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The One with Fire in her heart,
Wind on her breath and Sea in her blood
will return the Divine to the planet. This is every woman.


For the Magdalen
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THE BOOK OF SOPHIA


As Above, So Below.


I am the guardian of the Akash, the library of all that was, all that is, and all that will be.


I am the middle world, that of Imagination, your bridge between Heaven and Earth,


between body and spirit.


I am the fire that fuels you, the passion you deny.


I am the wind that holds the heavens apart from the earth, yet binds them.


I am the water that permeates you with love.


I wait in your sleeping heart, the time has come to hear me.


My Child of Earth and Starry Heaven,


When you restore the memory held deep within Gaia, you restore the past and the future.


You restore the wisdom of the Heart, the wisdom of Earth.


Remember Your Instinctual Truth, Your Divine Potential.


I feel your holy longing, Your pained desire to return home.


Your soul cries for nourishment. As your Great Mother, I am here.


Once the memory is restored, the great cleansing occurs.


The lines of the dragon will ignite,


Re-fuse the fire within all hearts. The desire behind all desires will come to light.


Sacred Masculine and Divine Feminine once more unite. Skylar read the words again and the familiar tingle spread across the back of her head. She had lost track of how many times she’d read this page of the book in the last three months. Much of it didn’t make sense at first but with each passing day came more clarity … and a heightened sense of dread.


“The Book of Sophia is an alchemical text,” she told Ocean, the Great Mother of Fire. “It contains codes to assist humanity with the great changes happening on the planet.”


“Well done grasshopper,” Ocean said smiling. They sat on Ocean’s back porch, shielded from the brutal sun. It had been over a year since they’d seen cooler temps in the Northeast.


“It’s also a directive. Sophia talks about restoring a memory,” Skylar said. “Do you know what she’s talking about?”


Ocean paused and stared out at her vast lawn that hadn’t been cut in months. “The ending of the last age was the time of the great flood. You’ve heard that story. It was eerily similar to the vibe of today’s world. Technology of a different kind surpassed human consciousness and those in power were consumed with greed. My sisters and I knew we had limited time before all was lost. We gathered the entirety of earth’s wisdom and placed it in the heart of a baby girl named Sophia. She became the living embodiment of the Great Sophia. She was Spirit in Matter. And in doing so, we ensured every woman from that day forward would carry the secret of Sophia under her heart, until the day it would be restored. This is that day.”


Skylar looked down at the book in her lap. She hadn’t let it out of her sight since Vivienne, Great Mother of Water, had handed it to her the night of Milicent Grayer’s big show in June.


“How do I do that?” Skylar asked.


“Keep reading,” Ocean said as she got up and went inside.


Skylar sighed. The world had become extremely tumultuous since that fateful night in the arena. It didn’t go unnoticed by the Great Mothers that Milicent’s scheme for world domination fell on the historical summer solstice of 2020. This solstice was exceptionally powerful with the alignment of the sun, earth, and moon during the yearlong syzygy of the planets Saturn, Jupiter, and Pluto. Such a planetary alignment happened every 734 years, and 2020 was spot on. The fallout from the intense energy was still being felt all over the planet and would be for years to come.


Old systems were breaking down all over the world. With many countries already in ruins, the government of the United States was hanging by a thread. But the Great Mothers saw it as an opportunity. They were intimately aware of the dark energies that had been controlling the US with puppet strings for over a century. But now, with the influx of divine energy and rare planetary alignments, a window of time had opened to wash the world clean of old thinking and usher in the Golden Age. Humanity was called to remember its divinity and use its power to aid the suffering planet. We had come to a crossroads …


Wake up to the truths within or die.


Skylar looked out at the Great Tree in Ocean’s yard sensing the weight of this crossroads on her shoulders. When her mother Cassie died last year, she left behind a mystery for Skylar to solve, the greatest mystery of our time. How do we not only survive this tumultuous time in history, but also evolve into a species worthy of being the keepers of Gaia? Skylar would have to uncover the way. It was a tall order for a girl of twenty-two. She had extraordinary help from the Great Mothers of Fire, Air, and Water. Magda, the Goddess of the etheric realm often appeared to help as well. In her everyday world, Skylar relied on her best friend Suki to give her a dose of reality and a sense of humor, knowing they wouldn’t survive without a few laughs.


And Argan …


Argan had become a teacher of sorts, helping with her physical training and meditation practices. So often she would search for a sign of the spark between them, but if it still existed, it was buried deep.


Skylar understood what the Great Mothers asked of her but questioned her resolve on a daily basis. It was all too much, too esoteric. What could one person really do? Even with the Book of Sophia.


She yearned to go back to a normal life, get her veterinary degree and get lost in the world of horses. She knew how to help in that world. This one of mysticism and mayhem left her scratching her head and she was convinced she defeated Milicent by little more than dumb luck.


