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It matters not how

straight the gait,

how charged with 

punishments the scroll,

I am the master of my fate;

I am the captain of my soul.

(William Ernest Henley 1849 to 1903)
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CHAPTER 1
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Stars moved imperceptibly, making their nightly silent circuit around Polaris, the North Star.  Orion, the hunter, had set hours before, in twilight, taking his hunting companion Sirius below the horizon, leaving the night sky as peaceful as the city of Danvers beneath it.

A light June breeze blew in from the Atlantic, cooling the town on the north shore of Boston, where Frank Tifton lived.  Anyone who awoke at this early hour would have been lulled back to sleep by the crickets' tranquilizing chorus and by fireflies, viewed through any uncovered window, practicing their chemical magic in the air.  If it had been the end of the 18th instead of the early years of the 21st century, a town crier might have been strolling the quiet streets announcing that 'All is well.'

Only a barely noticeable fidget or subtle change in Frank's sleep-softened facial features would have given any indication that all was not well.  That is until he was awakened by his own scream, a scream that started low, deep within him, and grew in intensity until the crickets fell silent and the fireflies ceased flashing and the dying of the scream itself left the night absolutely still.

Frank bolted upright in bed, his sweat drenched body still trembling, his eyes widened with fear as they tried to focus on some familiar object in his darkened room to reassure himself that he was safe in his own home.

It seemed that his mind had chosen this night to offer up a nightmare scripted from the archives of mankind's greatest fears.  He had dreamed of his own death.  Not a peaceful death with the spirits of long-departed loved ones meeting and comforting and guiding him, but rather, of the forcible tearing out of his soul from his living body.  He had felt himself propelled through a brilliantly-lit tunnel and heard muffled voices calling, "Mr. Lowellsby!  Do you hear us?  Stay with us Mr. Lowellsby."

In his dream an increasing feeling of panic made him summon his will power.  He flailed and clawed his way free of what he felt was enclosing him.  Then he rushed along the brilliant tunnel again, this time in the opposite direction.  He slammed back into his body becoming soul and body once again.

He remained on the edge of his bed, like a man who has fallen off a cliff, and has landed on an outcropping a thousand feet from the ground, safe for now, hoping that nothing additional will happen.  As his heartbeat gradually slowed, he wanted nothing more than to turn on the light.  If it had been a choice between taking his next few breaths or the light, the light would have won.

He rushed over to the switch.  His eyes slammed shut against the brightness, the pupils still fully open, a combination of the darkness and the fear.  Gradually his eyes grew accustomed to the light and he was able to open them.  As the pupils constricted in the light, the blue color surrounding them took on its normal size.  He grabbed a towel and wiped the sweat from his face and brown hair, looked himself over, then sat down on the edge of his bed again.

"Christ," he said aloud, to draw upon the comfort obtained from hearing a voice, even if it was his own.  “What a dream!"  He put his fingers on his wrist to measure his heartbeat and found that it had returned to almost normal, making him feel grateful to be in shape.  If he hadn't been, that dream, he thought, would have probably finished him off in spite of the fact that he was only 27 years old.

Despite the warmth of the night, Frank felt chilled.  His T-shirt was soaked with sweat, fear sweat.  He wrinkled his nose, pulled off the shirt and tossed it aside, then staggered into the bathroom, his legs still shaky from the effects of the nightmare, and turned on the shower, letting the full blast of warm water do its work, restoring warmth to a body that felt chilled like death.

He went over the dream in his mind.  People should try to remember their dreams he had heard somewhere.  Dreams had significance he learned in Psych 101, back in college.  They revealed what went on in parts of the mind that a person was only slightly aware of or not aware of at all.  He tried to recall and had no difficulty.  Unlike the usual dream that quickly fades from consciousness, this seemed more like an actual occurrence.  Although he was able to remember the sequence of events, his visual memory of them was not completely clear, especially the part with the voices calling, 'Mr. Lowellsby, do you hear us?  Stay with us."  This part was a visual blur, like looking through a bathtub's frosted glass panel.  Audibly it was not much better, like the poor sound quality on early cylinder records of Edison's invention.  But the words, as distorted as they had been, were definitely those he remembered.

