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​NOTE FOR READERS
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All the books in the Canadian Werewolf series following Michael Andrews—an ex-pat Canadian trying to make his way in the Big Apple while living with the side-effects of lycanthropy—are meant to be read as stand-alone novels.

However, they do follow a sequential timeline.

If this is your first exposure to the series and you’d like to “get caught up” there is a brief “the story so far” landing page for your convenience.

Please note that this summary page contains spoilers.

markleslie.ca/canadianwerewolfthestorysofar/
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Prologue: Betcha Never Thought This Would Happen to You
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Upstate New York

Thursday, Sept 7, 2017

5:56 a.m.

––––––––
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I stared at the dead body on the floor in front of me, still not able to believe what I was seeing.

How could my therapist be dead?

And was I responsible for what had happened to him?

Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine I would find myself in this situation. After all, no boy dreams about growing up and turning into a monster. Nor becoming a suspect in such a tangled murder mystery.

But here I was, caught up in the middle of both.

I looked up from the man’s lifeless body, slowly panning the faces of my companions. They looked as shocked as I likely also appeared to them. I normally had the benefit of being able to smell the emotions that others gave off, could usually hear the beat of their hearts. But my senses were mostly dulled, and what little I was able to pick up offered none of the usual indicators I relied on to be able to effectively read people.

I stood in complete disbelief wondering how these two things I never imagined I’d be in the middle of came crashing together. Neither therapy nor being a prime suspect in a convoluted murder had been on my own personal bingo card.

As I’ve said, neither of those are the type of aspirational things a young man dreams about.

Being a policeman, a firefighter, or perhaps even a cowboy. Sure, these are the things the average boy from my era would often fantasize about and share with the people around him.

But no, not this.

‘You know what I’d like to be when I grow up, Mom?’

‘No, son, what’s that?’

‘I’d like to be a frustrated, angry, and confused ex-pat Canadian who spills his guts to an overpaid shrink at a secret resort in upstate New York.’

‘Oh, isn’t that nice.’

‘But there’s more, Mom, so much more.’

‘Really?’

‘Yeah. Well, you see, it would be great if what would lead me there would be the fact I’d been bitten by a wolf—and not just a regular wolf, but a werewolf. Who even knew those things were real?—and then spend the rest of my life cursed to morph into a six-foot long grey wolf for about ten days every single month. And when I’m in wolf form, I’d have no connection to my human consciousness. Except, maybe, for fleeting snippets of occasional moments, it would be like a complete blackout to me. I’d be waking up naked, cold, and scared somewhere, with no idea of where I was, or what I’d done during my time as a wolf.’

‘Oh my. That sounds like it could have quite the impact on you.’

‘Yeah, and if that’s not enough, I wouldn’t just turn into a wolf; when walking around in human form I’d still maintain some of my enhanced wolf senses, not to mention extraordinary strength. And I’d live in New York City. Yeah, the place where my favorite superhero, Spider-Man is from. And I’d fight bad guys the way Spidey does.

‘Aren’t you glad that every two weeks when you got paid from your job at the Mini Mart you’d buy comics that you brought home. And that the Spider-Man comics were the ones I loved the best?’

‘You always loved it when I read to you from the time you could barely even sit up on your own. And you took to reading so quickly. You always liked writing, too.’

‘I also want to become a writer. A writer living in New York.’

‘Oh dear. No, Mikey. Writers don’t earn enough money to live. And New York is expensive. No, no, no. If you want to be a writer, you’re going to need to make sure you have a good job in order to earn a living. Because neither writing nor being a superhero are ways to earn a living.’

‘You’re right about the fact that fighting bad guys as a vigilante doesn’t bring in money. If anything, it’ll introduce trouble and hardship. But I’ll be one of those rare writers who strikes it rich, Mom. With movie deals, and every book I write becoming a New York Times bestseller.’

‘That’s nice, dear.’

‘And I’ll meet someone special while researching for one of those books who I fall madly in love with. She’ll fall madly in love with me, too. Only, I’ll have to lie to her about my wolf curse; because, really, it’s a far worse condition than snoring, or suffering from uncontrollable flatulence. But she’ll figure it out anyway and be so mad that I deceived her and didn’t trust her with my secret that she’ll dump me. 