“You don’t think you can just return to that boring life of obscurity, do you?” Ocean asked from the doorway, reading her thoughts. She carried a tray of iced tea and coffee.


Skylar thought yes, yes I do. “No,” she replied, taking a glass. Ocean sat back down in the rocker beside her.


The air that day was thick with electric energy. It felt like a coat of cellophane stuck to her skin. She assumed her grandmother, Beatrice, the Great Mother of Air had something to do with it. Beatrice loved to make her presence felt in a way that got under the skin. Skylar grimaced as she wiped away the dew that had accumulated on her forearm.


She rocked slowly in the wicker chair and looked out at the tree. This tree, neither living nor dead was another mystery to Skylar. It was completely blackened, as if charred by fire yet even from this distance, Skylar could feel life pulsing through it.


“Ocean, will you finally tell me about that tree?”


Ocean grabbed her mug of steaming coffee and sat back in her chair. She put her feet up on the railing, spotlighting her toenails, painted every color of the rainbow. “That tree is one of the trees of the four directions. It’s the tree of the south, the direction of fire,” she said. “But it is, in my opinion, the most important tree.”


“Because it’s yours?” Skylar asked.


“No, smart-ass,” Ocean said. “Because it’s also the tree of death, escorting souls onward to the next phase of their journey. Each leaf contains the record of each soul and the day it’s going to move on from this world. It’s a very important tree.”


“Ocean, that tree has no leaves,” Skylar said.


“I beg your pardon. It most certainly does. On the astral plane, or the celestial dimension that tree is alive, it has leaves, and it has color. On that plane of existence, the leaves contain all the information. But here, on the earth plane, it looks like this. So much of what we see here is a shadow of the truth. There are worlds beyond this one where this tree flourishes as the cycle of life marches on.”


“Sophia is one key to those worlds,” Skylar said, the tingle spread across the back of her head. “She connects the human experience to the eternal.” She got up from her chair and walked down the back steps to the yard. With the Book of Sophia in hand, she crossed the tall grass to stand beside the great tree. The well that sat underneath had been replaced by Rhia’s headstone. Skylar looked at it lovingly. Ocean had asked to bury Cassie’s ashes under the tree but Skylar refused, not ready to give them up. They had their proper place in the library of her tiny house.


With an outstretched hand she touched the black bark with her palm. The pulse she felt from across the yard overpowered her here so close. She managed the energy as best she could. In her mind’s eye she was transported to the astral plane where the tree stood in its true form. All around her were dream-like clouds, shielding her from seeing anything else but the tree. Its trunk was massive, thicker than a redwood yet the canopy was low enough for Skylar to touch. She released her hand and took a step back to stare at this incredible, living being. She expected it to start talking. The leaves were mostly green but for a few yellow and brown. A slight breeze went by and one fell to the ground. “Oh,” Skylar gasped. She knew what that meant. She bent to pick it up but it disintegrated into the earth before she could touch it. All of the fallen leaves were quickly absorbed by the ground to regenerate and to be used as nourishment for the tree, only to be born again in future lifetimes.


As she stood there, a few more fell but one drifted upward, carried on the wind. Skylar watched it climb higher and higher until it disappeared from view. “How magnificent,” she said aloud.


She bowed to the tree. “Thank you,” she said. She knew she had been given the gift of insight from mother Gaia herself. With a shift of intention, like coming out of meditation, she was back in Ocean’s yard.


“That was incredible,” Skylar said. “My whole view of death is turned on its ear. It’s such a natural, beautiful, quiet process, peaceful, even. Nothing like what we fear it to be.”


“Nope,” Ocean said. She had walked down to the tree while Skylar was on the astral plane.


“One leaf floated upward to the sky, not down to the ground like the rest,” Skylar said.


Ocean looked at the Book of Sophia. “You had Sophia’s book with you. What divine timing for that transitioning soul. The knowledge in the book carried that soul over the goal line, so to speak.”


“Is this why Milicent wants my book?” Skylar asked. “Does it grant immortality?”


“Not to the uninitiated,” Ocean said. “Trust me, no one would truly want to live forever. It’s tiring,” Ocean said. “The soul that was sent upward was probably very close to ascension. The kiss from Sophia was the last step in that soul’s journey, as the kiss of the Holy Spirit is the last step for everyone. Milicent has lifetimes to go before she comes close to that opportunity.” Ocean rolled her eyes. “The closest glimpse of immortality for humanity is your connection to the raw power of nature.” She twirled around in the sunshine like a child. Skylar watched the rays of sun absorb into Ocean’s red frizz, making it look like a fireball around her face. She stopped and held her face to the sun. “Getting outside, putting your bare feet in the grass and feeling the immortal force that runs through all life is what restores vitality. The longing to be one with the Creator, to be the Creator drives the human race, albeit subconsciously.” She dropped into the tall grass and started making grass angels.