He decided to banish the dream from his mind.  It would never happen again anyway he figured, since he had never had the same dream twice in his life as far as he could remember.  He got up and went to the kitchen for a drink.  The pop and fizz as he opened the cola were comforting sounds.  He sat down to relax at the kitchen table, his feet up on one of the other chairs, and he tried to think of things other than the dream.  He thought about his job.  Back came thoughts of the dream.  He thought about his girlfriend Allison.  He wondered if he would be able to talk to her about the dream or would she even care, being obsessed as usual with her own matters.  Back came images of the dream.  He thought about his car that he had wanted to get a tune-up on for weeks but always found something more immediately commanding of his pay, like rent and food.  He wondered how long he could stall off the tune-up.  Back came images of the dream.

He tried thinking about a woman he worked with, or worked near anyway, Lynn Roxmanski whose work station was near his.  He had been considering trying to get more of a conversation going than just 'Good morning' or talking about the news.  Or a light joke.  Maybe he could ask her what she thought of the dream.  The thought of this appealed to him.  He admired her since she arrived at the accounting firm and liked her voice, her hair, the way she dressed, and her smile.  Back came thoughts of the dream.

He gave up, went into the living room, sat down in the recliner, cranked the foot rest up, and just let his mind take the direction that it wanted to take.  He was too tired to fight it anymore.  His gaze drifted around the room.  It fixed on the window and the darkness beyond.  The fireflies were back and had a hypnotic effect on him and along with the gentle sounds of the night they lulled him to sleep.  Would the dream come back again that night?
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Frank watched Lynn Roxmanski sitting at her desk.  She stirred her coffee while trying not to start her work day one minute sooner than required, absentmindedly pushing around some paperwork on her desk.

Lynn seemed deep in some daydream until the minute hand struggled up to the top of the clock face and announced that it was 9:00, bringing her out of it.  As her eyes focused she realized that her stare was directed right at Frank who was at his work area across from hers.  She looked away.  Then she looked back challengingly and said, "I wasn't staring you know!"

He smiled.  "I know.  The same thing happens to me.  At a restaurant or on a bus.  I'll wake up from a daydream and realize I'm looking right at someone and they think I've been staring.”  He shook his head.  “What can you say?  It's embarrassing"  He smiled again and added, "So...why were you staring anyway?"  She put back on her challenging look.  "Just kidding," he said, putting his hands up in feigned defense.

She softened, the look in her eyes seconding her smile.  He didn't tell her that he had been looking into those brown eyes for at least five minutes before she came to.  When he had realized that she was in a daydream, he took the opportunity to look over the features that he could only give a glance to when she was conscious.  The glow from her clear complexion gave her a constant look of a photo in soft focus.  Her blond hair, still slightly windblown from her commute into the Boston accounting firm, looked all the more attractive for the stray strand here and there.  Her legs were crossed.  During the daydream he had followed the shapely line of the leg that was most visible, slowly examining every inch of it up to where it disappeared beneath her skirt.

Frank wasn't sure but figured she must be around 25 or so.  She didn't have the disillusioned look that his much older brother and sister had, or even that of late baby boomers, decades older than he was, forced to accept a steadily decreasing likelihood of achieving the American dream that their parents had taken for granted.  She had a clear-eyed look and the suggestion of a life that had not yet suffered from disappointment after disappointment.  Also absent was the cynical tone he had sensed in older women and men too.  Her hair which was parted off center was brushed diagonally across the forehead and pulled back behind one ear.  Very light freckles crossed her nose and the upper part of her cheeks.

The atmosphere was informal at the accounting firm.  No 'Everything in its place', but a huge amount of work, devotion and productivity was required of the employees. and 100% accuracy was demanded of them in their work.  Any item that might contribute to that accuracy was tolerated.

Some people in the firm had an uncluttered work area, as spartan as a monk's cell.  This was their way of inspiring themselves to achieve the perfection required in an accounting firm.

Others, despite the informal policy of the firm, had a work area that was military in its neatness.  Objects were there in quantity but were squared away in orderly fashion.  No books out of line, and photos on the wall were not the least bit crooked.  Their method for attaining exactness in their work was to extend the structurally rigid neatness of their area into their work.