‘Oh, that’s terrible.’

‘Yeah. It will be. But she’ll come back into my life again later and I’ll pine for her for years, because I’ll never stop loving her After a few ups and downs, and a mutual trauma we experience we will eventually get together again; but it won’t even last a day before we learn that this special woman, I’ll be head-over-heels in love with comes from a long line of witches.

‘Witches?’

‘Oh yeah. I’ll learn that not only are werewolves real, but so too are so many other paranormal beings. Including witches. This woman that I practically worship will turn out to be a witch who never really knew her family legacy. The other thing she won’t be aware of is a long-time feud from centuries earlier that placed a curse on their clan that prevents the two of us from being together.

‘And that, when we should have been fighting this thing together, she’ll leave without a single word to me.’

‘Oh my.’

‘Yeah, and it’ll be the final straw that’ll drive me to finally seek therapy.’

‘But it’s good that you go to seek help.’

‘Maybe. But that’s what’ll lead me to be in this cabin in the middle of nowhere with a half dozen other Paranormals, as we’re all being treated in group therapy sessions. And that is what will lead me to being a main suspect in our therapist’s brutal murder.’

No. Not this.

I shook my head. Of course, I’d launch into a much deeper dive into some made-up memory of chatting with my mother in that imagined fashion at a time like this. Ironic that Dr. Laurier, my therapist, isn’t around to appreciate me engaging with one of the fundamental exercises he’d tried to teach me this past week.

But this was definitely not the time for such naval-gazing introspection.

I shouldn’t be regressing to talking to my mother from the child persona that’s buried deep within me.

What I should be doing, instead, is trying to figure out what went down here, and whether I am actually the one responsible for this man’s death. 

Frustratingly enough—and I know this sounds extremely selfish—but, though it was an excruciating experience, it had started to feel like it was working; that these types of regressive internal discussions were starting to make a positive difference.

Though my senses were muted, I was still able to pick up the most intense of emotions. But there was no such scent of guilt coming from any of the others who stood in a circle around the dead body.

The main emotive smell I was picking up, which layered the air around us, was shock, tinged with a layer of confusion.

But one of us had to be the guilty one.

The question was: which one of us?

I couldn’t even be certain whether I was responsible. Last night was a full moon, and it was normal for me to have no memory or knowledge of what the heck I’m up to when I morph into a grey wolf.

That was, after all, one of the reasons I was here.

All the other were-creatures I knew were able to not only control the change between man and beast, but they also retained full consciousness, control, and memory of their time in animal form.

But not me. I’ve always blacked out. I only remember fleeting glimpses, smells, sounds, tastes, and touch, that linger, as if behind thick cloud cover, in the back of my mind.

Did I do this when I’d blacked out last night?

But I suppose I’m getting ahead of myself here.

To properly examine the situation, what I should really do is go back to the beginning. To how I ended up here among a group of other paranormal creatures in this remote retreat in Upstate New York.

I looked around the room one-by-one at the other patients as we stood in a circle around the dead body of Dr. Brendon Laurier.

At Ellie, whose brow was scrunched up as she, too seemed to be deeply analyzing this situation.

At Shian, whose eyes were wide with shock and fear, reminding me of the first time we’d met.

At Linnaeus, whose hands kept gesturing in the air in front of him, as if he were trying to keep the entire group calm, but without knowing exactly how to do that.

At Chester, whose own body subconsciously followed Linnaeus’s every move while absently reaching out to touch the fabric of his sweater, as if wanting to be picked up by the giant of a man.

And finally, at the thin and emaciated face of Vlastislav whose silent tears were thick and cloudy.

One of us had to be guilty of whatever lead to the death of the therapist who was supposed to help us learn to become better functioning Paranormals.
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Chapter One: There Are More Things in Heaven, Earth, and Diner Conversations Than Are Dreamt of In Our Philosophy
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New York City

Monday, August 28, 2017

11:52 a.m.

“Therapy!”

