refreshed after coming in from the errands
he'd run earlier.
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"Merry Christmas, Crystal.” Adam smiled, handing her one of
the packages.
She was speechless as she stared first at the brightly wrapped
package in her hands, and then at Adam. A Christmas present? For
me? Her heart went pitter, pat. "But, I… I didn't get you anything."
"That's all right. You can open it at home tonight and think of
me, here with Cosmo.”
"No, no, I'm going to stay here with him."
Adam raised an eyebrow. "I plan on keeping the old man
company tonight, Crystal.”
Crystal set her chin stubbornly. “That makes two of us then.”
“Does he know you're planning on being here too?"
Crystal laughed. "Yeah, I just informed him and he stormed into
his office. I won him over though with my amazing ability to
convince him he needs my soup."
Adam smiled. "Well, I guess it's a party then." He held up a
package and Crystal held up hers. Laughing, they ‘cheered’ with the
packages and knocked in unison on Cosmo's door.
Cosmo opened the door and invited them in. It was then Crystal
knew it was a special night. She had never been cordially invited into
his office.
ADAM QUICKLY charmed Crystal back into her easily-charmed

heart, and both men proved themselves worthy companions on that
cold eve before Christmas Day. She found herself completely
entertained by the two.
Outside of those few years of her youth when Saint Nick stole
into her home leaving wonderful things under the Christmas tree,
this Christmas Eve was one of the most pleasant Crystal had ever
spent. It had been many years since she had thought of those magical
years when Santa had inhabited most of her dreams, and when she’d
always insisted on leaving pickles and sardines for him when he’d
visit.
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Unfortunately, Christmas had lost its magic when she entered
her teens and was even grimmer when her grandfather became ill.
But this year the company of her newfound friends put a little magic
back into this most wonderful time of year when everyone seemed to
love again.
Earlier in the evening, Cosmo had invited them up to his
apartment, and after a bit of coaching, Cosmo finally told her a little
bit about himself. He attained this Doctorate at the University of
Michigan where he had met his late wife Doris. They had settled
down in a small town just outside Detroit to raise a family. He taught
Romantic Literature at a private college for three years before he left
to fight overseas. When he returned, they moved to Minnesota where
he had put his son through school.
Cosmo told her how he’d buried his wife thirteen years ago
after she died tragically. She’d been crossing the street when, as he
said, “a punk kid hit her with his fancy car.”
Crystal felt a great deal of sadness on Cosmo's behalf for the loss
of his wife. He obviously still missed her terribly and he admitted
that he looked forward to the day he'd see her again.
It was within two years of that hard day that Cosmo and his
brother Constantine had come across the bookstore. His brother had
helped him open the store and then he’d moved to Greece – their
homeland – where he’d opened his own shop.
After Cosmo finished describing a bit of his life up to now, he
busied himself at the fireplace, where a pile of flaming logs now
popped and spit. In the kitchen, Adam prepared an aromatic pot of
spaghetti while Crystal whispered to Cosmo’s little yellow bird,
Samantha, who chirped happily in her beautiful cage. She poked
around his sitting room, picking up a picture of Cosmo standing next
to a young man, a woman and a boy who looked a lot like that thug
grandson of his. How could this kind gentleman be related to that
character? She wondered. She'd never told him about how Daniel
had followed Claire; she hadn't wanted to concern him.
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Finally a cheerful announcement came from Adam; their
Christmas Eve dinner was ready. They squeezed together around
Cosmo's tiny eating table and Cosmo poured himself a glass of his
finest Port. He offered a toast. "To old friends and new friends," he
said, smiling warmly. Crystal sipped her ice water and blushed
happily.
After they finished their meal, Adam made tea and they settled
down to talk. Cosmo was seated in his well-worn chair filling his
tobacco pipe. He packed it full and proceeded to light the bowl,
puffing deeply and blowing the smoke out of the side of his mouth.
He gave Crystal a quick wink.
She smiled sadly, the smoky haze brought back memories of her
grandfather—he smoked the same tobacco—she felt like weeping.
Bollocks, she really missed him.
The night wore on and Crystal twirled her hair and listened
intently while Cosmo and Adam discussed their philosophies on life.
She couldn’t help but stare at Adam, his eyes were so beautiful and
his smile, well, it made her heart go pitter pat. She blushed when he
looked her way and dropped her gaze. She didn’t feel like talking,
she was happy just listening to the two friends.
After a while, their talk drifted to the after-life and Cosmo
spoke of his dear, departed wife. "I truly feel that my Doris is with
me even now. I've smelled her perfume in the quiet of my evenings,
either up here or downstairs. She'd only wear one scent, gardenias I
believe, and I cherish the aroma."
Cosmo pointed with his pipe towards the bookshelves behind
Crystal. "I've collected various books on the matter of ghosts, angels
and the like. It fascinates me that once our body dies; our spirit has
the ability to cheat eternal death. My Doris was always on some form
of spiritual quest or another. She was a true inspiration to the
disbelieving soul I used to be. I know her death brought me closer to
the realization of who I really am and what I can do with the rest of
my days here on earth.”
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The subject of life and death had come up several times at some
of the parties Crystal had gone to. She knew a girl who always ended
up gathering people around her by expressing her opinions about
reincarnation, UFOs, witchcraft, astrology, and various other topics
that always seemed to hold her in the center of attention.
She had never sat in on these discussions because, for some odd
reason, she felt the girl was a liar and a bit of a whack job, especially
when she'd grab someone's hand like she could read their palm!
She’d never felt like any of these people had really believed what
they were talking about.
Adam quietly wondered how Crystal would react to his
convictions. His spiritual beliefs were in line with his Native
American lineage.
“I grew up north of here, Crystal, not too far from the Sacred
Lake which carries great importance to my ancestors. My mother
died when I was six years old, and after her death, my sister and I
lived with my grandfather. It was never the same, but I always had
the safe feeling my mother was with us. She'd always been protective
and taught us to value our heritage.”
Hearing Adam talk in his wonderfully sensual way caused
Crystal to sit up and pay attention. She'd never known anyone so
completely passionate about their beliefs and values.
“At first, I was very determined to be a trouble maker to all who
cared for me; I was resentful and angry because I missed my mother
and I had no father. Nobody would tell me who he was or ever talk
about him. It was if he’d never existed.”
Adam was quiet for a moment as he again struggled with this
fact. He’d asked his sister umpteen times, but she’d always evade his
questions and tell him it didn’t matter. And that she didn’t know.
He shrugged it off like he’d had since he’d been old enough to ask.
“After my mother died, I would experience wonderful dreams
where she would talk to me and remind me of who I am and where I
came from. I have Sioux Indian in my blood—my mother’s tribe is
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Lakota Sioux—and in my dreams, my mother always takes the form
of a white owl. She would reassure me that she and my ancestors
would be with me in spirit always.
“My grandfather owned and operated a small resort in Grand
Marais, and Serena and I slowly became accustomed to that life. It
was during those years that we first heard all of Pandora’s stories.
She was very, very old. My grandfather let her live in one of the
cabins free of charge.
“Pandora had so many interesting stories that Serena and I
would visit her every day. We made sure she had food, and we
cleaned for her. She made us wonderful gifts that I still have and
cherish. She told us stories of the great buffalo hunt and of a great
medicine man that was of the Buffalo Cult.
“Serena and I were fascinated and always begged her to tell us
more. She filled our heads with beautiful stories and helpful
suggestions on how to handle life's problems."
Cosmo had dozed in his chair and Crystal retrieved his pipe,
which now rested on his chin. She had to keep urging Adam along;
he thought he was monopolizing the conversation, but she didn't
want him to stop.
She liked Adam’s spiritual discussion—his delivery was so
passionate. And it didn’t hurt that he was beautiful to look at—his
face fascinated her. His ice-blue eyes, that darkened and lightened as
he talked, mesmerized her. His full lips and his strong jaw captured
her lustful imagination—basically, he was perfect.
Pandora's stories were new to her, yet familiar. Crystal felt
comfortable with these notions of his, she accepted them readily.
Adam’s explanation of life, death and the afterlife seemed to resonate
with her beliefs, beliefs she didn’t know she had. She didn’t feel
skeptical like she had with the girl who always read people’s palms.
“But our life with Pandora changed when my grandfather died,”
Adam continued sadly. “Serena and I moved to the cities and we
lived with various families. The saving grace was the social workers,
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they never split us up. Even though Serena is six years older, we
couldn’t live on our own; we needed help. Our last family was a
good one; I was still a bit of a rebel but Cosmo here straightened me
out.” Adam smiled warmly at his old friend.
“When my grandfather died I had no one to talk to,” Crystal
said quietly after a moment. “But I found solace in my music. When
he’d been ill, before he died, I’d play the piano for him every night.
He said that I played like an angel,” she whispered. Crystal had
never spoken of this to anyone, not even her psychologist, Dr.
Henley.
Crystal remembered how after he died, she would play Elton
John’s music for herself. She knew her grandfather would have loved
it too. Elton’s music transported her to a place where memories of
her grandfather didn’t hurt so much. She’d always felt the musician
had understood her pain. Her favorite song, “Talking Old Soldiers”,
had a haunting melody and the words were reminiscent of the gentle
man who had raised her:
Why hello, say can I buy you another glass of beer?
Well thanks a lot that’s kind of you, it’s nice to know you care.
These days there’s so much goin’ on
No one seems to want to know
I may be just an old soldier to some
But I know how it feels to grow old.
She thought of her grandfather every time she played the
haunting tune. He reminded her of a soldier with his proud bearing
and the way he made her feel safe. He’d been strong, loving and
always fair.
Adam waited patiently. He sensed she needed a moment. She’d
closed her eyes and grief etched itself over her face. Then she
breathed deeply.
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“My grandfather was gone and I missed him madly,” her voice
trembled and her troubled eyes sought his out, “but when I listened
to Elton John’s music, when I played his songs on the piano, a peace
would settle over me and I wouldn’t miss my grandfather so much.
You see, Elton John was his favorite musician and something about
his music brought me out of a very deep depression. Sounds bloody
silly, doesn’t it?” She wondered if Adam would think her words
shallow. He spoke of spiritual medicine men, she spoke of piano
players.
Crystal shrugged her shoulders. “But after a while I quit
playing—it wasn’t helping anymore. I learned to play the guitar and
I jammed with a garage band for a few months. At first it was fun,
but then I did some things I probably shouldn’t have and I hung out
with a crowd of losers who smoked too much. My grades slipped
and I barely graduated, even after I quit the drugs and the partying.
That’s why my sister wanted to get me out of Albuquerque; she
knew how miserable I was.”
“I’m glad that she pestered you to move here, Crystal,” Adam
said softly. “Cosmo’s glad too.”
Cosmo’s head rested against the chair; he’d long fallen asleep.
Adam was enjoying sharing himself and his stories with Crystal, but
he was beginning to find it hard to concentrate. She looked so
beautiful in the soft light of the candles. Her exotic eyes were large
and luminous. He watched her mouth—he really wanted to kiss her.
He had to remember the words of advice from Cosmo. "She
needs
time, Adam,” he’d said. “It could be dangerous for you both if you
become emotionally attached."
He was well beyond that stage, but he knew that he had to keep
his feelings in check; a voice inside his head reminded him to keep
cool.
In the past few days, he'd awakened to Crystal’s feelings for
him. She was so open and easy to read. He wasn't sure if he could
help himself, he may just have to take his chances. He felt her
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powerful seductive pull and wondered how he’d ever manage to
control himself.
The little radio that Crystal brought was playing soft Christmas
music and Adam heard the announcer say it was two o’clock. He
didn't feel the least bit tired and Crystal kept asking him questions.
"Don't you think it's odd that there are so many people who
don't believe in any kind of God, or in something greater than
themselves? I've always had the comfortable belief that God will
always provide for me what I need. I know many people who don't
believe in God, or anything they can't see, touch or feel."
Adam stood up to cover Cosmo with a quilt. He smiled at the
old man and cushioned his tilted head with a pillow. The man was
like a father to him. He loved Cosmo Attis very much.
He also had the warm compulsion to sit nearer to Crystal. He
did just that, throwing her heart to hammering as he sat next to her
on the floor. She looked so enchanting with her knees pulled up to
her chin and wrapped in her long, sensuous arms.
Adam’s body, now so close to hers, addled her brain. Her
fingers itched to run through his thick black hair. She fumbled for
something to say, but nothing came out. Again, she caught his scent
and inhaled softly. The man was the most sensual being she'd ever
encountered and he was so close! She looked up at him and found
him staring at her intently. "Well, I guess we had a lot to discuss
together, hmm?" she asked softly.
"Yeah." He gazed deeply into her eyes. "I'm quite taken with
you, Crystal Blue, and I'm not sure what I should do about it," he
whispered.
"Do about it?" She stared at his mouth.
"Yes, do about it, Crystal." His breath touched her neck as he
inhaled the scent of the exotic black locks that he caressed ever so
lightly – they’d fascinated him since the first day he’d met her, he
knew they would be soft.
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Her breath caught and her soul yearned for his touch. She
leaned her head back and let it rest against the couch, an open
invitation.
Adam dared not touch her; he wasn’t prepared for what might
happen if he did. He’d been warned once. The intense jolt that would
most likely follow his touch would surely break the intimate
moment. He leaned against the couch, laid his head back and closed
his eyes.
Disappointment quickly spread through Crystal. He obviously
wasn’t that attracted to her. She huffed and inched away from him.
Prepare for the brush off, she thought as her defenses went up.
“Ah, Crystal,” Adam groaned. “I…I can’t.”
“Whatever, dude. Listen,” she said, standing up, hoping he
wouldn’t see her heartache, “I gotta get some sleep. I think I’ll just
crash on the couch.”
“Crystal, listen to me. I don’t really know why, but I can’t take it
further; we can’t get too close.”
“You mean you don’t want to get too bloody close.” Her voice
trembled.
Adam shook his head and wished he could tell her how he felt
about her. “Let’s just sit here a little longer,” he said, leaning back
against the couch. “Can’t we just sit next to each other and be
together? I don’t want this night to end.”
Crystal knelt down and searched his face. She’d practically
thrown herself at him, yet he’d not taken her advance. He really was
an exquisitely compelling creature, she thought as she gently
caressed his face and tucked a wayward strand of his ebony hair
behind his ear.
He closed his eyes and prepared for the shock, but it didn’t
come. So he grabbed her hand and held it to his heart. “I’m yours,
Crystal, forever and ever.”
She believed him. His rapidly beating heart convinced her. She
smiled and was lost in the depth of his sea-blue eyes. Then
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something happened between them that neither had ever
experienced. There was a familiarity that shouldn't have existed.
Where there had been feelings of emptiness there was now peace and
fulfillment. As they stared into each other's eyes, their hearts became
one, beating in unison. Their souls awakened to the familiarities and
a rekindling of love that had withstood lifetimes.
“We’re the same, you and I,” he whispered. “I feel like I’ve
always known you.”
Crystal and Adam were lost in the gaze for an eternity. If the
building had caught fire or the world had blown up, neither would
have noticed.
Finally Adam released their locked gaze and searched her face.
She was breathing rapidly and looked at him with an awareness that
startled him. He felt her power and saw that her aura had changed
from the blue of a warm summer’s sky to a deep dark indigo.
And then he watched Crystal’s lovely face slowly change. Her
delicately freckled cheekbones were now high and flat, her pert nose
now flared dramatically, her lips were full and her eyes flashed
darkly. She wore a blue leather band around her head.
He dropped Crystal’s hand and sat back.
“Keep your distance, Walker” the woman’s husky voice warned,
“she’s not ready for you.”
Adam struggled with the phenomena and tried to remain calm.
This attractive woman looked like his mother. He had a picture of
her when she was quite young, this woman resembled her, but there
was something different about her—her eyes were hard.
“Who are you?” he whispered.
“Let her go,” the woman said, and then Crystal’s familiar, yet
perplexed face returned.
She blinked her large brown eyes. “Adam, what is it? What do
you mean, who are you?” she whispered. “Why are you looking at
me like that?”
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He shook his head. Nothing had prepared him for something
like this. Nothing. He made a valiant attempt at a smile. Whoever
that woman was didn’t realize that he would never let Crystal go. He
would stay away from her, yes, but he would never let her go. He
knew the perils they'd face for this union, but they'd handled worse
before.
"What is it, Adam?"
"Soon, my love, soon.” Adam wrapped a blanket around her and
she snuggled deeply into the folds.
Crystal had never been happier in her whole life. He’d looked at
her oddly before, like he’d seen a ghost. But maybe, she thought with
a smile, maybe he realized he loved her! This man was clearly made
for her and she intended on keeping him. No matter what happened!
Cosmo's presence and the early hour of the morning brought
them to their senses, and they closed their eyes and drifted off into
sleep.
THE SMELL of coffee and bacon woke her. Someone had moved

her to the couch and she had slept like a baby. Crystal opened her
eyes slowly and immediately searched for Adam. He was in the
kitchen with Cosmo and they were quietly talking. Her stomach
fluttered and she breathed deep to still her rapidly beating heart.
Something had happened to her last night. She somehow felt
different, stronger: more beautiful than she'd ever felt. Her mind felt
clear and sharp. Was this what love did to two people? Where was
the heartache? She'd thought she'd been in love before, but had never
felt the way she did now when she looked at Adam. He was tall and
dark, sensuous and strong. She knew Adam felt the same as she did.
She had seen it in his clear, arctic-blue eyes.
Sitting up, Crystal allowed herself a luxurious stretch. The two
men in the kitchen hadn't noticed that she’d awakened, so she snuck
into the bathroom. She rinsed her face and fixed her hair as best she
could. It was Christmas morning, she was in her boss's apartment,
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and she'd fallen in love. She'd never have thought her life would take
this turn. It was a nice turn. She put some toothpaste on her finger
and rubbed her teeth and applied a little bit of lipstick—she didn't
want to look a complete mess.
She ran into Adam as she came out of the bathroom. His arms
came around her and it was wonderful how she had to look up at
him. She’d always been taller than most of the boys she’d known. His
hair was a bit tousled and he wore a crooked little smile. He bent to
whisper in her ear, telling her how beautiful she was. She smiled and
told him he was beautiful too.
"Cosmo's cooked a great breakfast that I unfortunately will have
to pass up. He doesn't understand my eating habits and insists I
devour his bacon and eggs." Adam grimaced. "You stay and enjoy
yourself, I have to get to my sister's or she'll kill me. I'll come by
tonight if that's all right with you."
She nodded her head and was filled with a sense of sadness at
not being able to spend the day with him. Of course he had to go to
his sister's. They were his family after all, but she still felt like
pouting and putting up a fuss. She batted her long eyelashes and
wrapped her arms around his neck. “Do you really have to go?”
Adam groaned. God, he wished he didn’t, but Serena would kill
him if he didn’t show up. He whispered in her ear, “I’ll see you soon,
Crystal.”
Crystal and Cosmo said their good-byes, and when the door
shut behind Adam, her heart thudded dully. Jaypers, she was
bloody hooked. But even though the light had seemed to follow
Adam out the door, Crystal was still able to enjoy a quiet and happy
Christmas breakfast with Cosmo.
After helping Cosmo with the dishes, Crystal bestowed a warm
kiss on his weathered cheek. He smiled at her fondly. "Crystal girl,
you've only been in my life a short time, but I you’ve made me a
happy, old man. Thank you for spending Christmas with an old
fuddy-duddy like me. You and Adam are both very special to me."
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He gave her a hug and sent her on her way, calling her back
once she'd started down the stairs. "Don't forget your package from
Adam."
She gasped and ran back to retrieve the treasured gift. She'd
forgotten all about it. It would be torture walking home with it
tucked under her arm. She wanted to open it right away.
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EIGHT

A white Christmas fills the churchyard.
French Proverb

T

he morning was beautiful and the cold, breezy walk was
welcome. Maybe this weather wasn’t so bad, Crystal
supposed, when the delightful sound of twinkling bells
floated through the frigid air. Their music expertly captured the
essence of this most magical of seasons. She found the source of the
music and smiled. Giant wreaths with red and silver bells adorned
the lampposts lining the streets; the wind buffeted them about
causing the bells to tinkle merrily.
With a happy wave she greeted the walkers she passed and bade
everyone a “Merry Christmas.” She was elated and full of love. She
smiled as she breathed in the crisp cold air and thanked her lucky
stars for leading her to this wonderful place.
Lost in her thoughts and warm feelings, Crystal didn’t notice the
two miscreants push themselves off the wall they’d been leaning
against and begin to follow her. To an observer, the pair's proximity
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to her would seem innocent enough, but it wasn't. They closed in
quickly, flanking her on both sides.
"Hey, remember me?" One of the two young men grabbed her
elbow and shoved her into the open door of a car that pulled up
alongside the curb.
Crystal fell into the backseat and looked up into a familiar face.
It belonged to Daniel’s friend, the tall young man who had been so
rude to her at the coffee shop the day she’d gotten her job. His greasy
hair hung in his eyes and he smiled menacingly.
"You don't need this no more.” He grabbed her purse and
yanked Adam’s present from her arms. She watched as he tossed the
beautiful package onto the sidewalk.
"Dude! Hey! Hey! What are you doing!?" She barely caught her
breath from the commotion. Crystal struggled and tried to get out of
the car, but Daniel’s friend jumped into the backseat as Crystal felt
another body push up against her from the other side and then the
car roared away.
"What the hell do you think you're doing?” she yelled, pushing
Daniel’s friend away from her. "You stop this car and let me out!"
She turned to see who had crammed up beside her and looked into
the face of Daniel Attis and gasped. "Well, now you’ve gone and
done it!” Crystal’s dark eyes snapped with anger. “You can't just
grab me off the street and throw me in a car. I told you I'd call the
cops for harassment, now you've gone and kidnapped me. Real
good. Now, stop this blasted car!” Crystal shouted.
Daniel glared and stared straight ahead.
"Shut her up will ya, Dean? She’s givin’ me a headache," the
driver snarled as he drove deep into the city—the car careened
around the corners pushing the three close together in the back seat.
"Shaddup!" Daniel’s friend, Dean sneered as he grabbed her
arm. "I wouldn't be lippin' off if I was you. This ain’t kidnappin’. We
just thought you needed a lift home is all."
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"Well, I didn't and don't," she said through clenched teeth. "Now
stop this car and let me out!"
"Can't do it, girlie. Boss’s orders are to bring you directly to her
so she can ask you some questions. Now shaddup or I'll shut you up
myself." Dean waved a gun in her face.
She blanched and realized the situation was much more
dangerous than she'd first thought. She sunk down in the vinyl seat
and glared at Daniel with both fear and fury. Bloody bugger, she
fumed to herself. Where were they taking her?
Ten more minutes of fast driving brought the foursome to a
seedy-looking neighborhood. Crystal noticed a lot of the houses were
boarded up and the ones not boarded up should have been.
They pulled to a stop in front of a two-story falling down mess
of a house. Daniel threw the car door open and jumped out.
Dean shoved Crystal out of the car and up to the front door by
the barrel of his gun. She lost her balance and almost fell into a dirty
snow bank. "Pushing me isn't going to get me there any faster!"
"Watch your mouth,” Dean sneered again. “I don't like you and I
don't care what happens to you. If I was you, I'd be wishing for a
friend right now."
The driver of the car, now standing at the front door, opened it
and silently beckoned them all in with a toss of his mangy head.
"Take her upstairs,” he said. “Gina ain't here yet, so just put her in
Stormy’s room and lock the door; make sure she got no phone.
Hippy girl won't cause any trouble, will ya?" He peered into
Crystal’s face and grinned widely, showing off his blackened teeth;
she almost fainted with the smell of his sour breath. He'd obviously
liquored himself up for Christmas. It was a miracle they’d made it
here alive.
As Daniel led them through the house and up some stairs,
Crystal surveyed her surroundings. It appeared a lot of people lived
in the house—it was a mess. Beer cans were everywhere, and old
mattresses lay on the floor haphazardly.
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She quickly searched the rooms they passed for inhabitants to
call out to, but no luck. Her captor walked behind her and continued
to prod her along with the barrel of his gun.
At the top of the staircase, he shoved her down a dark hallway
that reeked of stale smoke and a familiar smell wafted thickly
through the air: hashish. The thick, oily smell brought back memories
of wild parties she'd gone to back in Albuquerque. They passed a few
more closed doors and he shoved her again into an empty room, save
for a dirty mattress on the floor.
“Quit shoving me,” she hissed as she stumbled into the room.
“I got your purse now let me check your pockets. I’ve got to
check for a phone so you don’t make a call,” Daniel said gruffly.
She didn’t tell him she didn’t own one, he wouldn’t have
believed her anyway. She didn’t want a fight with the gun, so she let
Daniel check her pockets while the ugly one held the pistol.
"You wait here for your hostess. She'll be up shortly to ask ya
some questions. Don't try any funny business or I'll have to rough
you up, and don't think I won't," Dean hissed in Crystal’s face before
he pushed her into the room. Then he slammed the door, locking it.
She was dumbfounded. She couldn't believe they would go this
far because she had taken the job at the bookstore. Again she shook
her head in amazement that the boy was related to her kind
employer. The boy’s parents must have been completely incapable of
raising a decent kid. This guy was a loser.
She walked to the filthy window and found it sealed shut. She
yanked hard to try to get it to open but it didn’t budge. She looked
out the dirty window, trying to find someone to alert, but being on
the third floor and far from the street with a large tree obstructing the
view, she had no luck drawing any attention to herself.
With no place to sit down and no way to escape, she leaned
against the wall and slowly slid to the filthy floor. This was a
situation that she'd never been in but only read about. How would
the damsel in distress handle herself in all the hundreds of books
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she'd read? They probably hadn't been locked in a filthy room that
hadn't felt a fresh breeze in years, smelling of cigarettes, stale beer
and other things she tried not to think of. Bugger.
By now Claire would be wondering where she was. Would she
call Mr. Attis? Probably not, she thought remembering how her sister
was scared to death of him. Oh God, what if Claire did call him?
He’d find out that she had lied to him and that would be the end of
her job—he would probably hate her forever. But she hadn’t really
lied; she’d just stretched the truth a bit.
Crystal twirled a lock of hair and chewed her lip. What was
Adam doing now? He was probably sitting in front of a warm fire,
opening up Christmas presents and laughing with his sister.
Hopefully he was thinking of her. She pulled her knees up to her
chest, wrapped her arms around her long legs and rested her chin on
her knees. She began to feel an anxiety attack coming on. Bollocks,
this wouldn’t do. She had to focus her thoughts on something other
than her present circumstances. Breathe, Crystal, breathe.
She wanted to bring back the feelings Adam had stirred within
her last night. She knew she was in a bad situation, but she also
wanted to remember his warm embraces, his musky scent and his
beautiful blue eyes.
“Oh, Adam,” she whispered.
** Ϋ **
She found it.
Yes.
They were able to re-program her.
Yes.
Is she in danger?
She will always be in danger until she realizes who she is.
Will he find her?
That has yet to be foretold.
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PART TWO

AN INTERESTING REVELATION
It is conceit that kills us
and makes us cowards instead of gods.
Under the great Command: Know thy self, and that thou art mortal!
We have become fatally self-conscious, fatally self-important, fatally
entangled in the Laocoön coils of our conceit.
Now we have to admit we can't know ourselves, we can only know about
ourselves.
And I am not interested to know about myself any more,
I only entangle myself in the knowing.
Now let me be myself,
now let me be myself, and flicker forth,
now let me be myself, in the being, one of the gods.
“Conceit” by D.H. Lawrence

NINE

You can't do more than you can do.
American Proverb

"M

mmm…this coffee is excellent; nothing like a good
cup of coffee to celebrate Christmas morning."
Adam smiled and peered at his sister over the
brim of his coffee cup. She was cooking up a large batch of scrambled
eggs, flipping pancakes in the frying pan, sizzling sausages and
buttering toast. All in all she was a bit frazzled, but Adam was too
engrossed in his thoughts of Crystal and his cup of coffee to offer any
help.
"Could you pour the orange juice, Adam? If not, then get out of
the way." Serena reached around him, grabbing plates out of the
cupboard. "I appreciate your company, I really do, but I could use
some help. Grab those green glasses right behind you. I made the
orange juice this morning. It’s right inside the fridge on the top shelf.
Then you can go tell the boys their breakfast is ready and try to pull
them away from their new video game. Why Santa brought that, I'll
never know."
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Serena’s good nature was being tried this festive Christmas
morning. He knew better than to tease her right now and set about
helping her as best he could.
While he was pouring the orange juice he began to feel
apprehensive. His jovial mood a moment ago was lost, and a feeling
of dread began to seep in; he could sense that something was wrong.
He glanced over to Serena who seemed a bit flustered, but
nevertheless happy. He sought out the boys in their rooms and didn't
sense any disquiet with them. "You guys all right in here?" he asked
them.
The two boys looked at him blankly and nodded their heads,
and then they both turned, in unison, back to their video game.
As Adam was trying to put a finger on the reason for his feeling
of foreboding, a picture of Crystal came to his mind. His beautiful
Crystal was in trouble! He just knew it. He felt her fear and loneliness
like nothing he'd ever felt before. It was almost like a movie was
being played in his head and he could see her reaching out to him for
help.
"Adam, what's the matter?" Serena saw him sway and reached
out to steady him on his feet. "You look awful. Are you sick?" she
asked, her voice full of concern.
"I'm not sure." Adam shook his head and closed his eyes, trying
to get a feel for where Crystal was. Will led him over to the table.
"Sit down, man. Here's a glass of water."
Serena and Will watched Adam closely. He was pale and his
hands covered his face. The Christmas breakfast was forgotten for
the moment.
All at once he jumped up. "I'm sorry, sis, but I’ve got to go.
Crystal is in trouble and she needs my help. I’ve got to go find her."
"Adam,” Serena said quietly as she followed him to the door.
"Where are you going? Do you want me to come with you?"
He turned around and Serena saw a look in his eyes she'd never
seen before: He was wild-eyed with fear. "I'll be okay." He assured
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his sister with a quick hug. "I just have to go find her. She needs me; I
know I can help her. Serena, I'll call you later. I'm real sorry about
this. I love you, sis."
With that he was gone, running down the stairs and out the
front door. The boys having heard the commotion had dropped their
hand-held controls and ran to the window to see their uncle race
down the sidewalk and disappear around the corner. He had
forgotten his coat.
"Wow, cool," Matt breathed. "He reminds me of some spy guy."
"Yeah," his brother agreed. "Who's, Crystal?"
Serena and Will looked at each other. “Here we go,” she said
quietly to her husband.
** Ϋ **
VOICES, HUSHED and quick outside the door snapped Crystal

out of her reverie. She’d been slumped down on the floor but the
sound of a key in the lock brought her quickly to her feet. She wished
to welcome her guest—hopefully her releaser – standing.
A tall, beautifully dressed woman with short, perfectly coiffed
blonde hair strolled into the room followed by Daniel who was
holding a folding chair. With long elegant fingers that held a burning
cigarette, she gestured for the boy to set it down. She did not smile at
Crystal, nor did she acknowledge her. Her attention was distracted
by the utter disgrace of the disgusting room and all the others she'd
seen on her way up. She kicked at a dust ball and blew the dust off
the window ledge.
Turning around to face Daniel, she snarled. "This place is
despicable. When I told you to find a place to rent, I expected you to
come up with something better than this. I've been to nicer places in
the seediest areas of New York. Leave us now, get me a soda or
something and lock the door behind you." She waved him off like a
fly.
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Crystal kept her attention on the woman and was filled with an
irritating curiosity; she looked familiar. She decided not to be the one
to begin any kind of conversation and she leaned against the wall
casually.
The woman took a long drag off her cigarette as she looked
about the room with disdain. She removed a handkerchief from her
large black purse and delicately wiped the chair seat that Daniel had
supplied her with. She sat down and crossed her long legs and
finally regarded Crystal with a forced smile. "I see you've made
yourself at home, Ms. Blue. My son has a way of making his guests
feel comfortable." The woman threw her cigarette on the ground and
used the toe of her shiny high heeled shoes to distinguish the embers.
Crystal was reeling from the news that this woman was Cosmo's
daughter-in-law. Now she knew why she’d recognized her. She’d
seen her in a picture over Cosmo’s mantle; she’d changed her hair.
Again, she thought it best to stay quiet.
The door creaked open and Daniel carried in a large bottle of
spring water for his mother. Crystal wondered if she were to be
offered some. It looked refreshing as Daniel began to pour some in a
glass. Crystal licked her lips. She hadn’t realized how thirsty she’d
become.
The woman regarded Crystal with a sneer. This chit of a girl was
throwing a wrench in her well-thought-out plan. Daniel was
supposed to have the job at the bookstore now! He was supposed to
have found the book! But this girl got Daniel's job and found it
instead.
She lit another long-filtered cigarette and took another lengthy
drag while she studied the girl’s features. She eyed Crystal’s red hat
and sneered when she realized she wore those nasty things in her
hair—she wondered about the bold blue strands that peeked out
from underneath her hat. Crystal’s long slender frame was hidden by
her coat, and the woman thought she had a very hard-to-read
demeanor. She didn’t appear to be fazed by the abduction; the girl
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obviously knew how to hide her feelings. And she looked like her;
the woman narrowed her eyes angrily. Damn it anyway! The girl’s
brown eyes, they were hers. She snarled and stamped out another
cigarette. It made her want to puke. She was supposed to have a
handle on this whole thing! Of all the people who understood how
the contract worked, she did. But this girl had come into the picture
and screwed the whole thing up!
Crystal, now tiring of the whole situation, stretched her arms
high over her head. Then she wove her fingers together and crackled
her knuckles. The woman across the room stared at her out of angry
eyes and lit another cigarette. "Bloody hell, that felt good,” Crystal
said lightly. “I could stretch for days, and I could really use the
bathroom,” she said, smiling sweetly.
The woman continued to glare, so Crystal sauntered over to the
window and looked around for anyone to summon. Seeing no one,
she slowly turned around, crossed her arms and leaned against the
grimy wall. Again, she decided to let the woman do the talking and
see where that would go.
Finally, the woman tossed the butt of yet another cigarette
toward Crystal. She walked to the window and peered out. After a
few seconds she turned around. "You’re the little slut that pinched
my Daniel's job from Cosmo. I think you'll find you made a big
mistake."
The woman smiled mysteriously and walked towards the door.
"See you tomorrow, honey. I got things to take care of over at your
little bookstore." She rapped on the door twice and quickly escaped
with Crystal on her heels.
"But...dude!” Crystal cried out desperately as she banged on the
door. “You can't keep me in here! I'll find a way out you crazy
woman and you'll find out you made a bloody mistake!" Crystal
slowly slumped down to the ground.
“Holy Shmoly,” she groaned. She really had to use the
bathroom. She couldn't believe these crazy people were going to
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these lengths because she had a job at a bookstore for ten dollars an
hour.
** Ϋ **
ADAM REALIZED he was a bit chilled as he raced down 4th

Street. He also remembered he could have used the cellphone in his
pocket to reach Cosmo, but his brain was focused on Crystal's mental
message. He wanted to keep his head clear in case he heard her voice
call to him again.
He cut through various alleyways over to University, and finally
reached the bookstore. He quickly let himself in and ran up the stairs
to Cosmo’s apartment. Completely out of breath, Adam pounded on
the door until Cosmo opened it.
Adam leaned doorframe looking totally bedraggled and out of
breath. "Cosmo," Adam breathed heavily, stepping inside, "when did
Crystal leave?"
Cosmo shook his head and blinked quickly as he tried clear his
blurry vision. Adam’s excited pounding had awakened him. He’d
fallen asleep in his chair—by now he’d been well into his cups. He
was celebrating this year with a new beer he discovered just last
month: Fat Tire. Good stuff. He dragged his hand over his face.
"Why, she's been gone all morning. I'd say three hours at least. We
had breakfast, and she left right after. She said she was going home
to be with her sister."
"Ah hell, Cosmo, something's happened to her; I know it. Do
you have her number, Cosmo? Does she have a cell phone?”
“I have no idea. I never see her on the phone and I’ve never
asked for her number.”
Adam flipped open his phone and dialed information.
"Crystal Blue, on Como Avenue. Are you sure? All right, thank
you. Are there any Blues on Como?” he asked with some frustration.
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“Okay, that’s good, that’s the one.” He wrote the number down.
“There’s a C. Blue on Como; that must be hers.”
Cosmo sidled up to Adam and tried to shake the cobwebs from
his brain. That dark beer really sneaks up on you, he thought.
Adam punched the numbers into his phone.
"Hello? Crystal?" Claire breathed excitedly into the phone.
"Hi Lucy, this is Adam. I'm a friend of Crystal’s from the
bookstore. I guess she's not there huh?"
"Lucy? No, she's not. Who are you?”
“I’m Adam, a friend of Crystal’s,” Adam repeated slowly. “I
work with her at the bookstore. Do you know where she is?”
"No. Why do you want to know?”
“She said she was going to spend the day with you. Is that
right?” Adam didn’t want to alarm the girl.
“Yes, she said she would be home around ten this morning.
You're not that oaf that followed me around are you? Because if you
are and you've done something to her I'll, well, I’ll kick your butt.”
Claire declared a bit unconvincingly.
"What oaf?"
"If this is you, you know what I mean."
"Lucy, listen to me. I told you, I work with Crystal and Cosmo at
the bookstore. I have no idea what you're talking about. Explain to
me carefully what happened.”
Claire told Adam about the young man who had followed her
and how Crystal had stood up to him in the coffee shop. She
described him in detail and Adam was beginning to realize who the
“oaf” was.
"Did he threaten you or Crystal in any way?"
"No. But Crystal threatened him. He looked a little nervous after
she got done with him. He's got it in for her because she stole his job.
Gosh, I hope she's okay."
"Me too. Just stay there and don't answer the door. Do you have
a peek hole?"
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"Of course I do. Any smart citizen in Minneapolis does. But
shouldn’t I call the police?”
“Let me make some calls first. The police won’t get involved if
she’s only been gone for a few hours. You sit tight and I’ll call
around. I’ll call you back. Okay?”
“All right, but I have a bad feeling about this.”
“Remember to call me or Cosmo Attis at the bookstore if she
comes home or she calls. Don't worry. I'm sure she's fine.”
“But how do I know I can trust you and trust that you are who
you say you are?”
“Listen, Lucy…” Adam began.
“Why are you calling me, Lucy? My name is Claire, only Crystal
calls me Lucy.”
“Oh, okay. Claire then, you can trust me. I am very fond of your
sister, Cosmo and I both are. She probably stopped at the coffee shop.
I’ll go there and check it out and I’ll call you the moment I know
anything. Okay?”
“All right. But only for a few more hours, then I’m calling the
police.”
Adam hung up and turned around to find Cosmo snoring in a
chair. With a frustrated snort, Adam gently shook the old man.
"Cosmo, Crystal’s in trouble, man. Wake up."
"What, what, oh yeah, sorry. Had me a few Christmas beers and
I can't seem to stay awake."
"Were you aware that Daniel has been harassing Crystal and her
sister?"
That woke him up. "What?!" Cosmo sat up straighter.
"A couple of weeks ago Daniel followed Lucy, or rather Claire,
and scared the hell out of her.”
Cosmo’s eyes flew open wide and he quickly stood, grabbing
both of Adam’s arms. “What did you just say?”
Adam sighed and repeated himself. “I said that a couple of
weeks ago….”
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“No, no, what did you say her sister’s name was?” Cosmo
gripped Adam’s arms tightly.
Adam looked at him oddly. “Funny that,” he said. “Her name’s
Claire, not Lucy. I guess Lucy is her nickname; she didn’t like me
using it. Cosmo, what’s wrong?”
Cosmo sagged back down into his chair and covered his face in
his hands. “It is them. I can’t believe it. Doris always told me they
would return.” He lifted his head and looked at Adam with
anguished eyes. “But Crystal said her sister’s name was Lucy and her
grandparent’s names were Madelynn and Pierce or maybe it was
Piers. There was a fire…no one was supposed to have survived. It
was a very, very difficult time for all of us. My brother never really
recovered,” he said sadly. “Doris always believed that somehow they
were alive.”
Adam knew this wasn’t a time to ask a lot of questions, except
one. “It’s her then, Crystal is your niece’s daughter?” Adam asked
softly. Cosmo had talked about his niece and her family who had
died in a fire over fifteen years ago.
“Yes, it has to be her. The girl’s names were Claire and Crystal. I
thought she looked just like her mother, but she said her sister’s
name was Lucy.” Cosmo shook his head. “But the grandparents’
names, well, I can’t figure that one out. And now they’ve got her. Oh
my God, they’ve got her!”
Adam knelt in front of the old man and took his friend’s
weathered hands into his. “Who’s got her, Cosmo?”
“My brother warned me,” Cosmo groaned. “I didn’t watch her
carefully enough. She’s special you know? My Doris made me
promise to take care of them. I’ve failed them both. I honestly didn’t
believe it was really her.”
“Listen, Cosmo,” Adam gently tried to appease the old man,
“Claire told me that Daniel was following her a few weeks back and
that Crystal informed him in the Java Grinder that his tactics were
unwelcome. Claire said that Crystal threatened to call the police if he
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kept harassing them. You know as well as I do that your grandson is
no good. He may be involved in this and it could prove to be a
harmless prank.”
Cosmo groaned. “You say Daniel is involved? That means…I
just never dreamt that she would be the one.” His desperate eyes
flew to Adam again. “Claire may be in danger too.” He thought of
the little blonde- haired girl with the sunny personality that he’d met
many years ago.
“Don’t worry about her, Cosmo. Not yet anyway. I told her not
to answer the door. She promised to stay put and let us know when
Crystal comes home.” Adam ran his fingers through his thick hair.
Then he stood and stretched his long body. He knew he had to do
something other than just sit around and wait. “I'm going to go down
the street to the coffee shop and check it out; ask Berry some
questions. If Crystal, Claire or anyone else calls, call me on my cell.”
THE RINGING of the coffee shop’s doorbell snapped Berry to
attention. He was sipping a cup of coffee in one of the booths at the
Java Grinder; it had been a relatively slow morning being Christmas
and all.
Adam walked in and sank into the booth. "Hey Berry, Merry
Christmas," he said, smiling warmly.
"Adam, my man. Long time no see. What are you up to all alone
on this beautiful Christmas day?" Berry stood up and began to wipe
the table.
"Sit down, Berry. I have some questions to ask you. You got a
minute?”
"As a matter of fact, I'm pretty bored. No one out to see me
today, place is pretty empty. What's up? Hey, can I get you a cup of
coffee?"
"No, no," Adam said with a wave of his hand. "Berry, Crystal’s
sister Claire told me that a few weeks ago she and Crystal were in
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here and they had a small run in with Daniel Attis. Do you
remember?"
"Yeah," Berry said slowly. "Crystal and Claire sat over there and
Daniel was at the counter, as usual. They exchanged words and
Daniel was pretty bent out of shape being sliced to bits by Miss Blue.
She's a spitfire that one. She made me bribe him into staying longer
by buying him a piece of pie. Didn't say why, but I figured she didn't
want him following them home. Of course he took me up on my
offer, and then he split awhile later. Why? Is something up?"
"Not real sure. I just have this feeling that Daniel is giving her a
little more trouble than she can handle. Did you notice Daniel around
today?"
"Not today, no, but yesterday, earlier," Berry replied. "He was in
with a sharp-dressed lady with a nasty mouth. She hated my soup
and didn't mince words telling me. I wasn't surprised considering the
company she keeps. Daniel is all right, but the guy he hangs out with
gives me the creeps. He’s mean as a snake. He was in with them
yesterday. They were in pretty heavy conversation for a while, and
when I came up to serve more coffee, they hushed up real quick. And
then they split."
The doorbell rang as a group of loud customers came into the
store.
"Hey man, got to do business now. If you need anything from
me, just ask. I like Crystal, she's a good kid." With that Berry floated
away and greeted his new patrons.
“Hey, Berry,” Adam said quickly, “did Crystal stop by this
morning?”
“I haven’t seen her for a few days, kind of miss her, you know?”
Yeah, he understood. Adam realized after a moment that sitting
in the store brooding wasn’t doing anyone any good. He got up and
walked towards the door, preparing to leave and noticed the brightly
wrapped package sitting on the window ledge behind the check-out
counter.
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His heart set to racing and he reached over and grabbed it,
noticing the ripped sides and wet dirty grime on the back.
Berry noticed Adam’s actions. “Some old lady found that on the
sidewalk and brought that in this morning,” he said.
"They found it lying on the sidewalk?" Adam asked
incredulously.
"Is it yours?" Berry asked.
"No,” Adam’s eyes narrowed, “it’s Crystal’s.”
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TEN