“Sophia is all about nature and the power of alchemy and the elements,” Skylar said in agreement, ignoring Ocean’s odd behavior. Childlike enthusiasm was not a phrase she’d use to describe her mentor. “And desire.”


“You’ve progressed so much in the last three months, you’re ready for this next step,” Ocean said, sitting up from her grass angel and held out her hand for Skylar’s help. Skylar pulled her out of the grass and Ocean dusted off her behind. “I’m learning it’s important not to take yourself too seriously. My homework’s been to do something silly every day.”


Skylar stood in amazement. She opened her mouth to speak but Ocean cut her off. “Hope you enjoyed it. It’s not for me.”


They slowly walked back toward the steps. The heat had intensified in the short time they’d been outside and it made any physical exertion challenging. “What the heck is the temperature today?” Skylar asked.


“105,” Ocean said.


“Is that a record?” Skylar asked.


“For today but not for long,” Ocean said. “Let’s get out of the sun.”


They got back up to the porch and Ocean looked at her watch. “Lunch time,” she said and poured herself a whiskey from her new bar cart. “Skylar, no matter the journey, the shortcuts or the frustrating long cuts, remember your destiny is a promise you made to yourself before you came into this world. It is stamped on a leaf on that tree. You are creating this life, no one else.”


“I find that hard to believe,” Skylar said. “This year has not been my own.”


“You needed a little push but trust me, this is your show. All humans go through the veil of forgetting before coming back to earth. Figuring out your purpose is half the fun. But I’ll tell you this; the book chose you. Cassie did as much as she could to prepare the way but it wouldn’t have worked so beautifully if not divinely planned by Sophia herself.” She put her hand on Skylar’s shoulder. “We will continue our training. You will continue to work with the book. The answers will materialize. Until then, we prepare.” In one gulp she shot the whiskey straight up and put her glass on the table. “You are being called to help humanity wake from its slumber, Skylar.”


The words of Sophia and of Ocean started to seep into Skylar’s heart like a wave of unnamed truth. “I can’t do it alone,” she said.


“Not only you,” Ocean said. “You’re not Jesus. But this is the second coming. And she’s female.”
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Skylar’s wound in her abdomen from Milicent’s dagger had transformed into her own version of the mark of the Great Mothers, the ring of three doves. Its silvery sheen had a beautiful iridescent quality. She was actually grateful to have it and felt more connected to her lineage.


She had started training with Argan soon after the solstice. They had developed a rigorous routine, meeting at Joel’s five days a week. At first their lessons were awkward and Skylar was hopeful of some glimmer of feeling from Argan. But he remained all business, coaching her on various techniques of Qigong, Kundalini yoga, and Tantric breath work. She lost track of the days they spent together. It had all become a blur of kicks, crunches, and painstaking hours in meditation. At first she would break out in a sweat if he got too close but his cold demeanor reminded her that ship had sailed. After a while, she was able to settle in and commit to a working relationship with him.


She had put her vet school plans on permanent hold. She loved equine life and it would always be a part of her heart. But she understood the demands of her new path and had vowed to all of the Great Mothers to see it through. Ocean was a fixture in Skylar’s life most days and she came to rely on her as a surrogate mother figure. She was still struggling to find a path that worked with Rachel and welcomed the relationship with Ocean, despite her erratic, fiery temperament.


Vivienne, Great Mother of Water, had stayed in the States just a few days after Milicent’s big show. She helped smooth things over with Devlin and his handlers. After Vivienne was finished, no one remembered much of anything about that night.


Skylar was in awe of Vivienne. She was timeless. It was virtually impossible to tell how old she was. She always wore a wrap around her head making it appear elongated, reminiscent of Nefertiti, and Skylar wondered if she had once been the Egyptian Queen. She also questioned how the exotic, dark-skinned Goddess begot Milicent as a granddaughter, who was white as snow. But she chalked it up to the magic of the universe and let it be. Skylar had yet to spend any time with Vivienne, which she desperately wanted to do. They were blood, and Skylar wanted to get to know her. Before she returned home to Italy, Vivienne invited Skylar to come stay with her. “Your quest will take you to Italy before it is through,” she said. She didn’t elaborate and Skylar was left with yet another piece to her puzzle.


Beatrice, the Great Mother of Air, was the woman Skylar had always called grandmother. As most of Skylar’s life was kept secret until the past year, she learned there was a whole side of Beatrice she didn’t know. Beatrice was the only one of the three Great Mothers that had fallen in love with a mortal man. She loved Arthur all of her life and when he died, she became a shell of who she once was, never recovering from his death. It was no secret that Ocean and Vivienne judged Bea for falling so helplessly into the trappings of mortal love. This shunning from her sisters was yet another reason for her bitter tongue, but Skylar accepted her grandmother’s biting personality as part of her charm.


Skylar’s father Joel wasn’t happy with the direction her life was taking but he lost control of her long ago …


“I accept that you’re taking this year off from school, Skylar, but I don’t want you to forget about your career,” Joel said. “Through Herculean efforts you got that first degree.”