Then there was Lynn's and Frank's areas. Words that you wouldn't use to describe their areas were spartan, or military.  Lynn's desk and area was a depository for every imaginable item that might relax her mind to enable it too achieve that exactness that was necessary in accounting.  Among them was a poster of a Monet lily pond, pots of colorful flowers, a jar full of jelly beans and a jar full of colored marbles.  There was an ion generator in a corner putting out relaxing negatively charged ions.  One item wasn't intended to relax her or enable her to achieve exactness.  It was an 8X10 photo of her cousin Karen who had drowned when they were kids.  She kept the photo nearby to inspire her to always do her best because she was living her life for Karen too, since Karen never got a chance to make it to adulthood and achieve anything.

Frank's additions to his area included a college banner, an inflated blimp with the message on it reading, "Johnny wet his bed again this morning," a small collection of coasters from various bars and pubs, and a reprint of an old anti-drug poster showing two brains which Frank had re-captioned.  The caption, over the first brain, still read, "This is your brain," but over the second brain, Frank had crossed out the words 'This is your brain on drugs' and replaced them with the word ‘fired’ which was followed by, ‘This is your brain if it makes an error in a client's account.’

Frank wondered what it might be like if he hadn't fallen into a four year relationship with an old school mate, Allison Beresfoort.  Years after graduation they had re-met at a Danvers High School reunion where Allison had been someone else's date.  It had been great for quite awhile but deteriorated into habit more than a relationship and had dragged on, an unspoken expectation that every upcoming weekend would be spent together, that there would be no one else.  He let it continue, unable to face the consequences he had always incurred when he disappointed her in some way, her display of being devastated, or the anger she'd hurl at him, like at any time in the past when he allowed himself the liberty of drifting just a bit away from her.  No, it was just not possible right now.

Frank thought back to the office New Years Eve party.  Lynn was there on the other side of the room with a guy that looked like he had never seen the real world outside of a prep school and later the Ivy League, then his daddy's law firm.  There was some kind of embroidered shield above the pocket of his blazer.  Frank never got close enough to read it but he imagined it had the Harvard motto on it, or that the guy's car had a Dartmouth University sticker on it.  Frank guessed that this guy's name had to be something like Brad or Conrad and entertained the thought that it might be fun to maneuver Allison over there so that he could see if it resulted in some sort of introduction.  Lynn seemed to be getting along fine with her date but when midnight made its noisy arrival, Frank felt a sense of relief when he saw Lynn and her date exchange little more than a smile and a short kiss.

Allison attacked Frank with a bear hug and a long alcohol-inspired kiss accompanied by a low moaning mmmmmm from time to time.  Her knee moved up and down slowly against the inside of Frank's thigh and he concentrated more on what was happening between his legs and less on the other side of the room, but an occasional glance over there made him wonder what would happen if places could be exchanged.  Allison was great at driving him crazy, at inspiring those can't wait to get in bed thoughts, but when it was over, there was always that feeling that she had shut off too soon, had not let it get out of control, the 'there I've done my duty' attitude, that came across, a sort of 'that takes care of that until next time' atmosphere.  It had been so long since there had been anyone else that he couldn't remember.  If that was the way things were with others, a resigned that must be all there is so I guess I should be satisfied.  Maybe this is as good as it gets.  And then there were the comments from male acquaintances, those 'what do you have to do to get a woman like that' remarks that made it all the more difficult to even think about a change.

But now, Lynn had come out of her daydream and it was time to work, time to return to stolen glimpses.  They settled down to their accounting projects.

Before his mind became totally involved for the day in his projects he glanced at Lynn one more time to she if she'd catch him.  She saw the glance but before she could kid him about staring, he said, "Lynn, have you ever had a bad nightmare?"  She parted her lips to speak but he continued.  "I mean one that was so bad that it made you feel bad all day.  One that had an effect on you that just hung on?”  She looked like she was thinking back, trying to recall one.  Frank continued.  “I had one hell of a nightmare last night.  You ever have one like that?"  Lynn was about to answer when the supervisor entered the area.  It would give her time to think.  She pointed at the clock and silently formed her lips to say "Later?"  Frank nodded.

During the workday they didn't see much of each other, being involved with different projects and different clients. Their work kept them in different parts of the building from each other most of the time and when one of them did return to the work station, the other wasn't there.  Breaks came at different times too.

Staring at her material for a corporate account, Lynn's mind drifted to Frank's question.  "Did you ever have a dream that stayed with you all day?" he had asked, or something like that.