Better late, than never.
John Heywood "The Proverbs of John Heywood" (1546)

A

dam and Cosmo were hoping for a phone call or a visit
from the supposed abductors. They didn’t want to
involve the police until they’d heard from Gina.
Upon returning to Cosmo's from the Java Grinder, Adam had
shown him the damaged Christmas package and relayed the
information about Daniel and the woman who’d visited the café the
day before.
Cosmo’s fears were immediately confirmed. His daughter-in-law
obviously knew more than she should. From the moment his son
had brought her home from California to meet him, he'd known she
was trouble. At first she was sweet and considerate, but as the years
passed, she began to show her true colors. Greg, his son, had begun
to see through her shallow veneer and had walked out years before,
leaving Daniel to be raised by the terrible woman.
While they waited, Adam stared out the window into the dark
night. Being Christmas, there wasn’t much traffic and the streets
were altogether empty. His fingers strummed his knees in agitation;
where the hell was she? He knew he had to wait with Cosmo in case
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a call came in or someone showed up, but he wished he could do
something. He should have seen this coming; he shouldn’t have let
her out of his sight.
A LOUD knock on the door threw the two from their chairs and

Adam ran to the window. Gina, wearing a smug smile and a fur coat,
stood at the front door with an unpleasant looking young man Adam
presumed was her bodyguard. "She's here, Cosmo, the criminals
have arrived,” Adam sneered.
Cosmo quickly unlocked the door and greeted Gina with a cold
smile. "Well, well, Gina,” Cosmo said gruffly, “what a surprise. Did
you come to wish me a Merry Christmas?"
Gina pushed her way past the two men and slowly pulled off
her kid gloves.
"Your friend stays out," Adam said flatly, slowly folding his
arms across his chest.
Gina eyed Adam up and down with appreciation. "And who are
you my fine friend? Has Cosmo hired his own bodyguard?"
"None of my business concerns you, Gina,” Cosmo said, closing
the door firmly on the burly man outside.
Gina gave the man a quick nod and he hung back, pulling his
collar closer to his neck. He lit a cigarette and leaned against the
brick wall.
Adam wanted to shake this woman and demand Crystal’s
whereabouts, but thought better of it. Let Cosmo do the talking, he
told himself. He didn't yet know how to handle this one. Her aura
was very hard to read.
The woman sauntered over to a shelf of books and pulled one
out, stroking the bindings. She leafed through it a moment and
returned it to its spot. "I'm sorry about you not hiring Daniel,
Cosmo,” she said as she turned around. “He's family and really
needed the job you promised him." She smiled sweetly.
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"Bah!" Cosmo spat. "He's a worthless lad, Gina, and you know it.
Now where's the girl?"
Gina threw back her perfectly coiffed head and laughed. "Really,
Cosmo, you are Daniel’s grandfather. Such words should hardly be
spoken about your own flesh and blood. He's proved himself more
worthy than your good-for-nothing son," she sneered and walked
over to one of his reading chairs, seating herself and crossing her
long legs. "And as for the girl, are you really that concerned?" She
pulled a cigarette out of a beautiful gold cigarette case, slowly
lighting the end.
Adam wanted to strangle her, but he held back and leaned
against the wall.
"Should I be concerned, Gina?" Cosmo asked quietly.
"You're damn right you should be," she shouted. "She's a
conniving bitch and is being treated as such. She's in good hands."
Adam clenched his fists and Cosmo gave him a quick shake of
his head.
"Ah.” Her eyes roamed over Adam. "Is this one taken with her
as well as you, dear Cosmo? She's just fairly attractive, but her height
is a little impressive. Sort of Amazonian, don’t you think?"
Adam’s hard stare gave nothing away.
“I should have known she'd pulled her wiles on the both of
you.” Gina smiled and took a long drag off her cigarette as her eyes
roamed over both men. She took another long drag, stood and
walked over to Adam. "In love with her already are you?"
He replied with a cool stare and stood his ground saying
nothing.
She hummphed and walked back to Cosmo who was tiring of this
tirade of hers. "I'll tell you what, pops. I think we both have
something the other wants, savvy?" She exhaled a long puff of smoke
into Cosmo's face.
"I think not, Gina. You may have something I want, but as for
the other, I'm sorry to say, it's gone."
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Both men witnessed a variety of emotions cross her face as she
absorbed this information.
"What!?" she screamed. “I don’t believe you! Don't play with me,
old man! One word from me to my partner outside and your little
friend with the big brown eyes is history."
Adam covered the few paces in moments. He grabbed Gina by
the shoulders and threw her into the chair. Cosmo tried to stop him,
but Adam was at his wit’s end. The goon began pounding on the
glass door, but Gina, loving the drama and attention, breathlessly
held up her hand and he backed off. "You've gone too far, lady,"
Adam hissed. "She's got nothing to do with this and you know it."
"You're wrong, my brave warrior." Gina’s lips lifted in a
knowing smile. "Maybe Cosmo hasn't told you everything."
"Oh, he's told me plenty. Maybe your source of information
hasn't been totally truthful with you?"
Again, she was surprised, but only for a moment. She laughed,
disregarding Adam and giving Cosmo her full attention. "I'm tiring
of the two of you and wish to end this little visit as soon as possible.”
She poked Cosmo’s chest with the two fingers that clenched her
cigarette. “Like I said before, dear old dad, your little employee is not
just a pawn in our game and her value far exceeds anything you may
have, even the book. I would expect you to know that and
understand my meaning." Gina smiled and finished off her cigarette.
Cosmo and Adam looked at each other and decided she was
right. Crystal was far too valuable to gamble with. Gina had the
upper hand; she knew about the book.
With a heavy sigh Cosmo lowered himself into a chair and
quietly pondered the situation while Gina admired her face in a
small compact mirror. Adam glared at the goon through the
window.
"I'll go along with you, woman, only under one condition,"
Cosmo ventured after a few more minutes of contemplation. "I want
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Adam to talk to Crystal on the phone. I want to make sure she knows
that we're here for her. I want to know that she’s all right."
Gina snapped her compact shut and threw it back into her
purse. Then she flipped her phone open. "Put the bitch on the phone,
now," she growled after she’d punched out a few numbers. She
waited, tapping her foot. Then she screamed, "She what?! You
incapable idiot! Find her!" She threw the phone at Adam and snarled,
"The little bitch escaped!"
Cosmo and Adam smiled and locked the door. Gina no longer
had anything to bargain with.
** Ϋ **
CRYSTAL WAS sneaking down the alleys of whereabouts

unknown. It hadn't been easy, but she'd done it. She'd considered the
snow her enemy until today when it had cushioned her fall from the
branch of the big tree outside her window. Her hand was pretty beat
up, but she was again breathing fresh air! Where she got the guts to
break the window she could only guess, but it had worked. But now
she was freezing to death and her hand was bleeding badly.
Bollocks.
After breaking the window and climbing out, she had to use her
coat to cover the jagged glass that had cut her hand, and it had gotten
caught. She couldn't pull it loose after she used it to help her down to
the tree.
Another thing against her was it was Christmas and most places
of business were closed. She kept up a quick pace to keep warm, but
it wasn't working anymore. She was in a seedy neighborhood and
couldn't find a welcome entrance. She knew soon she wouldn't care if
it was welcome or not. Her ears and fingers were numb and her legs
were beginning to feel like large frozen tree stumps; she could hardly
feel them. Finally, she spied a 7-11—open all night. Cheers!
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Without hesitation she ran inside and jumped around to get warm.
She found the bathroom and entered with teeth still chattering.
Heaven, she thought, hopping about and fumbling with her
zipper with her un-injured hand. She really had to go! She'd always
wondered how it felt to be homeless and use a bathroom for
shelter—now she knew. The bright lights and warm stale air felt
wonderful. Her hand, however, didn't. She'd cut it pretty badly. Two
deep gashes in the palm of her right hand were bleeding heavily and
the pain was almost unbearable.
Her stomach rolled as she pulled yards of toilet paper from the
roll and she wrapped her hand as best she could. It didn't really help,
but for the time being it worked. She knew she'd need stitches, and
she also knew that her predicament was serious. The paper was
already soaked through with blood so she sat down and pulled off
her boots and then her socks, wrapping one around her hand.
A feeling of déjà vu overtook her as she stared at her hand; a
high-pitched ringing assailed her ears and her vision blurred. She’d
experienced something like this before, albeit then it had been no
accident. The small, faintly visible scars on her wrists seemed to
jump out at her as she tried to regain her composure.
“Not now, Crystal,” whispered. “Don’t go there now. This was
an accident.” She shook her head and took a deep breath as she
shoved long buried memories that were trying to surface back into
the recesses of her mind.
Unfortunately, after a few minutes someone needed the use of
the bathroom. “Hold on a bloody minute,” she yelled through the
door, quickly cleaning up and pulling her boots back on. Crystal
opened the door to a verbally abusive young lady who'd obviously
waited longer than she’d cared to. She flipped a quick, apologetic
smile and headed toward the front of the store—she knew she
needed to ask for help. She saw a fresh-faced youth behind the
counter who watched her warily as she approached.
Crystal smiled. “May I please use your phone?”
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"I got no phone in the store, but one's outside."
“May I use your phone, your cell phone?” Crystal asked.
“Ah, I got no cell phone, pay phone is outside.”
Feeling light-headed Crystal replied. "I got no money and need
to call the police, the hospital. Please."
The boy sensed her urgency, but he didn't know how to handle
it. "I'm…I’m sorry,” he stammered, “but I got my orders. No one uses
the phone under no…under any circumstances."
Crystal took a deep breath and smiled graciously. "Dude, I need
you to call 911, this is an emergency. I appreciate you doing your job,
I really do, but I really need you to help me. Please. Look, I’m
injured." She held up her hand.
"You don't understand." The young man rolled his eyes and
spread his hands out in front of him. "I ain't got a phone. This one
here is only for an emergency," he said, waving his hand to the
phone on the counter. "Manager isn't here; there's a pay phone
outside."
“What are your instructions if there is an emergency?” Crystal
asked through tightly clenched teeth.
“If there’s an emergency, I use this phone to call 911.”
Crystal held up her bleeding hand. “This is an emergency. I am
bleeding to death and you need to call 911.”
The young man stared and chewed on his lip. By now he was a
little scared of Crystal’s pale face, wild blue-streaked hair, bloodsoaked hand and shaking limbs. He thought she was probably a
crack-head and had hurt herself trying to score more drugs. “A store
emergency is only if I am being robbed, and I get shot or something,”
he said warily.
Crystal wanted to scream. How about if I shoot you? "How about I
borrow some money and I pay you back?” Crystal said slowly.
"I can't open the register unless I make a sale."
Crystal sighed. She saw a customer warily approaching the
checkout counter and knew there was a sale to be made. With a
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wave and a bow she let the verbally abusive female who’d needed
the bathroom by, and patiently waited for the cash register to open.
The boy checked her soda and chips through and closed the drawer.
Crystal looked at him in disbelief and slid to the floor.
It was then that she spied the tall man with the familiar face who
had just entered the store approach her quickly. He wore a long black
coat and Crystal’s attention was drawn to the bright red scarf
wrapped around his neck. The man smiled benevolently and offered
her his hand. "I believe I can help you."
Crystal disregarded his hand, wrapping her blood-soaked sock
tighter around her own while she gazed at his face with a blank stare.
"Who the bloody hell are you?" she asked as a loud hammering
began in her ears, and before she knew it, she slipped into a world of
swirling blue and white.
THE TWO thugs checked every alley around the house, every

place that a girl with no coat and a deep wound could possibly
venture into. They'd found the broken window and the coat with the
faint blood trail and footsteps, but they were soon covered with snow
from the Minnesota wind. They assumed she tried to find the first
sign of life to get out of the cold, so they knocked on doors, asking
questions, but folks around here weren't much help in matters that
didn't concern them. Their appearance didn't warrant very much
help either. They met with a lot of heavily closed doors, with the
exception of a few lonely souls who asked if they'd care to join in a
little holiday celebration.
Daniel was the one who happened upon the 7-11, only to learn
that a tall, young woman with a desperate nature and an injury was
escorted out to a fancy car just a short time before. He sought out his
partner to relay this bit of news. Neither of them wanted to pass it on
to Gina who was incognito at the time. Daniel was secretly terrified
of his mother; he was not looking forward to giving her the bad
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news. He was also secretly worried about Crystal—he hoped she was
all right.
** Ϋ **
CLAIRE ANXIOUSLY paced back and forth in her small

apartment. She let out a little yelp when the phone rang. "Crys? Is
that you?"
"Crystal is safe at the moment, Claire."
“But…who?” Claire stammered.
"Let the others know this and stay quiet. She needs time. I'm a
friend and she's in good hands. I would just like to ask her some
questions.”
“Is she all right? Is she in trouble? What kind of questions?”
“She’s quite safe and she isn’t in any trouble. Well, she was but
she isn’t now. You may call Cosmo and tell him that she’s with a
friend. Do you think you could do this for me, Claire?"
“Okay,” she whispered, “but don’t hurt her.”
“No, no. She’s safe, I promise.”
Claire hung up, grabbed Vincent, squeezing him tightly. His
warm furry body always gave her comfort. When she’d heard the
man with the familiar voice say her name, it quieted her nerves.
There was something about his voice that made her want to believe
him, to trust him. She knew she may be doing something stupid, but
her gut told her to hang tight. She hoped that Crystal hadn’t found
more drugs; hadn’t done something as stupid as she’d done a few
years back.
Claire began to have a bad feeling about her sister. She’d done
something like this before, but it had been awhile since she’d taken
off and not told anyone where she’d gone. She hoped she hadn’t run
into a bad crowd; she thought she was finally off drugs. It was for
this reason that she wouldn’t call the police. Yet. “Crystal, you
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promised,” she whispered. She picked up the phone and called
Adam.
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ELEVEN

A man does not seek his luck, luck seeks its man.
Turkish Proverb

L

ife hadn't dealt him a fair hand. He’d lost his parents in a
fiery car crash years ago. They were living in Florida
when a police car had slammed into their car, killing both
of his parents. His life had been spared, but he’d suffered many
broken bones, endured years of physical therapy from multiple
surgeries and made plenty of visits to the psychiatrist as he’d also
suffered from a very serious case of amnesia.
It had taken years of therapy to remember little things,
especially events from his younger years—the years directly before
the accident were still blank. Every now and again he’d remember
something, a man’s laugh, or a particular woman’s lopsided smile
and twinkling blue eyes. He remembered a young boy’s voice, one
he’d shared stories with, one he believed might be a brother, but he
wasn’t sure. No one would confirm this when he asked. Then he
surmised that he, too, must have died in the crash and no one had
thought that he was well enough to know.
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Large pieces of his life were missing and he’d struggled with the
financial inheritance bestowed upon him. His parent’s last will and
testament had left him a very wealthy man, but he felt it blood
money and didn’t want it – at first.
He felt cheated and began to abuse the bottle. He wandered
aimlessly for a few years, left the country to find some peace, and
drove around Europe and parts of India on a Harley Davidson—
those years were some of the best.
Then, after a surreal encounter with a beautiful angel who had
looked like his mother—his psychiatrist said it was probably made
up by his own psyche—he decided to accept his inheritance and pick
up where his father had left off. And so, like his father, he studied
physics. But instead of continuing his explorations with phenomena
that can only be explained using quantum theories, his interests were
diverted after meeting and studying with Pepper, his beautiful
mentor, to a more esoteric field, namely de-coding ancient script. She
had helped open his eyes to the world of the ancients.
Finally, he settled in Minneapolis after securing himself a
teaching job at the University of Minnesota. He liked Minnesota; he
found the city and its lakes beautiful and therapeutic. He enjoyed
sitting at the edge of Lake Calhoun while he relaxed and watched the
boats and their merry passengers. Somehow the water soothed his
soul, and the cold beautiful winters healed his spirit.
He still walked with a slight limp and sometimes used a cane
when his hip bothered him, which luckily wasn’t very often.
Codes, ancient stories and transcripts fascinated him; quantum
theories held a close second. The brain that had forgotten its past
seemed to be an insatiable sponge for any kind of new scientific
information that led to new theories and the abstract possibilities of
ancient societies.
He was also fascinated with the current events of the day. The
world was changing rapidly. He knew with a fascinating surety
where the earth and her people were headed, and the fact that he
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could now play an important part in its evolution was thrilling, yet
frightening.
Over the last few days, he had begun to realize that he was dealt
unfair hands for a reason and he was finally at peace. If he'd ever
spent time on projects other than this one, it would have been a
waste of his time. From the moment the old man had come into his
office with the beautifully bound, red-leather book, he knew that the
past years of training were for this and for this only. What a piece of
work! He'd only deciphered ten pages of the manuscript and it had
been beautiful—ten pages of this manuscript were taking up scores
of written pages, it had taken hours to decipher, decode and rewrite.
He’d heard that something ancient like this could exist. He’d
heard of the so-called text, “Treaty of Naram-Sin,” which dated back
to the third millennium, B.C. He shook his head; the lexicons he was
attempting to translate could perchance be even older than the
ancient Elamite text. Now it was in his hands. The old man had told
him only the two of them knew where it was.
Ancient script and codes were his passion, but this stuff, he
thought, this stuff was unbelievable. The old man, Cosmo Attis, had
briefly tried to explain how the book worked, but he had stopped
him. He knew that he had to do this alone, without any information
filtered through by someone else, even if the old man was the
caretaker of the book. Once he’d accepted the book from the old
man, he’d sensed this immediately. And he could feel a power within
the pages: power both good and evil. The evil was what now
worried him.
Stories had begun to unfold that tested his talents for decoding;
he’d been given a manuscript which was possibly an eastern Sanskrit
that may have been the first language ever written down. He might
have to call on help he really didn’t know how to access. The book
spoke of “the soldiers devoted to a cause,” but who they were he had no
clue.
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He thought about the pain and suffering he’d endured all those
years and how the book was a balm to his tortured soul. And now,
after finding her in the 7-11, after having the prophetic dream, his life
had taken on a deeper meaning.
He leaned down and scratched the soft, silky spot under the ears
of his beautiful doe-eyed golden retriever, Lady. Whenever he did
this, whenever he rubbed her head, he could gather himself again.
There was something about stroking her soft golden head that led to
his gaining some strength, or peace. His dog could give him strength
when he felt down or in need of reassurance. She had been a stray
who had shown up on his doorstep shortly after he’d moved into his
home, and she had immediately been loyal to him and only him.
He'd stayed up last night after he’d come home from the staff
Christmas party he hadn’t wanted to attend. He’d read the
deciphered piece of manuscript, and had headed to the bookstore.
He saw her leave, witnessed her abduction, followed the kidnappers’
car, and after a lot of patience, watched with amazement as she
dropped out of the second-story window. Then he’d followed her
and rescued her before her captors found her. And now he needed to
tell her that her life was going to change, and he needed to gain her
trust.
After the girl seemed to faint in the 7-ll, he prodded her up and
she seemed to sense that he was one of the good guys because she
calmly let him help her out to his waiting car but immediately
slipped into unconsciousness again. When he made contact with
her—when he helped her up—he felt a current run between them
that startled him. But he didn’t let go. For some reason it felt good,
like he’d had a shot of whiskey—he’d felt warm all over.
In the car he noticed her wrapped hand and he inspected the
injury, finding it deep, but not too damaged. He saw the faint scars
on her wrists; these confirmed her identity. A feeling of protection
for her overwhelmed him and he pulled a blanket around her. She
mumbled once or twice, but the words were unintelligible –
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something about a ‘blue dragon’ and ‘walking with Adam,’ both of
which he thought odd, but after the two short unintelligible
outbursts, she remained silent for the rest of the car trip.
The cold weather could have harmed her, but instead had
stopped the bleeding from the cuts. Thank goodness for that. He
himself inspected her feet and the other hand for any frostbite. On
this she'd been lucky also. No frostbite. At least she’s safe, he
thought, for now. Her presence made him feel somewhat giddy:
excited. She—like the book—was a soothing balm, and she hadn’t
even awakened.
He knew he should take her to a hospital, but too many
questions would be asked so he decided to let his trusted friend,
Amin, take care of the matter once they were home. Amin applied
some of his medicinal herbs to the wound to dull the pain. And when
Amin carefully wrapped her hand, she mumbled something about
the dragon again, but she hadn’t regained consciousness.
The manuscript described her perfectly. From her blue-streaked,
dread-locked black hair to the color of her eyes, there was something
about this girl that captivated him even in her unconscious state, and
he wondered if she was aware yet of her responsibilities.
He also wondered if he should contact the old man at the
bookstore. Did he really understand the importance of this girl?
Obviously the old man knew the importance of the book, but not the
importance of the girl and the role she was to play.
Lost deep in thought, he didn't notice when she opened her
eyes. She winced in pain and groaned. Quickly, he sat next to her and
calmly asked how she felt.
"Bugger,” she grumbled, “my hand hurts like hell.” Crystal’s
eyes roamed around the room. “Where am I?"
"Shh…,” he soothed. “It's all right now."
As Crystal became aware of his presence, she thought that he
reminded her of someone she'd met a long time ago. But she couldn’t
remember and this feeling of déjà vu set her a bit on edge.
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"Who are you?"
"I’m David Lange." He smiled warmly. "I saw you abducted
today and I followed you. I was trying to think of a plan to get you
out of there."
"You saw me?!” She was incredulous. “Dude, why didn't you
call the police?” She struggled to sit up. “I was in that dodgy place
for a helluva long time. You could have called the cops and I'd have
been out of there a whole lot faster. And I wouldn’t have had to
break the damned window and fall and cut my hand to pieces.”
Crystal waved her hand in the air and then she grimaced in pain.
"I wanted to call them right away, I really did,” David said. “But
I know some things that you may not yet realize."
She tried to stand up, but she felt light-headed and slowly sat
back down.
"There is one thing I realize,” Crystal’s words were clipped, “I
do not know who you are and I am tired of being taken anywhere
but home. Can you take me home?"
"Sure." He nodded his head. "Can I ask you a few questions
first?"
Crystal studied her throbbing hand and suddenly realized it was
skillfully wrapped in bandages and it wasn't bleeding anymore. She
looked at him and asked, "Did you do this?"
“You were cut pretty badly, but not badly enough to go to the
hospital. Amin has taken care of a lot of wounds in his day, and
yours was not that serious. If it still hurts I've got some pain-killers
for you."
"Thanks, but no thanks. I'll take some when I get home. Damn,"
her head twisted this way and that as she searched for a clock, "I
have to call my sister. What time is it anyway?"
David looked at his watch. “It's past seven and I’ve already
called Claire.”
“How do you know my sister?" She eyed him suspiciously.
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"There's a lot I know about you, Crystal Blue.” He flashed a
cheerful smile. "Like I said, there are some things about you that you
may not yet realize. You are a very special young lady. Did you
know that?"
Crystal snorted. "Tell me how you know me and how you knew
to call Claire. What did you tell her?"
"Would you like to call her?"
"Yeah. I'm sure she's worried sick. There are a few more people I
should call." Crystal felt a rush of emotion as she thought of Adam
and his possible concern for her if he knew she was missing. She
wondered if he even knew she'd been kidnapped right off the street.
She looked at this man who obviously had some information
concerning her and studied him quickly. He appeared tall even
though he was sitting, and he was probably in his mid-fifties. She
thought he was rather handsome, in an older-man sort of way. His
eyes were a light gray-blue and his silvery-brown hair was thick and
wavy. A long scar on the right side of his face went from temple to
jaw giving him a bit of a rugged look which was in complete contrast
to his attire. He was dressed in a black tuxedo, complete with
cummerbund and bow tie.
He was undoing the tie as she observed him, but he left his
jacket on. He had just lit his tobacco pipe and the familiar aroma
reminded her of her grandfather. David was seated across from her
in a large leather chair and boded no threat. A beautiful walking cane
leaned against the side of the chair. Overall, he was very comfortable
to be with.
He'd noticed her studying him and accepted it as her due—he
waited patiently for her next request.
"May I use your phone?" she asked.
"Of course, but I would like to ask you a few questions first. She
does know you are safe for the moment, I assure you."
"What kind of questions?"
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"I understand your employer, Cosmo Attis, requested your help
with finding a certain book with two snakes on the cover. Do you
know the book I'm talking about?"
Crystal’s mouth hung open. “You know Mr. Attis?”
“Yes, I do,” he answered simply. “Do you know of this book,
Crystal?”
Crystal thought back to the day that she had found the book and
shivered. Of course she remembered.
"Yes. I found the book for Cosmo amongst hundreds of volumes.
That's why I was hired to work in his shop. I didn't ask any
questions, it wasn't my place." She didn’t mention the snakes that
had tried to attack her.
"Did he tell you anything about this book?"
"No. He just took it after I found it and spent a long time alone
in his office with it.”
David realized she knew nothing of the book’s contents and
hadn't a clue that she was involved. He breathed deeply and
considered how to ask his next question.
"Crystal, have you been having any special dreams lately?"
“Why?”
“A simple yes or no please.”
"No, not really, but I've never been one to remember my dreams
anyway. I go to sleep and wake up without ever thinking of them.
Why?"
David got up from his chair and went to his desk. He picked up
the manuscript and held it for a moment without letting her see what
he was holding. He considered showing it to her, but as he held the
book, a feeling of dread overtook him and his head began to pound
like it had after his accident; he’d struggled with these headaches for
years. Maybe not. He turned from his desk and decided to tell her a
story instead.
"You may call your sister, Crystal, but promise me something.
Let me take up a little more of your time and tell you a story you
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may find quite interesting. But first, why do you think those people
kidnapped you?"
"I think it's because they're angry that I got a job working for Mr.
Attis. One of them is Daniel, his grandson, who was supposed to get
my job. They're pretty scummy. Can you believe it?" She shook her
head.
He smiled and showed her the phone on a small table in the
corner and she called her worried sister.
David watched as she spoke quietly into the phone. He hoped
that Claire wouldn't try and convince her to tell her too much.
Crystal’s description of him might give away their location and he
wanted the time alone with her so he could convince her of her role.
Claire might give away too much information to Cosmo and his
assistant before he could decide what they should do next. And that
would take time, lots of time
The manuscript had mentioned Crystal’s prophetic involvement
with a character he believed to be the young man who worked with
Mr. Attis, Adam Walker. It mentioned the course of events that that
coupling would take. It had to be handled carefully; the two were not
aware of their coupled powers. Oh, he was excited about all this, but
if it wasn't handled right it could prove to be disastrous.
He ran his fingers through his thick hair and wished he had
more Sir Raleigh for what would most likely be a long night ahead.
His trusted and loyal friend, Amin, enjoyed the pleasures of the pipe
too. He should have thought twice before he'd given him his last bag
as a Christmas gift.
After a few moments, Crystal quietly replaced the receiver and
decided to take David up on his offer of pain killers. Her hand was
throbbing dully and it felt like it weighed ten pounds. She’d had to
convince her sister that she wasn’t in any trouble; she hadn’t gotten
mixed up with drugs or boys. She immediately sensed Claire’s relief.
David went to his desk and quietly spoke into a small intercom.
He returned to his chair and after a few short moments Crystal was
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startled to find a small, dark-skinned gentleman offering her two
small white pills and a glass of water. He peered at her with dark
eyes and lowered them quickly as if he’d seen something that had
startled him.
She took the pain pills and studied the man as she drank the
water down. He was obviously the man who had wrapped her hand.
There was something unnerving about him—his eyes had seemed to
bore into her soul. As she watched him, he walked to a door in the
wall and retrieved a beautiful service set complete with steaming hot
tea.
That was when Crystal started to take notice of her
surroundings. The room was richly appointed and tastefully done in
dark, masculine tones. Rich and gleaming, dark redwood panels, set
under huge built-in book cases, lined the walls; the ceiling supported
two large cabana fans that were turning slowly. She admired the
extensive library and then she walked to a heavily curtained
window, carefully sliding one panel open with her uninjured hand.
A bright, full moon illuminated a huge expanse of yard below.
Christmas lights were strung through trees lining a long path that
receded into the darkness of the night. She was on the second floor of
what appeared to be a very large house. She could see another
section off to her right. An impressive whistle escaped from under
her breath as she turned to look at David. "Who are you and where
am I?"
Amin had disappeared and they were once again alone. David
offered her a cup of tea.
"My name is David Lange and you are in my home. I mean you
no harm, and I would enjoy your company for a while longer if I
may." His humble words appeased her for the moment and she
decided she did owe him something. He had taken her out of harm’s
reach. Those scumbags would obviously have come after her. They'd
gone to a lot of trouble getting her in the first place.
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Crystal shuddered to think of herself back at that seedy place,
she sat down on the sofa and had some hot tea. She sipped gratefully
and was surprised to find that the tea was prepared exactly like her
grandmother prepared hers: hot, strong and laced with milk.
Delicious. Her Gran would approve.
Amin returned with a tray of small sandwiches and some
freshly baked chocolate chip cookies. Her favorite! David offered her
a plate and she quickly accepted one of the beautifully prepared
turkey sandwiches and a cookie. She was famished! The small man
made her a bit uncomfortable, she thought, but she may have to chill
out because he certainly knew what she liked.
The two ate in silence, until David again went to his desk and
retrieved a stack of bound papers that he set on the coffee table next
to Crystal. "The story I'm going to share with you may be a little
startling, but I hope you understand the significance of what I am
about to tell you. I hope that what I am about to do is appropriate to
this situation."
Crystal looked at him with hidden understanding. "Does this
concern the book that I found for Cosmo?"
"Yes, it does. I would also like to explain why you were taken
today. It didn't have anything to do with your taking that boy's job. It
does have a little bit to do with it, but in the larger course of events,
the reason is much more serious than that. The people that abducted
you today are your enemies, Crystal. They do mean you harm."
This bit of information startled her and she didn't know if she
wanted to know the real reason. "They did have a gun.” Crystal
shuddered as she remembered the greasy hoodlum that had waved
the gun in her face.
"Doesn't surprise me," David responded with a nod. "But they
won't harm you if they think you don't know anything. You have to
promise me two things before I tell you anymore. First, your life as
you knew it before will never be the same and you need to be aware
of this. Promise me you will think of yourself as extremely valuable
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to many people. Don't take yourself for granted at any given
moment. Secondly, you can't let anyone know anything about what I
am about to tell you. Do you think you can promise me this?"
She was dumbfounded. Why should she think of herself as
anyone with any great importance? Except for what happened today,
she felt as she always had about herself; pretty ordinary with a lot of
ordinary, everyday problems. "I don't know if I can promise you
that.” She quickly shrugged her shoulders. “There is absolutely
nothing remarkable about me except that I find myself in trouble
every now and then, but someone always seems to help me out. You,
for instance, appeared out of the blue today, and thank God you did.
You haven't yet answered why you didn't call the police."
"I don't want to draw any attention. It sounds selfish on my part,
but it's for your own safety, strange to say. You need to remain
unobserved for a long time.”
"What? No wait,” Crystal put up her hand, “I really need to use
your bathroom. All that tea you know?"
David chuckled and showed her to a small bathroom off the
room they'd been in for an hour now. She wanted to be alone for a
moment to gather her thoughts. She was beginning to become quite
apprehensive about all of this, and felt deep down that what she was
about to hear she'd have to believe. She had had a few dreams that
she hadn't let on to David about, and one was the dream she had of
him. She realized that this was the key to his familiarity.
She had dreamed of him often, even as a little girl. Like she told
David, she didn't usually remember her dreams, but this particular
dream stood out. Crystal closed her eyes and tried to remember the
dream and what it was about, but she could only recall bits and
pieces. She was dressed in a long white robe and was amongst a
group of people chanting unknown words. David was next to her.
She never really saw his face, but his presence was quite strong. His
familiarity was always prominent and extremely comforting.
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They were giving reverence to something, to what she didn't know.
David always took her hand along with the others in a circle. The
feeling of peace that overtook her in the dream was wonderful.
But there was another dream she had of him a few nights ago
that had upset her. She closed her eyes and tried to drag the dream
back into her memory. “Arrgh,” she groaned. It was like trying to
grab something invisible out of the air that you knew was there but
you couldn’t see.
Crystal opened her eyes and stared at her image in the mirror.
She began to feel a rush of adrenaline surge through her—another
feeling that she always had in the dream when they were chanting—
she had this feeling many times in her life when something
important was about to take place or when she was talking to
someone about something very important to her. She'd had the
feeling when she met Adam, but didn't place any importance on it—
it had been extremely cold!
"Crystal, are you all right?" David asked through the bathroom’s
thick wooden door.
"I'm fine. Just give me another moment. I'll be right out." She
rinsed her glasses and dried the lenses with the small hand towel
that hung on the fancy hook. Replacing them gently, she once again
inspected her hand and marveled at how adeptly the bandage had
been wrapped. Then she took two or three deep breaths and entered
the library once more.
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The beginning of wisdom is to call things by their right names.
Chinese Proverb

A

dam and Cosmo were at odds about what they should
do with Gina. They knew the goon who waited outside
wouldn't cause too much trouble, but they didn't know
the extent of his tolerance for Gina's imprisonment and rising
agitation. She was furious at the turn of events and was demanding
they release her, although it was obvious she couldn't cause too
much trouble. She'd been a key player in the abduction and wouldn't
be able to explain to the authorities her reasons for being at Cosmo's
store. Someone had to think of something fast.
"Call your gorilla off and I'll make a deal with you," Adam told
the disagreeable prisoner.
"What kind of deal you thinking about, beautiful?" She grinned.
Adam stared at her blandly. "We'll let you go if you tell us what
you know about the manuscript."
"You’ve got to be kidding." She blew smoke from her freshly lit
cigarette into his face. "I'll call him off only because I don't want the
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idiot to make a scene and have someone call the cops. You guys can't
keep me here forever."
She walked to the door with Adam close behind and told her
bodyguard to go down to the coffee shop and get something to eat.
This seemed to satisfy the thug and he quickly walked away. She had
to figure out what to do about the girl.
THE SHRILL ringing of the phone grabbed their attention.

Cosmo quickly answered it, his shoulders sagging with relief as he
listened to Claire tell him about her sister’s safety. "How is she?"
Cosmo asked.
Gina swore and Adam smiled.
"She's safe, thank, God. Crystal's with a friend and will call us
later,” Cosmo said to Adam after he hung up the phone. Then he
turned to face a livid Gina. “It seems we now have something to
bargain with. If I were you I'd start thinking of what you're going to
tell the police when they charge you with kidnapping. Crystal isn't
going to just let this pass without filing charges. But, stick around,
Gina” he said, “we’re not quite finished."
Gina lit another cigarette and shot him a nasty look.
Cosmo waved Adam over to a corner. Speaking quickly and
quietly, Cosmo told Adam he'd spoken to Claire, not Crystal. They
still didn't know her whereabouts but he didn't want to let that on to
Gina. "Think, Adam," he urged, "who could this anonymous friend
be? Did she ever mention another friend in this city?"
Adam shook his head. "No, she never talked about anyone
except Lucy, I mean Claire. She never made any other friends that I
know of, except Berry at the coffee shop."
They traded startled looks and Adam quickly picked up the
phone hoping to catch Berry at the coffee shop." He's left for the day
and they're closing in five minutes. The goon will be back. What
now?"
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Cosmo walked back to Gina and sat across from her in one of his
comfortable chairs.
"Well, old girl. Seems we know where Crystal is and she's
promised to hold off the charges under one condition."
"Yeah, what's that? Does she want me to promise to keep my
hands off her charming boyfriend?" She looked lustfully at Adam.
"Not so lucky, Gina,” Cosmo pursed his lips, “but she’s agreed
to wait until she's been assured that you leave town. I'll personally
escort you and your large friend, along with Daniel to the bus station
tonight. Then we’ll make a trip to wherever it is you want to go.
When I know you’re safely far away from here, then and only then
will I come back. If you don't want my escort, I'd be happy to call the
police."
Gina chewed on a long red fingernail. "I'll tell you what, pops.
I'll go if lover boy here takes me. I'm afraid all this excitement would
give you a heart attack. Not that I'm all that concerned about your
health,” she eyed Cosmo up and down, "but I wouldn't want the
incident of your collapse to draw any more attention than it's worth.”
Adam readily agreed. He didn't want Gina to get her claws too
deeply into his old friend. He could already see the toll it was taking
on the old man. He looked ready to pass out now. It had been a long
day. "She's right, Cosmo. I'd rather see her off myself. I need a letter
of testimony first, though. If anything happens to me or Crystal, I
want Cosmo to be the one who can show the evidence to the
authorities. Our word against yours, Gina, the letter won't leave our
hands unless there's been foul play. We don't want any more
attention than you do. Right, Cosmo?"
“Are you sure, Adam? I can do this, you know?”
“I know you can, but believe me, I want to see her far, far away
from here. I want to take her Cosmo.”
"All right." Cosmo walked toward his office. "I'll get some paper
and we'll write something up that will satisfy both parties."
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A loud pounding on the door let the three know the impatient
bodyguard had returned looking for trouble.
"How do I know you won't run right to the police?" Gina
narrowed her eyes suspiciously.
Cosmo sighed heavily. "Gina, you know we want this kept quiet
as long as possible. We'll use the evidence only if you don't keep
your part of the bargain. And I don’t think you want to spend the
twenty-five years in prison for kidnapping."
The goon started banging again and Gina shushed him by
raising a slightly shaking hand.
"Write it up, old man. I need to visit relatives anyway. I've
always hated this damned city. You're going to need to give me
money though,” she said, smiling with a false grin. “I gave all of
mine to charity."
Adam wasn't looking forward to this long night ahead with the
wicked witch of the north.
** Ϋ **
CRYSTAL STARED at David in disbelief. "Did you just say that

pieces of my life are written in the book?”
David nodded his head. "Hard to believe, isn't it? I can't believe
it myself looking at you. I've read these pages over and over and I'm
convinced beyond a shadow of a doubt that the words are about you.
Cosmo brought the manuscript to me himself. Amin happened to go
into the store looking for a book and took up a conversation with
Cosmo and he told him that I was a cryptologist and voila,” David
swept his hand out in front of him, “he brought the book to me. But
he doesn't know what I've uncovered. I believe he knows a bit of its
contents, but what I've found is amazing. If Mr. Attis knew of your
importance, he would never have let you out of his sight."
Crystal’s large brown eyes became moist. “Does the book
mention my parents?”
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After she had pulled herself together as best she could, she'd
come out of the bathroom to find David stroking the head of a
beautiful golden retriever with deep, soulful eyes. The dog had
immediately bounded over to her and had practically knocked her
off her feet. Crystal was a bit put off until she stroked her head a
while. The dog exuded a certain kind of warmth that she'd never
experienced with a dog before. She'd knelt down and looked into the
dog’s beautiful, warm brown eyes; she’d spoken to her softly and
hugged her close.
All the while David had watched with amusement and surprise.
Lady had never seemed to like anyone other than himself—and
Amin of course. The girl obviously had a way with animals—the dog
sensed her compassion immediately.
After Crystal’s introduction to Lady, David briefed her about his
deciphering of the manuscript's first few pages. He didn't inform her
of all its contents, just the parts that concerned her. What he found
confusing though, was the deletion or exclusion of any mention of
her parents and why her life story hadn’t started at her birth. There
was no mention of where she was born, or to whom she was born.
Her life story began in Ireland where she and her sister lived
with The Guardians—it didn’t say when this was or who The
Guardians were, but he presumed they weren’t her parents and that
she was at least three-years-old because of how the book described
her.
The book mentioned her name once: Crystal Blue; the day before
when he had his prophetic dream telling him of her whereabouts
when she’d been kidnapped—otherwise it always referred to her as,
The Blue One. Her sister was referred to as simply, The Sister—her real
name had also been given the same day as Crystal’s. He knew this
girl, Claire Blue, she’d been one of his brightest students; her ability
to grasp the concepts he’d presented in his physics class had amazed
him. Hers was the only ‘A’ he’d given out.
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Crystal asked David again about her parents, this time with a bit
more energy. “My parents, David, did the book mention my
parents?”
“No, it only mentions your sister and the guardians. Who are
they, do you think?”
She looked at him and tears slowly slid down her face. “My
grandparents probably, they raised us.” She sniffed and looked
down, uncomfortable with her tears. A tear splashed on her hand
and David lifted her chin gently. Again he marveled at her features,
her honey-brown eyes, her lightly freckled nose and her long, dark
dreadlocks—they were so familiar to him. He dreamt of her often.
“What are their names?” He was very curious to know more
about them.
“Madelynn and Piers Blue. Didn’t the book tell you that?” She
added with a toss of her head and a hint of anger in her tone. “
The names were oddly familiar, like he’d read about them
somewhere. But how could he have? “What do you know of your
parents, Crystal?” David ignored her heated tone.
Her anger had surprised her and she realized none of this was
his fault. Her irritation left and she was once again resigned to the
fact that she may never know much about her parents. “Not much.”
She shrugged a shoulder. “My grandmother and grandfather took
Claire and I in after my parents died in a fire that destroyed our
house. I was very young; I don’t remember them at all. Claire says
she remembers our mother singing and she has a memory of playing
marbles with our father, but that’s all. There is only one picture that
my grandparents had of them, and it was of their wedding day.”
Crystal was quiet for a moment as she thought of the small
picture that was dog-eared from years of handling. Her parents stood
with an older couple and four other people near a lake and they were
all smiling. Unfortunately, they stood under a huge tree and the
photographer had not thought about the effects of the shadows; their
faces were all but obscured. “All the other pictures were destroyed

147

ILLUMINATING CRYSTAL

in the fire.” She stared ahead blankly. “Claire and I were somehow
rescued, my parents weren’t. Gran doesn’t like to talk about it.”
“I see.” David didn’t, but he needed to keep her spirits up.
Crystal looked at him hopefully. “Maybe you’ll come across
something later?”
“Maybe I will.”
David continued to read her life story—sans its first few years—
written thousands of years ago by ancient beings and put into this
book to be discovered and decoded. The heavy tome was even more
ancient than the beings who'd written the manuscript. Events were
quite accurate as Crystal nodded while listening to David in
disbelief. He read to her from parts of the manuscript describing her
life in great detail. Reliving parts of her life that only she was aware
of. The events were extremely accurate and quite revealing. The
dates of the move from Ireland to New Mexico were exact along with
her feelings of heartache.
Crystal became rather uncomfortable and demanded that he
stop. "You're saying that all these pages are about me? How do I
know that you're not some kind of freak who gets their kicks out of
spying on someone and conjuring up all that's happened to me in the
last few weeks? It's really hard to believe, David, that my life has
been interesting enough to catalog!" Crystal paced back-and-forth in
David's library, and Lady was looking worried.
"I'm just as shocked as you are that you've actually confirmed
what I've read to you," David said, stroking Lady’s head in an
attempt to soothe her. "When Mr. Attis first brought the manuscript
to my attention, I figured it would be exciting to decipher such an
ancient code. I never at any time believed I would be uncovering
these facts. You must try and believe me, Crystal. I warned you of the
impact this would have on you. How would I or anyone else know
about your dreams?"
Crystal snapped her head up. "What dreams?"
"Your dreams about me," David answered softly.
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“Christ on a bike,” she whispered. She felt the room tilt and her
head begin to spin. How could he know about her dreams?
Startled, David grabbed her arm. “What did you say?” The
words she’d whispered had triggered a long buried memory. It was
unnerving.
“Crystal?” He saw her vacant eyes roll back in her head.
It was either the events of the day or the news she'd just heard
that sent Crystal into the second swoon of the day; the second swoon
of her life. It was all she'd needed to hear that sent her over the edge.
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When you were born, you cried and the world rejoiced. Live your life so that
when you die, the world cries and you rejoice.
Indian proverb

C

rystal awoke to a large, wet tongue washing her face. She
grimaced and tried to roll over but came up short as a
large blanket twisted around her. When she opened her
eyes she saw the splendid red-paneled room awash with the first
rays of the morning’s sunlight.
She sat up and rubbed her eyes. At first she couldn’t remember
where she was, but when she saw David sprawled on the leather sofa
across from her, she remembered. The faint smell of smoke hung in
the air, but the heady aroma of freshly brewed coffee permeated
through it. Lady popped out from the side of the couch and smiled,
displaying her large, white teeth. Then she hopped onto the couch
and gave Crystal another sloppy kiss before she jumped back down
and disappeared through a doorway.
She certainly was a friendly dog, Crystal thought. She wiped
her cheek and stood up, searching for the source of the coffee smell.
Not seeing anything, she slowly rolled her neck which had kinked up
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overnight and looked around the room to locate the door to the
bathroom.
When she emerged a few moments later, she found Amin
standing with a cup of steaming coffee—he offered her the cup.
Gratefully, she accepted the coffee and Amin gestured toward a
plate of scrambled eggs and bacon laid out on a silver service tray
sitting on the coffee table. Crystal felt uncomfortable taking the
hospitality while her host slept, but Amin didn't take notice of her
hesitancy, and again gestured toward the plate. She was starving, so
she decided to accept his offer. She grabbed the plate and sat down.
It was then she noticed the empty bottle of wine sitting on an
end table next to the couch David slumbered on. Had David polished
off a whole bottle of cabernet while she’d slept?! Dude.
As she stared at the bottle, Amin grabbed it and swiftly hid it
behind his back before her turned and gave her a brisk bow. He spun
around and headed out of the room.
Crystal set her plate down; she was no longer interested in
eating. She meant to find her way out of this place. Last night she’d
had a particularly odd dream and now she wanted to see her sister.
The dream had been odd in a creepy sort of way, and she wanted to
go home. She needed to be with someone she knew, someone she felt
comfortable with. Maybe she’d go find Adam. Whatever the case, she
didn’t want to be here with a man who had finished off a bottle of
wine while she’d slept.
She gulped down the rest of the delicious coffee and decided to
make her move. She'd leave through the same door Amin just had,
and then she’d find a phone. This place must have more than one
phone, she thought, sorely missing having a cell phone of her own.
She quickly walked to the door and met Lady who barked happily at
her arrival.
"Jaypers! She jumped up, putting her finger to her lips.
“Shhh….Good girl. Yes, it's a beautiful morning. Shut up,” she hissed
as Lady ushered her back into the room, barking loudly.