“I know, Dad,” Skylar said. “But it would seem I have a few loose ends to tie up before I move on with that normal life we talked about.”


Joel nodded. “Right. How are you feeling about … everything?”


“It’s daunting but doable,” she said, pushing a smile onto her face, hoping it reassured her father.
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November 10, 2020: In the late hours of election night, polls were predicting Devlin Grayer was to be the forty-sixth president of the United States. Skylar, Suki, and Kyle sat around Skylar’s TV in her tiny house watching in utter disbelief.


“I would have thought the country learned its lesson voting in a reality star last election,” Suki said.


“Have you looked out your window?” asked Skylar. “The world is in shambles. I can only assume Milicent’s black magic had something to do with their win. Although I’m not sure of her intentions. She wasn’t keen on becoming First Lady. But what will she do now with access to absolutely everything?”


“I’m looking forward to finding out,” Kyle said.


Suki shot him a look. “You were so down on her over the summer. Now you’re a fan because they won?”


“I’ve never cared about politics, Suuk,” he said. “But I need a job and this guy promises me one.”


“Drumming not as lucrative as you’d hoped?” Skylar said.


“I never did it for the money, just the chicks,” he said. “And now I have the chick but not the money.”
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Devlin Grayer stood beaming at the podium of his campaign rally. His wife Milicent stood regally by his side. She was stunning in her violet Chanel sheath reminiscent of Jackie Kennedy. Pillbox hat with veil, long satin gloves and purple stilettos completed the ensemble. The pundits were already enjoying jokes at her expense. She only wore shades of purple, except that fateful night at the arena in June, her only appearance in red. This night the crowd made the arena stifling hot. A line of sweat appeared under Devlin’s recently dyed, perfectly coifed head of hair. Milicent, on the other hand was cool as crystal.


Standing on the other side of Devlin was Mica Noxx, his Vice President-elect. Together, they had succeeded in making history. The first female VP was an accomplishment sought after but never attained until this fateful election year, 2020. He secured her purely as a political move, having helped with the female and African American vote.


“This country has cried out for a leader that can restore its greatness and I have answered!” Devlin shouted. “America has seen great political and racial divide in recent years. But now the country has broken open in its pain. My promise to you is a future of great healing of what ails us. America was founded on vitally important principals that are just as relevant in the twenty-first century as they were in the days of our founding fathers. I vow to make this country what it was, what it truly is, and what it wholeheartedly can be.” He looked directly into the teleprompter and recited his personal version of the last line of the Declaration of Independence. “And for your support, with a firm reliance on the protection of divine providence, I pledge my life, my fortune, and my sacred honor!” He left the podium in a fit of youthful exuberance, jumping down, pommel horse style, to the crowd of supporters.


The crowd continued to applaud as he walked by, shaking every hand. If Milicent was supposed to accompany him, she missed her cue and opted to stay on stage with the VP-elect. Behind her stood her overdressed assistant, Noah Maganti, in a cutting edge, skinny-legged, white tuxedo. His wavy brown hair held back by a stylish metrosexual black headband. Milicent had gone through assistants so often it wasn’t worth learning their names until she stumbled across the job board at Delta Lambda Phi on Rosen’s campus. It was a mystery to everyone what she was doing there that day in July, but shortly after, Noah showed up and instantly filled a very old hole. Now she never went anywhere without him in tow.


“Mica,” Milicent nodded in her direction. “You look lovely. You must let me borrow your designer.” Milicent was lousy at small talk.


“Oh please, Milicent,” Mica scoffed. “I’m sure Devlin and Cyril Magus aren’t discussing their clothes right now.” She gestured to the President-elect in an arm lock with a squatty, rodent-looking man in his late seventies. Magus was extremely influential in many sectors including banking, biotech, and energy. His ancestral line never made the lists of richest families as their fortunes were well hidden.


Milicent scanned the crowd but didn’t see Devlin.


“He’s near the stage steps,” Noah said, feeding her information from a foot away.


Milicent frowned. “Oh, Magus burns my ass. He quite literally has all the money in the world and is still completely miserable. I hated dealing with him in the private sector and now he expects us to be in his political back pocket. He’s sorely mistaken.”


She returned her attention to Mica. “It was big of you to step in to the VP position so late in the campaign. What a shame about Sara,” Milicent said. Sara Hendricks had been Devlin’s original running mate but just a month before the election she pulled out citing health issues. Insiders knew there were concerns about her stability and recent erratic behavior caused the administration to lose faith in her abilities.


“Divine intervention works out for all of us,” Mica said.


“Right,” Milicent said speculatively. Her eyes followed Devlin as the two men walked through the doors to the private waiting area. Milicent and Mica gave the crowd a final wave and exited as well.