She decided to devote some time on the next break to thinking about that question.  She definitely wanted to have an answer for him, a chance at longer conversation.  She had also wanted to get to know him better than just the usual "Good morning," or "Nice day."  She gave up on concentrating on her account and tried to remember if she had a bad dream that bothered her all day.
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Frank and Lynn arrived back at their cubicles at the end of the work day.  They gave each other a fatigued look and Lynn said, "Frank, I've been thinking.  I did have a dream when I was a teenager, a recurring dream."

Heading for the elevator, Lynn elaborated.  "I used to have a dream whenever I'd lie down after school.  Sometimes I'd feel real tired and lie down for a few hours to recover.  It made me give up sleeping in the afternoon because of the way I'd feel when I awoke.”  The elevator door opened and a few people exited.  Lynn continued.  “It was an overwhelming feeling of depression and futility, like it was useless to try anything because life was meaningless.  And I only had this feeling after sleeping in the afternoon.  Strange, huh?  I don't remember the dreams, actually, only the feeling I had afterward."

Frank nodded, encouraging her, and she continued.  "So I guess it's not really a recurring dream is it?  It's more like a recurring feeling."  She smiled.  "So, does that qualify as a nightmare that affected me after awakening?"

They crammed into the front of the elevator stuffing themselves into the few cubic feet that was available in the mass exodus from the building, and they put their talk on hold.  Twenty floors later they were catapulted out by the swarm behind them.  They made their way to the side of the corridor and waited for the crowd to pass, then picked up their conversation as if there hadn't been a five minute interruption.

"Maybe it was the dreams that caused the feeling," suggested Frank.  "Or maybe sleeping in the afternoon just doesn't agree with you."  Averting his gaze, he tentatively said, "Are you in a rush to get anywhere?  How about joining me for a drink, okay, and we can talk more about it.  I can tell you more about my dream and you can tell me more about the recurring dream of yours.  There's a pub a couple of blocks down Commonwealth."  Frank was talking a storm, not wanting to stop, not wanting to get to the possible negative answer he didn't want to hear.  After all it was another work day tomorrow, another early morning, another commute.  "Do you like pubs?  It's got a British atmosphere.  Dart boards, pint glasses hanging above the bar..."

"Yes...Okay," Lynn interrupted.  "I'd like that."

Frank breathed a silent sigh of relief.  He wasn't in any hurry to get home.  His schedule for the evening included a phone call from Allison to let him know about her plans for the weekend.  Allison was born with maybe a not-quite silver spoon in her mouth but at least a silver plated one, so she had never needed a job.  Frank didn't blame her for that.  Her parents had her rather late in life, in their forties.  A heart attack took her mother, a heavy smoker, when Allison was three and when Allison was four, her father followed from the same cause.  The history of early heart disease in both sides of her family formed the basis of her philosophy of life—eat, drink, be merry, and always, always, get your way.  What passed as reasonably wealthy for her parents translated to only well off for her when the inheritance was divided among four resentful children, and numerous relatives.  Her trust fund left her comfortable, not wealthy, but close enough.  Allison's uncle and aunt were trustees for the estate and were reluctant guardians, and were equally as wealthy as her parents had been.  They continued her upbringing in Boston's North Shore social circles.

Her father's will stipulated that Allison was to attend public schools through high school.  No reason was given, but it was suspected that her father had remembered his own beginnings and thought it would do Allison good to keep a bit in touch with the common folk.

After high school she abandoned any required contact with the common folk and enrolled at Wellesley, the female equivalent of the Ivy League, but after her freshman year she transferred to Endicott College on the North Shore.  It satisfied her criteria of being close to home but not too far away from the social scene along the coast, north of Boston.

Allison had met Frank at Danvers High School and they spoke from time-to-time.  She had taken a liking to him but she was dating a prep school student from some academy and anyway she wanted to see in which direction Frank would evolve before she showed an interest in him.  She did try to influence that direction by making an effort to convince him to apply to an Ivy League school...Brown, Dartmouth, Princeton.  But he applied to a local four year college.  Having played on the football team at Danvers, he had admired the football tradition where he applied.

After graduation they met once-in-a-awhile in the next four years at events where the Ivy League occasionally rubbed up against the rest of the New England schools.  At their Danvers High reunion, she liked what she saw and decided it was time.  Four years later she was still trying to get him to take some reluctant steps up the social ladder.  His degree in business administration with a minor in accounting had landed him a job at the accounting firm he now worked for.