151

ILLUMINATING CRYSTAL

David quickly sat up. Not finding Crystal across from him, he
sprang up and almost knocked her down at the doorway. His hair
was a mess and his eyes were squinted and bloodshot.
"God, Lady, shut up!" He stumbled around and held his head.
“Crystal? Are you all right?”
Dismayed at being caught, Crystal snapped, "I sure am, dude. I
had a three-course breakfast watching your sorry ass snore away on
the couch. Feel better now?" She blushed. She wasn’t used to being
this rude.
David grunted and sat back down, rubbing a slightly shaky
hand over his face. "Hold on a minute, I feel a little sick. Give me a
minute," he murmured.
Crystal felt a little sorry for him, having felt this wretched a few
times in her life.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to oversleep. I guess I got carried away
with the wine; I only meant to have a couple glasses." David slowly
ran his hands through his thick hair. “I usually don’t like red wine,”
he said as he blinked and stared at Crystal. "Were you going
somewhere?"
"I think I've over-stayed my welcome, David. I'd like to go home
now."
"Crystal, I don't think it’s safe just yet. Please try to understand."
David walked to the wall and slid open a door to a small bar. He
grabbed a glass and filled it with water, then he dropped in two large
tablets which immediately began to fizz—he drank the concoction
down in two gulps.
"I called your sister again last night,” he burped softly, “excuse
me. I reassured her that you were safe. She wanted to talk with you,
but I didn't want to wake you. She said that you should call her first
thing. She asked a lot of questions, but I managed to convince her
that you were safe and she asked to see you.”
David slid the door to the bar closed and sat back down. “We
can arrange that, but we have to make sure she's not being watched.
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“No, no, don't worry." David noticed Crystal’s panicked
expression. "The people who took you aren't really that smart. I
know they're on to Cosmo, but they probably know you’re not at
home. I hope not anyway." He hoped for her sister’s sake.
Amin entered with another plate of delicious smelling breakfast.
“Give me five minutes to freshen up,” David said. “Feel free to
call Claire and tell her whatever you like, but don't make any plans
yet. We'll figure it out when I return. I’m sorry; I’ve been a rather
rude host.” David rubbed the back of his neck and gave her a
sheepish smile. “But could you just hear me out? I think you'll
understand why you can't leave just yet. I'm really trying to keep you
from being taken again; somewhere worse this time maybe."
David’s humble appeal and Amin’s insistence upon refilling her
coffee cup with some of the best coffee she’d ever had, convinced her
that she could give him another hour of her time. She nodded her
head and Lady began to persist in being petted again.
"Oh, one more thing," David said before he left, "please, don't
call Cosmo. I think we should talk first.”
"But….”
"One more hour won't hurt, Crystal. I told Claire she could call
them yesterday to tell them you were safe. They know that much. I'll
be right back."
David left but Amin and Lady stayed to keep an eye on Crystal.
She shook her head, twirled a lock of hair and then she called
Claire.
"Jaypers, Crystal! Where are you?” Claire asked anxiously. “I've
been so worried. Who is this guy you're with? His voice sounds
familiar."
"I told you yesterday his name is David Lange. He’s okay, I
guess, but you don’t know him. Actually, he’s trying to help me."
“Are you sure you’re not in trouble? Why are you still there?
Help you with what?”
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"I don't know yet. I fell asleep on his couch. I must have been
exhausted. Anyway, I'm going to hang around another hour or so,
and then he’ll bring me home. Did you talk to Adam?"
"Yeah, he said he was going to call the police, but I don't think
he did. I told him you were all right, or rather I told Cosmo. They're
dying to know who you're with. Why don't you call him yourself?"
"Long story, and believe me, I'll tell you all about it. You didn't
call Gran, did you?"
"Are you crazy? She’d already be on the plane to come here if I
did. That's the last thing I need, Gran hysterical, lecturing me on
safety. No, I didn't. Should I have?"
"No!” She didn’t want her grandmother getting involved either.
“Hang in there, Claire. I'll call you in a little bit."
Crystal hung up and David came back looking much better.
He'd shaved, changed his clothes and looked great, considering the
amount of wine he’d ingested.
"Is everything okay?" David asked Crystal while he ate his
breakfast.
"For a while…I guess."
She walked to the windows and looked out. David’s house sat
on the shores of a huge lake; she could see the snowmobiles and their
riders out celebrating their Christmas holiday. Small ice houses were
spread out in little clusters out on the bay. "What lake is this?"
"Lake Minnetonka. You're looking at, Crystal bay.”
She snorted. “Dude.”
“What?”
“Really? Crystal Bay?”
David laughed and realized the coincidence. “It's hard to tell
from this viewpoint how big the lake really is – it’s huge. There’s
actually over a hundred miles of lakeshore. Have you ever been out
to Lake Minnetonka?"
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She turned around. "I think I was out here a few weeks ago with
my sister and her friends. This is a long way from the cities, David.
How'd you get me all the way out here without me waking up?"
"You were out like a light. Seems like your body has a way of
shutting down when it doesn't like what's going on," David said
playfully. "Passing out two times in one day is pretty impressive."
She huffed and looked out the window again. "You did look like
a saint when you walked into the 7-ll last night. I'd given up all hope
thinking I'd ever get help, that kid who works in that store is a
bleedin’ muppet.”
She turned to look at him. “Did we get into a limo?"
David laughed. "No, I don't have a limo, just a Cadillac. I tend to
spoil myself on some things, that being one. Amin likes to drive me
around. It was hell teaching him how to drive though. He likes to do
things his way."
"Good, then when we're done, he can drive me home."
Crystal sat back down. "I suppose you're going to tell me some
more things that I'm not going to want to hear."
"I don't know about that. If I were you I'd love to hear them. It’s
not every day someone is told they’re going to help millions of
people prepare for something exciting as hell."
Crystal shivered and stared at David. That sounded just like
what she’d heard in her dream; she was speechless.
David stared back and drank his coffee while Lady wagged her
tail and drooled on Crystal’s lap.
"Help millions of people do what?" She dreaded his answer.
David stood up and went to his desk to retrieve some papers.
Not them again. Crystal eyed the papers and hoped he wouldn’t
read more intimate details from her past.
“I’m going to read about a certain event, Crystal. I think I should
start here so that you can begin to understand a few things about the
world today and why you are so special.”
“I’m not special, David.”
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“Yes, you are. Now, let me explain a few things to you, and
hopefully, this will help you understand why we as a human race
have beaten the odds. Why all the prophets who said that our world
would end can be proved wrong. And why you are here with me
now.”
Her mouth dropped. World would end? She didn’t know the
world was ending.
“You see,” he explained, “we as a human race weren’t supposed
to have lasted this long. Ancient prophesies have said that by the
year 2000 humanity would have pretty much annihilated itself. They
supposed that between the years 2000 and 2012 the earth would shut
down and no living thing would remain.”
“Really?” Crystal hadn’t expected this.
David nodded. “The energies of our planet were set up billions
of years ago to support human life up until a certain point. But we’ve
gone beyond that. You see, we’re entering into a new age; an age that
many believed could never be reached without humans first
destroying themselves. But even though we’re moving in a positive
direction—toward peace on earth where no wars could possibly
exist—great change is around the corner and the world is going to
get a bit crazy.
“Historically, each age begins with creation and ends in
catastrophic destruction, which then brings about another creation.
But this time, when we transition from one age to another, there
won’t be the massive destruction that usually happens between ages.
Instead, an evolutionary shift in human consciousness is happening
and hundreds of thousands of human beings are awakening to the
same truth worldwide.”
“What do you mean the same truth?”
“Millions of people are awakening to the truth that there is more
to life than what they’ve ever known, they’re beginning to ask
questions and look for different answers. It’s a quantum energy that
they’re interacting with in a synchronistic manner and hundreds of
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thousands of people are waking up to their divine truth. But I’ll get
to that in a minute. Let me tell you about this event first because
that’s when this all started.”
“What started?”
David lifted his eyes in exasperation.
She batted her eyelashes and smiled. She found that she enjoyed
baiting him. There was something comfortable about him; she knew
she could play with him.
He shook his head and looked at the papers for a moment.
“Twenty-three years ago, an event occurred that changed the course
of humanity. A global convergence for peace where hundreds of
people from around the planet converged at the same time globally
and united for peace,” he looked up from the paper. “If this hadn’t
happened, Crystal, a great disaster would have befallen the planet,
an apocalypse; the planet would have by now been almost
completely shut down. The convergence worked because we’re still
here walking, talking and breathing fresh air.”
Crystal was fascinated. This was better than any book she’d ever
read. “Did you know about the event at that time, David? Or did
you just read about this in the book?”
“I don’t have any recollection of it myself.” Secretly he wished
that he could remember something from that day, but those years
before the accident were still blank. “I’ve gathered all my
information from various sources.”
“So what happened that day then?”
David took off his glasses, rubbed his eyes and thought for a
moment. “Like other festivals, the Harmonic Convergence started
primarily as a celebration of shared values or beliefs. What made the
convergence a bit different, however, is that the light worker
community came from all over the world, and the uniting beliefs
were a mix of the New Age, the Bible and ancient Mayan astronomy.
“Because of this celebration, our current situation is different
than the ancients predicted.”
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“What about our current situation?”
“There’s a shift in consciousness, Crystal, a type of an ascension
process that all of humanity is going through. Our world is changing
rapidly and, for many, it will seem like chaos reigns as it enters into
the new age. A great many people will believe they’re going crazythey’ll lose hope, and they’ll doubt that their lives will ever regain
any normalcy.”
“Sounds like my life,” she mumbled. She thought of all the times
she thought she was going crazy, especially after her grandfather
died. The hopelessness and depression had followed her even before
that.
“If you are who I think, you’ve already gone through the change
process that most of humanity will go through. Whether you know it
or not, the hard part of your life is over.”
She raised her eyebrows. “It is?”
He smiled. “Well, let’s just say you’ve had your struggles and
you dealt with them, as many of us have. As far as I can tell with
what I have decoded so far, in order for you to do the work you’re
destined to do, your spirit has already reached enlightenment. And
now, you can do the work you came here to do.”
She shrugged this off uneasily; she didn’t understand it, and it
sounded too much like the dream she had last night that had scared
her: the one with the blue dragon and the other animals, and the
pain. She wasn’t ready to talk about it. “Tell me more about the
convergence and what happened that day, David.”
“The convergence apparently had its origin in a book written by
Jose Arguelles called “The Mayan Factor.” He argued that at a critical
time, the prophecies of the Bible, and Aztec and Mayan calendars
indicated the world would either begin a new age or be destroyed. If
144,000 self-chosen people called “light workers” were resonating
with peace during this important time, worldwide, Arguelles
believed the world could be saved from destruction. The catastrophic
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events that would lead to the destruction of our world in 2012 would
be averted.
“This particular ‘shift’ in human consciousness that occurred as
a result of the thousands of souls resonating at the same moment in
time with the intention of world peace, raised the vibration of our
planet and set us on a new course for, well…enlightenment, I guess.
We passed a crucial stage and we may have saved our planet from
annihilation. I also know that this shift brought you to us—to me.
The planet was ready for you to come.”
Crystal raised her eyebrows and shook her head. “The planet
was ready for me? Dude, I don’t know.”
“Once the planet began to vibrate at a higher frequency because
of the shift, you came in to help with this new chapter in the course
of humanity. There is a purpose for this change, Crystal. It’s all part
of the awakening process and, ultimately, peace on earth—
something that no one ever dared to dream would be possible. The
human contract for life on planet Earth changed, and humans will
need to begin vibrating at a higher frequency along with the earths.”
Contract! Vibrate at a higher frequency! Oh God, she thought, as
her heart began to race. The blue dragon had said this same thing—
only about her, not the planet and the rest of humanity.
Crystal opened her mouth to speak, but David held his hand up.
“In our world today, Crystal, many are caught up in the drama
and the fear that the world is going to end. Our planet is under no
immediate threat but a vast majority of our earth’s population feels it
is.
“All over the globe, humanity has been controlled by fear for
thousands and thousands of years and they’ve been hypnotized to
believe they are merely humans living in a 3-D world. This is what
has kept them in a type of hypnotic sleep they are now waking up
from. They are only just realizing their true nature as a human being.
Many are beginning to seek their need for freedom in various ways,
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and many countries will most likely experience freedom movements
and upheavals demonstrating this need to be free from oppression.”
He glanced at Crystal. She was twirling a lock of blue hair and
chewing her lip, and she wore a contemplative look. He smiled.
She’d been listening.
“Humanity is slowly awakening to the truth that they are
divine creators and master planners of their own lives.”
Crystal glanced over to the corner of the room. Something
startled her and her eyes widened in surprise. She once again opened
her mouth to speak, but David, assuming she was confused,
continued.
“I know you don’t understand any of this yet. Remember, I’ve
been studying this for many years.” He thought fondly of his wise
friend and mentor, Pepper, the woman who’d taken him under her
wing and had spent countless hours with him in life’s “mystery
schools” years before.
“I’ve read thousands of pages of documents that have explained
a lot of occurrences that have happened in the last twenty-three
years’ time,” David said. “So, let’s just say that you will come to
understand all this very soon, of that I am certain.
“The future holds some wonderful opportunities for you, if
you'll let it. Actually, you don't have much say in the matter. It's
already begun for you. When you and you alone found the book
with the coiled snakes, you set some events into motion."
Crystal shivered as she remembered the gold snakes and her
dream. She decided to hear what David had to say. See if it meshed
with her dream. See if his explanation sounded familiar. Maybe she’d
learn something. She’d talk about her dream when she was ready.
And…maybe the other thing.
“What events?"
"If I’ve deciphered it correctly, the book says that indigenous
groups from all around the world have been preparing for your visit
which will help advance the collective vibration of humanity.
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“The manuscript has gone into great detail, describing how the
native peoples of our planet—“the caretakers” as they are called in
the book—have been oppressed, manipulated and many all but
exterminated over the last few centuries. They haven’t abandoned
the natural world as the majority of modern man has.
“The native groups around our world call this new age by many
names: ‘the Fifth Age, the Fifth World, or the Fifth Hoop.’ It really
isn’t a belief or a movement that I’m talking about. It’s a transition,
an evolution of energy that we as humans and the planet are
ascending to. This is the greatest shift in the history of humans
because we won’t have to die in order to ascend. We can remain on
the planet and walk into the next age.”
Crystal’s eyebrows slowly rose with skepticism. “Dude.”
David laughed. “Listen, Crystal,” he took a deep breath, “I know
this all sounds a bit crazy. Really I do. But it isn’t. Mankind must
begin to remember its true nature in order to move gracefully
through the imminent transitions they will face, both on the planet
and within themselves, and the ancients know how this can be done.
“Many people are losing the things they have relied upon their
whole lives. They don’t understand that when one door closes,
another door is waiting to be opened. They’re frightened of the
changes happening in the world and they doubt themselves. They
see the earthquakes, volcanoes, floods, fires and hurricanes that are
increasing in frequency and intensity, and they’re confused.”
David dragged his hands through his hair. “I know, I’ve been
there, like you. I thought I was going crazy and it’s no picnic. But I
did the work; I spent hours and hours in darkness until I found the
light. I’m not talking about religion here. I had questions and I found
answers, different answers that had meaning. I understand the
purpose to these changes and I believe most of humanity is doing the
same thing. When people understand how powerful they are, when
they have the hope that their world isn’t falling apart, that the
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changes are necessary, their consciousness rises and they evolve
spiritually.”
She remembered the bright light and the intense pain she’d felt
when her DNA had supposedly been changed in her dream. Would
humanity go through this? She shuddered at the thought.
“How am I supposed to help, David?”
“I believe when you visit with the native peoples and they share
their sacred knowledge, secrets that have been guarded and
protected for thousands of years, somehow, in a way I do not yet
understand, humans will regain their lost hopes and their fears will
be alleviated. You will be instrumental in spreading hope and
unveiling the ancients’ messages. This is how you will close old
doors and open new ones.”
“David, what’s the Akash?” She remembered how the blue
dragon had told her she was connected to the Akash. She needed to
know what that was.
David puffed on his pipe and sat back in his chair. Why would
she want to know that? He wondered. She obviously knew more
than he assumed. “The Akash is a universal information field that
exists at the roots of reality that conserves and conveys information.
It’s also known as the Akashic Field, or the Akashic Records that are
said to contain the history of every soul since the dawn of creation,
and not only that, but every soul’s past, present and future all
wrapped up together. It’s inter-dimensional and not linear and
therefore quantum. Why do you want to know?”
“I had a dream last night, but I don’t think it was really a dream,
I think it was a memory of something that happened after I found the
book.” Crystal thrust her chin towards the book on his desk.
David said nothing so she continued.
“After the snakes lunged at me, I must have hit my head and
passed out. Anyway, when I opened my eyes I was in a blue room
full of animals and a rather raspy voice told me some things that
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sound a lot like what you’re telling me now.” She didn’t want to tell
him the voice belonged to a blue dragon.
“Like what, Crystal? What things?”
“That my journey had begun and that I opened the door to other
worlds,” she said, shaking her head. “I think that’s what the dra…the
voice said. And then it said that I was a direct conduit to the Akash,
and that I will begin to download the information of the ancients. I’m
under some sort of contract.” She wasn’t sure if she could talk about
the pain she’d felt. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply.
“Supposedly, the eleventh layer of my DNA was adjusted and now
vibrates at a higher frequency, whatever that means. And my pineal
gland is now crystalline and aligned with my contract so that I can
communicate with some kind of lattice.” Crystal shook her head. She
was amazed that she’d remembered it all.
David raised his eyebrows. “Wow. You think this really
happened, Crystal?”
She shrugged. “Yeah, I do. I can feel the pain that happened
when I was supposedly re-programmed. It felt like my insides were
on fire. I forgot about it until this morning. I had a creepy dream last
night that I actually remembered. I hardly ever remember my
dreams.”
She looked at him and held up a lock of blue hair. “When Adam
and Cosmo found me downstairs after I found the book, after I
passed out and hit my head, my hair was blue.” She shook her head.
“I didn’t do this, something else did and I don’t know what.”
“Has anything else strange happened since you found the book,
Crystal?”
“What do you mean?”
“Have you experienced anything unusual?”
She shook her head again. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to share
everything with him. She wasn’t ready yet.
“I don’t know why your hair is blue,” David stared at her hair,
“but I think I know what may have happened when your DNA was
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activated. It was re-programmed, that’s what happens to the masters,
the avatars, the divine prophets and spiritual visionaries who have
heralded grand ideas throughout the centuries. They were highly
intuitive and powerful beings. Jesus, John the Baptist, Mohammed,
Buddha, and the many others who are not so well known, were all
able to access divine messages because they activated their twelve
strands of DNA; their divine message center directly connected to the
Akash.
“You see, Crystal, humans are carbon-based creatures and
science is discovering that the actual atomic structure of carbon is
changing, evolving. The cellular walls of humans are becoming
crystalline in nature because human beings are beginning to evolve.
This is part of the shift that is happening and it obviously happened
to you, but much, much faster.” David smiled.
“Throughout history many of these shifts have happened due to
grand ideas brought about by the divine prophets or very creative
thinkers. This great awakening is happening again, but it is quieter
this time and much greater. And you, Crystal, are our prophet.”
“Dude,” Crystal put up her hand, “I’m not a prophet now and I
never will be. I think you’re taking this a bit too far. Are you telling
me I’m like Jesus?”
David shrugged and tried not to laugh at the surprised
expression on her face. “He was an amazing master and teacher,
Crystal. He could do things that he told us we could do, only greater.
Humanity is poised to learn its’ true nature and you are here to lead
the way, spread the hope and the truth to an empowered life. So, of
course, you are like Jesus. Only,” he said with a little grin, “maybe not
so biblical.”
“Jesus walked on water, David. He could heal the sick and bring
people back from the dead. Are you telling me I can do this?” She
wanted him to realize how ridiculous he sounded.
“Miracles happen every day, Crystal. This manuscript knew of
your coming – has described you perfectly, in fact – and has told me

164

PB MORLEN

what you will do. You are humanity’s gift because we decided not to
annihilate ourselves and destroy this beautiful planet. Humanity has
earned the right to take back the powers that are, by birthright,
theirs.”
Crystal twirled a long lock of hair and stared into the corner of
the room. “What’s the lattice, David? The voice I heard also spoke of
a lattice.”
“It could be the cosmic lattice,” David offered after a moment.
“Science says that the cosmic lattice, or the cosmic frame, is the
substratum of quantum fields, the quantum universe.”
Crystal raised her eyebrows and David laughed, then he pursed
his lips together and thought for a moment. Sometimes it was hard
for him to separate his “physics” brain and his “esoteric” one. He
hoped he could convey the information to Crystal the same way
Pepper had taught it to him.
“The cosmic lattice is a specific kind of energy that is all around
us, Crystal, a phenomena that is common and mysterious and hard
to define. It is everywhere throughout the universe, from the smallest
particle of physics forward, into the entire universe. It’s what
connects humans to each other; it’s the common denominator of our
origin. Some say that it is the consciousness of God, and therefore
contains conscious love.
“The lattice is what allows the mechanics for co-creation, for
synchronicity. It contains the mechanics which allow for miracles on
the planet. It responds to both physics and spirit—it responds to
consciousness.”
David smiled broadly. “Now I know how you are going to help,
Crystal. I believe when you intentionally send out the sacred
messages of the ancients through the cosmic lattice you will
empower humanity. You see, intent is one of humanity’s greatest
powers, and so is the cosmic lattice because every human being has
the ability to tap into this universal power source, but they don’t
know this.
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“Our world is changing rapidly and many people will doubt the
inner voice that insists upon change, and they are fearful. When
someone is afraid they are usually too terrified to move – to change.
But you, Crystal, you will help by spreading your light through the
lattice – you will help them remember how powerful they really are
and they will have hope. You will be extremely instrumental with
helping to bring in the new energy and to turn the new light on.”
David smiled and marveled at the plan—it was brilliant.
“Wow,” was all Crystal could say. She’d have to think about
this. Sleep on it. It was probably time to go home.
“And we have to leave before the end of the year,” David said
after a moment. He didn’t know why but the manuscript had
informed him of this.
“Leave?”
“We have to meet with one of the indigenous groups who now
await your arrival, just like your dream said.”
“Oh. About that,” Crystal had no intention of going anywhere,
“I really don’t want to travel, David. I hate flying, it scares me to
death and I actually like it here.” And, I don’t want to leave Adam.
David watched Crystal twirl her hair and chew her lip. He
wondered what kept her interest; her gaze constantly wandered over
to the corner of his library. He glanced over to the corner himself
many times, but he had seen nothing unusual.
And now he knew he’d somehow have to convince her that she
had no choice; she was fated to travel the world and expose the
ancient’s sacred knowledge. He couldn’t imagine what would
happen if she didn’t go.
David looked at her intently, “What made you walk into
Cosmo’s store, Crystal?”
The wind blew me in. “I was looking for a job, David. I was
walking up and down that street and I had gone into a lot of stores. I
remember I was really cold and it was really windy and then I just
found myself standing on the step. Then I went in, nothing special.”
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But she knew it had been slightly, if not totally, supernatural. The
wind had called out her name.
“Okay then,” without looking at her, David began to fill his pipe
with fragrant tobacco, “what about your dreams, Crystal, your
dreams about me?”
Her mouth dropped open. "Holy Shmoly, David. How did you
know about my dreams?"
"I've had the dreams too, Crystal. Something or someone greater
than us obviously brought us together. I knew about you being in
Minneapolis and working at Cosmo's bookstore after a dream I had a
few weeks ago. It was probably the most lucid dream I've ever had. I
recognized you in that dream from previous dreams I've had for
many years now. I feel I've always known you.”
She felt a deep stirring within her; she felt the same way. She'd
been comfortable with this stranger from the start. "What were your
dreams, David?"
He hesitated while he finished packing his pipe and then he lit
the tobacco and puffed. Amin had surprised him this morning with
another pack of Sir Raleigh. "You're always dressed in a long white
robe and we're in a circle of people. You're seated on my right and
we always hold hands. You are holding a large blue crystal on your
lap and it always feels to me like it holds a great deal of importance
to our group. That's all I can usually remember."
David was sitting in a cloud of blue smoke relaying the dream
and Crystal felt like she was reliving it herself. She thought of her
grandfather. David reminded her of him just like Cosmo did.
Then she remembered something from the dream, something
that always happened when they were in their circle. “David, do you
remember the big white cat?” At the moment that she said “the big
white cat,” David said it too.
“Yes, it’s absolutely the most stunning creature I’ve ever seen,
real or otherwise.” David reverently remembered the beautiful
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animal with the piercing green eyes that he’d forgotten until a few
moments ago.
Crystal felt like she was in a dream herself. How could two
people have the same dream? She said as much and David shrugged
his shoulders.
“Search your heart, Crystal. Think about this. Your prophetic
dreams about me, and the one that told you about the Akashic field
and the cosmic lattice, they should be proof that you cannot ignore
all that I’ve told you. You and I are connected somehow, you and I
and the book.”
Crystal twirled a long strand of hair and chewed her lip. He’d
asked if anything unusual had happened to her since she’d found the
book. She wondered when she should tell him about the woman
standing in the corner that she could see but she knew he couldn’t—
the same woman that she’d seen in Adam’s bathroom mirror—the
woman with the long black hair and the bright blue headband who
now stood in David’s library and stared at her intently. She would
have to tell David about her.
But maybe later, maybe much, much later.
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Curiosity killed the cat.
Proverb of Unknown Origin

C

rystal stood at the window and watched a group of
youths playing a game of hockey on the ice. She
considered them very brave to want to be out there as
she’d never stood on a frozen lake before. She hoped that no one
would fall through the ice—that would be dreadful.
"I think we should call Cosmo now,” she said to David over her
shoulder. “He was the one who wanted the book found in the first
place. I think we should ask him to come out here and my sister too.”
"Do you trust your sister enough to keep all that she hears under
the strictest of confidence?" David asked.
Crystal thought about this for a while and decided that it would
probably be in their best interest to hold off. Claire was certainly
good natured, but she was also a radical skeptic who constantly had
to make sense of everything and she would most likely ask a
thousand questions that she wasn’t prepared to answer. And, along
with that, she was a worry wart.
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"I tell you what. Claire could easily, without meaning to, make
things difficult. Let's get Cosmo and Adam. We'll wait a while on
Claire." The thought of seeing Adam made her want to leap through
the room. She also wanted him to come because maybe he could see
the woman standing serenely off to the side in David’s library.
David stood up and walked around the room puffing his newly
packed pipe. Crystal wanted to open a window. The smoke was
getting thick and she began to feel slightly ill. Strangely enough,
Amin came from nowhere and opened a window behind her just
enough to let in some fresh air. She was certain she hadn't waved
smoke away from her, or coughed. Yet Amin seemed to sense her
discomfort. It was strange, like he read her thoughts. He also turned
on the ceiling fans to expedite the clearing of the air.
David didn't appear to notice any of this.
"Are you sure you want Adam to come, Crystal?"
Crystal looked at him curiously. "What do you know about
Adam?"
"He does play an important role in your life, Crystal. But it's not
until later, after you’ve understood more. It's all in the beginning
pages describing your life up until now. I'm sure the both of you
have deep feelings for each other and it's hard to be apart. But it's
important that you don’t mix these feelings up right now. It's best for
him also." He hoped that she wouldn’t want to see the young man—
the book warned him to keep them apart.
While he spoke, David leaned against his desk, rubbing his
finger along the smooth surface of the coiled snake on the cover of
the manuscript. Something was keeping him from showing her the
text. Each time he tried to show her the book, a feeling of dread
overcame him. He went with the feeling and left it on the table.
Crystal hadn't noticed the book, but she had noticed a change in
the woman in the room. When David had neared his desk, the
woman’s energy changed; she tensed up and her expression changed
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from a calm serenity to fierce intensity. When he moved away from
the desk, she relaxed and once again took up her casual regard.
Crystal was also contemplating what David had said about
Adam. How did he know what was best for him? Anyway, she really
wanted to see Adam. They'd shared such a short night together and
she wanted some confirmation from him of his feelings for her. She
wanted to share her new experience. It was selfish, she knew, but
she'd never felt this way about another person before. She missed
him terribly. She missed his face.
"Why should I listen to you on all accounts of my life? Don't I
have a say in anything?" Her lips were set in a hard line. She didn’t
like feeling out of control.
"You have the final say in everything, Crystal. I'm just trying to
point out some things that I've learned about you and your future. I
believe Adam knows more about you then you think he does—he’ll
do what's right. We'll call and ask them to come, and we’ll leave it up
to them. Okay?"
Satisfied, knowing that Adam would certainly want to come
along, she nodded her head.
David had thought about how he would get the old shopkeeper
out to his home. They decided Cosmo would catch a bus from
University and take it into Minneapolis. He could hail a cab or catch
the next bus that headed toward the lake. He'd have to make his
choices depending on whether he thought he was being followed.
Amin would meet him at in Navarre, a small suburb near David's
house. It was the best plan they could think of.
Cosmo briefly told David of Gina's departure, and David hoped
she'd called off the rest of the bunch. He knew Adam wasn't coming,
but decided to let Cosmo tell Crystal the reason why when he
arrived.
For the first time in a dozen or so years, Cosmo closed the Blue
Crystal. He had been both amazed and dumbfounded to hear that
David Lange was the stranger with Crystal. Thankfully, he knew the
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young professor could be trusted. He was the one with the book, and
he was excited to find out what David had deciphered so far.
Obviously it had been a great deal if he'd been able to find Crystal.
His instincts and information were right, she was the one! He
knew he'd better be careful leaving the city. If anyone followed him
they’d discover David's involvement and Crystal’s location. That
would be dangerous considering the book and Crystal were both
there. He thought of his brother’s letter and shivered. He really
should have watched her more closely. Thank God she was all right.
Better just keep a good lookout, and quit daydreaming, he told
himself while he rode the city bus out of Minneapolis. He decided to
dress casually so no one would pay much attention to him. If anyone
did, he'd have to make different plans.
All had gone well as far as he could tell. The small, dark-skinned
gentleman with the large Cadillac was waiting for him as planned,
and Cosmo got into the fancy car feeling underdressed for the
occasion. He knew he'd done the right thing though—no one, as far
as he could tell, had followed him.
After a short drive, the long car turned into a private drive that
winded its way up to a large, stately home set in amongst tall pine
trees. Cosmo was duly impressed. It had been a long time since he'd
visited any place this grand.
It was a beautiful day and the wind whistled merrily through
the tall conifer trees as Cosmo walked up the freshly salted walkway.
The trees swayed and the gentle sifting and soughing of the wind
through their branches reminded him of a time long ago when he’d
spent a month in northern Minnesota on the shores of Lake Superior
with his wife. His spirits lifted.
He was met by a jubilant Crystal, who ran out the door to greet
him followed by a large, golden-haired dog.
"Jaypers, Cosmo, it's good to see you.” She smiled, hugging him
fiercely. Then she stared expectantly at the long, black car.
Immediately, Cosmo felt guilty about sending Adam off.
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Suddenly she felt deflated, like a balloon when it hits a pocket of
cold air and her shoulders sagged. "Didn't Adam come?" Her
wounded eyes bore into Cosmo’s.
"He had to go out of town for a while, Crystal,” Cosmo said as
David ushered them into his home and out of the cold. “He didn't
really want to go, but it was something either he or I had to do. He
insisted. I'm sorry."
Cosmo looked at her helplessly and immediately she reassured
him that it was okay. But, she’d been so excited to see Adam again.
She was surprised to hear that he’d left town. But where did he go?
she wondered, and with whom?
Cosmo reached in and pulled something out of his coat. It was
the present that Adam had given her—the present that had been
tossed onto the sidewalk after she’d been thrown into the
kidnapper’s car. It was torn and dirty, but still beautiful.
Immediately, her forlorn face brightened with a smile.
“You found it!?”
“Adam found it behind the counter at the Java Grinder,” Cosmo
said with a grin. “Someone had picked it up off the sidewalk. You
should open it.”
He handed it to her and she took it, wishing she could see the
man who’d given it to her. “I’ll open it in a little bit.” She hugged the
present to her chest.
“What happened to your hand, Crystal?” Cosmo asked with
concern.
She smiled sheepishly. “I cut it when I crawled out of a bloody
window. It’s nothing, Cosmo. It’ll heal.”
Cosmo looked at her oddly as he shrugged off his coat. “You
jumped out of a window?”
She nodded her head as Amin whisked his coat away. “Really,
Cosmo,” Crystal reassured him, “I’m okay.”
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David led them into a bright and comfortable sitting room,
complete with a grand piano and a huge aquarium filled with
brightly colored rocks and multi-colored fish of various sizes.
Crystal put her package on the piano and wondered what it
could possibly be. She wanted to savor it; after all, it was the only
Christmas present she’d received.
Amin served the threesome lunch, and afterward Cosmo and
David enjoyed a pipe and discussed their work. The talk was light at
first, but soon they were talking about the manuscript.
"What do you think about all of this, Crystal?" Cosmo was
secretly pleased to be at her side once more. He’d been so worried
about her, and now here she sat right next to him safe and sound. He
insisted on sitting next to her. He’d missed her.
"I've had a strange twenty-four hours, Cosmo. David has told
me some things that I have had a hard time accepting. Did you know
about all of this?"
Cosmo sighed deeply. He didn't want her to think he tricked her
into anything and searched for the right words to say.
"To answer your question, Crystal: yes and no. I was told by my
brother that only a rel…a relatively special person could find the
manuscript, otherwise the book would never be found.” He’d almost
blundered by telling her she was related to him. He’d have to be
careful. He didn’t want to tell her who she was yet, what she meant
to him, why she was so special to him.
“I didn't intend on hiring you until you kept pestering me." He
smiled as he remembered their first meeting. He neglected to tell her
that she’d shocked him both mentally and physically. "Your
persistence and warm personality got you the job. It only became
clear to me after you found the book that you were obviously meant
to find it. I was told in a dream that you were the chosen one and
that I should look out for you. I guess I failed on that note."
Crystal held his gnarly old hands in hers. "You’ve shown me
nothing but kindness since that first day. You hired me for one job
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only and that was to work for you in the basement to sort through all
those books. I didn't expect you to stop your life and look out for me.
If you'd told me then what I know now, I'd have walked out and not
looked back.
“And, Cosmo,” she added as a rosy blush spread across her
face, “I am very sorry about lying to you about my sister.”
His voice was husky with emotion. “I’m sure you had your
reasons, no harm done.”
Cosmo nodded and looked at David. "What have you told the
girl?"
"I've given her enough facts to reassure her that I'm not some
fraud making up a crazy story.”
“Has she seen the manuscript?" Cosmo asked anxiously.
"Strange that you say that,” David mused, “because at various
times I’ve wanted to show it to her, but a heavy feeling comes over
me and I have thought better of it. No, she hasn't seen it.”
Crystal shuddered at the thought of contact with the book. “I
haven't wanted to see it; not after what happened.”
"There is a reason you should not ever come into contact with
the book again, Crystal. I had a dream,” Cosmo said. “I was not told
why, but in my dream someone told me to never let you get near the
book. I will not question this. One day we may find out why. But for
now, only David should come into contact with the book while he
deciphers and translates the text. Did you tell David what happened
when you found it?”
“I told him about the snakes. I promise that I won’t get near the
book if I can help it.”
Cosmo nodded his head, satisfied she was safe.
“When I think about showing it to her, a terrible feeling comes
over me,” David said. “It’s interesting how the book knows.”
Crystal watched the beautiful dark-eyed woman who was now
standing in the corner of this room. She knew that it wasn’t the book
that was warning David, it was her. She must be sending him some

175

ILLUMINATING CRYSTAL

sort of dreadful messages, Crystal thought. The woman knows
something about the book.
“Have you had any help with the decoding, David?” Cosmo
asked.
"No, I've done it all myself. I tell you this book is ancient,
Cosmo. It's an ancient form of eastern Sanskrit—possibly even older
than Akkadian or Elamite cuneiform writing. The shapes and values
of the lexicons are the same as contemporaries of Mesopotamian
sources, but I’m struggling with the translations. You also have
experience with glyphs, don't you?"
"Yes. Many years ago in Philadelphia I helped in the beginning
stages of the translation of an ancient Chinese manuscript. The work
was fascinating, but then, of course, came the war. I never returned
to the work; it had been completed. I did do a bit more research with
my brother. He and I share a love for history, and I did retain my
love for books. That’s why I now keep my old body shacked up in
my beloved bookstore. Keeps me sane when I realize what I lost in
my youth.
“But now, something else has come up that's much more
important, and I am glad I am involved in this. It helped me to find
young Crystal here."
Cosmo smiled and she felt her heart tug.
Crystal stood up and walked around the room, admiring the
artwork and the assortment of blue glass statuettes that decorated the
beautiful sitting area. She casually plunked a few keys on the piano
with her un-injured hand and tried to avoid the woman who
watched her intently. The words that David and Cosmo were
throwing around concerning the book were foreign to her and so she
decided to leave them alone—it was time to open her present.
Crystal grabbed the present and wandered out of the room,
hugging the present tightly to her chest. She roamed through the
hallways until she found a large, sun-drenched living room. The
walls were covered in soft, buttery yellows and two, rather large,
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over-stuffed sofas covered in a floral print, faced the floor-to-ceiling
windows that overlooked the bay. The warm rays and the room’s
pleasing ambiance invited her in.
She strolled into the room and her attention was drawn to a
large, stone fireplace; over its mantel hung a painting that took her
breath away. Crystal gazed at the small child in the painting with a
sort of longing. The small dark-haired child held her mother’s hand
and looked up into her lovely face. The look of wonder on the child’s
face made her want to weep.
With a sigh, she sank into a wing-backed chair and closed her
eyes. She tried not to think of her own mother whom she’d never
known. A feeling of loneliness surged through her. This would not
do, she thought. She couldn’t let herself become emotional every
time she saw a mother and a child together.
Crystal sniffed and wiped a wayward tear from her cheek. She
admired her brightly wrapped package and gave it a quick shake. It
must be a book, she thought with a little smile. It wasn’t very heavy.
It could be anything really.
As she removed the paper, trying not to tear it more than it
already had, her hands stopped and her breath caught. How could
he know?
“Oh, Adam, it’s lovely,” she whispered. Was I that obvious? She
smiled and shook her head. Then she wiped another tear off her
cheek. She had to love him now. He’d given her a book of poetry,
written by the man who wrote the poem that was etched into the
wall of the basement stairs in Cosmo’s bookstore; the poem about the
woman who walked under the starry skies; the poem that made her
dream about Adam.
She pulled the large book from its box and stroked its cover
lovingly. Lord Byron. The Major Works. She opened it and flipped past
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the lengthy introduction and read the second poem: “The Farewell
to a Lady.”
When man expell’d from Eden’s bowers,
A moment linger’d near the gate,
Each scene recall’d the vanish’d hours,
And bade him curse his future fate.
But wandering on through distant climes,
He learnt to bear his load of grief;
Just gave a sigh to other times,
And found in busier scenes relief.
Thus, Lady! Will it be with me,
And I must view thy charms no more;
For while I linger near to thee
I sigh for all I knew before.
In flight I shall be surely wise,
Escaping from temptations snare;
I cannot view my paradise,
Without the wish of dwelling there.
Crystal sighed and read it a second time. How beautifully
tragic, she thought. Another couple kept apart, just like her and
Adam.
She closed her eyes and pictured his perfect face. Having read
the poem, she felt better, a little less lonely. It was like Adam was
sending her a message. The night they’d shared together seemed
forever away. But she remembered how he’d looked at her and told
her that he was hers, forever.
She hugged the book tightly. Reading the poem gave her
courage and she felt a strange excitement that was hard to contain.
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She wondered what Cosmo and David were talking about now.
She’d always wanted a little bit of adventure in her life—it was time
to find out more.
Quietly, Crystal approached the small sitting room and heard
hushed voices. They’d been talking in normal tones when she’d left,
but now she heard only whispering. Curiosity won out and she stood
just outside the doorway and did something her Gran told her she
ought never to do—she eavesdropped.
"If I have understood my deciphering correctly,” she heard
David say, “Crystal and I have to travel to South Dakota. The
manuscript said that once the child was found she was to travel to
the Pine Ridge Reservation, home of the Oglala Lakota Sioux tribe.
This is an important Native American area where a great deal of
trauma has occurred over the last few centuries. The Battle of Little
Big Horn and the Massacre at Wounded Knee all took place on Pine
Ridge lands. This area was also home to the infamous Crazy Horse
and Chief Red Cloud. Remember the names Dennis Banks and
Russell Means at Wounded Knee 2?”
Cosmo nodded his head, remembering the civil rights struggles
in the 1960s that had gained national attention that may have marked
the beginning of the native movement to reclaim their ancient values
and traditions. He remembered the news articles about the members
from the American Indian Movement, who led a 71-day standoff
with the government and demanded the enforcement of the 1800s
treaty guaranteeing Lakota sovereignty of their own territory.
He couldn’t remember what else they’d stood up for, but it had
turned into a bloody battle that didn’t end well for many members of
the movement.
He also knew that Pine Ridge was the poorest and most violent
reservation in the country and that the federal government had
treated the native people in that area horribly.
He’d read up a bit more about the reservation after he met
Adam and was quite aware that it was still the poorest reservation in
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the country and that plenty of suffering and injustices were still
going on.
Cosmo stared at David and lowered his voice. “Adam’s
mother’s people are Lakota Sioux. Do you think that means
anything?”
“Does Crystal know about Adam’s background?”
Cosmo nodded his head. “Adam told her himself two nights
ago. It seems awfully coincidental.”
“I’m sure that it’s not coincidental but planned, Cosmo. There
will be connections of all sorts, this being one of the first, I imagine.
“Anyway, the book gave the coordinates and they were matched
to an area just south of Rapid City. I don't feel we should wait
another day. I don't have classes right now; the timing is perfect. The
manuscript said she should meet with the Oglala tribe before the end
of the year. That's less than a week away. The meeting should
confirm what I have found and the Lakota tribal council leaders will
either send us on our way or help with Crystal’s initiation."
“Initiation?” Cosmo asked worriedly.
“Well, she’s got a huge job to do if she is to help re-wire the
people.”
“What do you mean re-wire the people?!” Cosmo’s raised voice
carried out of the room.
“I told her a bit of what she was supposed to do, but it was only
just a piece of the whole picture. I don’t understand it all myself,”
David said quietly. “But I do know that if she is to be successful
advancing the human vibration, she’ll need to go through some
intense transformations of her own.”
Cosmo became concerned. “Will these transformations hurt
her?”
“I imagine they won’t be pleasant. She’ll need to cleanse, heal
and reconnect with many of her lifetimes; that’s what the book says
anyway. We’ll need to leave very soon.”