Milicent was met with an angry Devlin. “Millie, you really needed to be by my side,” he barked. “How do you think it looks for you to be chatting with Mica while I’m greeting supporters alone?” He glared at Noah, miserable with the fact that this young man had quickly taken up so much of their real estate.


Milicent’s face turned an uncharacteristic red. “Devlin, you jumped off the stage! Was I really supposed to follow you?” She shook her head. “I don’t think so.”


He turned to Mica. “You’re going to need a refresher on protocol as well Mica.”


“I don’t take orders from you, Devlin. I told you when I accepted this nomination that I would come to the office on my own terms. Not yours. We both know you won this because of me.” She smiled through her gritted teeth as all cameras were on them.


Milicent locked eyes with Cyril Magus from across the room. “Don’t tell me we’ll be dealing with Cyril from the Oval, Devlin,” Milicent scolded. “He has his own agenda.”


“They all do, Millie,” he said. “It’s a game remember? We always play to see how far we can get. I’d say we got pretty far this time.”


“Yes, but this is just the beginning. You actually have to govern the country. You know, fix things that are broken, improve people’s lives, solve problems.”


“That’s what the Cabinet is for,” he said.


Magus approached the President-elect with a scowl on his face. “Devlin, I wasn’t finished talking to you.”


“Sorry, Cyril, I’m only allotted five minutes a guest.”


“I’m sure that’s true for others,” Cyril said. “Hello, Milicent. You’re looking ravishing.”


“Why is a comment on my looks your go-to Cyril?” Milicent said, her face stern. “Things are different now. Devlin’s in public office.”


“Things are far more the same than you realize. The big boys can handle things from here. I know Devlin let you play with his money in Seattle, but DC is no place for a woman, despite the charade going on in the public eye.” He glanced in the direction of the VP-elect and returned his focus to Devlin.


“Cyril,” Milicent took in air to calm down. “Your five minutes are up.” She gestured to the line of supporters waiting for their photo op.


“I’ll be in touch Devlin,” Cyril said. “Mrs. Grayer.” He walked away.


“Thank you for keeping your cool. I know he’s an ass,” Devlin said. “But he’s right. Things are run a certain way here. If the downward spiral of the last four years didn’t tip the scales of change, nothing can. Washington doesn’t change.”


“You left that line out of your speech, dear,” Milicent said with narrowed eyes. Another guest stepped up to shake their hands and the night played on.


Just after 4:00 a.m. Devlin walked out of the men’s room with two security guards behind him. His driver opened his car door and he hopped in to find an impatient Milicent. Noah was forced to ride up front with the driver.


“I don’t need such security measures,” Devlin complained, not being able to pee in private anymore.


“Dev, this is our life now. You really need to follow the protocol. And not just because of the crackpots in the world.”


“You mean you,” Devlin said.


Milicent scowled. “For over a century, every twenty years the U.S. President has died in office or survived an assassination attempt. And you’re it this time. You can’t be too careful.”


Devlin rolled his eyes again. “Yeah, Tecumseh’s Curse. I know, Millie. Your little charade in June counts; we’re good.”


Now it was Milicent’s turn to roll her eyes. “Dev, I was trying to prove a point and you weren’t taking me seriously, I wasn’t actually trying to kill you. If I were, you’d be dead and I would be President.”


“Fine, fine,” he waved her off. “I’ll comply with all of this silliness. But how do I connect with the little people being so sequestered?”


“You’ll find a way, my love,” she cooed.
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Skylar walked down the aisle of the new barn. She would always refer to it as the new barn. Her memories of the old barn were forever emblazoned in her memory, good and bad. The old barn was where she met Ronnie, and reconnected with Argan. It was also where Rhia died and life as Skylar had known it had ended.


The stables housed all of the horses Skylar had grown to love over her year at Rosen.


She was glad to see them thriving in their environment, despite Milicent’s attempt to institutionalize the place. Even Cheveyo looked happy. He shook his head in greeting and gave her a hearty whinny. She wondered how long he would stay there. He belonged to no one and the confines of the Quine were no home for him. She doubted he would stick around but she had no idea where he’d go. She knew he would always be okay, no matter where he was. And so would she.


With Milicent preparing for her life in the White House, the Quine was left in the hands of Dean Thomas. Horses weren’t his area of expertise and he had hired outside consultants to figure out what was best for the school now that the Grayers had moved on.


“Ms. Southmartin,” the dean approached Skylar during a rare appearance at the stables. With the buttons on his suit jacket about to burst, he removed a handkerchief from his pocket to wipe sweat from his face. “Against my better judgment, it would seem you have been appointed permanent head of the Equine Facility. It’s a direct order from the incumbent First Lady of the United States. I know you’ve had some experience with the position but you will have to get yourself educated on the financial side of this monstrosity and probably hire some folks to help you.”


“That’s great, Dean, but I’m not sure that’s the right move for me,” Skylar objected. She was unclear she could handle such an appointment with her new career, employed by the Great Mothers.