Allison's plans for Frank for the weekend were that he accompany her to an acquaintance's daughter's coming out party at the Polo and Hunt Club.

Allison had already obtained permission to borrow her uncle's Mercedes.  She had two sports cars, neither of which would be appropriate for this affair.  Every limousine from the local limo rental services would stick out like a hammered thumb.  'Oh, look, Allison has rented the same limousine that Amanda used for the Foundation benefit last week'  A big gray Mercedes was needed to motor up the curving drive past the golf course, tennis courts and polo field to the circular drive outside the main entrance where Frank was required to casually toss the keys to the attendant like he couldn't care if the guy got in it and entered it in a demolition derby before returning it to Frank.

Frank could picture the scene and he winced as he and Lynn walked away from the office building in search of the happy hour at the pub that Frank had mentioned.

Lynn noticed that the sign identified the establishment as "The Plough".  The laminated planks of wood hung out over the sidewalk on a metal scrollwork bracket.  The letters had the look of hand carving but were probably done with a router from Sears.  Beneath the name was a painted landscape of a thatched roof cottage and above the horizon hung the Big Dipper in a twilight sky.  Lynn wondered about the significance until she remembered that in Britain the Big Dipper is called The Plough.  They sat at a wooden table made from thick walnut planks.  "Two pints of your finest," said Frank.

After nothing was said for a while and after Lynn had looked around at the inside of the pub, she said, "I like pubs.  There should be more of them in this country.  It's someplace you can go during the day.”  The beers arrived and Lynn took a sip.  “There's too many nightclubs.  Not enough pubs. Every neighborhood in England has a pub, someplace to go and relax, usually a family room too.  I think it contributes to a more relaxed society."

"I'll drink to that," he said, clinking glasses with her.  "Now about that dream."

"Let's hear it," she said.  He related the dream.  She watched his eyes as he spoke and her eyes took on a focused, everything-else-excluded, appearance as what she heard dominated her attention.

Part way through Frank's account of the dream her lips parted and she lifted a finger as if to make a point.  He stopped.

"No, go on.  I was just going to say that your dream seems a little more than just a dream."  She averted her eyes and suggested, "What about alien abduction?  There are a lot of reports about people thinking they've been abducted by aliens.  But the voices were in English, right?  Did they sound normal?  I mean, any accent?"

"No...They sounded American I think."

Lynn thought then said, "Some kind of psychic phenomenon?  I'm interested in psychic phenomena.  It's sort of a hobby of mine."

"How did you get interested in that?"

"I was always interested in it but my interest took off when I spent some time in England.  The stately homes, the castles, the pubs that are hundreds of years old.  I've read everything there is on psychic phenomena."

Lynn continued, "And your dream sounds familiar.  I've heard descriptions of after-death, or actually near-death experiences and this dream is similar to what people have reported.  The tunnel, being outside your body, seeing yourself recede from it.  All that.  It's common.  Tell me the rest of it."

He continued, and later, a simultaneous sound of glasses clinking on the table top indicated that they had both finished their beers.  "My turn this round," she said.  She gestured to the bartender and he acknowledged her.  "Two more of the same, except make mine a half this time."

Frank was amused and put on an exaggerated look of surprise.  "You know your pub terminology then, do you?"

"As I mentioned, I spent some time over there.  I was an Air Force brat.”  She smiled and gave him a salute.  “Two hitches in England.  Spent eight years at Lakenheath Air Force Base.  I loved it.  England, I mean, not the Air Force Base."

Frank said, “Is that why you don't have a Boston accent?”

“I never lived here long enough as a kid to pick it up.  Always in some other part of the world as my father was reassigned.”  Then a smile.  “You'll just have to say enough pahks and cahs for both of us.”  A playful look in her eyes.  “Come on.  Come on.”

“What?”

“Say it.  Let's hear it.”

Frank said, “Okay.  Park your car in Harvard yard,” but it came out as, “Pahk your cah in Hahvahd yahd.”

“Well done.  I love that Boston accent.”