180

PB MORLEN

“We can’t expect her to just up and leave. What will her family
think?” Cosmo began to perspire. He didn’t like the thought of
breaking up the two sisters. “Her sister won’t stand for it,” he said.
“She’ll expect an explanation.”
“Claire can’t be told anything, Cosmo. If she knows anything
her life may be at risk.”
Crystal was becoming very uncomfortable eavesdropping and
became nervous at the thought of these “transformations” that David
spoke of. She thought it time to enter the room, but the next words
she heard stopped her in her tracks.
“But what about, Adam?” Cosmo whispered, looking worriedly
toward the doorway. “Crystal will want to see him you know,” he
whispered.
“She may not contact him,” David hissed. “The book has
warned me to keep them apart. I don’t know why, but it’s very
important that they do not have contact.”
David leaned closer to Cosmo. “Our journey must be covert.
Therefore, Claire must believe that Crystal is safe. I’ve got an idea
and hopefully Crystal can convince her sister so that she won’t ask
questions. She’s not to know about our trip to South Dakota or
anywhere else that we have to go. Let me talk to Crystal, Cosmo. I’ll
explain why she has to lie to her family and why she may not contact
Adam.”
Crystal had heard enough. She decided that she didn’t want to
go anywhere with a man who wanted her to one, possibly be harmed
in some crazy initiation thing, two, to deceive her sister and her
grandmother, and three, not let her contact the man she loved, and
then take her off somewhere to a state even more remote than
Minnesota. She still had a very tender spot for Cosmo, but this little
adventure had become a bit too over-the-top, she no longer wanted
any part of it, even if David had remembered the bloody cat from her
dreams.
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rystal was sorry she would have to leave Cosmo behind,
but she had no choice. She grabbed her book and crept
down the hallway. She peeked out the front window and
saw the Cadillac sitting in the driveway; she hoped Amin had left the
keys in the car. She was going to go find Adam, and that was that.
Out of nowhere, the big golden dog walked down the hallway
wagging her tail. Click, click, click went her toenails on the marble
floor, and Lady began to bark.
“Shhh,” Crystal said, trying to shoo her away.
The dog continued barking happily and jumped up on her.
Crystal almost fell over.
“Oh, for heaven’s sakes!” Crystal tried to push her down. Lady’s
long, pink tongue lolled out the side of her mouth and she barked
again. Woof!
“Lady, you big long-legged lummox, get down!”
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“Crystal, there you are.” David looked at the two of them with
an odd expression before he grabbed Lady’s collar.
“Lady, get down. She really has a thing for you, Crystal,” David
said as he pulled his dog away. “I think she loves you.”
“Whatever.” Crystal looked at David and tried not to give him a
swift kick. I’m going to leave here forever and I bloody well hate you. “I’m
just going to step outside for a moment, get some fresh air. You guys
go ahead and keep talking. I just want to clear my head a bit.”
“Crystal, there’s something that I need to tell you.”
“I’m sure you do, David,” she said, glancing toward the front
door. "I’m sure that you have a lot to tell me, but give me a minute
would you? I’m a bit tired and I think I just need a little air,” she lied.
“Sure. Okay. Is that a book?”
She clung to Adam’s book defensively. “Yes. It’s my present
and…and I want to hold it. Is there a bloody problem with that?”
He shook his head with a puzzled look. “You’ll freeze to death
out there. Here take my coat,” he said, offering her his long, gray
wool coat that he’d pulled from a closet. “Would you like Lady to
come out with you?” David asked as helped her with the coat.
“No, no. She can stay inside with you two. She’d probably knock
me into a snow bank or something.”
David laughed, shook his head and headed back to the sitting
room, leaving her standing in the hallway.
She stepped outside and inhaled deeply. She realized she really
had needed air; she had started to feel slightly nauseous. And so,
with her injured hand tucked in her pocket and the other holding her
book, she casually strolled down the sidewalk and pretended to be
interested in looking at David’s house. She even tried whistling and
then she slipped.
Bollocks.
Taking small, amateurish steps so she wouldn’t slip again, she
finally made her way to the driver’s side of the big car and ducked
behind it, hiding herself from view. She peeked over the door and
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tried to see if the keys were in the ignition. She didn’t see them, but
decided to open the door anyway, and then she crawled in. She
slumped down in the front seat and tried to find the keys. She
figured that any minute David would probably come out and look
for her.
“Bugger, bugger, bugger,” she mumbled as she scrambled
through the car looking for the keys, expecting to be discovered at
any moment. Then she flipped down the visor and voila, a set of keys
fell into her hand.
She peeked over the dashboard. Not seeing anyone, she slid the
keys into the ignition and turned it over. She peered both ways over
her shoulders, making sure no one was behind her and stepped on
the accelerator, quickly backing the huge car down the driveway.
When she looked at the house, she saw David and Cosmo standing at
the opened front door, both looking very surprised.
Crystal threw the gear into drive and took the circle driveway
fast enough to hit the sides of the snow bank. Bugger, it wouldn’t do
to crash David’s car in his own driveway. She gripped the steering
wheel tighter and sat up straighter in her seat. Then she looked in the
rear view mirror.
Amin’s face peered back at her. “Hello.” He smiled, displaying a
set of tiny white teeth.
“Holy Christopher!” Crystal slammed on the brakes. “Dude,
how did you…?”
“Are you going somewhere, Crystal Blue?” Amin continued to
smile. He reminded her of an evil little doll.
“Um…well,” Crystal stammered. “David said that I could take
the car and go get stuff at the store.”
“What kind of stuff?”
“Whatever. How did you get in here?” She knew that no one
had been in the car. She’d seen the back seat, it had been empty. The
man had definitely not been in the car. She shivered and thought
maybe he was some sort of freakish magician.
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Someone knocked at her window.
She leaned her head back and closed her eyes. She was
disappointed and extremely embarrassed. She didn’t want to see
who was standing there.
“Crystal, what are you doing?” David opened her door.
“Holy Shmoly, David,” she opened her eyes and whined, “I
heard you and Cosmo talking. You’re going to tell Claire that
something’s happened to me and I can’t let you do that. She’s my
sister, and she’s already scared enough. I want to see Adam. I don’t
want to turn lights on and open and close worlds.”
David chuckled, reaching into the car and turning it car off. He
gently took Crystal’s hand and helped her out of the car.
“Thank you, Amin,” he said, “please take the car back to the
garage. Crystal and I will walk back.”
“I don’t want to be a part of this anymore, David.” She grabbed
her book as she got out of the car. “I want to go home and forget all
this nonsense about helping humanity or whatever. I’m tired.”
David ushered her into the house and tried to help her out of her
coat.
“No. I’m keeping this on.” She yanked the coat from his hands
and hugged herself deep within the folds.
She turned to Cosmo. “I’m really sorry, Cosmo. I’m sorry if I’m
disappointing you, but I, well, I’m kind of freaked out! I really want
to see Adam.” She had to quit saying that. She wanted to keep those
thoughts private. But she couldn’t help it, she missed him.
“No surprise there, young lady,” Cosmo reassured her. “I
probably would have quit hours ago. You’re braver than I am,” he
said sheepishly.
“I am not brave, Cosmo. What I am is confused. And I do not
want to go to South Dakota or Wounded Leg or whatever.”
David coughed loudly to cover up the laugh that threatened to
escape. Hadn’t she learned about any of this in school?
The two men led her back into David’s sitting room.

185

ILLUMINATING CRYSTAL

“I know this story has you scared, Crystal, but it’s very
important that you listen to David,” Cosmo urged. “There are things
we cannot explain to you for fear that you could get hurt; you and
those that you love. Search your heart, Crystal. You’ve been given a
task that only you can do. Can you do this?”
Crystal sighed, sat down and closed her eyes. She thought about
her sister and worried about her grandmother. She wondered how
they’d handle the news that she’d be leaving.
She opened her eyes when a thought popped into her head.
“David, didn’t you say that I had the final say about everything?”
He nodded his head warily.
“Well, I want Claire to come with us. I think that if she comes
along I’ll feel better about this; she is my sister.”
“It’s too dangerous, Crystal.” David’s voice was a bit desperate.
He was trying to follow the words of the manuscript which told him
no one else was to accompany them on their journey. “I can’t let her
come. She won’t worry about you if she believes what I will tell her.”
Crystal stood up and glared down at David. “Lying to my sister
is not in my blood. Jaypers, David. Claire and I have been through a
lot together and I won’t deceive her. Too often have I put her and my
grandmother through hell—I won’t do it again.”
“Technically,” he tried to appease her, “I won’t be lying to her.
I’ll tell her that I’ve asked you to help me do research for my book.
That we’re going to many wonderful places. If anything she will
probably be excited for you.”
“But it’s so sudden. She’s a smart girl, she won’t believe it unless
I lie, and I can’t do that. Besides, like I said, she could come with us.
She’ll fight you on this, David. She got me here all the way from
Albuquerque and she won’t let me go without a fight.”
“Crystal,” Cosmo squared his shoulders and sat up straight,
“how about if I accompanied you?”
Crystal sat back down and stared at the old man.
No! A voice hissed in Crystal’s ear.
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She jumped up and looked around.
“Did you hear that?”
David shook his head. “I heard what Cosmo said, Crystal, but he
can’t come with us either. We must journey alone.”
“No, no. Did you hear someone say something?” Crystal looked
around the room expecting to see the dark-haired woman, but she
was gone. Where did she go?
After a moment David said, “Cosmo, offer to accompany Crystal
again.”
Cosmo looked confused but complied. “Um, Crystal would you
like me to come with you?”
Yes! This time the word was shouted into Crystal’s ear.
“I heard it again,” she said slowly. “But this time someone or
something shouted at me. First, I heard ‘no,’ and then when Cosmo
asked me again, someone shouted ‘yes.’ Did you hear it this time?”
“No. How about you, Cosmo?”
The old man shook his head.
“Hmm….” Crystal looked around the room uncertainly and
wondered where the mysterious woman had gone.
“Crystal, has this ever happened to you before? Hearing a voice
I mean,” David asked.
Crystal chewed her lip and shook her head.
Then a thought occurred to David, he was surprised at himself
for thinking of this. “You got two different answers to the same
question; seems a bit confusing and hard to believe, Crystal.”
She was miffed. “Thanks a lot, David. You lay some heavy
stories about the end of the world and turning on the lights, and
now, you’re telling me that you don’t believe me. Thanks a bloody
lot.” She huffed and stomped over to the window, ignoring the two
men.
Cosmo threw worried glances at her while David quietly puffed
his pipe. David was baiting her; he wanted to see her reaction. Now
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he needed to see if she could trust herself, trust her instincts—hers
and hers only.
“I’m sorry for sounding like I didn’t believe you, Crystal,”
David went to the window and led her back to the small couch, “but
I want you to do something for me. I want you to decide for yourself
whether or not you think Cosmo should join us. Take your time,
search your heart and listen to your voice, not another’s.”
Crystal looked at him skeptically. “What do you mean by that?”
“You got conflicting responses upon hearing Cosmo’s invitation
to join us. I don’t know what that’s all about, but I bet this has
happened before, making it difficult for you to make a choice. Is that
right?”
She thought about this. One of her favorite sayings had always
been, “I’m my own worst enemy,” because she constantly secondguessed herself and typically made bad choices, usually without
thought of how it affected others, and then finding she’d let someone
down, or worse, let herself down.
“Maybe,” she volunteered, hesitating to give David full credit.
She was still mad at him.
“What I am proposing, Crystal,” David explained, “is that you
make this decision; weigh everything out, think about what’s best for
everyone. Whatever you decide, I’ll do my best to agree to. Does that
sound fair to you?”
She agreed and went back to the window that overlooked the
snow-covered and heavily-shadowed lawn. The huge trees spread
thickly throughout the yard were casting long shadows as the winter
sun had once again begun its descent. Crystal stared out the window
and thought for a while before she made her decision, quicker than
David had hoped.
“Listen, David,” Crystal’s eyes were a bit brighter, “obviously
Cosmo is supposed to come with us. I think this is a great solution.
Claire will be more inclined to believe us then. She doesn’t know
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you, but she knows that Cosmo and I have become quite close,” she
said, squeezing Cosmo’s hand.
“The journey will be long and hard, Crystal. Cosmo, well, he’s
older and it may be hard on him.”
“Bah. I’m tougher than I look.” Once again the old man squared
his shoulders. “I’m up for a bit of adventure and I think that Crystal
needs me. I should have thought of this myself, for all we know, I am
supposed to attend.”
“But the book…,” David implored.
“Book, shmook,” Cosmo patted Crystal’s hand, “I let my guard
down, David, and Crystal could have been hurt. I brought her into
this and I intend on seeing her through.”
He looked at Crystal with compassion and with conviction. “I’ll
stand by you, girl, it’ll be all right.”
With a gasp Crystal cried, “Jaypers, Cosmo! Your store! What
about your store? And who will take care of your beautiful, little
yellow bird, Samantha?” Crystal was becoming very emotional and,
quite unlike herself, she started to cry.
Cosmo hugged her close. “Now, now, it’s all right. Don’t worry;
I’ll leave Adam in charge. He’s perfectly capable of handling the
shop. I’ll call in some temporary help. He’d do anything for you,
Crystal, do you know that? I’ll ask Adam to watch out for Claire too,
keep her company if she needs it.”
“But what about, Samantha?” Crystal blubbered.
Cosmo patted her back. “I will leave her with Mrs. O’Hara. You
know, she comes in every Wednesday for her book club. She loves
Samantha and has told me that she would take care of her if I needed
to go somewhere.”
Crystal began to cry harder, she felt awful about asking her old
friend to leave all that he loved.
Cosmo became concerned and looked at David for help, but
David didn’t offer any.
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“What’s wrong, Crystal?” Cosmo shifted uncomfortably. Her
tears were beginning to upset him.
“I don’t know,” she wailed. “My heart, my heart hurts thinking
about you having to leave Samantha and the bookstore,” she
blubbered into his shirt. “I can’t let you do it, Cosmo.”
Once she said this she began to feel better, lighter. Her heart had
been beating painfully, and now it began to ease its drumming and
she could breathe easier. The thought of leaving Adam didn’t change
though; that still hurt.
David smiled and knew that his thoughts had been correct; her
heart had begun to resonate with her intellect. She was now at what
the book called a choice point, and she had done well.
“Oh, now, don’t you worry about me, young lady,” Cosmo
patted her back like he would a small child’s, “I’m a tough old bird.”
“No, Cosmo, David’s right.” Crystal sat up and wiped her eyes
with the sleeve of David’s beautiful coat. He cringed. Wool was
impossible to clean.
“My grandfather always told me,” Crystal sniffed, “that there is
more than one solution to a problem. I’ve usually chosen an easy
solution without thought of how it would affect someone else. I
won’t do that this time. You stay with your store, Cosmo, your store,
Adam and Claire—she’ll need you.”
“But what are you going to tell her?” Cosmo, feeling a bit let
down, knew that she would be leaving him again.
“I’ll think of something, something better than what you
concocted, David.” Crystal wrinkled her nose. “She’s smart, my
sister. I’ll think of something to say to her, and I won’t lie.” A
thought was already forming in her mind.
Lady had come into the parlor in the middle of the discussion
and with a loud woof! she jumped onto the couch, laying her front
legs on Crystal’s lap.
“David,” Crystal said, stroking Lady’s soft head, “there are some
unusual things that have happened to me since I found the book.”
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“Like what?”
“Well, ever since this morning, a woman has been standing with
us in this room.”
The two men’s eyebrows lifted in surprise.
“What do you mean?” David asked.
“I don’t think she was real. I mean, I think maybe she’s one of
the indigenous people that I’m supposed to meet with, I don’t know.
But she’s beautiful David and I’ve seen her before, I saw her face in a
mirror two days ago. I thought I may be going crazy.”
She shook her head and Cosmo took her hand.
“When I saw her yesterday, upstairs in the library, I bloody well
freaked out, but then I realized how harmless she was. I think she
was helping me, David, because whenever you got near the book she
changed; she tensed up. I don’t think she was ever going to let you
show it to me. But I think she disappeared after you mentioned that
we were going to South Dakota.”
“Wow,” David breathed. “That’s incredible. Why didn’t you tell
me before?”
“It didn’t seem right to talk about her when she was standing
there. It seemed kind of rude.”
“And she’s gone now?” Cosmo asked as his eyes nervously
flitted around the room.
“Yes,” Crystal said simply. “I do hope I see her again though…”
Crystal’s voice trailed off. She surprised herself. Now, she was
actually looking forward to her travels.
“Will you tell me if you see any other strange phenomena,
Crystal?” David asked.
She laughed. “Sure. Now that I’m connected to the cosmic lattice
and the Akashic field, and I can see people that no one else can, I
guess I could do that. I have a funny feeling we won’t be alone.”
David grinned and patted Cosmo’s shoulder. He knew the old
man was worried and now a bit confused. “Don’t worry, Cosmo. I’ll
take good care of her. She obviously will be well protected.”
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“I hope so,” Cosmo said thinly, “I hope so.”
No one saw the dark shape leave from where it had been
standing and listening just outside the parlor door.
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avid needed to make some phone calls. First and
foremost he needed to book a flight for himself and
Crystal for tomorrow morning. He needed to use a
pseudonym for their reservations; he couldn’t take any chances that
they would be followed. Amin could help with this; he was an expert
at falsifying documents, that’s how they’d met, Calcutta, ten years
ago. The man would have been executed if he’d not intervened.
Amin had only been trying to get out of the country. The life of a
thief was not the life that Amin wanted; he wanted to live in
America. David had helped him with this and now Amin insisted on
forever being in his debt.
He had the means and the necessary software to concoct false
documents. He just needed their pictures and then he’d give them
their IDs that they’d use throughout their journey. If they needed
new ones, he could call Amin and instruct him as to what to do.
Over the phone, Crystal tried to console Claire who fretted like a
mother duck.
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“But you just got here, Crys. Why would you leave?”
“Do you remember the story Grandpa always told us before he
tucked us into bed?”
“You mean the one about how we were both special princesses
and that one day we would both do great things?”
“Yes, that one; I have a chance to do something special, Claire. I
need to help Cosmo with a very rare and expensive book. He was
going to take the book back to Greece, but I’m going to do it for him.
That’s why those idiots grabbed me off the street. They thought they
could ransom me for the bloody book.”
“Were you ever in any danger, Crys?”
“Well, they did have a gun.”
“A gun! Oh, Crystal, why didn’t you tell me this before?”
“David asked me not to tell you anything. I guess he didn’t want
you to know anything before we all decided what we’d need to do.”
“But how did you escape? I mean how did you get away from
them?”
“I jumped out of a window—cut my hand pretty badly.”
“Really? You jumped out of a window? Yet you didn’t go to the
police? Sounds kind of dodgy, Crys.”
“David found me in the 7-11 and picked me up. I was pretty
woozy from being kept in a stinky room all day and I had lost a lot of
blood.”
“Who is this David? How does he fit into the picture?”
“He’s Cosmo’s friend and partner. He saw me being kidnapped
and waited outside of the house not really knowing what to do.
Funny thing is he didn’t know it was me; he didn’t know that I
worked for Cosmo.”
“Mmhmm…,” Claire was unconvinced.
“I know, I know. I’m not trying to convince you of anything
Claire, I’m trying to tell you what happened. I’m telling you that I
have to do this for Cosmo. I’m taking the book to Europe with David,
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tomorrow. I can’t let Cosmo go, he’s getting old Claire, and this
whole thing has really upset him.”
“When are you coming back?”
“Soon. I know that once we’re there, David is going to do some
research, and he has asked me to help him. This is exciting for me,
Claire, someone actually needs me.”
I need you. “You guys aren’t going to report your abduction to
the police, are you?”
“No. Cosmo doesn’t want any investigation; he just wants the
book delivered safely. But if you’re bothered or contacted by any of
those bleedin’ knob heads who were involved in kidnapping me,
Claire, tell Cosmo immediately and he’ll contact the police. Cosmo
wouldn’t let me go if he thought this would put me in harm’s way.
You know, Claire, he reminds me a lot of Grandpa.”
“No way!” Claire disagreed. “Grandpa wasn’t an old poop like
Cosmo, yelling at me for spilling coffee on his old carpet.” She was a
bit frightened of the old gentleman. “Grandpa was gentle and kind,”
Claire’s voice trembled.
“Cosmo’s really wonderful, Claire. He’s agreed to watch out for
you. This whole kidnapping thing has spooked him.”
“Are you sure you’re not in any trouble, Crys?” Claire
whispered.
“I promise, cross my heart and hope to die, stick a needle....”
“Oh, Crystal. I hate that saying. What about Gran?”
“I’ll call her tomorrow before I leave. I’ll try not to worry her.
I’ll let her talk with Cosmo. She may even be excited for me, you
know?”
“Will you call me every day?” Crystal knew that Claire wasn’t
going to make this any more difficult.
“I’ll try, Claire. We’ll be traveling a lot, but I’ll try my best.”
“But, Crystal, what about your clothes and your guitar?”
Crystal’s hear sank when she thought of leaving her precious
instrument behind. “I won’t have time to play my guitar,” she said
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sadly. “Take care of it for me, would you? And my clothes, well I’m
sure that we’ll pick stuff up as we go.”
“Okay.” Claire acquiesced, “I love you, Crys.”
“I love you too, Lucy girl.”
She hung up and cried for a good hour. David checked on her
twice, making sure she was all right. He knew a good cry would do
her good; he’d had many of his own.
CLAIRE DIDN’T believe one word that her sister had just uttered,

not one word. There was no way that she would go anywhere
without her guitar. Her sister was definitely in trouble and she fully
intended on going to the bookstore to ask Cosmo and Adam a bunch
of questions. Europe my butt!
She’d let her sister think that she’d believed her story. She didn’t
know why, but she had. This Adam guy probably had some good
drugs and lured her away with them. He’d sounded concerned
enough on the phone, but he was probably in cahoots with that oaf
who followed her around last month.
She’d always watched out for her sister, who managed to get
into some kind of trouble often enough. Whether it was late
homework or a call in the middle of the night for help, she’d bailed
her out. No way could her sister change so drastically, becoming so
responsible that she was going to take some rare and expensive book
to Europe for the person who was supposed to take it. And anyway,
she thought, I brought her here, so I’m responsible.
She put Vincent into his little transport kennel, thinking she
might leave him with Ms. Kirby who lived next door. She had done
that before when she thought she might be gone overnight, and she
fully intended on staying out until she found her sister. Ms. Kirby
adored Vincent, was always home, and never minded a last minute
cat sitting job.
She threw on her coat, pulled on a hat and found a pair of gloves
in the closet. She grabbed her bag and Vincent as she headed towards
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the door. When she opened the door, she gasped. The oaf who had
followed her was standing right there! She tried to shut it, but he
held it open with his hand. Vincent meowed loudly and hissed.
“Please,” he begged. “We have to talk.”
His pleading tone surprised her. Wasn’t he supposed to be the
enemy? “Get your bloody hand off my door.” She tried to sound like
Crystal when she got mad and she pulled hard on the door trying to
shut it.
He stood his ground and continued to hold the door open.
Vincent was meowing wildly and spitting and hissing. “I know you
think I’m the bad guy, but I’m not really. I don’t want to hurt you
guys, I want to help. Please,” he pleaded, “let me come in. I promise I
won’t make any trouble.”
His worried look caused her to step back and she let the boy in
hoping she wasn’t being a complete idiot.
She set her purse and the frantic Vincent down and grabbed the
baseball bat that sat just inside the door—she’d put it there for
protection. Then she looked at her watch and held the bat like she
might swing at his head. “All right, you’ve got three minutes to
explain to me why you’re here and why I shouldn’t call the cops.”
“I’m here because I’m sorry about what we did to your sister,
and I’m sorry about all the trouble we’ve caused you. I didn’t want
any part of this, but my old lady, well, she told me to come here to
get you, bring you back to where we’re all hanging out.”
Claire’s eyes widened in alarm and she took a step back.
“Now hold on,” he put his hands up in front of him, “I’m not
going to do that. She’s gone too far this time.”
“You’ve got two more minutes before I call the police. What
exactly did you do to my sister?”
“Okay, okay. Well, I helped kidnap your sister. I didn’t want to,
but my mom made me. She said that I had to do it because she can
trust me. Dean, the other guy, he’s mean as a snake and she didn’t
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want him to hurt Crystal. Anyway, I felt bad about being so mean to
Crystal, but if I hadn’t they would have gotten suspicious.”
Claire lowered the bat and looked up at the tall boy with wide
eyes. She felt sick to her stomach. Crystal really had been nabbed and
she hadn’t believed her. She raised the bat again just in case. “You
mean you really did kidnap Crystal? Why? Is it because of what she
told me, that she has some dumb book?”
“Mom did mention some book, but she never tells me anything.
She just told me to find Crystal, scare her a bit, and bring her back to
Dean’s pad. But then she escaped—she jumped out the window. I
couldn’t believe it when I went into the room and the window had
been broken. She must have really hurt herself because she was on
the third floor and her coat was hanging from some broken glass.”
Claire had to sit down. Guilt flooded her entire being and she
cringed at her lack of trust in her sister. She’d said that she’d cut
herself up badly, wow, what a nightmare.
Daniel stared at her not knowing what to say, she looked pretty
upset.
“So, you’re supposed to take me to your mom? Why?” Claire
asked after she re-gained her composure.
“I don’t know. Really!” He saw Claire’s look of disbelief. “But
we need to find my grandfather, and you need to come with me.”
“Why should I go anywhere with you?” She thrust her chin up
and her blue eyes snapped. “How do I know that someone isn’t
standing right outside that door waiting for us to leave, and you
won’t turn me over to them when we do? How do I know that,
hmmm?”
“Look,” he said, hoping he could convince her because she held
the bat like a real pro, “we all left town with Adam last night, the guy
who works with Gramps and Crystal. But, on the bus when the poor
guy wasn’t looking, Dean hit him over the head. It’s a really long
story, but now they’ve got him tied up and they sent me to get you.”
“Good,” Claire said with a quick nod.
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Daniel raised his eyebrows. “What’s good?”
“That Adam was hit over the head.”
Daniel was shocked. “Why are you glad about that?”
“Well, isn’t he in cahoots with you guys? You were all going to
leave town together.” Claire was still convinced in her own
fabricated illusions about Adam.
“Hell no, he’s not with us. He hates my mom—you should see
the way he glares at her.” Even though he held a grudge against
Adam for practically breaking his wrist, he’d not wished him to
come to any harm. “That’s probably why she had Dean hit him over
the head,” Daniel offered. “She can’t stand it when someone doesn’t
think she’s the shit.”
He looked at her imploringly. “Claire, we’ve got to find my
grandfather and he’ll tell us what we should do. I’m really scared
that my mom is going to do something really bad this time.”
“Why do you need me to go with? Why didn’t you just go to
your grandfather and tell him everything?”
“He’d never believe me.”
Claire saw the sadness in his eyes.
“He thinks I’m a real screw up. He’ll believe me though if you
were with me.”
“Hmmm….” She gave this some thought. “So, tell me why you
followed me around that day. Were you hoping to find out where we
lived?”
In amazement she watched his face turn crimson before he
turned his head away. Sure he’d followed her around, he thought;
the two sisters were the most fantastic girls he’d ever seen. Once he’d
seen Crystal in the bookshop he’d thought about nothing else but
her. Her dark, exotic eyes and long dreadlocked black hair had
captivated him. And her fiery temper even more. But then he’d seen
Claire, with her long, curly blonde hair and innocent blue eyes; they
were complete opposites, like the sun and the moon. Crystal was tall
and regal, almost a head taller than her sister. And her hair, well,
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there were no words to explain how he felt about her absolutely
incredible hair. Claire, on the other hand, was delicate, graceful and
perfectly perfect.
He groaned because he’d begun to romanticize about them day
and night and he felt the fool. But he was bewitched, hooked, and
what was the word? Oh yeah, obsessed.
“Tell me!” Claire insisted, wondering why he groaned and was
blushing furiously.
“I did want to know where you lived. I guess I was just curious.
I didn’t mean any harm. I didn’t think you’d notice.”
While they talked inside the apartment, two figures approached
Claire’s door; an old woman and a large, younger man. The old
woman’s frazzled gray hair spread over her long, black cloak like an
old tattered shawl and a pair of dusty old boots peeked from beneath
her long dress. Her dark eyes were bright with excitement.
The tall man’s deep-set blue eyes, shadowed under heavy
brows, darted around furtively and he shifted uncomfortably behind
the old woman. His black, shaggy hair brushed the top of his old
worn coat and his jaw was covered in a grizzled beard.
Claire jumped when she heard the knock.
Daniel looked around in alarm.
“Don’t answer it,” she hissed.
“Hello? Claire, are you home?” Daniel heard a familiar voice
yell through the door. “Please, open up, it’s me, Cosmo!”
“It’s Grandpa!” Daniel threw the door open.
The old woman held her hand up high and burst into the room
flinging a sticky powder at the pair of surprised faces. Crystal
sneezed and Daniel coughed, then they both hit the floor like a ton of
bricks.
Vincent was meowing and hissing loudly, putting his little paw
through the wire door of the cage with his claws extended. The old
lady eyed the animal and laughed.
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“Come on,” she cackled to the burly man behind her, “get them
to the car and don’t let anyone see you.”
The big man eyed the cat cage and gave it plenty of room as he
carried the lifeless forms one-by-one down to the waiting car. They’d
used the back entrance making sure no one saw them.
The old woman peered around the apartment as though she
were looking for something. She spent a few minutes flipping up
couch cushions and searching closets.
“Well, Deloria,” the old woman muttered when she left, “at least
you found one of them.”
The white cat, now calm, eyed the door shrewdly and settled in
for a long wait.
** Ϋ **
CRYSTAL CURLED up in a comfy chair that faced one of the

windows overlooking the snow-covered bay in David’s study and
slowly recovered from her crying jag. She stared out the window,
captivated by the lengthening shadows as twilight set in. As the
shadows grew longer, the white blanket of snow transformed into
interesting shades of blue. She marveled at the beauty of the winter
scene, and quietly, she watched day turn into night.
It was only four-thirty, yet it was dark out, save for the colorful
Christmas lights wrapped around David’s trees that had slowly
turned brighter as the day grew darker. They were now fully
illuminated and cast their own multi-colored shadows across the
lawn.
She was glad she was alone where she could feel sorry for
herself in peace. When Cosmo had left, it had been a teary good-bye
for both of them. She’d hugged him long and hard knowing she
probably wouldn’t see him for a long time. And now she felt awful
for having lied to her sister. She probably wouldn’t see her for a long
time either. Her stomach fluttered with a sharp pang of
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homesickness—she longed for her grandfather and her grandmother;
they’d been so good to her. She started sniffling again, but stopped
when she smelled something delicious. Her nose twitched and her
stomach growled. Her spirits lifted at the heady smell of pizza that
wafted from somewhere in the huge house. She realized she was
starving.
“Forgive me, Claire,” she whispered, “I’m doing the right thing,
I promise.” Then she set off looking for what she hoped was a huge
pizza, or maybe even two.
After she and David consumed the large pizza—Canadian
bacon and pineapple with extra cheese, her favorite—she needed to
put her head down somewhere. The meal satisfied her hunger, but
exhaustion was taking her fast. She still wore her clothes from two
days ago—the day she jumped from a window, and there was a bit of
blood on her pants.
As she contemplated how to bring up the subject of clothes for
tonight and the trip, since she wasn’t going to return home, Amin
appeared and handed her three very large pink and white plastic,
drawstring bags.
“Ah, thank you, Amin.” David happily walked up and took the
bags himself, steering Crystal to the open staircase leading up to the
second-floor. “I took the liberty of getting you some things to wear. I
hope you don’t mind.”
She was too tired to reply, using all her energy to tackle the
flight of stairs. All she could do was yawn loud and long, making
David laugh.
“Here you go.” He opened a door, revealing a spacious room
painted in soft blues and creams. White, floor-to-ceiling lace curtains
covered two huge windows, and an enormous four-poster canopied
bed covered in a soft, brown and white print took up most of the
room. A tall, heavy armoire stood with its doors opened wide,
looking like it waited for someone to fill its shelves. Crystal looked
down, kicked off her shoes and wigged her toes into the plush, baby-
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blue carpeting. God that felt good. Once again, her gaze roamed
over the beautiful room—it even smelled good: fresh, like spring and
newly dried linens. “Holy Moly,” she whispered.
“There’s a bathroom right through that door.” David motioned
with his chin to a door on the far side of the room. “Amin stocked
fresh towels and soaps, everything you’ll need. And here,” David
handed her the plastic bags, “I hope these fit. We weren’t sure of
your size or your taste—hopefully you can find some things you like.
Good night, Crystal. I’ll wake you up early in the morning. We have
an early flight.”
She shivered. Bollocks, she hated flying. But the huge bags full
of clothes that she dumped out on the large bed lifted her spirits.
She held up various articles of clothing, admiring certain items
and cringing at others. Where did they get these? She grabbed one of
the pink and white drawstring bags and saw that the clothes had
come from a store called heartbreaker—she’d never heard of it. Funny
though, she thought, the name seemed appropriate, her heart had
been broken twice today, once when she said goodbye to Cosmo and
the other when she said goodbye to Claire. Three times actually, she
thought as she sorted through the heaps of clothing, she wouldn’t see
Adam before they left—and that was a biggy.
She sighed as she dug through the clothes, looking for
something to sleep in. She smiled sleepily when she pulled out a soft,
white wool night gown with little pink roses on the collar. David had
thought of everything.
She threw off her soiled clothes and jumped in the shower,
spending a good twenty minutes under the hot, steamy spray. When
she was done, she wrapped herself in probably the most luxurious
towel she’d ever felt.
Crystal squinted and peered through the steam into the mirror
only to see a fuzzy blob. She checked her hair – like she had every
day since it had turned blue – to see if the blue had washed out; it
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hadn’t. She swore that the blue wasn’t fading, but rather it was
getting brighter.
Bugger.
She let out another sigh, put on her new wool nightgown and
wrapped her hair in the towel. Then she jumped in bed and snuggled
under the heavy covers. She was too tired to deal with her hair or her
teeth, she just wanted to lie here awhile and let her bones rest.
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Blood is thicker than water.
English Proverb (17th Century)