Buddy J. Samuels blurted this word around a huge mouthful of the sandwich he’d just bitten into. He was the sort of fellow who was never able to hold back on sharing a thought. If an idea, or even some seemingly random strip of trivial tidbits came into his mind, he let it out, regardless of the situation. Also, apparently, regardless of the amount of food in his mouth—or, in this case, the amount of food he was spraying across the table at me.

I’d been used to that by now, of course. Buddy was a little rough around the edges, and he loved the sound of his own voice, but he had been my one reliable and consistent friend ever since I’d moved to New York nearly a decade and a half ago.

And over the years he had developed the uncanny habit of showing up at just the right time.

Like today, for instance.

I’d been moping around my apartment, frustrated with my situation, and unable to get anything productive done. It had been a week since I’d received news from Gail’s brother Ben that she’d already left town. And it had been three weeks since the last time I’d seen her.

The hardest thing about my last encounter with her is that I hadn’t even been in human form when we’d last locked eyes. Most of what I know from what went down that fateful day was shared with me by Ben, Gail’s twin brother.

All I have of those final moments with her are vague, hazy, memories. Elusive snippets at best, of a fight. I don’t even remember how Gail’s mother died while saving my life. I’m not only responsible for the most traumatic thing to happen to the woman I love, but I have no conscious memory of that moment. 

Prior to that fateful day, the only times Gail and I had been together—apart from those twelve hours of re-embracing the special intimacy we’d initially discovered back in 2011—had been in the height of tense drama, and often surrounded by a bunch of evil humans and hordes of demons and other nasty creatures intent on killing us.

In addition to not having Gail around, I also had to deal with the fact that her brother Ben—whom I’d only recently been able to see eye to eye with—was also leaving town.

Ben and I had been planning on continuing to collaborate to find and destroy more of the Baloreye artifacts that carried the curse preventing Gail and I from being together. But he had been called away, back to New Orleans, to the coven of his family.

So, there I was, alone.

Again.

More alone than I’d felt even when I’d first arrived in this city from that small town in mid-Northern Ontario all those years ago.

When the phone rang, I should have known it was Buddy who was calling. Buddy, the traveling salesman who accidentally saved my life from that wolf attack in Upstate New York—his car seeming to magically burst around the corner of the highway just as the wolf had begun to sink its teeth into my forearm.

Buddy, who gave me, a complete stranger who was hitchhiking a ride, trusting me implicitly, and with the openness and kindness of a young child that had not yet been spurned nor corrupted by society. Sure, I was a naïve small-town Canadian, but how would he know that?

Buddy, who’d been there for me; helping me to learn the ropes as this country bumpkin struggled with gaining my city legs.

Buddy, who, from time to time, popped back into my life at the most oddly convenient moments, blathering on about something that seemed, in a tangential way, to be related to whatever issue I was facing.

Buddy, who waltzed right in to distract a small group of thugs who’d taken me as their prisoner.

Buddy, who saved my life after I’d been wandering the streets of Los Angeles in the middle of the night drunk out of my head and, attempting to stop a vicious mugging, ended up becoming their pinch-hitter victim instead.

And Buddy who, until just a few weeks ago, I had no idea actually knew my secret; the werewolf curse that had infected me on that night when we’d first met.

He’d known all along but pretended not to.

It made me wonder if he’d been “playing” at his naïveté and innocence all these years.

I stared across the table at him, then swung my head to glance around at the other inhabitants of the diner. 

A man in an expensive and perfectly fitted business suit sat on one of the stools at the counter, engaging in a serious business conversation on the Bluetooth headset tucked around his ear. He was obviously a regular as, earlier, I’d heard the waitress behind the counter greeting him by his name: Paul.

The guy in the orange coveralls sitting directly across from us was plowing into a giant platter of scrambled eggs, bacon, sausage with an intensity and focus as if he were engaging in one of those timed food challenges where, consuming the entire plate in a given time gets a free meal, a nifty not-available-for-retail-sale t-shirt, and your photo on the wall between the restroom doors. 