There was a moment of silence, watching the bartender get their next round of drinks.  Lynn's thoughts drifted back to her childhood, drawn there by her earlier explanation of how she had gotten interested in psychic phenomena.  It was a partly made-up reason.  She didn't want to talk about the real one, not wanting the conversation to take on a negative tone, but her mind ran over the events thinking back many years.

Lynn's real interest in psychic phenomena began when her cousin Karen drowned when the two girls and Lynn's uncle were on a trip to a New Hampshire lake where her uncle had a cabin.  They were to be joined by Lynn's parents early in the week and Karen's mother that weekend as their military and work schedules permitted.

Lynn and Karen sat on a dock reading comics.  Karen's father worked on a boat nearby and he took a break to go get some soda at the cabin.

"Want a drink?" he yelled to the girls.

Lynn got right up and walked along the dock to join her uncle.

"Karen?" Lynn had turned and said to her cousin to inquire if she was coming along.

"I just wanna finish this story.  Almost done.  I'll be right there."

"Want me to bring one back?"

"Yeah, okay," Karen replied.  "Thanks."  She leaned back against a piling that held up a section of pier and finished her story.  While waiting for Lynn to return she decided to balance on the top of the piling, so she got on top of it and balanced on one foot.

Lynn and her uncle headed for the house.  They got a cola each and Lynn took an extra one for Karen.

When they reached the dock it was empty.  A comic book was floating nearby.

"My comic!" exclaimed Lynn before it sunk in what might have happened.  Her uncle was on the run down to the end of the dock.  He came to the end and yelled for Karen but there was no sign of her and no answer.

He looked around back toward the cabin then at Lynn.  "What?  Did she come back to the cabin?  Did you see her?"

"No," Lynn said in a barely perceptible voice, the fear beginning to sink in.

Her uncle jumped in, searching, as Lynn cried.  The movement of the water from her uncle's searching sent ripples under the dock.

Lynn gasped.  Her uncle heard it and looked over towards her and saw what Lynn saw in the water, sticking out from beneath the dock.  An arm.  He rushed over and pulled Karen from beneath the dock.

"Oh God...Oh God.  Help!...Help! he yelled at a man about a hundred yards along the shore.  The man came running over.  Lynn's uncle turned Karen over and pushed on her back.

The man arrived and saw what was happening and said, "I'll phone the ambulance."  He ran back to his cabin.

Minutes later the man ran back to say, "They're on their way.  They said to continue CPR, breathing and compression of the chest."

"I've been pushing on her back.  Water has been coming out."

"We've got to breath into her and compress her chest from the front," the man said.

They turned her over.  Her lips were blue.  The man began the breathing and Karen's father pushed on the chest every five seconds or so.  They kept this up until the ambulance arrived.  The EMTs took over and got her into the ambulance and rushed her to the hospital but she couldn't be saved.  There was no brain activity.

Lynn and her uncle rushed to the hospital where they were given the bad news.  She stood there in a daze as her uncle sobbed.

Lynn walked out of the room and told the nurse at the counter, "I need to call my parents in Massachusetts.  My uncle will need help and my aunt will need to be told."

At the funeral service Lynn heard her mother tell her aunt, "We'll see her again some day.  She'll be waiting for us.  Karen and Lynn will be together again some day.  I'm sure of it.  And all this sadness will be gone."  They were both crying.  

"I'm sure her granddad was there to be with her...to welcome her," said Karen's mother.

Lynn found herself wondering what it was like for Karen to be dead.  Where was she now?  What was she seeing?  Was she there watching the funeral?  Lynn looked around the cemetery grounds but she only saw the living.

Back home, she asked her mother about dying, death, and where dead people went.  Would she go there when she died?

Lynn read about ghosts, spirits, books from the elementary school library at first, but as the years went by she read books way beyond her years, watched anything on TV about the subject and she kept a picture of Karen in her room.  She had asked her aunt for it and her aunt was pleased that Lynn would keep Karen's memory alive in that way.

In her late adolescent and early teen years in England, she read everything in the library and the used book stores about not only ghosts but also every other area of the unknown too.  She purchased every new book that was published on the unexplained, that she could afford, including every fictional book about the unexplained and the afterlife to see what ideas the authors came up with about it.

She had relatives send her books published in the U.S. and not available in England.  She was on pen pal lists throughout the world, corresponded with English-speaking pen pals who had similar interests and through them received literature from Australia, New Zealand, and many European countries.