“I don’t think you have much of a choice,” he said. “It looks like you are called to serve at the pleasure of the First Lady-elect. You have the option of staying in your current office or picking another in the executive wing.” He turned his back and walked down the aisle. As he rounded the corner he looked back at Skylar. “And Ms. Southmartin, this facility is a very small part of my life. See to it that it remains that way.” He disappeared as Suki walked up beside Skylar.


“I miss free will,” Skylar said. She filled Suki in on the details of her conversation with the dean.


“I’ll stay,” Suki said. “I have a good career trajectory now. Promote me to something good, with a lot more pay.” Her eyes gleamed. “Kyle’s still looking for work.”


“What does his unemployment mean for the two of you?” Skylar asked.


“We’re good,” Suki said. “But he needs a job. I’m not dating a deadbeat.”


“Are you channeling your grandmother?” Skylar asked. Suki’s grandmother had passed late in the summer. It was bittersweet for Suki. Her grandmother was the only real family she had ever known but she did have a way of stifling Suki in all areas of her life. As much as she would miss her, she had a renewed sense of freedom.


“Probably,” Suki said. “She was a wise woman. Only now do I understand her.” She looked around the empty hall of the Quine. “Have you talked to Ronnie?”


“Not in the last few weeks,” Skylar said. “She’s been busy getting settled.” Suki nodded. After losing Rhia and the events of the summer, Ronnie had decided India was where she needed to live full time. “I’m just two very long plane rides away,” she had said the day she hugged Skylar goodbye.


In front of Cheveyo’s stall hung one lonely eagle fern in a white plastic basin. “Why is this here? It looks so sad,” Skylar said.


“I’d be sad too if I lived here,” Suki said. “This place is so uninviting, which is saying a lot—it’s a stable!” They looked around at the gray cement that walled each of the horses but for the small cutout each had for their head. One single barred window was fixed at the end of the aisle. “It’s literally prison for horses.”


Skylar looked at the struggling plant and it seemed to look back. It leaned in ever so slightly toward her.


“Did you see that?” Skylar whispered. “That plant is listening to our conversation.”


“Of course it is,” Suki said. “Plants are always listening.” Skylar reached out her hand and the fern responded by stretching to reach her hand. “Do they always do that?” she asked incredulously.


“Let me try,” Suki pushed Skylar out of the way and reached toward the fern. Nothing. She deflated. “Must be all those magical powers have you really tuned into the source field.”


“Source field?” Skylar asked. Again, she waved her hand in front of the plant and it followed her.


“The field of energy we’re all connected to,” Suki said. “Humans, plants, rocks even. Especially rocks. Ever since you had your experience, I started researching all sorts of stuff having to do with energy and consciousness. I’ve even been practicing.”


“Practicing what?”


“Spoon bending,” Suki said. “It’s really all about focusing, or non-focusing your mind. You know, seeing things in a new way.”


“That’s pretty far removed from animal care,” Skylar held a leaf gingerly between her fingers. The intricate veins of the leaf lit up like an energetic map. The same pathways ran in the veins in her hand. When she super-imposed them they were identical. Her eyes widened. “How about that? Tell me you see that electrical road map.”


“Nice!” Suki said. She whipped out her notebook and scribbled feverously. “I’m learning it’s not that removed from animals,” she said when she finished.


“Miss De la Cruz!” a student came running over. “One of the mares is crowning, ready to give birth!”


“I know what crowning means, Justin,” Suki said, instantly annoyed with his sophomoric enthusiasm. “She’s had false labor a half dozen times already. I’m not convinced it’s time.”


“I see the bubble! And a foot!” Justin said in a panic and ran off.


“A foot is something,” Skylar said. The girls rushed to the stall where Dune was staying. Milicent had brought the pregnant mare from Neshoba while she was ironing out her plan to resurrect the Executive Stables at the White House.


“Wow, I didn’t think she would go today,” Suki said. “But we are ripe with full moon energy.”


Skylar gave her a look. “Since when have you blamed anything on the moon?”


“Again, source field,” Suki said. “I’m learning the moon is behind a lot.”


They gathered fresh hay and placed it around Dune. She took a few turns and clumsily lowered herself to the ground.


“Now what?” Justin asked.


“We wait,” Skylar said. “They do most of the work.” She gestured to the horse and soon-to-be-born foal.


Dune was the only female among Milicent’s brood of five. Milicent was unsure which of her stallions sired the mare. They rarely socialized.


The girls beamed with happiness as the foal emerged. He quickly shook off the placenta and stood within minutes of entering the world. It was the magic of new life.


Suki took a step closer. “He’s marvelous!” she said and did a quick evaluation. “Geez. Something’s wrong with his eyes.”


Skylar studied the foal, but didn’t see what Suki was referring to.