A

fter Cosmo left David’s house he worried the whole way
back to his apartment. He threw several furtive glances
out the car’s window as it wound its way around the
lake and then headed into the city. He nervously and unconsciously
chewed his fingernails; a habit long since broken and one that he just
started again, that day.
He hated saying good-bye to her. He fretted and over stayed his
welcome. He knew that she was tired and needed rest, but he needed
to tell her some things. He told her that she was very special, not
only to him but to many people. He wanted, no, he needed her to
believe that. She looked at him with those amazing honey-brown
eyes of hers and he knew that she struggled to accept his words.
He wanted to tell her what she meant to him, who she was,
where she’d come from; but he couldn’t, it would only confuse her
more. So, he did the next best thing and promised that he’d watch
out for her sister. He promised her that he and Adam would be there
for her if she ever needed them for anything. He promised that when
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her journey was over, whenever that would be, that if she wanted,
she could have her job back.
Or if that wasn’t enough she could go into business with him.
He wanted to give her hope, something to want to come back for.
Hell, he was too old to continue running up and down the damn
stairs anyway; it was time for him to retire. Young as she was, he
knew that she was more capable of running his business than any
person other than Adam, of course.
So, that’s how it ended and she graciously accepted his offer.
Actually, she looked very happy when she heard his proposal and he
secretly hoped that it would be enough to bring her back to him;
selfish, yes, but he was a selfish old man.
The night’s temperatures quickly fell and rested well below
zero, the wind chill even lower. Cosmo couldn’t remember a colder
December. Subsequently, he couldn’t remember a colder November.
They’d already survived two major snowstorms and the forecast had
said that the city might run out of road salt, that’s how much snow
they’d already seen. At least forty inches, way more than he’d ever
experienced. And now, the cold had set in.
The large black car pulled up in front of Cosmo’s bookstore
while he mused about the weather and the good-byes. With a
shudder he prepared to get out, knowing the cold, dry air would
snap and take his breath away. The air was so cold the fumes from
the exhaust hung in the frozen atmosphere around the car like a thin,
white shroud.
As Cosmo reached for the door handle, he met Amin’s eyes in
the rear-view mirror.
“Take care, Cosmo Attis,” Amin said. “David will take good care
of the girl; do not worry. And do not be bothered, I made sure no one
followed. I will make sure that no one follows me back to the big
house. I have a secret way.” The little man flashed a smile that
revealed a mouth filled with tiny little teeth.
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Cosmo thought he looked a bit demonic and shivered before
quickly getting out of the car with keys in hand—he wanted to get
into his shop as fast as he could.
The long, black car pulled away, leaving behind a huge cloud of
exhaust which drifted slowly down the street, winding its way like a
serpent around the frozen lamp posts.
Cosmo didn’t bother with the lights, he knew his way around
the store well enough. As he slowly trudged up the stairs to his
apartment, he didn’t see the blue light shining out from underneath
the basement door, nor did he feel the cool draft. He was looking
forward to sitting in his chair, listening to the news and smoking his
pipe.
He gave Samantha a bit of food and refreshed her water. Then
he turned on the TV and with a groan, sank in the chair and packed
his tobacco pipe with his favorite English blend.
Suddenly, he stood up so fast that he almost knocked over the
table next to his chair. Adam! How could he have forgotten Adam,
Gina and his good-for-nothing grandson?
Growing alarmed, he set to pacing and wondered where Adam
was. Why hadn’t he heard from him? Did he say that he would come
back tonight? His fuzzy old brain couldn’t remember what their
parting words had been. Had Adam told him to call when he got to
David’s? He felt extremely guilty for not having thought about him
all day, even when he’d promised Crystal that he would tell him that
she would miss him. It was as if someone had come into his brain
and stole Adam right out of it.
He paced back-and-forth in his tiny bedroom while tying and
untying the belt to his bathrobe. He thought about Adam this
morning when he woke up, but then the call came in from David and
all thought of anyone except Crystal fled his brain.
Better call him—better make sure he’s safe. He needed to make
sure the boy was not in danger. News footage of a volcano erupting
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in Iceland had set his nerves on edge, and he didn’t trust Gina. She
was tricky.
Cosmo grabbed his phone and punched out Adam’s number
and waited, but Adam didn’t answer, his voice mail did.
“Um… Adam? It’s me, Cosmo. I, um…, I guess you’re not
there.” Cosmo smacked himself in the head for being such an idiot,
of course, he wasn’t there. “Please call me when you get this
message. Please call me right away. Okay?”
Cosmo stared at the phone. Why hadn’t Adam answered? What
had Gina done to him? Visions of Adam being held hostage in the
trunk of a car whirled through his imagination. He should have gone
instead! It was his family, his mess. He should have let his friend go
out to the house to see Crystal, that’s who she’d really wanted to see.
Damn it all to hell anyway. Where was the boy?
The sudden ringing of the phone in his hand startled him and he
choked out a little yelp. “Hello? Adam is that you?”
“No Gramps, it’s me, Daniel.”
Cosmo snorted, and then became alarmed. Why was Daniel
calling him?
“What do you want, boy? What has your mother done now? I
hope she hasn’t harmed a hair on Adam’s head.”
“I’m really sorry, but I think I’ve done something awful, really
awful…”
“Here, give me that thing,” Cosmo heard a scratchy voice say.
Then he heard a loud smack followed by a grunt and a girl’s voice
cry out.
What the…? Cosmo thought, becoming more alarmed.
“Hello? Is this Attis?” a gruff voice asked.
“This is Mr. Attis. What’s going on? Who are you?”
“I’ll ask the questions, mister. I got something here that you
might want. I got two things actually,” the voice cackled.
“What do you have that I might want?”
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“Well, I got me a girl here who looks like she could use some
help. And the boy can’t help her now. So maybe you want to come
over here and help her yourself?”
“Who? Help who? “What did you do to Daniel?” Cosmo cried.
“It doesn’t matter what happened to the boy. He doesn’t really
interest me. But the girl, she is valuable to me and probably to you so
I propose we make an exchange,” the voice said gruffly. “You’ve not
been cooperating, Mr. Attis. You were to give the girl to me; didn’t
your brother tell you that?”
Cosmo thought frantically. No, his brother hadn’t said anything
about that.
“Please, don’t hurt anybody.”
“We’ll keep her safe, don’t you worry. We’ll keep them both
safe.”
“Grandpa, they took Claire!” Cosmo heard his grandson cry out.
Then he heard another loud thud.
Oh God, not Claire!
“Darn it, he let the cat out of the bag,” the voice said playfully. “I
guess I better fill you in on all the dirty little details. You should
know that I have something, two something’s that you might want.”
“If you hurt one hair on their heads,” Cosmo threatened. His
chest hurt and he was breathing in shallow gasps. “I swear if you
hurt them I’ll hunt you down and…”
“Well, that’s exactly what I want you to do, mister. I want you to
come over and get them, but, of course, I want to make an exchange.
Do you know what I’m talking about?”
“Let me talk to her, let me talk to Claire.” Cosmo could barely
get the words out over the lump in his throat.
“Oh now, I can’t let you do that. Anyway, she’s indisposed at
the moment.”
No, oh no. He put his hand on his heart and thought he was
going to have a heart attack; this was too much for him, he was too
old.
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“What do you want me to do?” He could barely speak.
“I want the girl, old man!” the voice screamed. “She was
promised to me! Your brother promised that after she found the
book, she’d be delivered to me. You know where she is. You bring her
to me and I’ll give your grandson and her sister back to you. If you
don’t, then they’ll die!”
Cosmo reeled. His old brain scrambled to think of something,
anything. Who was he taking to? She sounded crazy.
His hands shook and he started to say something but the voice
said loudly, “What is that? Get them out of here!”
Cosmo heard a screech on the other end of the line.
“Aiieee!”
Then he heard a series of loud whacks, grunts and screams of
pain; then an eerie silence.
“Hello!” he shouted into the phone. “Hello, Daniel? Can
anybody hear me?” The hair on the back of his neck stood straight
up; the sounds he heard hadn’t been pleasant.
After a few moments a soft female voice whispered, “Hello? Are
ye still there?”
“Who is this?” Cosmo demanded.
“Hello? Bloody Nora,” the woman cussed softly. “I’m a wee bit
out of breath.”
Cosmo heard her breathing deeply. She sounded just like
Crystal, he thought as she tended to use this phrase quite often.
“Where’s my grandson?” he asked. “Have you hurt him? Have
you hurt Claire?”
“’Course I haven’t hurt Claire. An’ yer grandson will be all right
then. I think we got here just in time.”
Cosmo was relieved, yet he still felt completely helpless. Who
was this woman with the lovely Irish brogue?
“Who are you? What did you do?”
“Now don’t get yerself in a wee huff. We’re here t’ help, that we
are.”
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Cosmo rolled his eyes. “Please, just reassure me they’re safe.”
“Aye, fer now. But we’ll have t’ get Claire an’ th’ boy away from
here, somewhere safe. We can’t be lettin’ them go back t’ Claire’s
flat.”
“Do you know Claire?” Cosmo asked incredulously.
“How come yer after askin’ me that? ‘Course I know Claire.
She’s me granddaughter fer heaven’s sakes.”
Granddaughter!
“Are you…?”
“No more questions, please, over th’ phone.” Her tone was crisp.
“I tell ye what we’ll do. ‘T is a wee bit of a situation that we need t’
take care of. At present they’re manageable, but they’ll cause trouble
soon enough. Can ye drive, yeah?”
“Of course I can drive.” He knew what she wanted him to do.
“Where are you? I’ll come right over.” He felt a little better; he had
something to do, he wanted to see this woman who had claimed to
be the girl’s grandmother.
She gave him their location and Cosmo figured they were in the
warehouse district north of the city along the river. He could get
there in less than fifteen minutes. He hoped he had gas in the old
Buick. Cosmo forgot about poor Adam again.
** Ϋ **
“WHERE IS he!?” Gina tapped her toe, smoking her cigarette

down so low that she’d practically burned her fingers. “The little brat
better not double-cross me, he’d better not prove to be a worthless
scared rat like his old man. Lover boy’s gonna wake up pretty soon
and he’ll want an explanation,” the woman hissed, looking at
Adam’s lifeless form.
“Geez Dean,” Gina said, “you didn’t have to hit him so hard.”
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The gem cannot be polished without friction, nor man perfected without
trials.
Chinese Proverb

S

omething awakened Crystal and she bolted upright,
sending the towel that had been wrapped around her head
falling to the floor. She’d obviously fallen asleep and now
her throat was parched, her tongue felt like sandpaper and her hand
hurt. Jaypers, was she thirsty!
Reluctantly, she kicked off the heavy covers and rolled out of
bed. She quickly shuffled into the bathroom, hoping to find a glass
for some water. She found nothing, no glass or little cup; obviously
Amin hadn’t thought of everything. But she needed a drink and she
needed one now. She eyed the faucet, wondering if she could
overcome her stupid phobia of drinking straight from the source.
She shuddered. Nope. She had to go downstairs to find a glass.
Crystal headed to the door and hoped Amin wouldn’t scare her
to death by magically appearing out of nowhere, or Lady wouldn’t
leap on her and lather her face with her big, pink tongue and bark
her fool head off. She opened the door as quietly as possible and
peeked out. Not seeing anyone she crept down the large hallway that
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led to the stairs and hopefully, the kitchen. Dimly lit lamps shone
from wall sconces, helping to light the way. She looked like a
phantom as she crept down the hall. Her hair was in wild disarray
around her head and shoulders from being twisted up in the towel,
and her white nightgown billowed out behind her as she walked.
Again, she marveled at the home’s elegance. Even in the dark
she could tell the thick carpet in the hallway and on the stairs was
probably Persian, or some other type of very expensive floor
covering. The plush carpet on the stairs muffled her steps as she
glided down.
Looking for the kitchen, she came upon the small room they had
been sitting in for most of the day. Something drew her in, a calling
that she hadn’t paid heed to in a long, long time; her thirst was
forgotten. There, in the corner, stood David’s grand piano beckoning
for her fingers to stroke its keys. It had been a long time. The piano
hadn’t called to her this afternoon like it called to her now.
An invisible hand pulled her into the room, and slowly, like a
somnambulist, she drifted over to the instrument. Something gold
and large lay on top of the piano, but she didn’t pay any attention to
it, she only saw the piano keys she had sorely missed.
She sat down and stroked her long, slender fingers over the
ivories, knowing the sound each one made; remembering each song
she’d studied, each note she’d struggled with, each sonata that had
sent her soul soaring.
Softly, even though her injured hand throbbed, she began to
play her grandfather’s favorite piece, the one she played every night
while he’d lain so ill. Tears splashed on her hands as her fingers
lovingly caressed the keys, lightly playing the beautiful notes to
Beethoven’s lovely, Moonlight Sonata. The haunting melody drifted
down hallways and around corners in the great house.
Slowly, Crystal began to sense that something was wrong, but
her fingers continued to play. The foreboding sensation became
stronger and Crystal cried out in fear and pain, but her fingers
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continued to play. She tried to stop, but an unseen force controlled
her hands like a puppeteer and her fingers flew over the keys. Her
injured hand throbbed and began to bleed through the bandages.
Oh God! Help! She was held prisoner to the piano—she felt like
a marionette. The force that beguiled her controlled every move, she
couldn’t open her eyes as her fingers continued to play the beautiful
sonata.
Crystal continued playing. She didn’t see the form on the piano
begin to move, but she heard the hiss as it crept closer and she could
feel the cold skin as it wrapped itself around her, but she couldn’t
move. Bloody hell!
Suddenly, she was released from the unseen grip of the
puppeteer. Her fingers dropped from the keys as her eyes flew open
and she opened her mouth to scream, but nothing came out.
Something large and scaly was around her throat and it was gripping
her, tighter and tighter. She couldn’t breathe!
Her hands flew to her neck to claw at what held her throat in a
vise-like grip; she felt its cold, dry scales and then she saw a flick of a
gold tail. But the creature continued to squeeze. Her large brown
eyes were wild with fear, and then they slowly closed and the lights
in Crystal’s world went out.
Upstairs David was having a nasty nightmare, one he couldn’t
wake up from. He groaned and struggled to wake up but an unseen
force held him down. Lady sensed a danger in the house and
whimpered; but she couldn’t move either.
But something could move; something small and indiscreet. Its
white whiskers twitched as it watched Crystal fall to the floor, and
then it made its move.
** Ϋ **
It promised not to make contact!
Never accept a promise that that one makes.
It all seems to be falling apart!
214

PB MORLEN

Sometimes things fall apart to be put back together differently.
But the contract…
She is not alone; do not underestimate her and those that love her.
Was this expected?
No. Nothing is expected, all is possible. We shall wait, wait and see.
I can’t bear to watch.
Have faith, they do.
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BOOK TWO
THE AKASH
The Akash is an inter-dimensional library at earth’s inner core that
stores an infinite amount of planetary and divine information. There
are no physical 3-D rooms in the Akash. It is shaped rather like a
honeycomb with holographic chambers that store records that are in
a constant state of flux.
Wise ones say the chamber is crystalline and vibrates at such a high
and intense frequency that if any carbon-based body of organic
matter came into contact with it, the matter would immediately
vaporize.
Within the crystalline chambers of the Akash, Gaia leaves a master
set of instructions within every Akashic lineage that every human is
entitled to find, but not everyone will voluntarily seek.
There is a dark force on the planet that hunts for these records,
hoping to extinguish the information contained within. The
destructive force would sacrifice any human in order to destroy the
wisdom of the ancients held in the record’s honeycombed, crystalline
chambers. But there is only one who can gain the information needed
to illuminate humanity, and she can’t do it alone.

PART FOUR
STORIES AND SOLDIERS

IF I can stop one heart from breaking,
I shall not live in vain;
If I can ease one life the aching,
Or cool one pain,
Or help one fainting robin
Unto his nest again,
I shall not live in vain.
“If I Can Stop” by Emily Dickinson

NINETEEN

Between the devil and the deep blue sea.
Proverb of Unknown Origin

M

adelynn was surprised when the stone sent its
message. She always kept the blue stone very close. If
she’d kept it anywhere else, she might not have sensed

the alarm.
She had put her head down on her pillow for her midday nap
after eating a perfectly dreadful Christmas dinner—one in which the
turkey was dry and the cranberries cold—when the stone sent its
message and her complaints were quickly forgotten.
She picked up her small Blackberry and then, after retrieving
half a dozen messages, she packed a small bag with her essentials,
and met Sandra in the hallway. Her friend lived two doors down.
Sandra’s cap of white hair was covered by a lime-green and brownstriped knitted cap—her bright, heavy-lidded eyes gleamed with
excitement as she clutched her own little bag tightly to her chest.
Madelynn had to find herself a new partner after Piers died.
That’s when she and Sandra met up again. They had spent a lot of
time together in the past two years and Madelynn trusted her. She
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wasn’t as capable as Piers, she was scrawny and a bit timid, but her
loyalty was rock solid. And, she was very, very clever.
She and Sandra hopped into her little maroon minivan and
drove to the airport where they would pick up their friends, all of
whom had been flying through the night.
An hour later, the little van pulled out of the airport and headed
north on I-25. Her girls were in danger and it was time to take action.
“Well, me fine friends,” Madelynn said over her shoulder, “I hope
ye packed fer cold weather. I hear ‘t is crazy cold up there.” They had
one more stop to make before they got to their final destination—
hopefully, they could make it in less than twenty hours.
Madelynn had picked up four passengers at the airport: Daisy,
Marty, Levi and Angel. Daisy wore her ever-present turquoise
earrings, and a flannel shirt and denim jeans covered her slim body.
Sometimes she used a cane to walk, but she left that at home today.
Her curly gray hair was cut short to her head, and her skin was still
lovely, dark and soft. Her sharp, black eyes flashed when she was
angry – which was hardly ever – and she spoke in quiet tones.
Marty, a very large man, wore a pair of huge, black, hornrimmed glasses making his eyes appear to be the size of silver
dollars. Thick, black and gray eyebrows sprouted out of the top of his
glasses, and they waggled back and forth when he was upset. His
head sported a startling mass of thick, white hair that was forever
messy, and he was never seen without his old and ratty, brown
cardigan sweater. Daisy and Marty, married for more than forty
years, ran a dude ranch just outside of Wellington, New Zealand.
They were fairly successful at it.
Levi and Angel were a couple, too. They ran a thriving antiques
business in Santiago, Chile. They weren’t married, although they
wished they were, but they were devoted to each other just the same.
Most people thought they were brothers because of their intimacy
and comfort with each other; the people who knew them best knew
better.
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Levi was the taller of the two. He was lean and fit and was
always well-dressed. He loved bright ties and silk shirts, and he had
a slight penchant for Dolce and Gabbanna eyewear. He never let
anyone see him before he looked perfect—especially his beautiful
dark mustache, which he combed incessantly. His intense, dark eyes
exuded a remarkable intelligence, which some people felt was
arrogance and were put off. But he never seemed to notice, or maybe
he just didn’t care.
Angel, on the other hand, was the opposite in many ways—
except, he too, wore a large mustache. He was short and round, not
fat, but plump. His shirt was always stained with whatever he had
for breakfast, lunch or dinner, and his pants that were held up by his
red and white suspenders were forever slipping under his round
belly, causing his shirt to be perpetually un-tucked.
An amazing feature of Angel’s that caught most everyone’s
attention when they met him was his eyes. Unlike his partner’s dark
eyes that could sometimes be cold and calculating, his eyes were an
incredible, deep shade of green and they sparkled mischievously;
sometimes they were so vivid they appeared to glow. His eyes didn’t
match his unkempt appearance; they radiated such compassion and
wisdom that many people claimed he could see through to their soul.
The drive from Albuquerque to Denver took a little less than six
hours, and a few miles east of the city limits they pulled into a truck
stop. An old man with a thick, gray wool coat and a black winter hat
stood inside the gas station and scowled at the young male attendant.
A woman with an amused expression, wearing a large fur hat and
coat stood nearby and flipped idly through a magazine.
Six pairs of eyes watched as the old man shook his newspaper at
the poor boy. The woman lifted her gaze and her eyes lit up as spied
the van. She touched the man’s shoulder gently and, as they made
their way outside, she smiled softly at the poor boy whose confusion
was clearly written on his face. This was Luis and Kolie; they would
be joining the group.

223

ILLUMINATING CRYSTAL

Luis was Romanian and he let everyone know it. The moment
he met you he would smile—showing off his very large, vampire-like
set of teeth—and say in his heavy Eastern European accent, “Hi, my
name is Luis Sibrusky. I’m Romanian, and if you don’t like me, then
screw you!” He lived by something called, Murphy’s Law, a law that
if something bad was going to happen, it would happen to him. To
top it all off, he was a hypochondriac. Today he thought he might die
from eating too many Tootsie Rolls. His friends and family knew him
better than most, however. His cranky and rough exterior hid a man
who was fervently loyal and devoted to those he loved.
The woman, on the other hand, was graceful in manner and
when her warm, intelligent, dark eyes met yours you felt as though
she would accept you for who you are. Her handshake was strong
and heartfelt and when she spoke, she could convey her message
with a few well-chosen words. They lived in Denver in the winter
months near Luis’s family and in the summer months they lived in
British Columbia near hers. Their devotion to each other showed in
small, shared gestures and in the obvious mutual respect they
displayed.
Luis complained they were late, but no one paid him any
attention. They knew him well—he hadn’t changed a bit.
They grabbed food at various places, but none had very big
appetites as they were a tad bit excited. They’d been waiting for this
moment for a very long time.
As they made their way out of Denver, each occupant gave a
run-down of what they had learned over the year.
“I can only say that science has gotten it all wrong,” Angel said,
peering intently out of the car’s frosty window. “They say the birds
fell from the sky because they overate.” He snorted softly. “It’s the
most ridiculous notion that I have ever heard. Surely they should
know that birds cannot overeat,” he said, shaking his head and
making a tsk-tsk noise. “Surely they must know it has to do with the
water cycle and the shifting of earth’s magnetic grid. They don’t
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seem to recall how the whales beached themselves a few years back
because of a shift. The same thing happened to the birds. Their
navigation systems were affected and they flew too high into the
stratosphere. They were struck by freezing rain. More species will
begin to leave the planet as is appropriate to the changes. It’s sad,”
Angel whispered, “but they’ll be all right.”
Levi patted his hand and Luis, who sat behind Angel, reached
forward and squeezed his shoulder. Angel smiled and continued to
stare out the window.
“Ye know that science hasn’t caught up with ye yet, Angel,”
Madelynn said softly. “Ye’ve always been the smartest about our fine
wee animal friends. Good work. Levi?”
The older man cleared his throat. “Science is beginning to
debunk the theory that 97 percent of human DNA is junk. When the
Genome Project could only decode 3 percent of the total physical
DNA, they assumed the rest was junk and thus had no purpose.
“But modern science is finally discovering that human DNA has
a much greater purpose than simply being a blueprint for our bodies.
Some scientists are even discovering that human DNA is changing,
evolving. They have yet to discover the five additional double helix
strands but they have seen the shadows of these strands with their
electronic microscopes. They are calling these strands ‘shadow
DNA.’”
“Ah, that is grand,” Madelynn said, nodding her head. “ ‘T is
time for modern science to catch up then. Luis?”
The old man chewed on a toothpick. “Vell,” he grumbled, “there
may be trouble in the desert.”
Madelynn’s troubled eyes sought his out in the rear-view
mirror.
“That’s all I can say for now,” Luis said. “I vos searching for
more information ven I got the call. I’ll continue to votch for
suspicious activity.”

225

ILLUMINATING CRYSTAL

“Thank ye, Luis.” Madelynn clenched the steering wheel tightly
and breathed deeply. “When we find th’ girls, ye can continue with
yer search then. Kolie?”
“My Inuit relatives have spoken and they say next year, the
earth will show humanity many things their ancestors have never
seen,” Kolie said with reverence, hinting at the passion she felt for
her people. “Around the globe the jet stream has changed to
compensate for the current warming trend due to the shift of the
earth’s axis—the winter will not be kind to many and the rest of the
year’s weather will be very unusual.
“My relatives, those who live close to the land and navigate by
the sun and the stars over the arctic ice, claim that Earth’s axis has
tilted by a few degrees. The sun rises and sets in different places, and
they can no longer trust the placement of the stars as they used to.
The winds have changed, blowing from the east instead of from the
north, which in itself will cause unsettled weather.
“But their stories are also filled with excitement; they speak of
great changes to come, changes that happen with each new age.” Her
heavy-lidded, almond-shaped eyes—which belied her Canadian
heritage—sparkled as she conveyed her message. “Some say these
strange phenomena and anomalies indicate the end of the world. But
we know better.” Kolie smiled at Daisy and squeezed her hand. “It’s
all part of the change.”
“Thank ye, Kolie.” Madelynn nodded her head. “Indeed, we
know better. Marty?”
The old man wiggled his eyebrows and shrugged his huge
shoulders. “I know the reasons for the heat wave in Russia this past
summer,” he said. “It has nothing to do with the climate. It has
everything to do with the magnetic grid underneath Moscow.
“And,” Marty added, “this heated build-up of energy may also
affect the young ones in the Middle East who are tired of the old
ways—the magnetic grid is not only affecting the temperatures and
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the animals’ navigation systems, it’s affecting human consciousness
as well.”
Madelynn smiled. “Thank ye, Marty. That is fascinatin’. Daisy?”
“I haven’t been to the telescope since last month,” Daisy said.
“But I will say many are claiming Betelgeuse may explode any day
now. We know this is ridiculous, but doomsayers are looking for
anything to prove the end of the world is right around the corner.
You remember how some have said that when Betelgeuse explodes
our world will be done? Well, she won’t go supernova for hundreds
of years, if at all,” Daisy said with a firm nod of her head.
Madelynn looked over her shoulder and flashed a quick smile at
Daisy before giving her own report.
“In a few months humans will begin t’ feel th’ effects of th’
quake in Chile. This one quake threw th’ magnetosphere of Earth off
so drastically that it’s taken this long to settle – this one earthquake,
an’, of course, Haiti’s tragic quake, were great enough t’ shift Earth’s
axis. An’ they’re sayin’ Japan may have her day. Once the rains stop,
she’ll shake.”
Madelynn shook her head and peered sadly out of the window.
“We know th’ earth needs to move and shake a little—she’s been still
for so long now. Th’ ice caps are meltin’ an’ water will redistribute
itself. Ye know what happens then. She’ll have t’ shake an’ blow off
some steam t’ handle th’ extra weight.
“But our girl, our Crystal, she’s found th’ book an’ God willin’,
Tara, our beautiful planet, won’t shake hard enough t’ throw anyone
off her lovely back.”
Madelynn turned her head. “Have ye learned any more about
earth’s wee rhythms, Sandra?”
The small woman nodded and pushed her glasses up her nose.
“It’s no secret there’s a new rhythm pattern of earth,” she said, “most
all of you have mentioned this. But humans are beginning to
evaluate their own inner patterns because their circadian rhythms are
changing. Their pineal glands are starting to evolve, becoming
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crystalline in nature so they can adapt to earth’s higher vibrations
and harmonize to that new pattern. Most humans don’t know this of
course, these new rhythms are waking them up in the middle of the
night and they’re confused. They think there is something wrong
with them, but many will soon begin to realize it’s all part of the
evolutionary process that is occurring all over the earth.”
Madelynn smiled at her friend and began to concentrate on her
driving as the weather was turning. Snow had begun to fall and the
winds were picking up.
The car became quiet and the farther north they drove, the colder
and icier it got. Unfortunately, they ran into trouble along Interstate
80 near North Platte, Nebraska, due to heavy snow and accidents.
There had been at least a two hour delay. Sandra was very helpful
with the driving, although she usually drove too slowly. Madelynn
told her time and again that she needed to drive faster.
“Jaysus, Mary an’ Joseph,” she said more than once, “yer after
drivin’ like a wee turtle. We’re in a hurry, put th’ pedal t’ th’ medal
then!
“‘T is sorry that I am, Sandra, but Christ on a bike, yer drivin’
five miles under the speed limit, so ye are.”
“But it’s snowing pretty hard out there,” Sandra squeaked.
“What’s a wee bit of snow Sandra? ‘T is a special mission that
we’re on—pull yerself together an’ toughen up. Th’ girls need us, t’
be sure then!”
Sandra’s nose twitched and she sped up, clutching the steering
wheel tightly and leaning in closely.
AND SO, after many long hours on the road, they finally arrived.

Madelynn wouldn’t contact the girls for fear of their safety so she
used Daisy’s keen sense of smell to help locate their residence, only
then discovering that her granddaughter was no longer home. She
already knew that Crystal was off somewhere else.
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Madelynn and Sandra were the only ones that approached the
apartment; the others waited in the van so they wouldn’t attract
attention. Since Sandra was a marvel at breaking and entering, they
were able to let themselves in without a key, finding Vincent quietly
waiting for them in his cage.
“Hello, a ghrá mo chroí . My darling.” Madelynn let him out of
his cage, picked him up and snuggled him. “Ye must be very upset
then. Ye’ve done splendidly. Thank ye fer sendin’ out th’ call. Ye
couldn’t help bein’ in that wee cage, could ye then?”
She set the white cat down and reached into her pocket. “I’ve
brought ye somethin’.” She put a fancy blue collar around his neck.
“There now, don’t ye look fine.”
The cat purred and rubbed against her leg while she looked
around the room. “Saints preserve us,” Madelynn hissed through
clenched teeth. “‘T is a presence here that I’ve not sensed in a long
time.”
“Sandra,” she said over her shoulder, “I need ye t’ check th’
other rooms, see if ye find anythin’ unusual then. I’m after doin’
some sweepin’.”
Sandra disappeared into the kitchen and Madelynn crouched
down and discovered a foul-smelling powder on the floor. “Ah, this
will do,” she said softly. She sat in the middle of the living room
floor, closed her eyes and began gathering any residual energy that
still remained in the room. She held some of the powder, and tapping
into the vibrations still lingering in the ethers, she set to putting them
in reverse.
Vincent twirled his furry body around her, purring very loudly.
After a few moments of sitting very still on the floor, Madelynn
knew what had happened and she knew she needed to stay calm, but
the fear she felt was unnerving. She was obviously feeling Claire’s
fear immediately before her abduction – she was certain that was
what had happened. She had most definitely been here; and another
that she hadn’t seen or heard from in a long time. But she felt four
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separate energies—someone else had been with Claire at the time
they’d taken her. But who?
The two women got back into the minivan and Madelynn
handed Vincent to Daisy—Sandra held Crystal’s guitar. Madelynn
grabbed both on their way out, knowing Crystal would want her
beloved guitar and Claire would want her precious cat.
“Well, hello, Vincent.” Daisy stroked the cat who now sat
quietly in her lap. “You did splendid work today.”
“They’ve only been gone for a wee bit.” Madelynn threw the
little van into reverse. “Ye-know-who is back, t’ be sure.”
Levi and Angel looked at each other and nodded their heads.
Marty and Daisy gripped each other’s hands.
“She must be older than dirt,” Luis grumbled sourly. He’d
hoped she was dead, but no such luck. Kolie patted his hand like she
would that of a child’s.
“Daisy, I need ye an’ Marty t’ help me find them. ‘T is certain
her stench is stronger now.”
“That way,” Daisy and Marty said in unison, pointing north as
the van pulled out of the parking lot. “They’re not too far, shouldn’t
take too long,” Marty said, sitting up and putting his hands on the
back of the front seat while he licked his lips. “Her stench is getting
stronger,” he sneered. His eyebrows began waggling—he was clearly
upset.
** Ϋ **
COSMO’S OLD car sputtered and clunked its way to the old brick

building that overlooked the Mississippi River. He was glad that
he’d kept it serviced even though he never drove the dang thing. He
was also grateful that the car was a good winter runner; the sub-zero
temps never seemed to bother it.
He pulled up to the curb and waited for a sign that it was safe to
go inside.
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Within a few moments, he saw a woman step through an old
doorway set under an awning. She gave him a little wave before she
quickly darted back inside.
Cosmo looked forward to meeting Crystal and Claire’s
grandmother and finding out why Daniel was involved in all of this.
The boy was good-for-nothing, but he didn’t want him hurt. He was
also extremely curious how the woman had found them, how she
knew they’d been taken here, who had made that loud screeching
nose, and who had abducted the two kids.
He stepped through the door into a long, dimly lit hallway. The
little woman that had waved him inside stood in front of a door and
waited for him to approach.
“Are you, Cosmo Attis?” She gave him a pinched look.
“Yes, yes, I am.”
“Please, come with me then.” She led him through the door into
a large, dark room with high ceilings and huge, dirty windows
overlooking the frozen river below.
They passed through a large, drafty room, and then the small
woman led Cosmo through a doorway toward the back. When he
entered the small, window-less room, a half dozen or more people
looked his way. His grandson was sitting at a table with a bandage
around his head and a lovely blonde-haired girl tended to a wound
on his face.
This must be Claire, he thought as he studied her fair features.
She certainly didn’t share her sister’s darker good looks, but rather
hers were bright and sunny and she, too, he thought, was very, very
pretty.
A pretty, red-haired woman sat at the table with Claire and
Daniel. She held a white cat on her lap and stroked the animal’s back
as she looked at Cosmo. He wondered at her surprised expression.
Quickly, she gathered her composure and flashed him a radiant
smile before she stood and approached him with her hand
outstretched. She was dressed in an all-white winter pant suit that
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she filled out quite nicely. Her bright red hair was cut short, and on
either side of her head was a shock of white just above her ears. Her
intelligent, sea-blue eyes snapped and crinkled merrily as she smiled.
“ ‘T is good t’ finally meet ye then, Cosmo Attis.” She shook his hand
vigorously. “I’m Madelynn. Madelynn Blue.”
She stared at him intently which made him feel slightly
uncomfortable. “It’s nice to meet ye, too,” Cosmo said slowly, feeling
like he’d seen her before. He was a bit taken aback by her
appearance. She was truly a knockout! This was Crystal’s
grandmother? “But, you’re not…you can’t be…,” he stammered. She
didn’t look a day over fifty!
“Please, Mr. Attis,” Madelynn laughed softly, “we can’t be after
dilly dallyin’ around here all night. We’ve got work t’ do, so we
have.” She put her arms around Sandra’s slim shoulders. “But first,
introductions need t’ be made. This is Sandra Liang.”
The small Asian woman smiled shyly and inclined her head
toward Cosmo.
“Over there then are me fine friends, Daisy an’ Marty Peré.”
Madelynn swept her hand toward the couple sitting on a couch.
They gave him a little wave, and he half-heartedly waved back.
“Th’ two gentlemen standin’ are Angel Cordoba an’ Levi Jaul.”
The two men nodded their heads to Cosmo in acknowledgment. He
noticed their intimacy and secretly envied their full black mustaches.
He himself had never been able to grow a decent one.
“And that there is Luis Sibrusky,” Madelynn pointed to a tall,
rather menacing looking older man. Luis startled Cosmo by flashing
his teeth—Cosmo thought he looked like a vampire. Luis stood
behind an angry-looking old woman with gray, frizzled hair who sat
bound and gagged in a chair. The old woman glared and Cosmo
swore he saw smoke coming out of her ears. The two made quite an
interesting-looking pair. A bulky form lay on the ground beside the
old woman’s chair. It was a big man who was unconscious and
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whose hands were tightly bound. These must be the two who had
taken the kids, Cosmo thought. Who the hell were they?
“An’ this is Kolie Kuptana,” Madelynn smiled at her friend.
The woman wearing the fur hat who stood slightly behind Luis
gave Cosmo a warm smile. Her warm eyes and kind smile
immediately set him at ease.
Cosmo studied the small group, he envied their youthful
appearance. Somehow he knew they were close to his age, but they
appeared quite young and vigorous. He shook his head in
bewilderment and went over to where Claire and Daniel were sitting.
“Hi, Gramps,” Daniel said softly.
Cosmo ignored Daniel and smiled at Claire. She looked at him
with her huge blue eyes and he sensed somehow that he made her
nervous. He’d get to know her better later. Then he looked at Daniel.
“Boy, what did you do?” he sounded a bit harsh. He hadn’t
meant to, but that’s the way it came out.
“He didn’t do anything!” Claire stood up. “He was trying to
help me. Don’t you yell at him!”
“Now, now.” He was surprised at her defense of his grandson
who had given her sister trouble. “I didn’t yell at him.”
He looked at Daniel and didn’t see the gruff delinquent that
Daniel once was. He saw a scared kid with a banged up head and a
split lip.
“I’m sorry, Gramps.” Daniel shifted uncomfortably. “I led them
straight to Claire. I didn’t know about her.” He tossed his curly head
towards the old woman in the corner.
Cosmo wondered who she was. He didn’t know who any of
these people were, other than that Madelynn was supposedly Claire
and Crystal’s grandmother. He had a thousand questions to ask
everybody.
“Cosmo, Claire an’ Daniel,” Madelynn said. “Ye can all have a
wee chat later, we have t’ go now. We cannot stay here, an’
unfortunately we’re goin’ t’ have t’ bring these two with us.” She
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scowled at the old woman in the chair and the big hairy man at the
woman’s feet.
“Cosmo, I need ye t’ take Claire an’ Daniel with ye. An’ ye need
t’ take this old witch with ye too. ‘T is true that I don’t want her t’
know any more about ye-know-who until I know more.”
“Who?” Cosmo was confused.
Madelynn rolled her eyes and mouthed Crystal’s name silently
so the old woman wouldn’t hear.
“Oh,” Cosmo said sheepishly.
“An’ Luis an’ Kolie, I’d like ye t’ go with them an’ keep yer wee
eye on her t’ be sure.”
They looked at her and inclined their heads.
“We’ll take him with us then.” Madelynn eyed the big man on
the floor unpleasantly.
“But, Gran,” Claire said, “I still don’t know how or why Aunt
Sandra and everyone else are here.”
She looked at Sandra whom she’d known her whole life and
then to the others, hoping that someone would explain.
They smiled kindly but remained silent.
“’Course ye don’t,” Madelynn said. “Now, be a good lass, an’
help Cosmo an’ yer friend Daniel. I have things t’ do. Ye’ll get yer
answers soon enough. ‘T is a promise then.”
Claire had been unconscious when they’d gotten to the old
building. When she’d regained consciousness, she’d been
blindfolded, so hadn’t seen anything. She hadn’t seen what had taken
place after the group had broken into the room they were being held
in—but, boy, oh boy, had she heard!
When her blindfold was removed, she’d almost expired from the
surprise of finding her grandmother standing before her. That loud
battle cry came from someone, but it couldn’t have been her even
though she was obviously the boss of the bunch.
She’d never seen this group of people all together in one room
before. They had come to take care of her and Crystal at various
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times while their grandparents traveled for their work, scientific
work; Angel and Levi for a month here, or Daisy and Marty for two
or three weeks there. She didn’t know they all knew each other.
But her grandmother would not answer any of her questions.
She just patted her hand and said, “Soon, lassie, soon.”
“Now then,” Madelynn was saying, “ye take her with ye—Luis
an’ Kolie will keep an eye on her. We’ll take this sleepin’ tosser with
us, ‘t is best to keep them apart fer now. The rest of us have other
matters t’ attend t’.”
“Like?” Cosmo asked.
“Never ye mind that,” she patted his arm. “Ye just go with Luis
an’ Kolie, an’ stay put ‘til someone comes after ye. Don’t be after
untyin’ her hands—this may make things a wee bit difficult for ye,
but if ye do, ‘twill be bloody hell t’ pay. Luis an’ Kolie, I know that ye
know this, but I want th’ others t’ hear. Do I make myself clear then?”
They all nodded their heads.
“I have a lot of questions to ask you, Madelynn,” Cosmo
managed to say as they began to leave.
“‘T is a fact to be sure.” Madelynn picked up Vincent.
“But Gran,” Claire said, looking at her cat in her grandmother’s
arms. “Why are you taking Vincent?”
Madelynn stroked the cat’s white back. “Ye go on with Cosmo.
Be a good lass now.”
The little red-head threw on her fur coat—fake, of course—and
said, “Come along, Sandra, everyone, we’ve got work t’ do, t’ be
sure.
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t took Cosmo and the others a long time to get the old
woman into the car. She struggled valiantly, kicking Cosmo
in the knee more than once.
After they got her out of the chair—making sure to keep her
gagged and bound—she stomped on Daniel’s foot, head butted
Claire hard enough to knock her down and then kicked Cosmo in the
shin. Daniel ignored his bruises and grabbed her from behind,
hauling her off her feet. Cosmo and Claire made sure to stay away
from her flailing legs, and Luis decided her feet needed to be tied.
That took a lot longer than he anticipated, it was like trying to hogtie
a small cow; she was a tough old thing.
Finally, she was sufficiently subdued and they carried her out of
the building. They put her in the back seat between Daniel and Luis
so she wouldn’t throw herself out the door of the car. Claire and
Kolie sat in the front with Cosmo. Nobody spoke on the way home;
everyone was too tired.
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Once they got back to Cosmo’s building, Daniel hauled the old
woman from the car and threw her over his shoulders. She squirmed
and slammed him in the chest with her bony old knees. Daniel
grunted in pain and gripped her bony legs tighter. It was going to be
a very, very long night.
After everyone trudged upstairs, Cosmo knew he needed to lie
down. He thought his bruised and battered knees might buckle
underneath him.
Daniel saw his exhaustion. “You go lay down, Grandpa. You
look awful.”
Cosmo didn’t want to lie down. He didn’t want to miss
anything. But he knew that he had to. He’d never been this
exhausted in his entire life. He’d just rest a few moments, maybe shut
his eyes, but he didn’t intend to fall asleep. There were strangers in
his house.
They put the bound and gagged woman in one of the large
chairs in Cosmo’s living room, and she glared at all of them.
Claire thought the old woman looked like she was putting a hex
on her. It made her nervous. “She gives me the creeps,” Claire
whispered to Daniel once Cosmo had shuffled off after making them
promise to get him if there was any trouble.
“Does your head hurt boy?” Luis eyed Daniel’s head.
These were the first words they’d heard him speak. His voice
was deep and richly coated in a heavy Eastern European accent.
Daniel told him about the powder the old woman had thrown in
their faces. “I think that’s why my head hurts so badly. That stuff
was pretty powerful.”
“Jaypers, Daniel.” Claire rolled her eyes. “Your head hurts
because you were hit over the head and punched in the face.”
Daniel flexed his jaw and figured she was right. Even though
he’d been in plenty of brawls in his young life, he never liked getting
punched in the head.
“Do you remember what the powder smelled like?” Kolie asked.
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Daniel wore a puzzled expression. “Smelled like? Gee, I don’t
know, maybe a little like rotten eggs.”
“That’s right!” Claire snapped her fingers. “It did smell awful,
like something old and spoiled.”
Kolie raised her eyebrows and looked at the old woman.
“Mmhmm, just as I thought.”
“Vy don’t you make us some tea?” Luis rubbed his neck and
rolled his shoulders. “I’m thirsty as hell and tea helps settle my
stomach, vich by the vay feels terrible.”
Claire and Daniel looked at each other with raised eyebrows.
“Ve’ll keep an eye on old vot’s her name,” he said. “Ve’ll just
vait in here.” He sat on the couch, leaned forward and rested his
elbows on his knees. “Hi, remember me, Deloria?” he growled. “Just
to refresh your memory, my name is Luis Sibrusky,” he said,
grinning and exposing his large, white teeth. “I’m Romanian, and if
you don’t like me, then screw you!”
He laughed and she glared harder and really wished they’d
untie her hands so she could strangle him. She remembered him very
well. How could she forget?
“Do you have any idea what’s going on, Daniel?” Claire poked
around in Cosmo’s tiny kitchen looking for tea bags. “Do you have
any idea why that old lady kidnapped us?”
“Not really. But I think it must have something to do with
Crystal and that damned book.” Daniel watched Claire pour water
into the tea kettle. “Do you know where Crystal is?”
Claire shook her head and put her finger to her lips while
throwing sideways glances toward the living room.
Daniel hunched his shoulders and lowered his voice. “Oh, yeah,
right. We can’t talk about that in front of her.”
“Is it strange being here?” Claire glanced at Daniel. “I mean it’s
obvious you and Cosmo don’t have a very close relationship. I can’t
believe he was going to blame you for all this.”
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“He has his reasons,” Daniel said, leaning back against the
counter. “I just hope he doesn’t hate me too much for the trouble I’ve
caused…again.”
Claire couldn’t help feeling sorry for him. He looked so forlorn.
He really was just a big old softie, not at all what he had appeared to
be when he followed her around town and then sneered at Crystal in
the coffee shop. His mother must be terrible to make him want to
betray her.
Claire’s eyes widened in alarm when she remembered the
reason why Daniel came to her apartment. “Daniel, what about your
mom? Won’t she be wondering where you are?”
“Shh...” He shook his head and looked over at the old woman.
“Sorry,” Claire whispered.
“I’ve thought about that.” Daniel said quietly. “I’ve thought
about that a whole lot. I don’t know what she’ll do.”
“Damn,” he said a bit more loudly.
“What?”
“I forgot to tell Cosmo about Adam. God, I’m such an idiot. He’s
going to kill me. I forgot all about that poor guy.”
Claire rolled her eyes. “Daniel, you were sprayed in the face
with heavens knows what, and then you were beaten over the head.
Give yourself a break. You can’t save everybody.”
Daniel groaned. “But Claire, Adam is like Cosmo’s kid. I know
they are really, really close. I should have just come over here and
told him myself instead of going over to your place. I’m an idiot.”
“Yeah, you probably should have, but you didn’t. You can’t cry
over spilled milk.”
It was Daniel’s turn to roll his eyes.
“Adam is probably, well, hopefully, fine,” Claire said in a
matter-of-fact tone. “Tonight let’s just worry about her.” She looked
at the old woman who was nodding off.
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** Ϋ **
GINA SWORE and threw her cigarette on the floor using the toe
of her shoe to mangle it. Adam, by now awake, glared at her with
murderous eyes. His head hurt like hell and he was seeing double.
“The little bastard double-crossed me!” She stomped her foot. “I
sent him off hours ago; it shouldn’t have taken him this long. I
should have gone myself. I’m going to kill him! He won’t even
answer his goddamn phone.” She threw her phone onto the table.
Dean, the tall youth who had waved a gun in Claire’s face,
slouched in a chair while he watched an old rerun of “Bewitched”
and picked his teeth with a sharp knife.
Adam was on the floor, propped up in a corner and trussed up
like a Christmas goose with no chance of escape. One eye was black
and blue and dried blood caked the side of his face. Gina had felt a
tiny bit sorry for him and had removed his gag so he could take a
drink of water. She warned him to stay still so Dean wouldn’t have
to put another gag on him. Adam wasn’t stupid—he stayed quiet.
Gina didn’t trust Dean as far as she could throw him. That’s why
she’d sent Daniel to get Claire so she’d have more to bargain with.
She should have sent Dean with a promise of more booze. Now what
should she do?
She paced back and forth lighting a cigarette from the second
pack she’d smoked that day; the room was blue from all the smoke.
Adam choked from breathing the fumes. He suffered from his injury
but he refused to let Gina see his discomfort—he wouldn’t give her
the satisfaction.
The woman was clearly at a loss. Her support had bailed. Adam
quietly delighted over this change of events for the evil blonde who
was responsible for Crystal’s abduction. He wondered about her;
what she was doing now? He hoped she was getting a good night’s
sleep and she and Cosmo had shared a nice visit. He longed to feel
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her heavy hair in his hands and look into her beautiful warm, brown
eyes.
He thought about what he could have done last night that
would have prevented his current situation. He should have known
that Gina would only be able to tolerate his obvious dislike for her
for a short time. But there was something about the woman that
made him want to actually use physical violence against her. He
didn’t like how that made him feel.
All had gone well on their way to Indianapolis until they
stopped at a food oasis somewhere in Wisconsin. Most everyone,
including Daniel and Dean, got off the bus. He stayed on with Gina.
She was the one he really needed to keep an eye on.
This is when, unfortunately, he let his guard down because now,
after watching three people for hours, he now only had one person to
watch. Gina was sitting next to him by the window. He closed his
eyes for one moment, maybe two, and that’s all he could remember.
The next thing he knew he was trussed up and gagged with a
splitting headache.
How could he have been so stupid as to think he could close his
eyes? He still wasn’t really sure what happened, but he knew he’d
been hit hard over the head. How they got him off the bus he might
never know.
All he needed to do now was waiting for an opportunity to
escape. Soon one of them would fall asleep or something. He sensed
Dean was getting antsy and might leave. It was obvious that
something happened to Daniel. He’d either bailed like his mother
supposed, or he ran into trouble. Adam was just glad there was one
less person to deal with.
Suddenly, another pain exploded in his head; his eyes rolled
back and he blacked out.
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** Ϋ **
AS ADAM lay unconscious and Cosmo’s group struggled with
Deloria, the other half of the little band prepared to leave, but they
were met with their own challenges as the job of getting the large,
scraggly-haired man into the van was proving difficult.
“Madelynn,” Sandra said softly as she climbed into the front
seat. “Don’t you think Cosmo looks just like Constantine?”
“Aye,” Madelynn said. They were brothers after all.
“Do you think Como knows about us?”
Madelynn ignored Sandra’s question while she watched Levi,
Angel and Marty through her rear view mirror struggle to hoist the
large man into the back of the van. Then she looked over her
shoulder. “We can’t be after wakin’ him up Marty, be careful then.”
After bumping the man’s head once and nearly dropping him,
they finally succeeded in getting him in and cleared his limbs from
the van’s rear door before closely it firmly. Then they climbed into
the back seat.
“Levi, I want ye t’ watch him,” Madelynn said, turning the key
in the ignition and revving the accelerator. “If he stirs even a wee bit,
do yer thing, yeah?”
Levi complied by looking at his watch, tapping it once, and then
tapping it again. He hoped his calculations would serve them well;
the man should remain unconscious for a few more hours.
Earlier, while Madelynn was waiting for Cosmo to arrive, she
heard something that she hadn’t heard in a very long time: the soft,
beautiful notes of her husband’s favorite composition. The notes
crept into her brain and remained there, playing over and over and
over; they were still there so she knew they weren’t too late. She
didn’t know which way to go, but Daisy and Marty helped her—
when they put their noses together, they were better than a pair of
bloodhounds.
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The freeway took them west out of the city to a road that wound
around a frozen lake bathed in bright moonlight – it was quite
beautiful. Madelynn listened for Daisy’s instructions as she drove.
“Take a right,” Daisy said calmly. And then she’d say, “Turn
here. No wait, go back.”
So the little van would stop, pull over and Madelynn would
back it up, causing a lot of the drivers that had been following them
to honk and glare. She didn’t pay them any attention. She didn’t care.
She just wanted to get to Crystal—she sensed her granddaughter was
in danger.
After thirty minutes or so, Daisy told her to stop and they
waited alongside the road while she got her bearings. Madelynn
hummed Moonlight Sonata; she couldn’t get the music out of her
head. Sandra twitched her nose. Levi checked his watch and Angel
made little faces on the frosty window with his fingertips. Marty
waggled his eyebrows and stared straight ahead.
“Yes, turn here, Madelynn,” Daisy finally said. “This is it. Turn
off the headlights; the light from the moon is strong enough to light
the way.”
The van crept quietly up the long and winding driveway. Heavy
shadows from tall pines cast themselves across the car as it crept
along. As the little van rounded a bend, little white lights that
twinkled out of young trees began to appear up ahead; behind the
lights loomed a very large house with windows and rooftops carved
out in the darkness by the same white lights that shone from the
trees.
“My goodness.” Sandra pushed her glasses up her nose and
stared.
Madelynn smiled as the van pulled out of the shadow of the
trees. “Saints be praised. ‘T is just as I thought then.”
Marty peered out the front window. “It’s a big one, all right.”
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Madelynn gathered her thoughts. “Daisy, ye come with me an’
bring wee Vincent. I might need yer radar. An’ Sandra, ye’ll need t’
help us get in. Th’ rest of ye stay here an’ watch him.”
She thrust her chin toward the large man in the back of the van.
“ ‘T is a promise that I’ll be after lettin’ ye know when an’ if we need
ye.”
The three women approached the house with Sandra in the lead.
Madelynn held Vincent who shivered just a little; he’d dealt with
cold worse than this in his day. Daisy brought up the rear; she was
the coldest of them all and her teeth chattered loudly. Sandra had
been surveying the house since they’d first seen it and had already
determined which door would be easiest to enter. Sandra confidently
led the women along. They knew they were going to leave footprints
because of the deep snow, but hopefully when the footprints were
discovered they’d be long gone, or if not gone, at least given a chance
to explain their invasion.
Daisy hoped they would get inside quickly; her feet were halffrozen already.
A few moments later, Sandra opened the door and let them in.
Once inside, they heard the music that had recently haunted
Madelynn. She set Vincent down and indicated that she wanted him
to take the lead, so he held his tail straight up, twitching it this way
and that and slowly proceeded with an air of importance.
Up the stairs they went that led them into the front hallway
complete with a huge, open staircase. The threesome waited and
listened to the music that was coming from a room somewhere close
by. Then they heard moaning and a girl’s voice cry out.
Sandra started to advance, but Madelynn held her back. “Wait
then.” She looked at Vincent. “Vincent come with me, you two stay
here.”
“But….” Sandra grabbed her arm.
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“Sandra, please, I need ye two t’ keep anyone from enterin’ th’
room. ‘T is for sure they’ll be after hearin’ us. If they do, do what ye
must t’ keep them from comin’ into th’ room.”
Madelynn’s request appeased the little woman. She nodded her
head, and she and Daisy watched quietly as Madelynn and Vincent
approached the room where the music came from.
Her granddaughter looked beautiful as she played the piano,
swaying back and forth with her hair in wild disarray around her
shoulders. Madelynn’s eyes welled up with tears as she watched. It
had been a long time since her granddaughter had played; she’d
stopped after Piers had died. She saw the blue streaks in Crystal’s
dreadlocks and smiled. Her granddaughter had always been one to
push the boundaries of fashion.
Suddenly, with a flash, she saw something huge and gold wind
itself off the piano onto her granddaughter and begin to wind its way
to her throat. She saw her granddaughter grab at the huge snake as
she fell to the floor.
“Jaypers,” Madelynn breathed. She looked down at Vincent.
“All right, me wee beastie. ‘T is time t’ do what ye need t’ do then.”
The white cat twitched its whiskers and ran into the room,
growing as it ran. By the time it got to Crystal it was the size of a
small, white lion.
The big cat locked its jaws around the nape of the snake’s head,
sunk in its teeth and yanked. The snake thrashed and uncoiled itself
from around Crystal’s throat.
Madelynn quickly dragged her granddaughter to the far side of
the room. She sat on the floor and put Crystal’s head in her lap, and a
low, rumbling hum escaped from the older woman’s throat.
Vincent and the snake were tearing up the room. It was hard to
tell which one was winning the battle. The snake whipped its giant
tail around the cat’s legs; all that could be seen was a blur of the
tangled pair as they fought with snapping jaws, giant claws and
lethal tails; the glass aquarium barely escaped unscathed but David’s
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small, blue glass statuettes shattered dramatically as they crashed to
the floor.
Finally, the serpent lay still and Vincent slunk towards
Madelynn, shrinking down to his normal size.
“’T is a splendid job then, wee Vincent,” she cooed. “Are we safe
for now, yeah?”
The cat nodded once and then collapsed.
“Good,” she whispered as she stroked Crystal’s head.
Her eyes widened when she saw a mark appear on Crystal’s
throat. “Jaysus, Mary and Joseph.”
At first she thought it a bruise, then it grew in size and took on a
definite shape. Alarmed, Madelynn looked to where the snake had
lain. It was gone! She looked at Crystal and saw her granddaughter’s
eyelids flutter open.
“Gran?” Her eyes once again fluttered and closed.
Madelynn stared at her beautiful granddaughter who now had a
large, gold snake tattooed on her neck. Madelynn shivered and
gently turned Crystal’s head, which was lying in her lap, from one
side to the other.
What did this mean? She gently touched Crystal’s neck, it felt hot
but her pulse beat slow and strong. She let out a sigh of relief. She’d
be okay. And then she noticed her granddaughter’s bandaged hand,
the wrappings were frazzled and blood stains seeped through. Oh
my, Madelynn sighed, her eyes roaming over her granddaughter’s
beautiful face. What sort of trouble had Crystal gotten into this time?
But her musings were quickly interrupted.
“Who the hell are you!?” A loud voice demanded from the
hallway.
“Now, now young man,” she heard Daisy say calmly.
“No, don’t!” Sandra cried out.
David burst into the room. His breath came up short as he spied
the destruction laid out before him. His piano was half-standing as
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the front legs had col*lapsed, the carpet was shredded and a few
pieces of furniture were smashed to pieces.
“What the hell?” He spotted Crystal on the floor in the far corner
of the room.
“Crystal!” He ran towards her.
Here we go, Madelynn thought, dreading to see his face when
he recognized her.
She looked up and David froze in his tracks. He blinked and his
mouth sagged open. Then he put out his hand, took one step and fell
flat on his face.
Lady burst into the room and threw herself on Crystal, licking
her face until Crystal awoke and slapped her away. Satisfied that
Crystal was safe, she went about trying to revive her master.
Madelynn looked up to see Sandra and Daisy’s puzzled
expressions.
“You mean this is him?” Daisy said quietly.
Madelynn smiled. “Yes. Isn’t he a bonnie lad?”
She smiled lovingly at the man sprawled at her feet. “Ye have a
very fine house, boyo, t’ be sure.
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“H