A young woman two tables down from the focused feaster was nursing a bowl of oatmeal and a piece of toast while keeping her nose buried in one of three large textbooks she had stacked on the table in front of her. The sound of her heartbeat and breathing suggested to me she was strung out on caffeine and a lack of sleep; very likely a medical student from the college down the street who was on the tail end of an all-nighter just before a major practical exam.

None of them seemed to be paying any attention to our conversation. At least not that I could tell from the scents and noises I was picking up from them. They were all engaged in their own stories, their own worlds—not at all interested in what was going down between me and Buddy.

“Therapy?” I finally replied.

“Yeah. That’s just what you need.”

Buddy finished chewing, took a sip of his coffee and then carefully set his cup back down and slowly twisted it so that the handle was perfectly parallel to the edge of the table. Only after he completed this gently orchestrated cup manipulation did he lean forward to return my intent stare.

"It’s time to face the fact, Michael," he said, his voice low and serious, "that you're not like other werewolves. It's time to get to the root of your issues. It's time to get some therapy.”

“Therapy?” I repeated.

He nodded. “Yes. Therapy. And stop repeating what I’m saying, or you’ll turn this conversation into a sad adaptation of an old Abbott and Costello routine.”

"Therapy is for the weak," I sighed and looked away.

Oh, who was I kidding? I’d always been weak. In high school I’d been the epitome of the 90-pound weakling. My entire childhood and early adult life I’d been a thoroughbred book-nerd. A bully’s prime target. Even after being bitten by that wolf and discovering the incredible strength and enhanced powers I was endowed with, I was never, very consciously, good at confrontation. And I still saw myself as that meek, mild-mannered, and polite Canadian. Many of the battles I’d found myself in the middle of these past few years were more likely due to the alpha wolf blood that coursed through my body than anything else. It seemed like I was benefiting from a newly christened instinct that took over as I launched myself into nefarious situations.

Regardless of all those powers and abilities, I still identified with what it was to be weak.

And Buddy knew that about me.

He had, after all, been playing the role of a fairy Godmother since we had first met. Neither Buddy nor I completely understood the nuances behind this role, other than the fact he was driven by some unseen force and was often acting on some sort of supernatural instinct that drove him to be in specific places and to funnel bits of seemingly random trivia that resulted in helping resolve some of the situations of the charges under his care.

Ultimately, as was his role, he was looking out for me, and he had my best interests at heart; even if he didn’t fully understand some of the things he was compelled to say and do.

I knew that what Buddy was suggesting might make sense, that it was likely the right thing to do. But where would I find a therapist I could share my lycanthropic affliction with?

“Besides,” I finally said aloud, “where the hell am I going to get the type of therapy someone like me needs? Who can I trust with my secret . . .” I glanced around the room one more time to confirm that none of the other patrons were listening “. . . affliction?”

“That’s the thing,” Buddy said, and the infectious grin he often sported sprouted on his face. “I know just the right place.”

“You do?”

“Yes. Up north, in a spot outside Phoenicia, about a hundred and twenty-five miles north of the city.”

Though I’d lived in the United States for a long time, I still thought in terms of kilometers, not miles, and I’d grown up measuring distances by discussing the time it took to get to a place.

“I don’t know what a hundred and twenty miles means, Buddy. How long would it take to drive there?”

He pursed his lips for a moment and considered the question before answering. “It’s about two and a half hours away. Maybe two hours and forty-five minutes, or even three hours, depending on traffic.”

“Okay, so what is it about that spot?”

“It’s a retreat, located in a secluded area of Panther Mountain in the Catskills. Nobody is really sure why they have the name that they do. It’s possible that panthers might have once inhabited this region, but they are no longer residents of that area. Maybe it was climate change, maybe something else. Did you know that some geologists believe that the mountain is on the site of some ancient meteorite impact crater? In the 1970s a geologist by the name of Isachsen of the New York State Geological Survey at the New York State Museum in Albany spent much of his personal research time and noted a significant sandstone and shale fracture pattern that—”

I interrupted him. “A retreat?”

“What?”

“You said this place is a retreat?”

“Yes, a secret retreat. For Paranormals.”