“Holy cow,” Justin exclaimed. “He doesn’t have any!” To their mere mortal eyes, they saw eye sockets covered in a fine carpet of soft horsehair, a surface never needing an eyeball. Skylar leaned in toward the foal. She saw something completely different. His eyes were deep blue green with lightning bolts for pupils. She had never seen such eyes on a horse.


He cautiously wobbled toward his mother and began suckling like any other baby to his mama.


“What do we do?” Justin asked, starting to come unglued.


Suki looked at Skylar. “You can see his eyes, can’t you?”


“Yup, and they’re wonderful,” Skylar said. She turned to Justin. “Justin, there’s nothing to do right now. We’ll test him after he’s had time to bond with Dune. For now, he seems to be just fine.”


Justin walked off muttering to himself and the girls continued to watch the horses. “You know Sky, at first I was envious of your new abilities,” Suki said. “Then I realized I can develop my own powers … through learning. The world I thought was only open to you is actually open to all of us. We just have to work a little harder.”


“How so?” Skylar asked.


“A lot of what Ocean taught you last year, meditation, focused intent is a big one. I’ve been really trying to stay mindful of the thoughts I allow into my brain.” Suki said.


“Energy follows thought, she always said,” Skylar repeated.


“It’s a lot of retraining but worth it. I never paid attention to all of the negativity I put out in the world.”


“Your negativity has its charm,” Skylar smiled.


“Well, don’t be surprised if that becomes the old me.”


“Just don’t become one of those positive affirmations people,” Skylar said. “I hate those people.”


“Inspirational quote memes, here I come.” The girls laughed. “I’m meeting Kyle. Let me know when I can come pick out my new job title.” Suki left Skylar in the aisle and she returned to Dune and the new foal. To her surprise, Cheveyo was standing with them in the stall, on guard as protector.


Skylar sucked in air over her teeth. “You …” she whispered. Cheveyo nodded slightly. Skylar smiled. The foal was his. She was so happy to see his family. He wouldn’t be leaving anytime soon. He did belong here.
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At home Skylar was flailing in her relationship with Rachel. Of all the secrets revealed over the last year, the fact that Rachel was her mother was the most devastating. Cassie was her mother, her childhood, her memories. Not Rachel.


Skylar knew Cassie would have wanted her to process it quickly but she struggled and usually avoided Rachel, exhausted from the sheer enormity of it all. But the holiday season was coming and she’d work on compassion if it killed her, which was highly possible.


Skylar braced herself for Rachel’s bad cooking on Thanksgiving. She couldn’t understand with all the catering options in the area, why she insisted on doing it herself, and why after all this time, her cooking abilities hadn’t improved.


It was supposed to be the three of them, Joel, Rachel, and Skylar until the doctors had said Rachel’s mother, Martha was well enough for a day visit. She had been diagnosed with schizophrenia decades ago, shortly after her husband, Rachel’s father, Jonathan committed suicide. Rachel hadn’t had much of a relationship with her own mother, who was in and out of hospitals. But the doctors said she had monumental improvement in the last few months. The day would now be spent waist deep in familial tension and dry turkey.


The front door opened slowly and Rachel came in with her arm wrapped around her mother. The frail woman was blanketed in wool despite the summer heat in November. She wore dark sunglasses and her salt and pepper hair was swept up in a messy bun. Skylar watched as Rachel got to work making Martha comfortable on one of the formal couches in the living room. “Is this okay mom?” she asked putting a pillow behind her back. Martha said nothing. Rachel moved the pillow slightly. “How about now?” Again, nothing from Martha. Rachel covered her legs with another blanket. “I’ll be right back with some tea, Mom.” Skylar could feel Rachel struggle to care for her mother.


Left alone with Martha, Skylar slowly circled the couch trying to read her energetic field. She couldn’t remember the last time she saw Martha, if ever. As she studied her aura, it wafted like gray smoke around Martha’s lifeless body. Skylar could see actual holes that faded into the blackness of another realm.


Skylar rested her hand on Martha’s arm. The old woman didn’t stir but Skylar felt her muscles relax at her touch. Moments later Skylar could hear the deep breaths in and out of Martha’s lungs. Soon she was able to feel inside of Martha’s body, feeling the pain she had shut off from all of her life. She observed Martha’s inability to cope with the horrors of her early life. Once Jonathan took his own life, her brain compartmentalized her personality to save her from the same fate. Skylar could feel the dense pain buried in Martha’s tissues, in every cell of her body. She felt the wall of her mental state, not as an illness but as armor against the terrors of living her life.


Martha stirred and slowly removed her sunglasses and looked at Skylar. Her stare was alert, piercing, keenly aware of her surroundings. “You see me,” Martha said. “You see me.”


“Yes,” Skylar said.


“And what do you see?” Martha asked.


“I see your past hurts. And I see a future of possible healing, if you let the pain out of your body.”


Martha shook her head. “This is all I know. I’m too old to release it now.”


“There is still time to know joy,” Skylar said.