ello, Amin. ‘T is a long time it’s been then.”
Madelynn sat on the floor holding Crystal’s head in
her lap; David was still sprawled out in front of

“Hello, Miss Madelynn.” Amin acknowledged her with a quick
bow. He’d entered the room behind Lady and stood next to Daisy
and Sandra near the door.
He raised a thick, black eyebrow after recognizing the white cat.
“I see that Vincent is alive and well.”
Madelynn gave him a quick smile. “Aye. He belongs t’ Claire
now.” She stroked the cat’s fur. “I sent him off t’ live with Claire
knowing that Crystal would follow her bonnie sister. ‘T is for sure he
makes a very good body guard, no?”
The little man nodded his head. “That is indeed true. I have seen
him in action. He is a splendid animal.”
“Amin, would ye?” Madelynn indicated that she wanted Amin
to assist a dazed David to his feet. She herself was leading Crystal,
who was sagging against her, from the room.
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Then she instructed Sandra to go out and get the rest of the
group, it was safe to come inside now. It was also time to go get
Cosmo’s little group. She’d just determined that this would for now
and forever be their new headquarters.
When Levi and Marty struggled inside with the still unconscious
man, Lady’s hackles went up and she bared her teeth emitting a low
and ominous growl. Vincent hissed but continued to lick his wounds.
Amin’s eyes widened in surprise and he looked at Madelynn as
he pointed to the man. “Wyndon! Where did you find him? What has
happened to him?”
“He was with Deloria, Amin.” Madelynn watched the small
man’s eyes go wide with surprise. “I do not know any more than
that. He could be dangerous, so we are keepin’ him sedated for
now.” She smiled and put a hand on Amin’s arm. “‘T is been a long
time.”
Amin stared at the large man with an expression that was hard
to read. Then, with a brisk nod, he acknowledged the three men who
had carried him in. “Levi, Angel, Marty.” He kept glancing at the
unconscious man who hung from Levi and Marty’s arms like a rag
doll. “Where are Luis and the others?” he asked Madelynn.
“Luis an’ Kolie are with Cosmo—they are keepin’ an eye on
Deloria for now,” Madelynn explained. “Pep will be along a wee bit
later—she had far t’ travel. Go ahead an’ take th’ wee brute into th’
living room.” Madelynn pointed down the hall. “I’ll be right along.”
Levi and Marty men lurched down the hall, dragging the large
man whose heels caught the rug runners that covered the wooden
floors. Amin watched in dismay as the now-rumpled rugs
accompanied the men down the hallway. His once neat home was
rapidly becoming quite ruined.
“Where is th’ book then?” Madelynn looked at Amin.
Amin dragged his eyes away from the rug-less hallway. “It is
safe upstairs. I checked before I came down.”
“Would ye check to make sure it’s still there?”
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Amin gave a brisk nod and turned away.
David and Crystal, now awake, sat on a one of the couches in
the living room. David was numb with shock, and Crystal was lightheaded and woozy from being nearly choked to death by the snake;
they both stared ahead blankly. Every now and then David’s eyes
would dart around the room, then they’d land on Madelynn, who
had taken a seat across from him, and then they would go blank
again.
“Amin, I need ye t’ get Cosmo an’ th’ others,” Madelynn said to
the small man once he’d returned. “Now is as good a time as any t’
bring her in t’ be sure. Just make sure that Deloria is blindfolded an’
her bloody hands stay tied. She is not t’ know where we are; I know
she’ll figure it out soon enough, but we need time. Marty could you
please go with, yeah? ‘T is for certain that David has a big car, big
enough for all of ye.”
** Ϋ **
“SHH….” SERENA knelt in front of the door and kept her voice
low. “They are in there, I can hear her. She has become agitated, that
is good,” she whispered to her husband, Will. “I think that it is now
her turn to feel a little pain for the pain she has caused my brother.”
They quickly stood up and Will expertly kicked in the door.
Serena rushed in followed by Will, and he quickly overpowered
Dean who’d been slumbering in a chair. He took hold of the man’s
neck and squeezed, Dean passed out without ever waking. Then he
went to Adam’s side and began tending to him.
As her husband rushed Dean, Serena rushed at Gina who was
sitting at the kitchen table with her mouth open ready to scream.
Serena used her lightning fast hands to subdue the woman; she
threw her face down on the table and yanked her arm behind her
back. “If you scream, I’ll break your arm,” Serena whispered in her
ear. “Do you understand?”
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Gina groaned and nodded as best she could.
“Where are the others?” She wished she could break her neck for
the harm she’d caused her brother.
“Who?” Gina grunted.
“Your son and the girl you sent him to bring you, where are
they?”
Gina’s eyes squinted angrily into the woman’s face.
“I don’t know; he skipped. I haven’t seen him in hours, aaah!”
Serena yanked her arm harder.
“I swear, I don’t know!” Gina thought she might vomit from the
pain in her arm.
Serena slammed her head down again and stood up. She looked
at her husband who was crouched down next to Adam.
Will looked up at her with serious eyes. “He needs medical
attention, Serena. He’s hurt bad.”
Serena glared at the woman who was now bleeding from her
split lip. “She’ll need to come with us. I’ll bind her up, you help
Adam. We’ll have to take him to Grey Eyes. He’ll know what to do.”
Serena pulled a large role of duct tape from her coat pocket and
began wrapping up the now very subdued Gina.
** Ϋ **
THE LONG black car, now full of passengers—one of which was

very angry—drove up the long winding driveway and pulled to a
stop in front of the great house.
Amin stepped out of the car and briskly walked up the
sidewalk. With hanging heads and shuffling feet, Claire and Daniel
followed—they were both very tired and Cosmo walked slowly
behind them, as did Marty. Luis and Kolie drew up the rear, leading
a blind-folded and gagged Deloria.
Once inside, Amin graciously took their coats and disappeared
down the hallway. He was a bit shaken up after seeing Deloria again.
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He needed a moment to himself. The others headed into the living
room, seeking the heat from the roaring fire in the fireplace.
“Come in, come in.” Madelynn stood next to Daisy by the fire.
“Put her there, please, Luis, thank you.”
Luis plunked Deloria down in a chair on the opposite side of the
room from the man they’d found her with and once again bound her
feet together.
Claire saw Crystal sleeping on a couch next to a man she’d seen
before; there was something very familiar about him. Angel had been
kneeling down in front of Crystal and quickly stood when Claire ran
over. He’d removed the bloodied bandage from Crystal’s hand and
lathered some of Amin’s medicine on the wound. He’d just rewrapped her hand when her sister flew to her side.
“What’s wrong with them?” Claire looked at her grandmother
who was quietly sipping her tea. “Are they hurt? Is she hurt?”
“She’s sleepin’ a ghrá. The lass had a busy night.”
Madelynn set her cup down and poured one for her
granddaughter. “Here, have some of tea. I know ye have many
questions. “An’,” she looked at Cosmo, “I know ye do too, yeah?”
He nodded his head slowly and looked at Crystal and David
oddly. He wondered why they were sleeping. It was most unsettling.
“Luis,” Madelynn smiled at her friend, “ye may take Deloria’s
blindfold off an’ ye may take th’ gag from her mouth then. She
would probably like some tea, wouldn’t ye, Deloria?”
Luis removed the blind-fold and the gag and stood behind her,
placing his hands on her shoulders and giving them a quick squeeze
in warning. Her dark eyes darted about the room as she shrugged his
hands off her shoulders angrily, and then she spat on the carpet.
“Elegant as always, Deloria,” Luis sneered.
The old woman glared at each person in the room and when she
saw Crystal her eyes widened and a sinister smile began to spread
over her wizened and wrinkled face, but when she looked at Claire
her smile dropped away.
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Claire quickly looked away.
“Luis,” Madelynn’s eyes were icy, “would ye please put yer
hands back where they were an’ make sure she stays put then?”
Luis did as he was told, and once again, he squeezed the bony
shoulders of the one who now had eyes only for Crystal.
“An’ Deloria,” Madelynn continued, “If ye don’t stop oglin’ my
bonnie granddaughter, I will have t’ take out yer eyes. Do ye ken?”
Deloria’s dark eyes darted towards Madelynn and she backed
down. She knew she was at a disadvantage, her hands were still tied
and she’d seen what this woman could do if threatened.
“Angel, would ye kindly wake David and Crystal.” Madelynn
said, “Tis time to tell our story.”
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TWENTY - TWO

Nothing is as burdensome as a secret.
French Proverb

A

ngel gently placed his hands first on Crystal’s head, and
then on David’s. Slowly their eyes opened and Crystal
yawned, long and loud. She felt like she’d slept for
hours, actually, she felt very good. She closed her eyes again,
relishing in the peaceful feeling that washed over her. She felt like
she was underwater—voices, familiar voices whispered around her.
Maybe she was dreaming again.
David, on the other hand, felt peculiar, like he’d remembered
something, yet he couldn’t remember what it was he was supposed
to know. Then he saw her, sitting across the room, looking at him
with a warm and loving smile. He shook his head and blinked his
eyes. It couldn’t be her. It just couldn’t.
Dr. Lange? Claire looked closely at the handsome man on the
couch next to her sister. Now she knew why he seemed so familiar.
He’d taught her physics class her freshman year and he’d given her
an ‘A’, and she’d had a little crush on him. What was he doing here
with Crystal?
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David eyed Amin who stood in the corner; his friend, his
confidant. “Amin? Did you know?” David looked from Amin to the
woman whose face he’d missed and back to Amin again.
“Yes, David. I knew about her,” Amin said.
“But, why?” David became angry. “Or,” his eyes lit up and he
looked at Madelynn hopefully, “maybe you just found me?”
Amin looked down, not wanting to see the hurt in David’s eyes.
Madelynn’s heart gave a quick tug as she looked at the long scar
along the side of David’s face. “A leanbh na páirte, my dear child,”
Madelynn said softly. “Yer mother was my twin sister. ‘T is for
certain that I know how seein’ me must hurt. Ye do not remember
me, no?”
David shook his head and sank deeper into the couch. Twin
sister? But they looked identical—they sounded identical. It had been
a long time; his mother’s face had never been erased from his
memory and her gently burred words had always been with him. His
mother wasn’t alive, and she had a sister.
“But where have you been?” he whispered.
Before Madelynn could answer, Crystal’s surprised voice broke
through their somber interlude. “Gran!?” Crystal, now fully awake
and clear-eyed, looked around the room. “Why…Cosmo, when did
you get here?” Her wide eyes continued to roam the room and she
furrowed her brow when she saw her sister. “Claire? Why are you
here? What’s going on?” As she spoke her voice grew louder, and
she quickly stood up. “Why is everyone here?”
Claire shook her head slowly and lifted her shoulders in a quick
shrug. “She wouldn’t tell me, Crys. Gran wouldn’t say why they’re
all here.”
Crystal spotted an old woman with a head of wild, gray hair
sitting in a chair next to Uncle Luis; she shuddered at the old
woman’s hateful stare. Then she saw a very, large man sleeping on
the floor. Crystal sat back down and closed her eyes. She tried to
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remember how she’d gotten into this room and she wondered if she
was having another dream, maybe even a nightmare. Bollocks.
“Crystal lass,” Madelynn said softly. “I know this is a surprise
an’ I intend on tellin’ ye exactly why we’re all here. There is much t’
explain t’ be sure. I cannot promise ye that what ye hear ye will like.
Please, let me tell my story. When I am done, ye may be after askin’
as many questions as ye like. I know this is very complicated, like a
web or a wee puzzle. I will try my best to explain it all as I go.”
Slowly, Crystal turned to David and looked at him intently. He
seemed so sad. She shook her head and turned toward her
grandmother. “Did I hear you say that David’s mother was your
twin sister?”
Madelynn nodded her head slowly.
“I didn’t know you had a sister, Gran. You’ve never spoken of
her.”
“Gran, is Dr. Lange related to us?” Claire asked quietly.
Madelynn nodded her head again.
“Dude,” Crystal patted David’s hand, “we’re related.” Maybe
this is why he was so comfortable to be around, she thought. It made
sense, if nothing else did.
With sad eyes and a small smile David said, “Yes, it seems that
we are.”
Suddenly, Crystal jumped up from the couch and pointed to
Daniel. “What are you doing here!?” She had just noticed him sitting
on the floor next to Claire.
Claire put her hand on Crystal’s arm and squeezed gently. “It’s
okay, Crys. I’m here because she,” Claire thrust her chin towards
Deloria, “came to our apartment and threw something dreadful into
our faces and kidnapped us.”
Crystal’s mouth dropped and she looked at Cosmo. “What!?”
The old man shook his head and lifted his shoulders in a quick
shrug.
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“And,” Claire continued, drawing her sister’s attention back to
her, “if it wasn’t for Daniel coming to the apartment to tell me he was
sorry for hurting you, I think I could have been hurt.”
Claire gently pulled on Crystal’s arm so that she would sit
down. “Daniel explained a few things to me, Crys. He has something
to say, don’t you, Daniel?”
Claire looked at the boy who she knew felt sorry for what he
had done. Daniel blushed in discomfort—all eyes were now on him.
“I…I’m sorry, Crystal, for being mean to you and kidnapping
you off the street. I didn’t want to, but my mom, well, my mom
pretty much made me do it. Can you forgive me?” He smiled
hopefully.
Crystal stared with uncertainty. He looked so vulnerable with
his bandaged head and his lopsided grin. Claire obviously had come
to terms with him, so, for now, she thought as she nodded her head
and sat back down, she would accept that he wouldn’t cause any
more trouble.
“I still don’t understand why you’re here,” Crystal said. “Why
you’re all here, in David’s house, in the middle of the night.”
Madelynn toyed with the hem of her sweater; she had so much
to explain.
“Crystal and Claire, a thaisce, my treasures, like David, ye may
hear things that ye will not be after likin’. An’ ‘t is a promise that the
lives of everyone in this room have been an’ will be affected by the
story that I will tell. ‘T is now time to begin.”
“FIFTY YEARS ago,” Madelynn began, “in a desert far away, a
very special blue stone was found. ’T is a fact this story begins a few
years before, when hundreds of students from around th’ world
responded t’ a very appealin’ offer from Oxford. Many of us were
chosen t’ be part of a spearhead program designed for future
geologists, physicists and natural scientists. Obviously, a very large
amount of money had been donated by some bonnie philanthropist;
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our stay at Oxford was completely funded through this endowment,
so it was.
“From th’ hundreds who received a full scholarship, twelve
were chosen t’ travel with our professor, Dr. Deloria Merovingian,
for a special seminar. I believe we were picked because of certain
skill sets we had.”
Madelynn looked at Deloria. “We were told th’ essays we’d
written had landed us th’ trip. Unfortunately, our professor turned
out t’ be a wee liar, so she did.”
Everyone looked at the old woman who returned their stares
with an angry, narrow-eyed glare.
“Other than th’ four who are not here, those who traveled with
our professor are here in this room. James an’ Piers have died,” she
said sadly. “Pep will be along a wee bit later, an’ Constantine, well,
no one knows where he is then.”
Cosmo’s eyes flew to Madelynn’s face; she’d mentioned his
brother’s name. “When you say Constantine,” he asked quietly, “are
you speaking of my younger brother?”
Madelynn nodded her head. “Aye. He was part of our group,
Cosmo. I gather you didn’t know this?”
“I knew he’d studied at Oxford, you just surprised me. I didn’t
know he knew you.”
“‘T is a good time to tell them, Cosmo. Don’t ye think?”
Madelynn’s eyes rested on Cosmo knowingly.
How did she know?
Cosmo nodded his head and looked at Crystal. “My brother is
your grandfather; your mother’s father.”
Madelynn looked at Crystal and then Claire. “Cosmo is yer great
uncle.”
Great uncle? “But why didn’t you tell me sooner?” Crystal was
dumbfounded.
David shook his head. This really is a tangled web, he thought.
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“Your brother is our grandfather? Did you know our parents?”
Claire’s awe-filled voice floated through the room.
“I met your mother twice,” Cosmo said. “You lived not too far
outside the city and your mother came to visit. She was a beautiful
young woman, just like you both.”
“We lived in Minnesota?” Claire asked incredulously.
Cosmo nodded and looked at Crystal. “When you blew into my
shop I couldn’t believe it could really be you,” he smiled. “That’s
why I asked if you had a sister. I knew your names; I met you both
when you were quite small. But for some reason you didn’t give me
your sister’s real name so I didn’t know it was you until after you’d
been taken.
“Then I learned the truth and, well, it’s all very confusing really
because we all thought you were dead – the fire and all.”
Claire burst out. “Dead? Like our parents? But why?”
Madelynn held up her hand. “We’ll come t’ that in a moment
lass.”
Crystal was amazed when she saw the sudden hardness in
Claire’s blue eyes. This was something she’d never seen before—her
sister, mad. And, Crystal supposed, she had every right to be. There
were secrets afoot and her grandmother was stalling.
“Have ye heard from Constantine then?” Madelynn asked
Cosmo.
He shook his head; he hadn’t heard from his brother in well over
a year.
She sighed before she continued with her story. “Th’ twelve of
us an’ our professor traveled t’ a foreign land—we all knew
somethin’ was wrong after we arrived an’ we did not travel north
like she said we would. She told us we would attend a seminar at an
acclaimed university, but ‘t is a fact she had other wee plans.
“Our professor was after actin’ a bit strange, an’ in th’ middle of
th’ night, we traveled by bus, t’ a bonnie river outside th’ city.
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Strange things began t’ occur when we got there, an’ our trip took a
nasty turn.
“At the river, Cerberus, Deloria’s giant black dog was waitin’ for
us. ‘T is for certain his presence an’ ferocity made it difficult for any
of us t’ think of escape.
“Deloria hired two soldiers t’ drive th’ bus. An’ I’ll never forget
what happened t’ one of them, t’ that poor wee man.”
With anguished eyes she looked at the big man who lay
unconscious on the floor.
Deloria snorted and Amin threw her a look of pure hatred.
David was surprised; he’d never seen Amin’s composure crack.
The man obviously hated this woman.
Madelynnn continued, “Deloria led us through a cliff wall t’ a
fey place beneath th’ river, an’ th’ wee beastie, Cerberus, gave us no
choice but to follow. Once we’d entered this place, it seemed we’d
jumped into a hollow tube—we fell for what seemed like miles,
straight down. For certain, we were petrified, an’ when we stopped
fallin’, we were standin’ in a huge, glorious room with giant paintin’s
of animals on th’ walls an’ th’ ceilings.”
Madelynn flashed a quick smile at her rapt audience. “I know
this all sounds very supernatural, it would t’ me if I hadn’t been there
meself, t’ be sure.
“We discovered then an’ there that Deloria was a fey crazy
sorceress. ‘T is a fact that she led us into th’ place where our lives
would be forever changed. She told us that we would be th’ first
humans to see th’ ancient city; she said she found Agharhta.”
David’s head popped up: The land in the hollow earth? He
heard of such a place that some called Shambala. Years ago, he read
Admiral William Byrd’s 1947 diary describing a land of advanced
races that lived in the center of the earth. The admiral’s description of
the race of super beings had been fascinating. The super beings had
given the admiral information to give to the government – which he
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did – but, of course, the government ignored him; they thought he
was mad. He’d not known if the stories were fact or fiction.
“Now where was I then?” Madelynn asked. “Oh, yes, we were
in a fantastically large, subterranean room an’ we’d noticed th’
beautiful drawings on th’ walls of all sorts of animals; especially th’
two-headed man with th’ snake body.” Madelynn shuddered as she
remembered the unpleasant looking creature.
“By now we saw Deloria for who she really was,” she said. “She
never said it, but she’d brought us t’ this fey place as some sort of
offerin’. We found out she needed thirteen people of sturdy character
an’ certain bloodlines; we fit th’ bill perfectly, so we did. One of th’
two soldiers would be th’ thirteenth.
“’T is for certain Deloria was interested in a large, marble tomb
Cerberus had found, an’ she instructed us to remove th’ heavy lid
while she was after speakin’ t’ unseen forces about thirteen mortals
an’ a wee stone. She chose one of us t’ look inside th’ tomb; she chose
James. When he looked into th’ tomb, th’ animals on th’ walls…,” she
hesitated, “well, they changed.”
Madelynn took a sip of her tea, which by now had gotten cold,
and she set her cup down. She walked to the fire and started moving
the glowing logs around with the poker.
Everyone waited patiently.
Only David fidgeted. He was getting nervous for what he was
about to hear, why he didn’t know. He knew Madelynn was talking
about his father, James Lange, but she was telling a story he’d never
heard. He surmised it wouldn’t end well.
While Madelynn poked about in the fire, Crystal began to feel
very strange and a nagging premonition began to seep into her brain.
Her grandmother had said there were paintings on the wall of
animals. She wondered if these animals could have been the same
ones who’d been with the blue dragon after she’d discovered the
manuscript. She glanced at her grandmother who returned her look
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with knowing eyes. Madelynn watched her granddaughter intently
as she sifted through the ashes.
Bloody hell! Crystal dragged her eyes away, and then she
glanced at her grandmother once again: that was what fantasy stories
were made of. But the dragon’s voice had been so like her
grandmother’s.
As she struggled with this notion, Crystal looked around the
room at those whom she’d known her whole life—Aunts and Uncles
who had stayed with her and Claire while her grandparents went on
their yearly, month-long science sabbaticals. Could they somehow be
connected to the animals in her dream? Her neck began to hurt and
the collar of her nightgown seemed to tighten. She tugged on her
collar and stared at Luis, and then at Levi and Angel, Sandra, Kolie,
Daisy and Marty, and then she sank deeper into the couch.
Madelynn watched Crystal struggle with the collar of her
nightgown as she eyed her friends suspiciously. She hoped the tattoo
would stay hidden until her story was told.
Luis cleared his throat and continued with Madelynn’s story,
allowing her a moment to gather her thoughts. “Deloria chose James
to look into the tomb to find the treasure she’d come to claim,” his
deep voice rumbled. “She thought he vos the best candidate for the
job. She didn’t know that he had lied on his essay; she didn’t know
that he’d cheated. So she chose wrong and many have paid a heavy
price for her stupidity. Only Deloria knows vy her vell-thought out
plan vent hayvire.”
Taking a deep breath and setting the poker back down,
Madelynn continued. “By now we were under some sort of spell. Th’
giant drawin’s on th’ wall had come t’ life an’ they began talkin’ t’
us.”
Crystal’s eyes widened and she slowly shook her head back and
forth.
“A very loud voice comin’ from one of th’ drawings accused
Deloria of defyin’ th’ sacred tomb with her deceit. ‘T is a fact that
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somethin’ had been let loose when th’ tomb had been opened; a dark
fey force had been unleashed that was not meant t’ be set free. Th’
stone was meant t’ be found by a pure spirit, an’ ‘t is for sure that
James’s spirit was not pure. Th’ stone had been meant to be found by
someone else then.”
Madelynn glared at Deloria. “She interfered with th’ natural
course of events, an’ because James had discovered th’ stone—was
led to it actually—we’ve all experienced quite extraordinary an’
oftentimes painful circumstances because of our part in th’
discovery.”
“No,” Crystal whispered. Blood quickly rushed to her head and
roared into her ears, and she sank even deeper into the couch.
“Ye see, th’ fey animal drawings on th’ wall were th’ stone’s
guardians. They’d watched over it for centuries as they waited for th’
chosen one t’ come an’ claim it. But Deloria an’ her blasted treachery
upset th’ balance held between th’ guardians an’ th’ stone, an’ once
th’ dark power was unleashed, they were no longer able t’
sufficiently protect it.
“Th’ wee blue stone became vulnerable t’ th’ dark power that
escaped, an’ another source of power was needed. For certain,
human powers, as well as animal powers; an’ we were available, t’ be
sure. We have been after guardin’ this stone from that sinister power
for fifty years.”
Madelynn sat down and Daisy gently placed her hands on her
friend’s shoulders. Madelynn reached up and patted her hand while
she took a deep breath.
By now Cosmo had noticed Crystal’s distress and he
understood. This story was very, very odd.
Claire felt her sister’s arm quiver and shift. She glanced over and
saw that Crystal had sunk deep into the couch cushions; her eyes
were wide and her face was pale. Claire picked up Crystal’s hand
and gave it a gentle squeeze.
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David was confused. If she was their grandmother, then who
were their parents? Madelynn had said that Cosmo’s brother
Constantine was their mother’s father. Cosmo had known their
mother, but who was their father? He was trying to figure out the
connection between Madelynn and the two girls.
Meanwhile, Daniel was having the time of his life. He’d never
been so thoroughly entertained. This was far better than his
adventures as an avatar in his favorite computer game. He waited
anxiously for Claire and Crystal’s grandmother to continue her story.
“David lad, this is where ye come in then.” Madelynn smiled
softly at her nephew. “’T is true that I’ll be terribly sorry when I
upset ye, boyo, but it needs t’ be told before ye an’ Crystal begin yer
journey.
David wondered how he could become more distressed than he
already was.
“After th’ fey incident beneath th’ river, James an’ Constantine
returned home an’ continued with their studies, so they did. ‘T is for
certain that none of us knows why they were released an’ not bound
t’ th’ blue stone like th’ rest of us.”
Madelynn looked at David. “James, an’ yer mother, Josephine,
met when she came after lookin’ for me soon after we’d disappeared
off the face of th’ earth; our families were frantic, so they were. They
found fíorghrá, true love, an’ married. They had twin sons an’ they
were bonnie, fine lads. David, ye an’ yer twin brother, Elijah were th’
only children they had.”
Madelynn watched with wary eyes as David turned a deathly
shade of white. He had a brother? A twin brother? How could he
forget that? He opened his eyes and saw deep sadness in Madelynn’s
gaze. Was his brother dead too? Did Elijah die in the car accident and
he’d forgotten him?
David shut his eyes and tried as hard as he could to remember
him, then he began sinking fast into some deep, dark hole that he
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didn’t know how to climb out of. His ears began to ring, his head
began to throb and his breathing became shallow.
Madelynn’s shoulders sagged. She hated giving her nephew
such news. “Angel, would ye please?” Madelynn said softly.
Angel walked over and stood behind David whose face was
pale as death and obviously finding it difficult to breath. Angel
placed his hands on David’s shoulders, closed his eyes and stood
quietly while everyone in the room watched—some with
compassion, some with disbelief and one with hate.
Slowly, after a few moments, David’s color returned and his
breathing became normal. Madelynn and the others who knew
David’s family felt great compassion for the man who had obviously
remembered what he’d lost.
“David, tis certain that I know yer strugglin’ t’ remember it all.
Would ye like me t’ stop, yeah?”
Angel’s touch had been golden magic to his tortured soul. He’d
felt a great clean wind blow through him and his pain had eased, but
David couldn’t help but cry quietly. He wept for his lost years, for
the brother he’d forgotten, for his parents that he missed.
“Keep going,” he said after a moment, “maybe it will help me
remember.”
Madelynn nodded her head. “After th’ lads were born, James
was actin’ a bit odd only now an’ then. But when th’ lads turned
thirteen; Josephine became very concerned for her husband. She
called for advice, but I was unable t’ help as I was under an oath of
silence.
“So, after years of dealin’ with James’s torment by her wee self,
she found a person t’ help her, an’ she began to confide in her. ‘T is a
fact; isn’t that right, Deloria?”
The old woman remained silent and stared at the wall.
“Deloria surfaced from whatever hell she’d been cast into—we
hadn’t seen her an’ her black-hearted dog since that fey day. She
began t’ suggest t’ Josephine that there was a possible way t’ help
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James—a counter-curse if ye will. Josephine needed t’ find a bonnie
wife for her son—a lass of pure heart an’ clean spirit, an’ a wee bairn
would be born from this union that would have all th’ gifts of th’
masters. They would be blessed an’ th’ curse would be removed, so it
would.
“Deloria told Josephine how t’ find th’ lass. She told her what t’
look for, gave her clues t’ ensure she’d find the right one. Josephine
didn’t tell James about Deloria. She was afraid he would get very
angry that she had interfered. But Deloria encouraged Josephine t’
find th’ lass, an’ when Josephine saw a certain bonnie girl, she knew
Elizabeth was th’ one that her son was t’ marry.
“Only after they were engaged did my sister tell James about
Deloria. When James found out, he was beside himself with anger. ‘T
is certain Josephine didn’t know that Deloria was evil; but James did.
“He tried t’ convince his son not t’ marry Elizabeth, but he
refused an’ it put a wedge in their relationship.” Madelynn paused
for a breath
David closed his eyes and tried to remember. Was it he that had
been married? God, he thought miserably, how could he forget that?
“In th’ second year of their marriage, they had a bonnie
daughter,” she continued. “James learned that Constantine was
Elizabeth’s father, t’ be sure. Constantine once had been his greatest
chum an’ this bit of information may have given him th’ hope that
everythin’ would be all right. After this, James seemed to be actin’
normal again.
“But then their second granddaughter was born, an’ Josephine
now believed her husband t’ be truly mad. She told me James kept
rantin’ an’ ravin’ that th’ baby was not his granddaughter. James was
terrified that Deloria switched babies in th’ hospital an’ he began to
make plans t’ kidnap Crystal. That’s when we did what we had t’ do
t’ keep ye safe.”
Crystal!
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Holy Shmoly! Crystal swung her head up and stared at her
grandmother. She’d been talking about her family? But of course,
Constantine was her grandfather. She shuddered to think that her
other grandfather had planned to kidnap her.
David was looking at Madelynn with round eyes. What?! His
father had been insane and had tried to hurt Crystal?
And now Cosmo knew why he hadn’t recognized Madelynn
and Piers’ names. The girls’ grandparents were James and Josephine
Lange. He’d recognized those names the moment Madelynn had
mentioned them. It seemed that somehow they were all related.
“Gran,” Claire leaned forward, “what are you saying? Are you
saying that Dr. Lange is our father? That you’re not our
grandmother? That Crystal is in danger?”
“Ainm ceana, I am not sayin’ David is yer father. His brother,
Elijah, is yer father. David is yer uncle and I am really yer great aunt,
but will forever be yer grandmother.
“Th’ stone told us not t’ interfere,” Madelynn continued. “It said
that if we got too close t’ Crystal an’ her family that we may
unintentionally cause a change in th’ natural course of things.
“We knew we were takin’ a dangerous chance by interferin’, but
we had no choice. We sensed Deloria’s presence hoverin’ around th’
family, we knew she had already interfered, an’ Josephine told me
that James’s depression was getting’ worse—he was becomin’
delusional, that he was.
Madelynn smiled softly at her granddaughters. “An’ so, we
decided that Crystal an’ her family needed a talisman.”
“A what?” Crystal asked.
“A talisman,” Madelynn explained. “Somethin’ fer protection.
We,” she smiled at her friends, “put a bit of our energies into a
modest toy that my sister gave ye when she first met ye, Crystal. I
believe it was a small stuffed animal, an’ I believe that ye loved it
very much. Josephine said ye wouldn’t play with anythin’ else.”
Crystal and Claire looked at each other again.
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“I remember your pink dog,” Claire said quietly, “You were
never without it.”
“I don’t,” Crystal said with a pout.
“Terrible things have happened, but th’ talisman protected ye’
as best it could. Ye see, one of us was meant t’ find th’ blue crystal an’
keep it for ye, Crystal. Keep it safe.
“An,” Madelynn added, “no doubt that’s why she showed up.”
Madelynn’s piercing blue eyes glared at the old woman who hadn’t
yet uttered a word. “She came lookin’ for th’ stone. Isn’t that right
Deloria?”
The old woman continued to stare at the wall.
“And now they’re dead,” David’s voice trembled. “My brother
and his wife, dead, in the fire.” His shoulders sagged at the tragedy.
“They’re not dead, David,” Madelynn whispered. “They’re
missin’.”
David’s head snapped up. “Missing? They’re not dead?
But…where are they then?”
“Tis for certain we don’t know.” Madelynn lifted her hands and
let them fall back onto her lap. “We’ve been after lookin’ for Elijah
and Elizabeth for many years, but we’ve never found them.”
“But, I…” Crystal began.
“I thought you said they were dead.” Claire interrupted her
sister.
“No, my love,” Madelynn’s gaze was soft, “they’re not dead.”
Claire’s eyes narrowed as she stared at her grandmother. “Why
didn’t you tell us this before? Why did you let us think for so many
bloody years that they were dead?” she shouted.
Crystal stared at her sister. She had never, ever, heard her sister
swear or raise her voice. Claire’s outburst frightened her almost as
much as the fact that her grandmother might be some sort of bizarre,
blue dragon.
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“I promised my sister,” Madelynn whispered, gazing steadily at
Claire. “If I had told ye, ye’d have asked too many questions. I’m
sorry, my love. I’m truly sorry.”
Claire’s eyes welled with tears and she looked away. Crystal
squeezed her hand tightly, but Claire wouldn’t look at her, or anyone
else.
“But what happened then? What happened before they
disappeared?” David asked. And damn it!” His loud exclamation
startled everyone. “Why can’t I remember?!”
David put his head in his hands as bits and pieces of his memory
came back like flashes from a movie’s trailer. They were so elusive, it
was distracting.
“Will you tell us what happened then?” Crystal asked quietly.
“Will you tell us what happened the night of the fire?”
“I will tell ye’ all that I know, a leanbh na páirte,” Madelynn
smiled at the two girls that she loved most in the world. “ ‘T is not
much, but it may help ease yer pain.”
Upstairs in David’s office, the desk began to vibrate and shake. The
book inside the locked drawer began throwing itself against the sides of its
container. Everything on the desk fell to the floor—a lamp crashed and the
computer fell forward, cracking the monitor. No one downstairs heard the
commotion; the carpets were thick and muffled all sound. A war was going
on inside the book; a battle of wills, a fight to the finish.
As Madelynn began to tell the story, an anguished cry emanated from
the confines of the drawer. Noooo! Then the wailing and the shaking ceased,
and all was quiet, all was still.