In college, back in the U. S., she made use of the big collections of the area colleges to expand her knowledge of the subject.

She would have liked to enroll in a major that involved parapsychology but nothing was available in New England at the time except isolated evening courses in divisions of continuing education.  And anyway, her parents firmly advised her to study something she could get a job in, so she pursued her second area of interest, majoring in math, and to please her parents, there was a heavy emphasis on business math.  She minored in art.

But even this led to interest in another area of parapsychology.  She had heard of a woman who could go into a trance and paint and draw in styles that were identical to some of the great masters.  The woman claimed that certain great artists, dead of course, continued their painting through her.  Lynn tried this, read more about it, learned meditation to improve her trance state, but had no results.

Despite all her travels and studies, she never had a psychic experience of her own.  She was an expert on the subject with nothing to apply it to and this was always a source of frustration.  She longed for a member of her family or a friend or even a distant relative to say they had a ghost or had a psychic experience and ask her to help them out with it, to understand it or resolve it.  But the chance never came.  She enrolled in an evening course on New England ghosts and visited a few haunted houses on field trips that the class took but felt absolutely nothing while in the houses.  She concluded that she wasn't the least bit psychic, another source of frustration.  She resigned herself to her interest in psychic phenomena having to remain just that, an interest.

There was no way she could apply her knowledge.  Maybe someday she'd write, but until then she'd have to be satisfied to just learn all she could.  But now Frank Tifton had asked her about his dream.

Frank continued telling her about the dream and finished, waiting for her comment.

A blast of wind picked up some street debris and pelted the windows, like a malevolent spirit taking offense at something they had said.  Lynn glanced out.  Two leaves were chasing each other in mad circles as a dust eddy made its way along the sidewalk.  The cyclical nature of the dust eddy brought something to mind.  "You know, maybe this has got something to do with a past life.  Maybe memories from a previous life breaking through to this one.”

"You mean reincarnation?"

"Yeah, there's a lot of evidence for it," she said.

"But isn't that just people who have been hypnotized, telling a story that could have been something they read or something they saw in the movies?”  He gave a shrug, then said,  “I mean they always seem to claim to have been someone famous or someone interesting, never anyone boring.  And most lives are pretty boring aren't they?"  He gave her a 'Come on now, agree with me on this, okay?' look.  He had just about admitted that he considered his life one of the boring ones.

She caught the look and sidestepped that part of the question, responding instead to the part about people recalling information from books and movies.  "I've read about some children," she said, "who started talking about another family they want to see and be with, right from the moment they're able to talk.”  She shook her head.  “No hypnosis, just a child who feels that they're not with their real family.  They keep talking about their other parents, and some stories seem to have checked out.”.  She told how she had heard about a few children in India who were taken to visit the town that they said they had previously lived in and the children knew their way around without ever having been there and the people they named as being their parents were found and they did have a child that died before this child was born.

"So you think I'm dreaming about some kind of past life, that I'm reincarnated and actually remembering something that happened in that past life?"

"You can remember the name you hear in your dream and also other information.  Maybe it would be possible to check it out...like with the Indian children."

"Well, let's see.  I hear the name Lowellsby, Mr. Lowellsby. and I hear men talking about brain activity and losing him again."

"What else is there?  Did you see anything or just hear things?"

Frank put his finger to his mouth and made an indentation in his lower lip, thinking.  "There was also the name Lawrence, or an impression of hearing the name Lawrence.  Yeah, Lawrence I think it was.  Maybe a memory of the name Lawrence from that possible previous life you mentioned.”  He taped on his chin.  “Yeah, I'm not sure where the name Lawrence came from but I'm sure it's the name that goes with Lowellsby.”  He nodded, then continued, “I can also remember seeing things before I heard the voices.  I feel myself being dragged or pulled from my body and trying to fight it and while this is happening I can see things.”  He nodded.  “A wide, bright tunnel and then a blurry image of a scientific-looking place and I feel a sort of jolt and I'm no longer moving.  Then I can't see anything but I hear voices around me."

"You mean they're standing around you, like doctors around an operating table?"

"Right.  It's as if I'm lying down on something.  I can feel my back against it...a table maybe."  He shrugged.  "And I hear the voices above me, like they're looking down and talking."