“How can such a place exist?” I stammered. A few months ago, I hadn’t even been properly aware that other Paranormal humans existed. And a few weeks ago, I had no idea that my best friend, and the only woman I’d ever truly loved, was one of them. That she’d descended from a long line of witches.

Now, suddenly, it seemed every second person out there was a Paranormal. I felt like I’d suddenly been transplanted into the middle of some sort of comic-book universe.

“As Hamlet said to his dear friend, there are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”

I stared at him. “Yes, Buddy, I’m familiar with the play, and that line. And over these past few years I’m beginning to truly understand what Shakespeare meant.”

“Ah, but did you know that, though the later versions of the text read ‘in your philosophy’ as if Hamlet is critiquing his friend’s closed mind about the possibility that the ghost of Hamlet’s father is actually walking about, that’s not how it originally appeared? In the First Folio edition, and, in The Arden Shakespeare Hamlet: Revised Edition published just last year, the text reads ‘in our philosophy.’ This lends more to the idea that Hamlet is not making a personal attack on his friend’s limited beliefs about the world than he is acknowledging the limits of human knowledge and science.”

“No, I didn’t know that.”

Buddy often liked to ramble on about seemingly trivial tidbits, interjecting them into conversations, turning what should be a short back and forth exchange to more of a one-sided lengthy monologue.

Ever since, just a few weeks ago, I’d come to understand that some of those things he spouted off were designed by some unknown paranormal force to influence me and help me learn something, or make the right decision when I faced a challenge, I could never be sure if I was listening to the ramblings of a buffoon running off at the mouth, or some wizened advice that carried some hidden message.

As part of my studying English Language and Literature in university I’d dug into many of Shakespeare’s plays and knew the concept of sanity and insanity were a major element in this one.

Was Buddy’s bringing up Hamlet suggesting that my own sanity was slipping?

“This place in the Catskills,” I said. “How do you know about it?”

Buddy shook his head. “It all just came to me this morning when I woke up. Where it was, what it was about, even the number to call to make arrangements for you. So I called. And the plans have already been set in motion. A car will be coming to pick you up outside The Algonquin Hotel this Saturday morning to take you there.”

I shook my head. “You made these arrangements without even asking me?”

“Would you go if I had asked?”

“No. Of course not.”

“But don’t you want to know more about who and what you are? Wouldn’t it be good, for the first time, to be able to spend some time learning more about the paranormal world you’ve been living with one foot in all these years?”

I thought about how, since the early 2000s when I arrived in New York, I’d first turned into a wolf and, confused, and terrified about what was happening to me, I felt I had nobody to talk to about it. I mean, who would understand? And if anyone found out, wouldn’t they just try to lock me up in some cage in a lab somewhere so they could examine me, perform experiments on me, dissect me?

For years I’d bumbled through life, trying my best to live with this curse; and these abilities, keeping it a closely guarded secret, never letting anyone in. It’s the reason I’d initially lost Gail all those years ago. And it had truly only been in the last several months that it felt like I wasn’t alone in this; that others knew about my secret. 

Heck, most of those others—Gail’s brother Ben, her best friend Isabeau, her entire family—understood so much about the Paranormal world, while I was only beginning to learn about it.

Maybe it would be best for me to have someone to talk to about it; to meet some other Paranormals without it being in some life-or-death situation.

Buddy reached across the table and grabbed my arm, squeezing it gently. "Look at me," he said. "You know I'm right. This is for the best, Michael.”

“I know,” I stared down into my own coffee cup. “I need to do something. And why not this? I mean, I’ve done everything to try to live a normal life ever since this has happened to me.”

Buddy laughed. “That normal life hasn’t been working out all that well for you, has it?”

“No,” I grinned. “Especially not this summer, at least. “I’ve likely seen more of you since June this year than I normally see you in any given year.”

“And I’ve seen more of you than a heterosexual man raised in a world of Archie Bunker sensibilities is comfortable with,” Buddy said with a bemused sound in his voice. I knew he’d been referring to how he’d nursed me back to health when I was beaten half-to-death by a bunch of thugs in Los Angeles, which required him removing my soiled and bloody clothes, and, just a few weeks ago when he’d met me at sunrise in Central Park with my cell phone and other personal effects where I’d awoken from a night as a wolf, as I do, entirely naked.