269

TWENTY - THREE

The best thing about a man is his dog.
French Proverb

A

s the group listened to the tale, Deloria squirmed, hating
the fact that she couldn’t move. She fumed and had
struggled to contain her agitation when she’d heard that
vile woman, Madelynn, speak her lord’s name without the reverence
he was due. And how dare they blame her for all their troubles—she
was only following his orders. She snorted quietly at the thought of
James thinking she’d switched babies. If he only knew.
She listened to the woman tell the tale of the missing ones and
tried not to snicker, Madelynn, was obviously clueless. She shook her
head, of course they weren’t dead.
She remembered how the blonde sister had reacted to this bit of
news. Back at the apartment she hadn’t recognized her for who she
was. She should have been more careful! Now she would have to
take drastic measures to escape.
As she watched the group listen intently to the old tale, she
thought back to the frigid night seventeen years ago where it all
started, when she and her dog Cerberus had visited the little white
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house in Minneapolis; the little house her family lived in; the little
house she had blown up.
Finding them had been easy; he’d told her how. Weeks before the
blast, she found the mother and the children at the park. She’d sent
Cerberus to grab the baby’s toy, and when he brought it to her she’d
planted a potion in its stuffing and had sent the dog back. She
remembered how their mother was terrified of her dog, but the little
blonde girl hadn‘t been. She’d marched over to Cerberus and had
grabbed the toy out of his mouth and handed it back to her baby
sister.
This was obviously the same pink toy dog the group had put
their energies into. She hadn’t known they’d done that—what a
coincidence. Hah, she scoffed; her powers were greater than theirs.
Before the house had blown up, she remembered how the smoke
had drifted out of the little white house’s chimney and turned into a
beam of bright, blue light.
And then something had shot up and out through the light. She
now knew it had been the small stuffed animal, but she didn’t know
why it had flown out of the chimney. What had really surprised her
was how the toy had turned into a beautiful white bird and had
flown away.
And now, it was time to take action. An evil smile spread over
her face as she watched the group listen intently to the story—it was
time to retrieve the stone.
Quietly, she summoned her companion who was beginning to
stir. She’d taken it slowly so as not to alert Levi and Luis. But the two
men were lost in the story and watched Crystal closely—the girl who
most likely had what she needed, Deloria glowered to herself.
She’d worked at her tightly bound hands all night and was
finally able to loosen the bonds, but just by a fraction, they still held
strong. The shaggy-haired man lying on the floor opened an eye and
Deloria indicated with a quick shake of her head that she wanted him
to remain still; he followed her instructions but became angrier by
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the minute. He did not like being tied up. She saw the anger and
knew she’d have to act quickly.
The man saw her give him a sign that it was time to change.
With a great leap and a roar, the big man turned into a giant, black
dog that broke its bonds easily.
David’s dog, Lady, leapt to her feet ready to attack, and Vincent
flew from the couch, throwing his growing body at the dog.
Cosmo and David looked at the dog and the giant cat in alarm.
Claire and Crystal screamed when they saw their cat grow into a
small, white lion. Then Claire fainted.
Deloria screamed, “Stop!” as the room exploded into action.
Marty growled and Luis’s eyes turned a deep, golden-brown as
they both fixed a deadly gaze on Deloria. Luis lifted his lip in a snarl
as he began to slowly approach the black dog. Levi crouched down
low, like he was going to pounce, and Madelynn, with eyes
gleaming, jumped up and raised her now-clawed hands in the air.
But the most amazing transformation of all was the small man,
Amin. David’s mouth fell open when he saw his friend pull a huge
sword from behind his back. Amin wielded the sword efficiently and
began approaching the old woman.
“Stop!” Deloria shrieked again, “or he dies!” The huge black dog
had Daniel pinned underneath him and held his neck in his giant
jaws.
Cosmo gasped and Crystal watched in dismay as a pale-faced
and frozen Daniel lay underneath the massive dog whose eyes
glowed blood-red and who growled terribly.
“Do not do anything rash, Amin,” the old woman cackled
menacingly. “You cannot save him. You couldn’t before and you
can’t now.”
Amin stared at the huge dog. Only seconds ago he had been
Wyndon, his brother who had been led astray.
He glared at the old woman with hateful eyes. “He will return
one day, Deloria, and your magic will be undone,” Amin hissed. “My
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brother, Wyndon, was a good man before you laid your hands on
him. Do not underestimate the goodness that I know is still in his
heart.”
“His heart is black!” The old woman sneered. “He is worthless
as a man and serves me best in this form.” She thrust her chin toward
the large dog. “I’ve enjoyed reminiscing with you all, but I must go
now,” Deloria smiled evilly, “call off your animals or the boy dies.”
Madelynn glared at the old woman whose hands were still
bound; Luis had done a good job binding them. He knew the danger
they would be in if they’d come undone. “Vincent, come here,” she
said, still glaring at the old woman. The big cat slunk to her side but
retained its enormous size. “Lady, come too then.”
David and Crystal stared at the giant white cat. Its green eyes
sought them out; this was the cat from their dreams! Vincent? They
stared in wonder at the animal.
Deloria’s parched and crackly voice brought them back to the
dire situation. “Amin,” she glared at the small man, “if you do not
lower your sword, I will tell Cerberus to rip out the boy’s throat. You
know that he is capable.”
Amin had continued to hold the sword high in the air. Seeing his
brother transform into the large, black dog with the red eyes had
terrified him. He lowered the sword and rested its tip on the ground
at his feet. “His name is Wyndon.” Amin spat. “And it will always be
his name.”
“I’d like to go now, so Luis, if you would be so kind as to untie
my feet and my hands?” Deloria grinned nastily.
Luis looked to Madelynn for help. He didn’t want to do this; the
boy meant nothing to him. If Deloria’s hands were untied, she would
for certain cause great damage.
“If ye do anythin’ t’ harm anyone in this room, Deloria,”
Madelynn growled, “as Jaysus is my witness, I will bloody well find
ye an’ I will kill ye slowly. ‘T is certain that ye know my powers are
stronger than yours.”
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The old woman sneered. “You may think your powers are
stronger, Madelynn, but I have Cerberus, and his powers are greater
than anyone’s.”
“Not mine,” said Marty who’d been quiet all night. “Don’t you
remember, Deloria? My bite is worse than my growl.”
Deloria’s dark eyes darted around the room. She’d been so
intent on finding the girl that she had forgotten how dangerous this
group could be.
“All right,” she hissed. “But release me or else the boy dies. He
means nothing to me. I’ll leave and you can have your party.”
Crystal gasped and looked at the crazy old woman who had
caused them so much trouble. Of course they would have to let her
go! Poor Daniel! The group stayed quiet for a moment and looked at
each other as if they were silently communicating.
“All right, Deloria, go ahead an’ kill the lad. ‘T is certain he
doesn’t mean anythin’ to us,” Madelynn finally said casually.
“Now see here! He means something to me! He is my
grandson!” Cosmo bellowed in fright. Good God, he thought. Who
was she to allow such a thing?!
Crystal stared with horrified eyes at the dog that lay on top of
Daniel. The frightened boy’s eyes were tightly squeezed shut and the
skin around his drawn lips trembled with fear. And then a vision
flashed before her of this black dog standing devoutly at her side; she
knew this dog and he knew her.
“Wyndon!” She cried. “Please, Wyndon! Let him go!” Her voice
rang clearly through the room.
Deloria watched as her companion—the companion that had
been at her side for scores of years—released the boy. The dog now
looked at Crystal with eyes that were no longer red—they were
warm and brown. He cocked his big head to the side and quietly
looked at Crystal with his big tongue lolling out the side of his
mouth.
“No! Cerberus!” Deloria shrieked.
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The dog completely ignored her.
“Silence, Deloria,” Luis growled lethally. “I believe Vyndon has
found the error of his vays.”
Amin stared with disbelieving eyes at the large dog. What
happened to his brother? She had called him by his given name and
now he stared at her as though he adored her. He was certain that
black magic was at work.
Crystal stared wide-eyed at the large animal that looked at her
with certain devotion. Was he smiling?
The group thought Crystal looked like an angel with her eyes
wide and her mouth in the shape of an o. Her long dreadlocks were
still in disarray, and her white nightgown with the rosebud collar
was buttoned tightly up her throat. With one word she had tamed
the beast, and she hadn’t even tried. She would certainly, once
trained, be a force to reckon with.
Daniel scuttled away from the dog like a crab and now sat
quietly, watching the beast that had almost ripped his throat out
stare lovingly at Crystal. Wow, he thought, he sure owed her a huge
favor. She’d probably saved his life.
“Well, it seems th’ ball is back in our court,” Madelynn said,
sighing with satisfaction. “Angel, would ye please see t’ Claire?” Her
granddaughter was still out cold. “Daniel lad, I’m sorry we
frightened ye. Are ye all right?”
His bandage had slid down over one eye and his split lip was
bleeding again, but otherwise he was fine. Wyndon obviously knew
how to hold a man’s throat without puncturing the skin. “Yeah, I
guess so.”
With a jaundiced eye, he glanced at the large dog that now lay
on the floor next to Crystal. The dog was starting to fall asleep, just
like he was a regular, normal, everyday dog, not one who had been a
man a few minutes ago and then a ferocious beast with red eyes!
Deloria was furious! This was not supposed to happen. But she
wouldn’t let this change of plans stop her from what she had to do.

275

ILLUMINATING CRYSTAL

She eyed Daniel and smiled to herself, and then she immediately set
about making new plans.
Claire, now awake, watched Vincent—who’d regained his
normal size—with uncertainty. He walked toward her and jumped
into her lap. She leaned back into the couch cushions and held her
breath. Vincent looked at her, circled three times, lay down and
curled up in her lap.
Suddenly, the large black dog began to growl—he broke out into
furious barking and lunged toward Amin who had taken a step
towards Crystal.
Amin stepped back quickly when the dog lunged.
“Wyndon!” Crystal cried once again.
Immediately, the dog stopped barking and returned to her side,
but his eyes remained focused on the small man who now stood near
the doorway.
“I must have startled him,” Amin said softly before he quickly
turned and left the room.
Cosmo sat down and shook his tired old head; he’d had enough
for one night.
“IT HAS been a very, very, long night, t’ be sure,” Madelynn
sighed tiredly. “I think that it is time for us t’ get some sleep. Kolie
an’ Luis, I think that ye should stay with Deloria tonight. An’
Deloria,” her eyes flashed at the old woman, “if anyone in this room
is after bein’ harmed, I will personally see to th’ removal of some of
yer organs. Do I make myself clear, yeah?” Her smile did not reach
her eyes.
Deloria grunted – she wasn’t paying much attention to anyone,
she was making plans.
“Daisy and Marty, will ye watch our fey Wyndon? I don’t think
he’ll give ye too much trouble though. If my wee memory serves me
correctly, his loyalty is now t’ Crystal. He will need t’ stay close t’ her
then.”
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Daisy, Marty, Crystal, Claire and Wyndon all shuffled out of the
room. If asked, it would be a tossup over who was the most tired.
“Cosmo and Daniel; please stay overnight, would you?” David
asked wearily before he retired to his own room. “There are plenty of
rooms for everyone.”
“I will show everyone where they can retire,” Amin said from
the doorway. “We have more than enough rooms.”
But Daniel held back and squirmed—he struggled with how he
would tell Cosmo about Adam—he knew it was time. He stood up,
rolled his shoulders and walked over to his grandfather who looked
older than his seventy-eight years. “Grandpa, there’s something I
need to tell you,” he said slowly, knowing that what he’d put off
saying had to be said.
“What is it boy?”
Daniel lowered his gaze and shifted uncomfortably. He
whispered, “I, ah, I need to tell you something. It’s about Adam.”
Cosmo eyed his grandson suspiciously, and then with a deep
sigh he stood. “Come on, Daniel,” he gently took the boy’s arm as he
followed Amin out of the room. “Tell me what your mother’s done
now.”
** Ϋ **
SERENA SAT next to Adam who lay still and pale as death on the

narrow cot. On the other side of the cot, her two young sons and her
husband, William, stared solemnly at her brother. The shaman, Grey
Eyes, sat in the corner and sang the Wapiye’ Olowan, the “doctoring
song” to appeal to the spirit world on behalf of the young man. The
shaman rocked back and forth with his eyes closed as he sang low
and soft. Then the relatives of the unconscious young man began to
blend their voices with the medicine man, and their voices rose to a
powerful crescendo.
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After a moment, the shaman held up his hand and the singing
voices died away. “I have received guidance from our tribal spiritual
entities,” Grey Eyes said. “I cannot give him the proper care that he
needs.” He looked into the eyes of the young man’s family. “He is in
a deep sleep that not even our modern medicine can cure. He is on a
vision quest, walking with his ancestors and must not be awakened.
His quest is not usual—very unusual it is, as he is in a deep sleep. I
have seen to his wounds—they are clean and they are mended. It is
his spirit that must find its way back.
“You must now take him to the Sacred Hearth so that he may be
protected by his Creator as he finds the fire within himself. You must
take him to the Ceremonial House on the Sundance Grounds and
remain with him until his journey is fulfilled.”
Serena looked at Will over Adam’s sleeping form. Her
anguished eyes sought out some solace from her husband. Her sons
hung their heads, sorrow filled the room.
“Do not shame him and his quest by feelings of sadness,” Grey
Eyes said sternly. “His quest is great; the tribal spirits are greatly
honored. The Sacred Hearth will sustain and protect him; his
wakanyeja will find him and guide him.”
Serena knew that wakanyeja meant sacred being, her brother’s
sacred being; his inner child. She knew of the Sacred Hearth. She’d
visited the Healing Center in South Dakota two summers ago with
her two sons to see the Spotted Eagle Sundance. The ceremony had
been incredible, to say the least.
She knew the medicine man believed what he told her, but her
brother looked barely alive. His bruised temple glared angrily
against his pale skin. She hoped she had done the right thing by
bringing him here. But her mother had told her in her dream that this
is what she should do; she always listened to her mother’s words of
wisdom. She’d led them to find Adam with the horrible bleached
blonde who smoked too many cigarettes.
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In the room next to the one where Serena’s family watched over
Adam, Gina listened to the strange singing and her skin crawled. She
now shared a room with the largest Indian she’d ever seen—the
largest human being for that matter. He was quiet and looked at her
with his black eyes, never smiling and never speaking.
She sat in the corner at a table and wished desperately for a
cigarette. She’d run out an hour ago and was already going through
withdrawals. She chewed on her fingernails instead, spitting chewed
pieces onto the floor. The large man in the room with her watched
and waited.
Grey Eyes was the first to come through the door, followed by
the two boys, the man and then the woman. If looks could kill, well,
Gina would be dead. Serena glared and said something she didn’t
understand; she imagined it was pretty dreadful.
She hadn’t been the one to hit him! Dean had done it with a
metal pipe he’d found outside the bus. God, she should have known.
But she’d been in the bus with Adam, so she hadn’t seen what he’d
grabbed. Daniel’s face was shocked at what Dean had done, he was
sure they’d killed him.
After they put a hat on Adam’s head to cover the blood, they
told everyone on the bus that he was ill and needed to get off. The
bus had left and there they’d sat with Adam slumped on a bench
inside the stupid gas station. She’d told one of the workers that
Adam was drunk, he’d passed out on the bus and they were waiting
for a ride.
Later, a bus going the other way pulled in. She’d pulled her
wiles on the bus driver and begged for a ride back to Minneapolis.
He’d been stupid enough to allow them on, but only after she slipped
him a couple of hundreds. They’d only been on the road for two
hours before Dean had beaned Adam, so the ride back to the city
didn’t take too long. Adam hadn’t regained consciousness until
they’d gotten back to the house.
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Then she’d sent off her lousy son who was now God-knowswhere, and then Adam’s damn sister had come blazing into the room
like she was some super cop. Gina’s arm still throbbed and her lip
was swollen.
“Get up,” Serena sneered. “We’ve got no choice but to bring you
with us. John, would you get her into the bus, please?” Serena asked
the large man who’d sat with Gina.
“I hope you like snow,” Serena said to the furious woman,
“because where we’re going there’s plenty of it.”
“Great,” Gina muttered. They’d better let her get some cigarettes
first!
** Ϋ **
IN HIS heavy, dream-filled sleep, Adam heard a soft, feminine voice
hum a haunting melody; he felt like weeping. He looked around to see where
the music was coming from but he only saw smoke – he was in the thick of it
and he felt lost as he tried to find his way out.
Through the smoky curtain a shape began to appear, a very large
human shape. The form lurched through the haze and its fuzzy silhouette
became more defined as it came closer. It was a large man with long black
shaggy hair whose blue eyes were empty and soulless. He was the same man
who had lain unconscious on David’s living room floor; the same man who
had turned into the dog.
He stopped in front of Adam and stared at him with deadened eyes, and
then he walked right through him. Adam felt a surge of energy—his senses
sharpened and his nerves tingled. Colors were sharper, sounds were clearer
and intense smells were coming at him from everywhere—it was
overpowering. The strong and exotic energy melded with his; it felt cold yet
warm, harsh yet comforting.
“Adam.”
He looked around and saw the white owl, his mother who had visited
his dreams, perched in the limb of an old tree.
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“You’ve been given a chance to stay by her side as you heal your own
past,” Adam heard his mother say. “It is up to you whether or not you
choose this existence. You may find that you and she will always be together
but forever apart, and as your mother I can tell you there will be pain and
suffering, but also much love and honor in whatever choice you make.”
“The words you speak make no sense to me,” Adam said softly. “If we
are forever together, how could we remain apart?”
“You will have to find that out for yourself, my son. The mystery will
unravel as your paths cross between the stars in the sky. So, I ask you again
– do you wish to attend to her?”
There was no hesitation as he answered, “I will do whatever is asked of
me as long as I can stay by her side,” he said somberly.
“Then so be it.” The owl nodded her head slightly. “We will be
watching you. She does not know what she has done. She does not know that
she called to you. Use this to your advantage, my son. You have given each
other a great gift; use your gifts wisely. Your Lakota grandfathers and
grandmothers are very proud and honored; the great bear has been
summoned. She wears its blue colors well.
“Our ancestors call her, ‘Crystal Blue Sky,’ and if you so choose, you
will be her guardian, both of her safety and her secrets. Your loyalty and
compassion can serve her well. Do not be distracted by her journey as you
complete your own quest. And remember, your sacrifice is great – a part of
you will soon forget who you are. No one knows what journeys you will
take. It has not been foreseen as there are many possible roads. Be well my
son, you have made us proud.”
Adam watched the large white owl fly away, and a great desire welled
up from within him. He stood tall, and with both arms raised to the sky he
shouted, “I give my spirit to her in service as I claim my own soul’s
journey.”
He then walked into a large tipi which at once upon his entrance
appeared as vast as the world itself. On the walls were painted every kind of
four-legged peoples, winged-beings, and crawling-peoples the world ever
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knew. The sweet smell of sage wafted through the vast structure and
assailed his senses.
He lay down and fell asleep. He dreamed of a dog—large and black. He
watched the dog closely, giving it his full attention as a child would watch a
parent. He studied its sounds and its motions, and he slowly began to secure
an understanding of the dog. He felt the dog wanted to communicate, but he
knew the Great Spirit wished for man not to communicate directly with the
animals, but to gain an understanding of them.
After he gained an understanding of the black dog, he encountered a
medicine man that, in a ritual manner, helped him prepare the animal’s
special form which became a fetish, a small, flat stone with the carving of the
black dog. He looped the stone on a leather string and wore it around his
neck. His fetish was now a physical expression of his vision, and the stone
became the most sacred thing that he possessed. He knew that it was
important and if he were to remain at her side, he may never be without it.
Adam felt a strong tug, like someone was pulling a long string from his
abdomen. Someone called to him; a voice he loved and longed for. As Adam
walked out of the tipi, a part of his spirit remained and walked towards the
wall of the tipi and disappeared into the drawing of the large black dog.
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TWENTY - FOUR

The darkest hour is that before the dawn.
English Proverb

M

uch later that night, after most everyone had fallen
asleep, a woman wearing a long black coat and
carrying a small valise and an umbrella, stepped
gracefully out of a cab and walked serenely up David’s front walk.
Her mane of long black hair, streaked boldly with white, cascaded
wildly down her back.
Smiling widely, Amin opened the door and ushered the woman
inside.
“Amin, it is good to see you.” She bent down to embrace the
little man whose complexion darkened with his blush. “You’ve done
a fine job keepin’ an eye on David, a fine job.”
He blushed again, appreciating the compliment.
“Ah, Pep,” Madelynn smiled as her friend entered the foyer. “It
is so good t’ see ye again.”
“So sorry to have missed anythin’, love,” the woman removed
her coat, “I was unable to leave any sooner.
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“Angel!” She hugged the round man who had ventured out to
greet her, “it’s been too long.”
“Is she here?” the woman asked with a sneer, looking around the
large front hallway.
“Yes, Luis an’ Kolie are with her.” Madelynn knew who she
meant. “An’, Wyndon is here.”
Startled, the woman stared at Madelynn and then she snarled,
“You know I hate that bloody man.”
“He’s changed, t’ be sure.” Madelynn’s tired eyes twinkled as
she led her friend into David’s home. “Please come in an’ sit down,
we’ve got a lot of catchin’ up t’ do then.”
CRYSTAL TOSSED and turned all night. Claire moved to another

bedroom to escape Crystal’s thrashing limbs. Daisy watched and
wondered if the girl would ever go into a deep sleep. The monstrous
dog lay on the floor next to Crystal’s bed and refused to budge.
Crystal dreamed of Adam. They were walking under a starry sky, hand
in hand. They talked and laughed and Adam told her she was the most
fascinating creature that he’d ever met. She felt so good and told him that
she loved him.
Then out from the sky came large, black bird that picked him up and
carried him away. She chased the bird and gasped when the bird’s form
changed into that of a bears, but it was no use, she couldn’t reach him.
Adam got smaller and smaller as the flying bear flew farther and farther
away. She screamed, but no sound escaped her throat. She looked for help,
but no one was near.
And then she found an old woman who sat in front of a cave in the side
of a mountain. The old woman smiled at Crystal, exposing her blackened
teeth. Crystal screamed again as the night’s light began to fade and awoke as
the woman’s teeth, now large fangs, were poised to tear out her throat.
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She sat up with the scream dying on her lips and the last
vestiges of the nightmare faded away. Her hair was matted to her
head and her eyes were hot and scratchy from lack of sleep. It was
still dark. She put on her glasses and saw the neon digital numbers
from the clock float out of the darkness—6:30. Her throat was
parched and her tongue was dry and sticky.
Bollocks. Not this again, she groaned. And then she noticed the
tall glass of water next to the clock. Someone had considerately seen
to her needs, probably Amin.
She pulled at the collar of her nightgown. She hadn’t
remembered buttoning it so high so she unbuttoned two or three of
the buttons. Much better, she thought as she rubbed her sore neck. It
had been very uncomfortable, but she’d been so tired she hadn’t
bothered to loosen it.
She took a long drink of the cool water, and she thought of the
amazing evening she’d had. Had it all been a dream? Had she gone
to bed early last night and now just awoke?
She looked around the room and saw Daisy in a chair in the
corner of the room with her eyes closed and her head rested back;
she wore a very peaceful expression. Nope, it had been real.
Crystal peered over the edge of the bed and saw the big dog,
asleep on his side. He was a very, very big dog. He’d followed her
upstairs last night, practically tripping her he’d walked so close.
But where was Claire? Hadn’t Claire gone to bed with her?
Carefully, hoping not to disturb the sleeping dog, she quietly
got out of bed, but it was no use. The moment that she put her foot
on the floor the dog lifted its head and thumped its tail. It quickly sat
up and offered her one of its huge paws.
She hesitantly took it, he looked so, well, cute.
Daisy woke with a start from in chair and stood up. She
stretched her arms high over her head and arched her back with a
low groan.
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“Good morning.” Daisy walked to Crystal’s bedside. “I see
you’re awake and Wyndon as well. I’ll see to his needs if you’d like
to go back to sleep.”
Crystal knew that she wouldn’t be able to go back to sleep; she
wanted to find Claire. “Claire. Do you know where Claire is?” she
asked.
“She’s sleeping in the next room. You were pretty agitated in
your sleep, Crystal, and, well, I think that you kept waking her up.
I’ve checked on her, she’s fine,” the woman said with a quick smile.
Crystal noticed how tired the woman appeared and felt sorry
that she’d had to sleep in a chair. “I know that I won’t be able to
sleep, so why don’t you lie down and get more sleep, you look very
tired,” she offered.
Daisy laughed, “I’m fine, honey. I’ll take Wyndon, if he’ll let me,
and you can find Claire. We’ll be down in the kitchen.”
It took a little persuading, but nature was calling and Wyndon
followed Daisy out the door of the bedroom looking back to Crystal
with a solemn expression.
Crystal shook her head and sat on the side of the bed,
pondering. These people, her grandmother’s friends she’d known
her whole life, couldn’t be who she feared them to be. But there had
to be a connection. Somehow, her grandmother and all the rest were
here for a reason. And the animals, oh, she moaned softly, it was so
confusing.
Bollocks.
She took a deep breath and thought of the dog? Why had he
suddenly attached himself to her? She’d seen the evil old woman’s
surprise when her dog ignored her calls, and then her look of pure
hatred. Her eyes hadn’t deceived her last night when she’d seen the
dog leap to Daniel’s throat. She wasn’t convinced, though, that this
dog was the large man who’d lain on the floor unconscious.
Something else must have happened. Too many strange things were
going on with the animals.
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It was all too much, Crystal thought, as she walked to the
bathroom. Maybe in her sleep-deprived state she’d hallucinated all of
this and everything would be normal when she went downstairs. If
not, she intended on getting all her questions answered.
She looked at herself in the mirror, she saw the dark circles
under her eyes and her hair reminded her of Medusa – pieces of her
hair stuck straight out the side of her head.
“Bugger,” she groaned as she tried to reassemble the mass of
twisted locks and then she saw something on her neck. She rubbed,
but the dark smudge didn’t come off. She peered closely and saw a
gold, rope-like thing around her neck. She dug around in the drawer
and found a hand mirror and grabbed it, holding it close to her
throat.
Holy Shmoly! Crystal’s eyes were round. She had a snake
tattooed on her neck! She saw its beady black eyes stare at her in the
mirror that she held in her hand. Then she saw its tongue flicker and
she dropped the mirror as she grabbed her throat. She tried to
scream, but her throat began to constrict; she couldn’t breathe. She
tried to scream again but was only able to squeak.
Breathe deep and slow, she heard a voice whisper in her ear. Her
eyes flew around the room looking for the source of the voice. Do not
panic.
She slid down to the bathroom floor and tried to take deep
breaths. She heard the words again. Do not panic, and she
concentrated on breathing slower and deeper, like her shrink in
Santa Fe had taught her. Thank God for Dr. Henley. Her breathing
became easier and the gripping sensation in her throat eased, but her
heart still raced and her hands shook. Crystal picked up the mirror
and once more looked at her neck. She squinted and turned her head
back-and-forth exposing the sides of her neck and saw that the tattoo
wrapped around her neck two times. When had this happened?
She slowly got to her feet and buttoned up her gown, covering
the tattoo. She wasn’t ready to show anyone. For some reason she felt
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tainted, corrupt, like she’d done something wrong. She listened
quietly for the voice, the soothing voice that had helped her.
Crystal looked out the bathroom window, there was dim light
coming through the blinds; it was another day, she didn’t know if
she could take any more surprises. “Not even Middle Earth is this
bloomin’ weird,” she mumbled as she approached the bedroom next
to hers. She opened the door and saw Claire sleeping soundly with
Vincent curled up next to her.
Crystal quietly crept into the room and crawled in and snuggled
up next to her sister. She wasn’t yet ready to face the day and she felt
a headache coming on. She needed her sister. At least Claire hadn’t
changed.
SOMETHING BIG lurched onto the bed. “Crystal,” Claire
whispered and poked her sister in the side. “Wake up.” She shook
her until Crystal grumbled something about a snake.
“What?!” Startled, Crystal came fully awake and quickly sat up.
She rubbed her eyes and looked at her sister, who was lying halfprone pressed up against her pillow with the covers pulled to her
chin. Wyndon, with his front legs lying on top of Claire, looked at
Crystal with big brown eyes.
Woof!
Claire cringed and then her eyes widened when she saw her
sister’s neck. She peered closer and Crystal grabbed the neck of her
gown and held it closed.
“What is on your neck, Crystal? What did you do now?”
Crystal glowered at her sister. “I didn’t do anything, Claire. It…it
just got there somehow.”
Claire snorted. “Yeah, right, just like your blue hair. Would you
please tell the dog to get down? His breath really stinks.” Her hand
waved the air in front of her face.
Crystal looked at the dog and patted his big head. “He’s kind of
cute, isn’t he?”
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“Sure. But could you tell him to get down. Tell him to go away.”
Crystal patted his head again. “Um, Wyndon, would you, ah,
please get down off the bed and wait by the door?”
They watched as Wyndon did as he was told. He got off the bed
with a lurch and padded to the door. He sat quietly at the door like
he was guarding them. The girls looked at each other in amazement
and Claire swung her legs out from under the covers and made her
way into the bathroom.
“Well, Crys. Not only do you have a snake tattooed on your
neck, but I guess you can communicate with the bleedin’ animal
kingdom,” she said, closing the door with a little grin.
Crystal lay in the bed for a few moments more, not really
looking forward to starting the day’s events. But her stomach
growled and nature called. She had no choice.
BOTH GIRLS showered, and Crystal offered Claire some of her

new clothes. They oohed and ahhed before Claire chose a beautiful
green sweater; hers still had a bit of blood from tending to Daniel.
Crystal chose a simple white turtle-necked sweater and navy jeans.
Before they flew down the stairs, after smelling the coffee and
bacon, Crystal made Claire promise not to tell anyone about her
tattoo. Then they raced down to the kitchen like they’d done when
they were young girls, Wyndon close at their heels. It felt good to be
a little normal, Crystal thought, after all that had happened in the last
forty-eight hours.
Crystal and Claire were one of the last members of the
household to find their way to the kitchen. Madelynn and the
mystery guest who had arrived in the early morning hours were still
sleeping. They’d stayed up late, catching up.
Amin, who’d been busy at the stove, set down two plates loaded
with eggs and bacon in front of the girls. Cosmo, Daniel and David
sat at the table, their plates empty of the breakfast they’d just
finished.
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“Well, sleepy heads, did you have a good night’s sleep?” Cosmo
asked.
“I guess,” Crystal replied.
“Mmhmm,” Claire mumbled, thoroughly enjoying her food.
“Where is everyone?” Crystal asked after she’d finally eaten her
fill.
“I think that Madelynn is upstairs sleeping,” David offered.
“The others are out for a walk. It’s a beautiful day. The temperature
is going to actually be above freezing—the air feels wonderful.
Wyndon, Lady and I took a walk this morning already,” he said,
looking at the dogs that were lying under the table. Lady had
accepted Wyndon, sensing his loyalty to Crystal.
“What about, you-know-who?” Crystal worried about the
whereabouts of the evil old woman.
Cosmo looked at her with a puzzled expression. “Who?” he
asked.
Daniel knew who she meant. “Deloria’s upstairs with Marty.”
“Oh, okay.” She felt better that the woman was still being
watched. Other than for the obvious reasons, the woman’s presence
upset her. She remembered her dream, the one she had before she
woke up. The old woman with the black teeth was none other than
Deloria. Since she’d come down the stairs, she’d felt something
threatening, like a cold hand weighing on her heart. Bloody hell, she
thought, she didn’t like feeling like this.
Suddenly, Wyndon shifted at Crystal’s feet, sitting up quickly
and backing away from her chair. His great neck bristled and a low
growl escaped from his throat; he looked like a bear and he was
staring at the door.
Crystal followed his stare and saw the most beautiful woman
she’d ever seen, standing tall and elegant in the doorway. Two bold
white shocks of hair framed her face—the white against her midnight
skin was startling. Crystal dropped her mouth and then her spoon.
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“Good morning, Pepper. Did you sleep well?” Amin asked
cheerfully.
“Pepper!” David cried, jumping up and throwing his arms
around the older woman. “Why are you here?”
Pepper hugged him tightly before sitting down at the table.
“Didn’t Madelynn tell you, David? She grinned. “I’m one of the
thirteen.”
“But….”
Pepper squeezed his hand. “We’ll talk later, David. I promise.”
David sat down and stared at the beautiful woman whom he’d
missed—she had taught him so much. Secretly, he was both
delighted and relieved. She’d always given him great comfort—he
hoped she still would. If last night’s surprises and wild episodes
were any indication of what was to come, he’d need some
comforting. Her familiar face was welcomed.
Amin set a cup of coffee in front of Pepper.
She picked it up, blew gently and took her first sip with a small
smile of satisfaction.
Claire admired the silver rings on her long slender fingers; she
wore many, even on her thumbs.
“This is Pepper Morning Sky,” David said reverently as he
introduced his old friend. “I studied with her many years ago,” he
shook his head and smiled into her kind eyes, “and I can’t believe
she’s actually here.”
Everyone introduced themselves and then Pepper looked at
Crystal closely. Wyndon growled but didn’t move.
“I told you he has changed,” Amin said, looking over his
shoulder.
Pepper raised an elegant eyebrow and studied the dog.
“Wyndon and I have met before,” she said mysteriously. “We have,
shall we say, a sordid past.”
The great dog lifted his lip in a snarl.
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“Crystal has tamed him,” Amin said casually as he buttered a
piece of toast.
Pepper continued to study Crystal as she raised an eyebrow,
indicating she found this hard to believe.
Crystal shrugged her shoulders and smiled wanly, her head
hurt.
Amin set a plate with toast and a little bowl of marmalade in
front of the woman who eyed Wyndon. “It is true, Pepper, Wyndon
has changed,” Amin said.
“We shall see,” Pepper said before she took a bite of her toast.
“Crystal,” David said, “we’re not going to South Dakota today
as planned. We’re going tomorrow.”
Claire looked at Crystal suspiciously. “I thought you were going
to Europe?”
“I wish.” Crystal leaned back in her chair and closed her eyes;
she felt strange.
Pepper grabbed Crystal’s hands and turned them over. She eyed
the bandage and the two faint scars on her wrists. Then she let go of
Crystal’s hands and peered into her eyes. “How do you feel?”
“Actually, pretty lousy. I’m just bloody tired; need to get some
more sleep,” Crystal mumbled. She slowly got up from the table and
left the room with the big dog close on her heels. Her head hurt and
she needed to lie down. When she’d seen the woman’s white and
black hair, she thought she might faint. It was too much of a
coincidence; too much like the horse’s white mane and tail. And this
woman was a stranger; unlike the others, she’d never seen her
before.
As she walked towards the staircase, she ran into Kolie. Her
head was wrapped skillfully in a beautiful orange scarf and its effect
accentuated her dark eyes and her delicate features.
Kolie took Crystal’s chin in her hand and looked in her eyes.
“Are you feeling unwell, Crystal?”

292

PB MORLEN

Crystal couldn’t talk, she was too tired—so she just nodded her
head. Her legs felt leaden as she trudged up the staircase slowly,
taking one step at a time.
Kolie watched her until she got to the top. Deep in thought, she
turned and headed into the kitchen.
“Pep!” Kolie laughed and threw herself into her friend’s arms.
The embracing women cried with joy. They hadn’t seen each
other in many years. They had a very strong friendship and their
time spent away from each other had at times been painful.
Kolie looked into her friend’s eyes. “It is good that you are here,
Pep. Have you seen Crystal’s marks?”
Pepper nodded her head. “I saw the marks. But I didn’t need to
see them to know it was her. Her blue aura speaks for itself.”
“Blue aura?” Daniel asked. “Like a halo or something?”
The women laughed and Kolie ruffled Daniel’s curls. “Yes,
something like that,” she said mischievously, “something like that.”
CRYSTAL AWOKE with a start a short time later. Her neck hurt.