Lynn leaned forward on her elbow, and wobbled the glass in her hand a few times.  She was elated at the chance to be able to put her years of study of the paranormal to use.  To finally be asked for advice from someone, and from someone she felt attracted to was a realization of her dreams.  She wanted to help him and would do her best but she felt concerned, realizing that she desperately wanted something more.  What if his problem was eventually resolved and that was it?  A pleasant thank you? A warm friendship?  What if it didn't go beyond that?  This contact was the perfect opportunity for them to get together and if it didn't happen now it probably wasn't going to happen at all.  She got her thoughts back to Frank's problem.

"So, you're dreaming that your spirit or consciousness is being dragged out of your body and put into what is possibly another body."  She finished the last of her beer then added, "And these voices are trying to make you stay?  What could that mean?  What situation would be occurring if that happened?  What would be happening if that really occurred?"

Frank raised his eyebrows and glanced to the side as his unspoken reply that he had no idea.

"Maybe...did you ever have an operation...surgery?  Anesthesia?  A bad reaction to anesthesia?"

"No, never."

"Anyway," she said, "they were using the name Lowellsby, not your name."

"Kind of looks like a dead end," he said.  "I guess I won't find out who Mr. Lowellsby is or where this dream takes place."

"Did you ever hear of lucid dreaming?”  When he answered that he hadn't she explained.  "It's when you're dreaming and the dream is so ridiculous that you realize that you're dreaming and then you can change your dream while you're still dreaming."  She gave him a quizzical look to see if she'd lost him.  Then she elaborated.  "You could make the body or whatever it is open its eyes and you might then be able to see what's going on.  Maybe you could even talk and ask what's going on.  Maybe," she said in a rising tone, "you could move around, get up, explore, see where you are."

Frank thought about it for a moment. "How do you make one of these lucid dreams happen?"

"That's the problem.  It involves a lot of trying and also programming your mind to have them.  You have to put yourself in that state of mind before falling asleep.  It's not easy.”  She confessed that she'd only had a few in her whole life.  “But I think that you're so aware that something strange is happening to you when you have your dreams about Mr. Lowellsby that you should be able to influence it.  If it is a dream you should be able to turn it around, make things happen the way you want.  If it's not a dream, then I don't know, but it's worth a try.  The first thing I always try whenever I realize that I'm having a lucid dream is to imagine that I'm flying."

"Wonder Woman, huh?" he kidded.

She smiled.  "You mean Super Girl?  Wonder Woman can't fly I think."

His perception of her voice trailed off into a blur in his mind which wandered on to other thoughts about Lynn. Regardless of what he felt about his dream and the concern it caused him, he realized that he also felt something different.  He found himself imagining the table disappearing and the two of them drifting into the space left behind.  Their lips touching, their arms...

Her talk on lucid dreams trailed off as she noticed that Frank was no longer listening.

"Hey Frank!  Come back!"

"Sorry," he said.  "A daydream.  Was I staring?"

"Yes.  Just a little bit."  They both laughed and when they let the laughing taper off to a smile, they found themselves gazing at each other in a way that created a feeling of warmth.

"I'd better get going," she said.

They walked out into a tapering-off rush hour and a low sun that had plunged Boston into a canyon of shadows from the taller buildings.  Warmth still radiated from the pavement and concrete, keeping the air summery despite the blocked out sunlight.

Frank thought about offering her a ride out to Brookline where she lived.  He could then head west to Route 128, that led from the south shore of Boston to the north shore, like a great big semi circle.  Then he would go north on 128 to Danvers.  It was only an extra half hour to his usual commute but he decided it wasn't appropriate just yet and settled for continuing the discussion tomorrow.  "See you at work," she said as they headed in opposite directions.  She walked a little way, then stopped and returned to Frank.  A shaft of sunlight formed as the low sun peeked between two buildings and back lit her as she moved toward Frank.  The sun shone around her head and glistened through her blond hair where it touched her shoulders, like flickering rays of light through a forest, and it was only when she stood again in front of him that her features resolved themselves out of the silhouette.  The beautiful smile again became visible.

"If you need to talk about it, call me," she said while writing her phone number.  "If it happens again, call, okay?"

He thanked her and watched as she disappeared into the distance and the remains of the rush hour crowd.  He found himself sort of wishing that the dream would come again so that he'd have an excuse to call her.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Ice Hous/e

—






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