“You’ve still never explained much about your own special abilities. Or why you’re constantly showing up and saving my ass, or offering tidbits of wisdom like some sort of—”

“Hairy Wolf Mother?”

I laughed. When we’d last met, I’d said it felt like he was as a type of Fairy Godmother, but Buddy had come up with that more apropos adaptation of the term.

“Yeah. That. You never did explain it.”

“That’s because I don’t understand it myself. We’ve been through this, Michael. Things just come to me.” He tapped a stubby finger on the side of his head. “I do read a lot; constantly. It’s one of my passions. I listen to a ton of non-fiction audiobooks, podcasts, and programs on NPR when I’m in the car alone. And I spend endless hours traveling across the US. When I’m alone at restaurants or coffee shops, I’m listening to conversations. I’m constantly consuming things about the world. I take things in, absorb them. I’ve always been thirsty for information, for news, for historical details, for gossip. All of it.

“And sometimes, in that swirling mess of things I’ve absorbed, an inspiration comes to me. I’m compelled to spew one of those nuggets of information to a particular person at a specific time.

“Take, for instance, when I approached you back in July in front of Rockefeller Center and offered you a slew of insights into the underground of New York City. I was in town for an underground construction worker conference and was compelled to relay a bunch of information I’d picked up from working at that event. I had no idea why; I just felt something in me driving me to get to Rockefeller and when I got there to share that information with you. The burning desire left once I relayed that information, and so when you took off, not having time to have lunch with me it was all good.”

I remembered it clearly. When Buddy and I had been chatting that day Gail had texted me that the thing we’d all been staked out and waiting for was going down. So I took off.

“But not long after, without knowing how or why, I figured out a way to hack my way into your group cell phone chat.” He paused and winced, as if he’d just heard a particularly nasty noise like nails scratching down a chalkboard. “And to share the lyrics from that Simon and Garfunkel song with you.”

I nodded. “And that led us to the spot where we really needed to be to intercept Marco and the other PFA members.”

“But that was it. I had nothing else. And I had no idea why I was doing it. It’s like this dominant voice; no, not a voice, but a feeling—an all-consuming feeling—compels me to be somewhere, to share some sort of information with a specific person. And then, once it’s done, it all fades back to normal.”

“Yes,” I said. “But you never told me that. You never explained it.”

Buddy closed his eyelids tight together and his face tightened as if he’d just bitten into an extremely bitter lemon. He was breathing in short shallow breaths and his heart started beating rapidly, like he was in an extreme amount of pain.

“Are you okay?”

“Uh, yeah,” he said in a low voice. “I just. Ahh, I’m getting this shooting pain. Migraine-like. Hits me right behind the eyes. I think it’s because we’re talking about this. It’s like something’s telling me to not talk about this with you.”

I reached out and put a hand over top of his. “Okay. Got it. We don’t need to get into it. I understand that, just like I don’t know why I can’t control my changes, nor maintain my consciousness when in wolf form, you don’t know why you have these insights and compulsions.”

He nodded, and his breathing and heartbeat began to return to normal.

“Let’s just roll with it, shall we?” he said. “Let’s just take a lesson from Del Griffith and go with the flow.”

I grinned at Buddy. He often reminded me of the character John Candy played opposite Steve Martin in that 1980s film Planes, Trains and Automobiles. Of course, the fact that Buddy had quoted from the movie numerous times over the years kept that comparison of him to the Canadian actor always top of mind. Buddy looked like an interesting combination of John Candy meets Buddy Hacket with a sprinkling of Lou Costello. But much of his character was like the one Candy played as Del Griffith, the gregarious traveling salesman in that classic John Hughes film. Buddy could have been the lovechild of Del Griffith and Cliff Clavin, the know-it-all trivia-spouting mailman on the television sitcom Cheers.

Because Buddy had quoted from that John Candy/Steve Martin film so many times over the years, I knew the line, and scene, he was speaking about.