She held her throbbing head and felt she might vomit. She’d thrown
herself down on the big bed earlier and had immediately fallen
asleep. Madelynn had checked on her twice, making sure that she
was all right. She’d felt her head and it was cool enough. But her
complexion looked red and feverish.
And now, Madelynn poked her head in the room and saw her
granddaughter holding her head in her hands. “Crystal,” she said,
sitting down next to her on the bed. “Wyndon, ye wee monster,
move!’ She shoved the big dog away. “Crystal, are ye all right?”
“No. I have a splitting headache and I feel like I’m going to
throw up.”
Madelynn felt her head again and told her to open her mouth
wide. Crystal did as she was told and Madelynn looked at her
granddaughter’s throat.
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“Hmm….” Crystal’s throat appeared fine and she had no fever.
The girl wasn’t sick. Madelynn’s eyes narrowed as she pondered the
possible source of her granddaughter’s discomfort.
“Crystal, do ye think ye can come downstairs with me, yeah?”
“Sure, I guess. But I’m really thirsty; I’ve got to get a drink of
water.”
“Crystal,” Madelynn lifted her granddaughter’s chin and looked
into her eyes, “have ye seen yer tattoo?”
Crystal became alarmed, putting her hand to her throat. “Yes,
how did you know?”
Madelynn stood up. “Get yer drink an’ come downstairs then.
Amin will give ye some aspirin for yer wee headache, we must talk.”
Crystal groaned. Bollocks, not again.
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Better to light a candle than to curse the darkness.
Chinese Proverb

L

uis finally stumbled downstairs. He’d been up most of the
night watching Deloria, who had almost managed to
remove the binds from her hands twice. With an ornery
growl, he greeted Pepper in the kitchen.
She laughed and gave her grouchy old friend a big hug; he
grunted and wolfed down his breakfast.
The others returned from their walk, cheeks ruddy and fully
refreshed. They had a wonderful time walking down to the lake’s
frozen edge to watch the snowmobiles and their riders loudly fly by.
Sandra said it had been exhilarating. She’d never seen such a
sight. Levi commented on the beauty of the blue sky and Angel said
the air was as crisp and pure as any he’d breathed. David was
pleased. He was proud of where he lived. He knew that not many
people were able to experience the beauty of a winter’s day in
Minnesota, especially one that had started off like today’s, with
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nature’s display of hoar frost. These mornings were special and rare;
the temperature had to be perfect.
His early morning walk with the romping and excited dogs was
magical and had helped soothe his mind. He had looked out over the
lake and marveled at the winter scene. Each tree was shrouded in a
fine white cloud from the hoar frost; it was like a magic hand had
come along and softly painted a white film over each branch. The
others had seen this and had been entranced in the beauty of the
phenomenon.
And now, everyone was downstairs, waiting in David’s elegant
living room—Deloria was mysteriously absent. It was past noon and
the sun streamed in, just barely topping the large trees scattered
throughout the yard. They waited patiently for Crystal, hoping that
she felt better, knowing she might not.
Finally, Madelynn entered the room followed by Crystal and
Wyndon. Crystal looked ill and Wyndon looked worried.
“Crys,” Claire said, “don’t you feel any better?”
“No, I feel worse.” Crystal plopped down on the couch next to
her sister. She put her head back on the cushion and closed her eyes.
“Pep, would ye please explain what is happenin’ to me
granddaughter,” Madelynn said softly after she took a seat by the
fireplace.
The beautiful, black-haired woman nodded her head.
“Certainly,” she said, walking away from the window to stand next
to Crystal. As she stared down at Crystal’s dark head, she said,
“She’s been marked. She hasn’t the strength yet, not bodily, mentally,
emotionally or spiritually to be immune to the mark’s drain on her
lifeblood. Crystal, could you please stand?”
Crystal opened one eye and looked at the woman sourly. “No,
actually, I don’t think I can.” Then she closed her eye. “When I move
my head, it feels like it might just blow off my shoulders. I think I’ll
stay right where I am, thank you very bloody much.”
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“I think you can stand for just a moment. Here, I’ll help you,”
Pepper said, taking Crystal’s arm and pulling her up.
Crystal groaned.
“Kolie? Help me, if you will.”
Kolie walked over to Crystal and held her while Pepper rolled
Crystal’s white collar down, exposing her throat for all to see.
Cosmo and David looked startled, and the others watched
quietly as Crystal feebly tried to yank her turtleneck back up.
“Leave it, love,” Pepper said softly. “I am trying to help you.”
Crystal let her hands drop and leaned against Kolie. Her legs
had become so weak she could hardly stand.
Wyndon whined and tried to push his way between the women,
but Kolie and Pepper ignored him. He gave up, sat down and
watched like the others.
“This is the mark of the dark serpent,” Pepper said quietly.
Crystal’s eyes opened and rolled back to look up at Pepper.
“She has some strength though, if any one of us had received
this mark, we’d have died instantly.”
The two women let Crystal sit back down and her heavy head
fell back against the cushions as she sank into the couch. She really
wanted to get into the conversation to ask her own questions and
quell her dreaded suspicions, but she felt like the life was draining
out of her; right through her feet into the floor. Crystal’s head
throbbed as she sank deeper into the couch.
“She needs a doctor.” Cosmo watched Crystal sag into the
couch. He worried for his young friend.
“A doctor can’t help her now, love,” Pepper said. “But maybe
we can.”
Pepper looked at Madelynn. “Would you please tell the others
what you told me last night? What happened to Crystal before you
arrived?”
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“She was attacked,” Madelynn hissed. “She was playin’ the
piano an’ it was squeezin’ th’ life out of her. That’s how we found
her. We barely got here in time.”
“What was squeezing her, Madelynn?” Pepper asked.
“Ye-know-who,” Madelynn’s dark eyes sought out her friend’s,
“th’ dark serpent.”
Serpent! Claire stared at her sister with huge, frightened eyes.
David quickly asked, “What do you mean a serpent?” He stared
at Madelynn and shuddered. “Is that what tore up my sitting room?
But, where did it go?”
Madelynn sipped her tea and whispered, “It vanished.”
“We have to do something!” Claire cried out.
Kolie knelt down next to Crystal and gently lifted her eyelid to
expose the whites of her eye. She examined it for a moment; then let
the lid fall back in place. “She is weakening,” Kolie said, “but her
heart is strong. We have some time; we cannot make a wrong move.”
Crystal groaned, and Claire watched her sink deeper into the
couch. She held onto her sister’s cool hand and snuggled closer to
her.
Wyndon’s huge head lay in her lap, no one dared budge him.
“Since the beginning of mankind, there have been visionaries
and divine prophets with great hearts and minds who walked the
earth,” Pepper said. “These agents of hope, who shared their wisdom
with whoever would listen, worked with the earth spirits—the
animals from the earth, the sky and the sea. They called on these
spirits to aid and protect them in their spiritual quests, and the spirits
responded generously, giving them all that they could.
“Like them, Crystal walks the earth with a message, and like the
many prophets before her, she has been placed in danger. Her spirit
is calling to these earth spirits for help, but I fear the mark on her
throat is making it impossible for them to hear her call—this is what
concerns me. The serpent’s dark energy, like a vampire, is drinking
her life force.”
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Crystal groaned again, waving her hand weakly in front of her
as if trying to swat something away—then she fell silent and the
hand that Claire held went limp.
“Jaypers! I think she’s fainted! Please help her!” Claire’s
frightened eyes flew to Pepper.
“That is what we are doin’ love. Continue to hold her hand; you
are helpin’ to keep her grounded. Wyndon,” the dog’s eyes shifted,
but his head stayed still, “please stay where you are. She needs your
energies too.” The big dog thumped his tail softly and whined.
“She is vaning quickly, look.” Luis thrust his chin towards
Crystal.
David stared at Crystal in horror. Claire gasped and
Madelynn’s eyes darkened. Crystal’s light had begun to fade. No
one had realized that she even had a light, but now they noticed
darkness around her, like a shadow had been cast over her body.
Wyndon whined and nuzzled Crystal’s hands, but she continued to
recede into darkness.
“If we don’t do something now, she’ll be lost!” Angel cried out.
“My God!” Cosmo shouted in a terrified voice. “What is
happening?!”
“Everyone, stand and get in a circle. Hold each other’s hands
tightly and do not let go! Chaos draws near!” Kolie cried.
A great wind swirled into the room, knocking books off shelves
and pictures from the walls. Claire screamed, throwing herself over
Crystal. A loud wailing began careening around the room and the
wind picked up; within the circle, the air was quiet and calm.
“Amin,” Madelynn shouted over the wailing, “ye must go an’
check on Deloria. I fear she may have escaped. Hurry!”
The small man nodded briskly and quickly made his way out of
the room. As he left, he had to dodge flying pillows and books that
flew through the air.
“I’ll go and help.” Daniel quickly caught up with the small man.
He did not want to stay in this room which he now presumed was
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haunted. Plus, Amin could probably use his help if the crazy old
woman had escaped. He’d hoisted her over his shoulders once
before, he could do it again.
Pepper’s black and white hair flew madly about her face. “We
must not break the circle,” she shouted. “Do not bloody let go!” A
pillow and a lamp flew over her head. Crystal is in trouble,”
Pepper’s desperate eyes searched her friend’s faces. “We have been
witness to what this beast can do,” she hissed, “and we can’t let him
take her. Her spirit is calling for help, but its evil coil is wrapped
tightly around her throat.
“My friends, we must answer her call and we must do this
without thought for ourselves. Remember, Crystal came back to the
planet knowing it would be dangerous.” Pepper’s eyes beckoned her
friends’. “If we do not offer her our aid, the beast will take her and
another course may be set; one in which humanity might not survive.
We are no longer Crystal’s guardians, we will be her soldiers and we
will fight at her side.”
“Do you know vot you are doing?” Luis growled.
Pepper glared at the man who loved her friend. ““If we do not
do this, she will die. You know this, Luis. If she dies, then all of our
trials will have been for naught.”
“Ve vill never be free,” Luis muttered glumly as he looked at
Kolie, the woman he’d loved for over half of a century. Kolie’s eyes
were soft and kind. She smiled and nodded her head.
Luis narrowed his eyes and searched the faces of those who
stood beside him—the ones he’d kill for. They returned his stare with
quiet nods of their own and then he, too, quietly acquiesced with a
nod. If they were willing to sacrifice their future freedom, then so
was he.
The wind whirled and screamed around the encircled group;
throwing vases and books, pictures and baskets through the air.
Wyndon’s fur bristled; as did Lady’s and Vincent’s, but they stayed
still, never once moving.
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Pepper looked at Crystal, who was now completely cast in
shadow, and she spoke in a clear, loud voice. “To you, Crystal Blue, I
give you my speed, for in your travels you will surely need.”
Kolie continued loudly as the noises outside the circle grew. “To
you, Crystal Blue, I give you some memories, a cleansing breath in
front of your enemies.”
Sandra was next. “To you, Crystal Blue, attention to detail I give,
you must remain focused to help all to live.”
Marty shouted over the shrieking and the wailing. “To you,
Crystal Blue, some courage to take, you’ll need it for when your
spirit awakes.”
“To you, Crystal Blue, whose spirit will fly, I give you clear
vision so others won’t die,” Daisy said with a wild look in her eye.
Levi spoke loudly and quickly. “To you, Crystal Blue, I give you
some things, a thought that will bite a touch that will sting.”
Angel said, “To you, Crystal Blue, my colors are yours, my
magic will guide you through earth’s hidden doors.”
It was Luis’s turn next and he turned his head and spat into the
air. Turning back to Crystal he bowed his head and said, “To you,
Crystal Blue, vith the beautiful glow, I give you my music ven all
others go.”
The only one left was Madelynn, who didn’t know if she could
speak. Her granddaughter was no longer cast in shadow. A beautiful
blue glow was illuminating Crystal from within—she looked radiant.
Vincent meowed loudly as if to encourage Madelynn. “To me lovely,
Crystal,” she said, “I give ye me part, t’ both me lovely
granddaughters th’ jewels in me heart.”
Outside the circle all was quiet. The wind had stopped and the
wailing had ceased. Only a few papers floated softly through the air,
landing lightly on the floor. Now there was a quiet calm, but the air
still felt electric. All who stood around Crystal were windblown and
slightly battered, but they’d all held on, never letting go.
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Pepper closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “The threat has
left.”
They stood around Crystal’s still form and held their breath in
anticipation to what would happen next—no one knew.
** Ϋ **
CRYSTAL OPENED her eyes and found herself sitting in an
empty room, much like the one she’d found herself in after finding
the manuscript. But this time, there was no bright light and there was
no pain—in fact, she felt nothing. She felt cold and empty.
“Hello?” her voice sounded hollow and foreign to her ears.
She heard a noise behind her and whipped her head around to
find a large, shadowy shape slithering along the floor. She stared at
the creature with deadened eyes—she knew it came for her.
Detached, she watched a black mass, like a heavy, dark storm
cloud, roil up angrily behind the creature—the energy it created felt
like static electricity. Crystal could feel the hair on her arms lift, but
her heart beat dully—she had no fear of this strangeness. It was as if
she’d accepted her fate. She watched as the creature and the storm
cloud drew closer and closer.
Suddenly, one-by-one, animals began emerging from out of the
storm cloud: a horse, an orca whale, a mouse, a cougar, an eagle, a
scorpion, an iguana, a wolf, a white lion, a bear, and a small blue
dragon.
As the animals emerged from the darkened storm cloud, a blue,
serpentine wisp of smoke began to wind itself around Crystal,
growing larger and glowing brighter as each animal emerged.
Crystal felt herself grow stronger as the animals and the blue
smoke circled around her. She felt energized, like she was on fire,
and she stood up with eyes blazing. The blue light around her
became brighter and brighter until the darkness of the storm cloud
and the shadows of the snake-like creature were no match for it and
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they quickly faded away—for whenever there is the smallest bit of
light, no darkness can exist.
As Crystal felt the energy that fired through her begin to
subside, a tall, dark-haired woman walked through the circle of
animals and the brown bear went to her side. She was the same
woman that Crystal had seen before, the woman with the dark eyes
who wore the blue headband. Crystal stared at the huge bear with
the long, brown shaggy coat that now stood next to the woman. The
bear returned her stare with its beady, black eyes and a twitch of its
black nose.
The beautiful woman nodded her head and smiled at each one
of the animals. “Thank you,” she said softly. Then she turned to
Crystal. “Your soldiers serve you well,” she said. “Their devotion
and sacrifice has saved many from certain misfortune. It would be
wise for you to seek their counsel when you feel the need.” The
woman flashed a quick smile.
“But beware,” her smile faded quickly as she whispered, “the
dark serpent is cunning. It does not play by the rules; in fact it makes
its own.” Her dark eyes flashed. “It walks in shadow and will hunt
you down. Your soldiers have saved you, but the serpent has stolen
your memories, take care when they return.” With that, the woman
and the bear disappeared.
Crystal heard the woman’s voice. “You’re illuminating, Crystal.
It is time for you to return. After all, you are the child of the stars that
they’ve been waiting for.”
** Ϋ **
“DAVID, MADELYNN.” Amin stepped into David’s living
room—his voice sounded odd. Everyone’s attention was drawn to
his urgent tone and Claire gasped at his unkempt appearance. The
small man’s face was pale and his tidy, white suit coat was soiled
and torn.
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David stood up. “Amin? What happened?”
“She took him,” Amin’s voice trembled, “she took the boy.”
Cosmo’s stomach lurched. Daniel!
Madelynn rushed over to Amin and put her hand on his
shoulder. “Amin? Who took the boy?” she whispered.
“Deloria, she took Daniel. I tried to stop her, but…,” he sat down
on a chair and shook his head, “she got her hands untied. I tried to
stop her, but, she took him before I could.”
Cosmo’s eyes were wild and his fists were clenched. She’d hurt
him before and she would again. He turned his anguished eyes to
Madelynn. “We’ve got to go find him.”
Cosmo’s narrow shoulders sagged as he looked at Crystal who
appeared to be sleeping. She hadn’t yet awakened. He didn’t know if
he could handle this—first Adam, then Crystal, and now Daniel.
“She’ll be back,” Luis growled. “Deloria von’t hurt him, Cosmo.
She can’t.”
“What do you mean, she can’t?” Cosmo cried. “She did it
before.”
Claire walked over to Cosmo and held his hand. Her heart broke
watching him fret over his grandson. Poor Daniel, she thought. He
always seemed to be the one who got hurt.
“She von’t hurt him because then ve von’t give her vot she
vonts. She’ll be back,” Luis said again.
“We can’t just stand here,” Cosmo cried. “We have to go find
him. And, Crystal….” His voice trailed off in despair.
Pepper smiled and gently led Cosmo over to a chair. “Dear
man,” she said to Cosmo as he sat down, letting her eyes roam over
his familiar face—his features were identical to Constantine’s.
“They’re both safe, I assure you.”
“Amin! Did ye make sure th’ book is safe?” Madelynn’s voice
cried out fearfully.
He nodded his head. “She doesn’t know where it is. I moved it
last night. She’ll never find it.”
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“Are you sure?” Madelynn asked.
“Yes, I am sure.”
Pepper looked at Crystal. “Crystal will be all right, Cosmo. If the
book is safe, she is safe.”
“Don’t vorry, Cosmo,” Luis said. “Ve’ll get your grandson
back.”
“But what does she want?” David asked. “You said she’ll be
back, looking for something.”
“She wants th’ blue crystal, David,” Madelynn whispered. “But
she’ll not find it.”
“And looking for her won’t do any good, Cosmo,” Sandra said
quietly. “We’ll be stronger for your grandson if we stay calm and
keep our wits about us. We’ll be ready for her, won’t we?” Sandra’s
small eyes landed on each one of her friends.
They nodded slowly, each one knowing what they might be up
against.
“Gran!” Crystal cried out, “What are you doing here?”
Crystal, now awake, stared at her grandmother with surprise.
Then her eyes roamed the room.
Everyone noticed a light and a power they’d never seen in
another’s eyes before, and they were mesmerized by the blue power
that seemed to emanate from her.
“Claire,” Crystal furrowed her brow when she saw her sister,
“what are you doing here?” Crystal noticed Wyndon. “And who is
this?” She continued to look at the big dog and, after a moment, she
smiled and patted his head. “Hello, Wyndon.” It was as if she’d
known him her whole life. The huge dog wagged his tail.
“Cosmo, why are you here? And why are Aunt Daisy and Uncle
Marty…why are you all standing around me in a circle?”
No one had expected this response from Crystal, not even
Pepper or Kolie.
“Crystal, don’t ye remember?” Madelynn whispered.
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Crystal shook her head. “No, why are you here, Gran? What’s
happening? What’s happened to David’s house?” She stared at the
room in shambles all around her.
Madelynn shook her head and stood up. “I don’t know, ‘t is
certain I really don’t know. Pepper?”
“Give me one moment, will you please?” The exotic woman
went to the corner of the room and stared out of the big window that
over-looked the lake.
“David?” Crystal looked at the man who stared back at her with
a puzzled expression. “What’s going on? I thought we were
supposed to keep this a secret, you said that nobody was to know.”
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“From our ancestors come our names, but from our virtues, our honors.”
Latin Proverb

C

rystal hated feeling like this. Not knowing what
happened made her feel betrayed and extremely
vulnerable. She felt like everyone had done something
behind her back, like they didn’t trust her enough to tell her
anything. As she stood and stared at everyone she became angrier
and angrier. She started to stomp out of the room with Wyndon at
her heels, but was stopped by Pepper before she could leave.
“Jaypers,” Crystal whispered. She thought she was the most
beautiful woman she’d ever seen. She stared at Pepper with her
mouth open.
Pepper smiled and led her back to the couch. “Sit down, please,
love,” she said gently.
Crystal sat down with a huff.
Claire stared at her sister. She was relieved that Crystal was
back to her old feisty self, but she was confused. It was only
yesterday that Crystal had looked at her the same way, asking why

307

ILLUMINATING CRYSTAL

she was here. She gave her sister a small smile and wondered if she
remembered there was a serpent tattooed on her neck.
“Well,” Pepper began, “I know what has happened to Crystal.”
She held up a large, dark green stone, beautifully polished and
buffed, that fit in her palm perfectly. “I have come to rely on this
stone as the information that I have received from it has never failed
me,” she stroked the stone with her thumb. “Crystal doesn’t
remember anything that’s happened since she was marked by the
dark serpent.”
“What do you mean, ‘marked by the serpent’?” Crystal cried.
“What serpent? I don’t remember anything….” Her eyes were wild.
Pepper took Crystal’s hand and looked into her eyes. “Do you
trust everyone in this room, Crystal?”
Breathing rapidly, Crystal looked at everyone with narrowed
eyes and then she slowly nodded her head.
“Do you trust the dog, Crystal?” Pepper asked. “You only just
met him, did you not?”
Crystal stared at Wyndon and felt a solid, peaceful assurance
emanate from him. “I trust him very much.” Crystal’s voice shook
with emotion.
“Then will you do something for me, Crystal? Would you put
your arms around him? This may help you remember.”
“Please, Crystal,” Claire whispered. “You must remember.”
Crystal took a deep breath and knelt down next to the large,
black dog that had loyally sat at her side. She wrapped her arms
around his neck and leaned in against his thick fur—he smelled
good, like woodchips and fire. She held onto the dog for a long
while, listening to his steady heart-beat along with her own.
And then, she fell asleep.
Wyndon whined and looked at Pepper with soulful, brown eyes.
She nodded her head. “That is good; she needs the sleep to help
re-connect with her spirit.” Pepper looked at her friends with sad
eyes and whispered, “When she was cast in shadow, I believe she
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died. The dark serpent had her, but just for a moment. We were just
in time.”
Madelynn gasped and choked out, “What are ye sayin’ then?”
“Her spirit left and she died, but her heart did not.”
Claire’s eyes were wide with shock. Oh, no! Not again!
Pepper said softly, “We are a part of her now; we will be her
soldiers when she needs our strength. We were with her before,” she
looked to each of her friends, “but we are now bound to her in more
ways than we can begin to imagine.”
Luis grumbled and Kolie patted his hand.
“But will she remember?” David whispered, wondering how
this could have happened to her.
“Time will tell,” Pepper said softly. “I know that she was inbetween worlds for a small bit of time, whether or not she leaves her
memories there won’t be known until she wakes up.”
Claire shuddered at the thought of her sister ‘walking inbetween worlds.’ It must have been dreadful.
“Where did that awful wind come from?” Cosmo, still shaken,
asked in a shaky voice while staring at Crystal who slumbered
peacefully on the floor next to Wyndon.
After a few quiet moments, Madelynn gasped as the truth
dawned on her. “Claire, would ye please show us Crystal’s tattoo?”
she asked.
Claire gave her grandmother an odd look before she knelt down
and gently pulled the neck of Crystal’s sweater down.
There was a collective gasp when everyone saw the double
serpent that now twined itself around Crystal’s throat. She no longer
had one snake wrapped around her neck, now she had two—one
gold and one blue.
“Vell, I’ll be damned,” Luis whispered.
“’T is just as I thought,” Madelynn whispered. “Th’ wind was
not a threat t’ Crystal; it was a result of th’ blue serpent comin’ t’ her
aid—she heard her call. Th’ wind was th’ result of these two powers
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comin’ together, much like what happens when positive an’ negative
charges collide, it creates a great disturbance – th’ serpents are polar
opposites, th’ proverbial good an’ evil, or light an’ dark.”
Claire stroked her sister’s hand. She looked so peaceful in sleep.
She struggled with her grandmother’s words, they were ominous
and frightening.
“Now that Crystal wears the mark of both serpents, she carries
both the light and the dark,” Pepper added. “The blue serpent
stepped in and gave Crystal her mark because we offered our gifts
freely with compassion—she knew Crystal was dying. Her new mark
has made her stronger.”
“The dark serpent feeds on fear and ignorance that exist in our
world and these energies have made it very strong,” Levi said.
“Crystal was born to illuminate, enlighten and empower humanity—
the dark serpent fears an enlightened world and Crystal’s mission is
a threat to its existence. But it fears the light of the blue serpent even
more.”
“The blue serpent represents divine feminine wisdom and
compassion,” Sandra offered, “which, by the way, is represented by
the eleventh layer of human DNA. When Crystal discovered the
manuscript, this was the atomic layer of her DNA that was activated
and most likely strengthened her heart against the dark serpent’s
initial attack. Most likely, her compassionate nature was amplified as
well.”
“How could you possibly know about her DNA adjustment?”
David asked incredulously.
“There is nothin’ that we don’t know about Crystal,” Madelynn
said softly. “We are very closely connected t’ her. We know about th’
eleventh layer bein’ activated, an’ we know about th’ cosmic lattice
an’ the akash.”
“I felt another source of power when we were in the circle,”
Marty alleged quietly. “I believe this is the light that protected
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Crystal when she first found the book – the white mist that she
claimed protected her from the serpents.”
“And I felt the shaman’s power,” Daisy added, patting her
husband’s large hand. “It was very strong.”
“I felt that too.” Pepper’s eyes roamed over Wyndon who had
snuggled closer to Crystal.
Madelynn looked at her granddaughter with soft eyes. “Crystal
has many protectors t’ be sure.”
“Vy did she hug the dog, Pepper?” Luis asked.
Pepper smiled. “They are kindred spirits, Luis, and their bond
is very strong. He will help protect her memories.”
“But she only just met him,” Claire whispered, stroking
Vincent’s back.
“And she remembered him, even though she forgot everything
else,” David said.
“That is why she will need to remain close to him,” Pepper said
quietly. “I believe she will need his protection from many things.”
Madelynn sighed deeply. “Marty, could ye take Crystal upstairs
then?” she asked. “She’ll be needin’ t’ rest an’ we still have much t’
discuss.”
“Claire, go on with yer sister an’ stay with her. Let us know
when she wakes up. An’ Marty, come right back down, we’ll wait fer
ye. Claire will keep an eye on her sister then.”
Marty gently picked Crystal up and carried her from the room
with Wyndon following close behind. Claire, with Vincent in her
arms, began to follow, but before she left the room, she laid her hand
on Cosmo’s shoulder. “He’ll be all right, Cosmo. Don’t worry,”
Claire smiled softly. “Daniel is very brave.”
Cosmo wearily nodded his head as he reached up and patted
her hand.
Madelynn sat down next to Cosmo—he looked lost. “Would ye
like to go home now, Cosmo?” she asked softly. “’T is probably best
if ye were home in yer own bed. An’ Cosmo, don’t worry about
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Daniel. Deloria has seen somethin’ important in him that makes him
special—she won’t hurt him because she believes that she needs him.
There are forces involved here, Cosmo, that are greater than us. We
have t’ have faith that Daniel’s part in this is not yet over. Can ye do
that for me? Can ye do that for Daniel?”
Madelynn’s words helped ease his fears. Maybe Daniel’s part
wasn’t yet over. He had shown great courage in the last two days:
protecting Claire and recovering from the large dog’s attack with
relative ease. He was after all an Attis, made from sturdy Greek
stock. Cosmo gave Madelynn a weary smile. “Thank you, Madelynn.
I shouldn’t lose faith so easily. He’s a strong lad. I just hope that
Deloria doesn’t hurt him.”
Madelynn patted his hand. “Ye go on home an’ get some rest.
Give Amin a moment; I’m sure he’ll bring ye home. I’ll have David
call ye if anythin’ happens.”
Cosmo stood up and turned to David. “Kiss Crystal good bye
for me, would you?” he asked quietly. “I might not see her again for
quite a while.”
David smiled and grabbed the old man’s hand. “’Course I will,”
he said gruffly. He was just as shaken up as the old man at Daniel’s
disappearance. He feared for Daniel, but he had more than the boy to
worry about. Amongst all his other responsibilities, he worried
about Crystal and now he needed to find his brother and his wife.
David sat down wearily. Lady came over and laid her head in
his lap. She too had a long and busy day. He stroked her soft head
and hoped he had the strength and the fortitude to carry out the
mission. Last night, Madelynn had told him that the book and the
blue crystal were two parts of a whole and both were extremely
valuable—not in a monetary sense, but rather they were both ancient
artifacts that contained extremely rare and cherished information. If
either fell into the wrong hands…well, she hadn’t said what could
happen, but by the intensity of her gaze he’d gathered it wasn’t good.
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"In our every deliberation we must consider the impact of our decisions on
the next seven generations."
From the Great Law of the Iroquois Confederacy

“D

avid,” Madelyn peered at him closely once Cosmo
and Amin had left, “what has the book told you to
do next?”
“We’re to go to South Dakota and meet with the Oglala Sioux
Tribal Council, tomorrow.”
“Ah, excellent,” Daisy folded her hands together, “Crystal will
begin her travels with the Lakota Sioux. They are direct descendants
of the First Nation blood lines and ancestors of the Bear Clan and the
Atlantean Serpent. You will learn more from them,” she explained.
“They will help Crystal clear away any doubts she might still have
and most likely, they will have a ceremony to initiate her for the
mission. A very important date draws near for the Lakota, a time of
great sorrow. Crystal’s visit will greatly honor them.”
“I have some words of warning, David,” Pepper said. “The first
thing is you must never let Crystal near the book.”
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David nodded his head. He’d heard these words before from
Cosmo.
“The manuscript that you decipher, David, the book that Crystal
found, is the Akashic Records in 3-D,” Pepper explained. “This book
has chosen you to be its keeper. You must be very careful with this
book, for it is very powerful and very dangerous. You may be
immune to its seductive pull, but Crystal is not.
“You see, this book is inter-dimensional and close to the source
of all that is. It will try to seduce Crystal back to where it feels she
belongs. She and the book resonate at the same frequency—a very
high frequency. If Crystal comes into contact with it…well,” her dark
eyes bore into his, “I cannot stress the importance of keeping her
away from it.
“Remember what you learned in the mystery schools, David.
Because of her DNA activations, the atomic structure of her cells has
turned crystalline, changing her human template, just like what
happened to the visionaries and divine prophets before her who
heralded great change. They too resonated at higher frequencies
which enabled them to do their work.
“Like them,” Pepper said, reminding him of something he
already knew, “she’s a shaman, an avatar who has the ability to
access divine information with relative ease because she’s no longer
bound to this earthly plane—she can easily travel through earth’s
twelve overtones.”
David nodded his head, although he was a bit surprised. He
hadn’t realized Crystal held so much power. “I tried to tell her this,
but she didn’t believe me.” Then he added sadly, “but now she’s
forgotten everything.”
Pepper smiled.
“Her conscious mind, yes, but not her
unconscious mind. She’ll never forget who she is.”
David shook his head, she really was special. In order to be able
to perform these tasks that Pepper spoke of, the masters before her
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had studied for dozens of years. Crystal gained this knowledge in a
matter of minutes. He shook his head. Unbelievable.
“But, I cannot tell you anymore than this, David,” Pepper said.
“The manuscript will explain more as you decipher it. Pay close
attention to what it says.
“In many ways Crystal is very powerful, but now because of her
dark mark and past betrayals, she is weaker than she was meant to
be for this mission that she was born to fulfill.
“You see,” Pepper explained, “Crystal came back to satisfy a
contract her ancestor made with a group of ancient beings many light
years ago. These ancient beings have cared for the planet for
thousands and thousands of years.
“The ancients promised that if mankind did not destroy the
planet by the year 2000, they would freely offer them the gifts of the
masters—the compassionate nature of being human. In return, the
ancient’s energies that are held deep within the earth would be
released, no longer being bound to the earth. And humanity, having
re-gained the sacred knowledge of the masters—their divine
birthright—they would be honored as the new caretakers of the
planet.
“But when Deloria and her wretched deceit defiled the sacred
tomb, their agreement was compromised. You see, within the tomb
lay the blue crystal that protected the sacred contract. For thousands
of years, the sacred knowledge had been cherished and well-guarded
within many indigenous tribes. But as a result of this treacherous
breech, the darkness that was unleashed sought out the guardians of
the secrets and has wreaked havoc upon many of the ancient tribes.
“Fortunately for many, Crystal chose to return despite this
betrayal. When the world-wide celebration for peace and harmony
occurred twenty-three years ago, it brought more light to the planet
and raised the vibration of the planet enough so that Crystal could
return. But now her mission and her well-being will be much more
tenuous.
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“Many of the tribes she was to meet with have been virtually
exterminated and their sorrowful memories lay buried deep within
the earth, laced with betrayal and without hope for release. There are
only twelve of the original thirty-nine tribes left. What was to be a
joyous celebration will now most likely be a mission wrought with
danger and treachery.”
Kolie smiled and said sadly, “It is no secret why Deloria chose
my colleagues and me for her ill-fated trip. All of our unique
bloodlines are directly tied to a tribe that guards a sacred message.”
Luis grumbled and Kolie squeezed his hand. “The reason the
dark serpent vos unable to destroy the twelve remaining tribes is
because vith our unique powers, ve vere able to protect them,” Luis
said, “and now ve must protect Crystal too.”
David looked at the faces of those who sat around him. Their
expressions were a mix of regret and pain—they’d obviously seen a
great deal of tragedy.
“It is imperative that Crystal seeks our aid and uses our powers
when she is in danger,” Kolie said. “We can assist her and she will
most likely succeed. Then the blue serpent can do her job—travel
through the subterranean tunnels deep below earth’s surface and
release the ancient energies.
“The blue serpent has lain dormant for thousands of
years…waiting while the dark serpent poisoned men’s minds and
used them to destroy and kill thousands of innocents. It is her time to
heal the planet of those sorrowful memories, and the more
compassionate and enlightened humanity becomes as Crystal unveils
the sacred truths, the stronger will she be. This is the how the
contract was written, and if all goes well, all of mankind can remain
on the planet for anther twelve thousand years.”
“We can only hope Crystal stays safe and the information she
unveils will be enough to illuminate all of humanity,” Angel
whispered. “If she dies or is incapacitated before all twelve tribes
have unveiled their sacred data, chaos will reign for some time as the
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world enters the Fifth Age. Those who don’t honor their true divinity
and their new compassionate role as caretakers of the planet will
discover the higher vibrations of the new earth will be too much to
bear and they will most likely die.”
Pepper gave David a tired smile. “You must ensure that she
travels safely and completes her tasks, David. The first nation people
know of and honor Crystal’s ancestor—a goddess from the stars,
loved and feared by many, who has walked the earth in many
different forms.
“But because she bears the dark serpent’s mark, some may not
trust her and she may be tested,” Pepper said solemnly. “Many
dangers await her along her journeys, my dear boy.”
David dragged his hand over his face. Holy Shmoly, he
borrowed one of Crystal’s favorite expressions, what had he gotten
himself into?
“And you must also protect yourself.” Pepper grabbed his hand.
“You, David, are the book’s one true keeper. You are just as
important to this mission as Crystal is and just as vulnerable to the
sinister dark power that seeks to thwart her mission. Do not ever
forget that. You, my dear friend, like Crystal, came back to the planet
for a special purpose. Why do you think we worked together so
many years ago?” Her eyes twinkled when she saw his surprise.
“That was no accident. Your knowledge and well-being are key to
her success.”
“Take good care of me granddaughter, David,” Madelynn
whispered, her blue eyes glistening with unshed tears. “I fear that ye
an’ th’ fey dog Wyndon will be very busy keepin’ Crystal safe.”
** Ϋ **
THE BIG yellow bus lumbered on its way down the dark, cold

and empty highway towards the South Dakota reservation. There
was an anniversary drawing near of a time where many had died
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and the small group of people inside the bus—some asleep, some
awake—felt something stir within them. Heaviness lay in the hearts
of those whose ancestors had walked on this land – they felt the pain
and the anguish they’d not felt the last time they had traveled this
way.
Serena looked at Adam who was laid out in the back of the bus,
covered in a heavy wool blanket. Will had never left his side and had
done what Grey Eyes had instructed before they’d left Minneapolis.
He’d kept the small bowl of sage lit and once every hour he’d waved
the smoke over Adam with the beautiful white feather that Grey
Eyes had told him to use. The scented smoke smelled wonderful and
had calmed Serena’s frayed nerves. It seemed to help Adam as his
color improved and his bruises were already fading. She hoped the
visit to the Sacred Hearth would help her brother.
Her phone vibrated in her pocket. She looked at the screen and
saw that he’d finally returned her call. “Hi Cosmo,” she said quietly.
“You got my message.
** Ϋ **
CRYSTAL AWOKE from her dream with a start. She felt as if

she’d been in the dream for days. Then its nebulous thread began to
fade as most dreams do and it receded into the place where it’s most
hard to grasp. She opened her eyes and for a moment she had no
idea where she was. Then she looked around the beautiful blue room
and she remembered. She was in David’s house and today she would
have to get on an airplane.
Bollocks.
She snuggled deeper into the covers and thought about her
imminent departure. She’d be traveling to South Dakota. She didn’t
want to go, but then her lips lifted into a soft smile as she realized
she’d most likely be meeting some of Adam’s relatives. Maybe it
wouldn’t be so bad.
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She sat up and stretched. She felt wonderfully refreshed, as
though she’d slept for hours and hours. She thought of Adam again
and smiled. She would miss him, but she’d think of him often as she
walked under the stars.
Crystal jumped out of bed and nearly stumbled over a large
sleeping form. Wyndon scrambled to his feet and cocked his head to
the side. Crystal peered at him with one eyebrow raised.
He wagged his tail.
Then she smiled. “Well, hello Wyndon. Are you all packed and
ready for an adventure?”
Woof!
She smiled and patted the dog’s great head. As Crystal patted
his head, tiny threads of her surreal dream seeped slowly back into
her memory: dark storm clouds, blue animals, large snakes and
strange underground worlds filled her thoughts.
Her eyes flew open wide. “Bloody hell!”
** Ϋ **
Will she remember?
Her memories are in her heart; if she opens it she will remember everything.
Will she learn from them?
Time will tell.
The soldiers have made a great sacrifice.
It is what they were meant to do.
And now, he waits for her in sleep.
His people are strong; if she listens, she may succeed.
I am anticipating a great journey.
As am I. As am I.
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A dimple on the chin, the devil within.
Gaelic Proverb
City of Jiroft
Kerman Province, Iran
January, 1960

T

hrough narrowed eyes, she watched the brothers of
Aryan descent walk side by side down the narrow street
of the crowded city. “Perfect.” She all but salivated as she
rubbed her pale, gnarly hands together. The small man had told her
the truth; his brother was certainly a fine specimen.
She cackled quietly when she spied the dark form that she’d
only just awakened from death’s slumber glide silently behind them.
And then, before anyone spied her watching the brothers, she
vanished.
The brothers hadn’t seen the disturbing form slink out of the
cemetery they passed a few moments before. Its dreaded form
shifted at an awkward gait along the ground keeping tight to the
outer walls of buildings so as not to be detected by the unsuspecting
pair. They didn’t know that something followed them. How could
they?
Yesterday, Amin—the older of the two Fèrdôsë brothers—had
met with the old woman and he had set up a meeting with the

woman for today where they would learn how they could earn some
money. Even though the brothers were members of the Shah’s Secret
Police, they had often found themselves hopelessly hungry and
desperate to remove themselves from the merciless group.
The two men were very unlike in appearance; the younger one
was very tall and muscular, with long, black shaggy hair and
startling blue eyes. The older brother was short, trim, and tidy, and
wearing a bright white turban. Neither wore the gray and red
uniform of the Secret Police; they had agreed to exile themselves
from the group only three days before. Their outer appearance
varied, but their inner workings were quite similar. After all, they
were brothers and they were both hungry.
“I have not eaten since yesterday,” the tall one rubbed his
stomach. “It is unfortunate that I almost stole a mango from the fruit
stand. That is how desperate I am.”
“Wyndon, it is good that you did not attempt to steal the fruit,”
the short brother Amin nodded his head. “You know the penalty for
theft. You do not wear your uniform for protection and you need
both of your hands.”
The tall one grimaced and clenched one fist as the other gripped
the hilt of his belted scimitar. “I would not have been caught; I am
fast and I am strong. Do not underestimate me brother. It was not for
that reason that I hesitated. The fruit was rotten.”
“Ah, well then it is good that you did not steal it. It would have
been a tragedy if the price you would have to pay for a piece of
rotten fruit would be the loss of your hand. If you are so intent on
stealing, maybe you should steal from someone who could afford the
loss, eh brother? It would not do our neighbors any good if you stole
from them.”
The tall man shrugged his shoulders and reticently agreed. He
should not steal from his neighbors, Allah would not approve.
As the two men walked deeper into the city the streets narrowed
into alleys where beggars cried for mercy, their huddled forms lined

the dark street—their hungry eyes stared out of gaunt faces in
hooded robes—they dared not bother the men who carried the
curved sabers. Wyndon cringed; he hoped their desperate situation
wouldn’t have them joining these poor pathetic souls anytime soon.
They neared a double set of doors—one amongst many—set into
the wall of the building lining the darkening alley. As they
approached, they could hear the loud pronouncement from the
mosque begin to call out the mystical and powerful adhān; the
Islamic call to prayer. Amin pushed one door open and the pair
entered not knowing what they would find.
“This is where she said we should wait,” Amin whispered. “She
instructed us to wait here until she arrived. She will then tell us what
we are to do; she promised me it would be honest work, and work
that will pay well.”
“Let us hope she comes soon.” Wyndon’s eyes darted furtively
around the empty room. “I do not like being cooped up in this small
space when I do not know what is on the other side of these walls. I
do not want a night creature to come upon us and suck out our
blood.”
Amin smiled at his brother. They had both feared the vampirelike creatures all their lives. They knew they were myth, but
nevertheless they had put great energy into staying away from them
Unbeknownst to the brothers, the dark form that had followed
accompanied them into the stale smelling room and curled up in a
corner and waited until she came to give instructions. Its hooded red
eyes gazed unseeingly towards the door as it waited for its gift.
Wyndon shifted uncomfortably, he sensed something ominous
approach. He held the grip of his scimitar tightly, he and his brother
went back to back—he had felt the same threat—his weapon was
already drawn.
Slowly, the door opened and what entered took the brother’s
breaths away. A woman, fairy-like in appearance, drifted in through
the doors and stood in front of the pair. Her golden, waist-length hair

danced around her tiny form; her green eyes sparkled from her
angelic face as she apprised the two men who stood before her. Both
men were thoroughly entranced. She reminded them of the peri, the
mythical fallen angels who appeared as fairies.
“Ah, splendid creatures,” she purred as she circled them. “And
brave ones who carry their blades well. They will serve me quite
nicely.” A tiny, pointed tongue darted out of her mouth and licked
delicate pink lips.
Wyndon snapped out of his trance and thrust his chin at the tiny
woman. “What is it that you offer?”
Her smile set off a pair of exquisite dimples. “Did not your
brother tell you?”
Wyndon eyed her warily—he was beginning to feel trapped.
The air in the room was beginning to feel quite heavy. What startled
him the most was her mastery of the Farsi language. Never before
had he seen women of her coloring speak his native tongue—it set
his nerves on edge. He turned his head and tried to see his brother’s
face; Amin hadn’t taken his eyes off the mysterious creature with the
flowing hair.
Trying to snap his brother out of his spell, Wyndon jabbed him
with his elbow, but Amin’s wide-eyed gaze remained fixed on the
woman. “No, he did not tell me what you offer,” Wyndon said flatly.
“Tell us now, or be on your way.”
Her twinkly laugh danced through the dark room and the hairs
on the back of Wyndon’s neck stood up. Something about this female
creature had his hackles up and he was becoming very nervous.
“Brother,” he said loudly as he grabbed his arm. “Look at me.” He
took his brother’s chin and turned his face towards him looking
directly into his eyes. He stumbled backwards and fear gripped him
at what he saw; two red eyes gazed out of Amin’s stony and very
pale face.
He whirled and faced the little woman. “What have you done to
my brother?” he bellowed.

She laughed again and folded her hands in front of her
demurely. “I have not done anything,” she said. “It must have been
the vetala in the corner there,” she motioned with her chin. “He’s
been following you two for quite some time.”
Wyndon’s eyes flew to the dark form huddled on the floor in the
corner. Vetala!? His terrified heart hammered in his chest and blood
rushed to his head so fast his ears hurt. But they were not real! It was
what he feared the most! His hands shook and he began to sweat as
the creature unfolded itself and stood. At once the back of his shirt
was soaked with perspiration and his knees started to give way.
No, I must stay strong for my brother! Pull yourself together man!
“What is it you want?” he said in a low voice that shook with
anger and fear.
“I see that you are very intelligent,” she said lightly. “For your
brother’s life, an agreement you must make. The vetala will not harm
him if you do what I say. If I were you, I would decide most quickly;
your brother begins to wane.”
Wyndon looked at his brother and saw that his skin was
becoming paler and his cheeks had begun to sink in.
“He waits for my command,” the little woman said again
motioning to the demonic creature.
Wyndon fearfully eyed the corpse whose body had been
overtaken by the demon: its feet and hands were pointing backwards
indicating the markings of the vetala. He knew that his brother
would soon join this demon in the twilight zone, the existence
between life and the after-life, if he didn’t act soon.
“What is it you want sorceress?” He asked the woman, now
knowing what she was. These mystical conjurors were the only ones
who could capture the vetala; making them slaves to do their
bidding.
“You two must accompany me as soldiers of the Secret Police to
help me gain entrance into your country. I have traveled with my
students and they are now being detained at gun-point. I find this

very inconvenient. If you do as I request, then your brother will
remain unharmed. If you refuse, his soul will be lost forever.”
How could he refuse? “Do you know what you ask?” Wyndon
knew that if he and his brother were seen in the uniforms they had
discarded they would be shot on sight.
“I know what it is I ask. I also know that if you do not answer
me in one second I will instruct my demon to rip your brother into
shreds.” She smiled daintily and showed off her perfect white teeth.
“Have your demon release him at once and we will do as you
ask.”
The sorceress moved her hands quickly and silently instructed
the vetala to release the small man from its death-like hold. At once,
Amin sagged against Wyndon and shook his head which set his
turban at an odd angle.
Wyndon stood tall and strong next to his brother and allowed
him a few moments to compose himself. Amin was proud and would
not appreciate any attention on his part. He knew his brother had
composed himself when he heard him speak.
“Who are you and what do you want?”
The woman gathered her cloak, drew up its hood and headed
out the door. “Get dressed and come with me,” was all she said.
Get dressed? Wyndon glanced down, and there on the floor
were their dreaded uniforms of the Secret Police.
“Wyndon?” The small man’s eyes turned worriedly towards his
brother.
“Do as she says,” he growled. “We will wear them one last time,
brother. And then, as Allah is my witness, they will be burned.”