“Go with the flow,” I said, “Like a twig on the shoulders of a mighty stream.”

Buddy nodded and then put on his best impression of actor Pat Morita as Mr. Miyagi from another 1980s film, The Karate Kid. “I’ve trained you well, Michaelsan.” That character was also apropos for our relationship. The advice, and the random trivia he spewed at me was like the “wax on/wax off” type tasks the karate master had his young student engage in. They seemed to have nothing to do with the martial art, but the movements were later used as a type of muscle memory skill in young Daniel’s fights.

Over the years, Buddy had never steered me wrong; even if he himself had no idea why he was telling me the things he shared.

And perhaps this retreat was one of them.

“So . . . this retreat,” I said, slowly nodding my head. “You never knew about it before today, did you?”

“No. It just came to me. I mean, the information about the Catskills and Panther Mountain are among the many things I’d read about years ago. But this secret location, and what it is, that came out of nowhere.”

“As it does.”

“You really should go do this, Michael.”

“I know. And I will. But this all seems like so much.”

“You are hurt. You have lost. Lost battles. Lost love. You blame yourself for the death of Darina. You also blame yourself for having killed a terrorist. You are angry. And alone. And scared.”

I nodded.

“In Karate Kid III when Daniel was flailing out of control, when he was angry, and reacting with unadulterated violence against his aggressors, and uncertain if he could ever heal from it, Mr. Miyagi compared his student to a Bonsai tree that had been snapped in half. He said ‘Inside you have strong root. No need nothing except what inside you to grow.’ Do you know what that means?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“It means that if your root, the center of your being, your spirit, is strong, then you could heal, you could mend, you could grow, again. But I don’t think you can do that without going back to those roots, back to things that might even be underlying elements of your life well prior to your encounter with the wolf. If you’re able to dig down, find that part of yourself, you can restore the balance and find the equilibrium to keep going.

“It’s not going to be easy for you to do this. It’s going to get a lot harder before it becomes better. There’s much to overcome that has nothing to do with you and Gail and has everything to do with the man inside the beast. You’ve denied the beast. But prior to that, you’ve also denied the man.”

“Yeah. I’m starting to see that.”

“It won’t be easy. But it’s something you must do in order to grow back up. And you will.”

I nodded and grinned.

“Yes. I will.”

And for the first time in several weeks, I felt a bit of a spark of hope.
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Interlude: Therapy Session

There Must Be 50 Words That Mean Obsession
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Excerpt from therapy session recordings of Dr. Brendon Laurier

Sunday, September 3, 2017

10:04 p.m.

––––––––
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DR. LAURIER: Tell me about your obsession with Gail Sommers, Michael.

MICHAEL ANDREWS: I don’t have an obsession with Gail.

LAURIER: You don’t?

ANDREWS: No. I mean, I’m in love with her. I have always been deeply in love with her. From the first minute I laid eyes on her I knew there was something extraordinary between us. I knew we were destined to be together. I’d never felt like that with anyone before. From the moment I saw her, I felt myself sinking so willingly into something that was life changing. I felt myself falling madly in love with her from almost the very beginning. And I never stopped loving her. Not once in the half-dozen years between that special ‘us’ we’d discovered.

LAURIER: And that doesn’t strike you as a little fixated?

ANDREWS: [Mutters something indecipherable]

LAURIER: What was that? I didn’t quite hear.

ANDREWS: Okay, maybe it was a little obsessive. But what’s the point of talking about it. I mean, the woman I loved more than anything in this world left me. Even though I know she loves me as much as I love her. But she’s done it twice now.

LAURIER: That must be devastating.

ANDREWS: It is.

LAURIER: What happened the first time she left?

ANDREWS: I was a mess, of course. But I suppose it was inevitable. I mean, how could I expect to have any serious long-term relationship with a woman when living with the curse that I have?

LAURIER: You pined for her?

ANDREWS: Yes.

LAURIER: You longed for her?

ANDREWS: Of course. Who wouldn’t? You’ve seen pictures of her. She’s an absolute knock-out. But she’s also clever, witty, brilliant, and so incredibly observant. No, not just observant, but intuitive. And resourceful. Gail is such a remarkable woman, and yet she’s not cocky nor too self-assured. She’s incredibly humble. It’s like she isn’t even aware of her own magnificence; just how impressive and captivating she can be. Just how spectacular a person she is.

LAURIER: Yes, she is a very attractive woman. And from what you’ve shared about her, a genuinely unique and decent person.

ANDREWS: Gail is the best. I loved her at first glance. I never stopped loving her. Not even when I found myself falling head over heels in love with Lex.

LAURIER: Hmm. [Long pause, the sound of a pen scratching noise in the background] I’m just making a note, so we don’t forget to explore this other aspect of duality; that you claim to have been in love with two different women at the same time. I think that’s something worth exploring in more depth.

ANDREWS: I don’t really understand it, but yeah, I fell for Lex even though I was still in love with Gail. Ever since Gail had come back, I realized the huge mistake I had made letting her walk out of my life. She knew how I felt. I shared it with her again and again.

LAURIER: Was she ready to return to a romantic relationship?

ANDREWS: No, she wasn’t. And every time I tried to bring it up, she kept saying that’s not what she wanted. But I could tell that she still loved me, that she still wanted me as intensely as I still wanted her. You know, it’s one thing to love someone and to know that they don’t love you. That’s painful, but it’s something you can move on from. How do you move on from knowing that the person you’re madly in love with, that you know you are destined to be with, feels as deeply as you do, bears the richness of the same love, and yet denies that longing, represses those feelings, and refuses to act upon them? When you understand what Gail and I had discovered in one another, how could a person throw that away?

LAURIER: It must have been painful to remain platonic friends with her despite those intense feelings.

ANDREWS: Yeah. Of course. Like I said, Gail is a remarkable woman. It crushed my heart to have her that close, to know how she felt about me, but to not be able to act upon that mutual love. But I’d rather have her there, at arm’s length. I might not be able to hold her, or love her in the way I wanted, but I could still have her in my life.

LAURIER: You embraced the pain. The self-torture. That’s rather interesting.

ANDREWS: What do you mean?

LAURIER: I was just observing.

ANDREWS: Do you think I enjoyed doing that to myself? That I enjoyed the agony I lived with every day?

LAURIER: Could it have been a distraction from an underlying pain that you hadn’t yet come to terms with?

ANDREWS: [Laughs] What is it, Doc? Are you going to tell me I did that to myself because of my belief that my mommy never truly loved me?

LAURIER: Is that what YOU are saying, Michael? 

ANDREWS: I don’t know.

LAURIER: Would you rather talk about your mother right now?

ANDREWS: No. I want to talk about Gail.

LAURIER: Okay. Tell me more about Gail.

ANDREWS: I love Gail more than I’d ever loved anyone in my life. I need her. I want her. Gail and I are soulmates. And the fact is, we both knew that. Except, I was the only one who was willing to act upon it.

LAURIER: And yet, you acted upon feelings for someone else, didn’t you?

ANDREWS: You mean Lex?

LAURIER: Yes. Alexandria Jones. If you were so fixated on Gail, why is it that you fell for the first woman who showed an interest in you?

ANDREWS: That’s not true. That’s not true at all. Lex wasn’t the first woman to show an interest in me. I’d had plenty of women interested in me. And, c’mon, I’m not just being overly confident when I say this. I can tell, Doc. I can read a woman’s sexual desire in her heartbeat; from the emotive scents she gives off. Heck, just a couple of days before I met Lex in Los Angeles, I struck up a wonderful conversation with a beautiful and charming woman at the airport. And she was really into me. But I managed to keep my own response to that in check. So no, I didn’t fall for the first woman who showed an interest in me.

LAURIER: So why Alexandria?

ANDREWS: Lex was something else. We just clicked. There was something intriguing between us. It was so similar to the way that Gail and I clicked, you know.

LAURIER: Naturally.

ANDREWS: What do you mean, naturally?

LAURIER: Alexandria had paranormal abilities. You had that in common with her.
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