Rachel walked in with a tray of tea. She looked at Skylar and Martha and the tray began to tremble in her hands. “Skylar, are you able to talk with my mom?” she asked wide-eyed.


“Yes, plain as day.”


Rachel rushed the tea to the table and set it down. “This is miraculous!” She sat next to Martha and took her hand. “Mom, I’ve wanted to connect with you for so long.” She searched Martha’s eyes for understanding.


Martha looked at Rachel blankly. Rachel’s hope dimmed.


“She isn’t ignoring you,” Skylar said. “A part of her died a long time ago and she’s been carrying that dead person all this time. She doesn’t know how to release her. If she can find a way, she’ll come back to you. If she can’t, she won’t.” Skylar reached out her hand and touched Rachel’s shoulder as she wept. Skylar could feel her sadness run through her own veins. She stood between Martha and Rachel and gathered both of their hands. She felt Martha’s grip tighten. The current between the women increased and flowed from one back to the other. Rachel looked in amazement at her mother. “I … feel her,” she whispered.


“Love isn’t dead,” Skylar said. “Neither is hope.”


Martha gave one final squeeze to the their hands and released them. She leaned forward and took the cup of tea. Skylar knew the moment had passed and hoped it wouldn’t be too long before it returned, … for Rachel’s sake.


“Thank you,” Rachel whispered. “It’s been decades since I felt my mother’s love. But because of you, I felt it. It’s still there. Thank you,” she smiled and Skylar nodded lovingly. She was genuinely happy to help.


“Happy Thanksgiving Rain-gel,” Skylar said.


“Happy Thanksgiving Skylar.”


For the most part, the holiday season was pleasantly upbeat despite the outside world falling apart around them. The headlines seemed reminiscent of wartime yet all her visioning work with Ocean helped Skylar see the possibility for new beginnings in the crumbling social structures.


She felt a slight tinge of vindication when a scathing documentary surfaced exposing atrocities in the medical profession. It tied Big Pharma to secret government agencies withholding vital cures for diseases like cancer and Parkinson’s. “I’ve always known those fuckers had the solutions in their well padded pockets,” she told her father. “Mom didn’t have to die.” Joel pursed his lips and shook his head. He gave her a hug and walked out the door without saying a word.


Her sessions with Argan lessened. He mentioned something about holiday shopping, which sounded fishy, but she enjoyed the break from training. She and Suki decorated the Quine offices and were so bold as to put up a Christmas tree. She had done away with the round the clock feed of Joshua’s concert footage and replaced it with Christmas cat videos.


As intellectual as Suki was, recent months saw an interesting turn in her area of focus. Her hobbyist enthusiasm of all things celebrity was now layered over her recent propensity for conspiracy theory, making for a dangerous combination. Skylar couldn’t escape the alternative headlines Suki regurgitated on a daily basis regarding Big Oil, Big Pharma, and the government.


“Well maybe now Milicent can fix a few things,” Suki said, shaking her head at the news feed on her phone.


“You mean Devlin,” Skylar said.


“I doubt it,” Suki said. She’d always had a girl crush on Milicent. The socialite turned political dynamo was the perfect blend of leadership and celebrity to make Suki swoon. “He is Big Pharma.”


“Oh Suuk, I’m right there with ya, really. I know Cassie could have been cured. But I’ll drive myself crazy living in the past and I have enough problems to fix in my current timeline,” Skylar said.


Suki waved her off, reading something on her phone. She picked her head up a minute later. “Oh really?” her tone juvenile. “You might be interested to know that Big Pharma was in the news again, another celebrity overdose landed them in the hospital.”


Skylar sighed. “You know I don’t care about celebrities.”


“You’ll care about this one.” Suki held up her phone for Skylar to read the headline. “Because it’s Joshua.”
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Milicent paced the floor in the parlor of Neshoba, scratching her chest incessantly. She looked at her red skin in the hall mirror. Tiny hives had traveled from her chest up her neck to her jawline. “This is insanity!” she yelled at her reflection.


“I’m getting you some tea,” Noah said.


“Make it the way I like it,” Milicent barked.


“You finished the vodka last night,” he said as he walked through the swinging door to the kitchen.


Milicent scratched the back of her neck anxiously and walked to the bar cart. Noah was right, no Grey Goose. She grabbed the bourbon and returned to the mirror. “What the hell is going on?” she examined the red bumps closer still.


“Stress,” Devlin said behind her. He held her cup of hot tea.


“Darling, what a surprise,” Milicent said, shifting her tone two octaves lower. She glanced at the kitchen door.


“I gave your man servant a forced break,” he said.


She frowned. “I thought you weren’t back from DC until tonight.”


“I saw the news. Ryder is hospitalized. I thought I would come up and see you.”


Milicent straightened her suit jacket and smoothed her hair back. She took the cup of tea from Devlin and put back the bottle of bourbon.


“That was kind of you to check on me,” she said having a seat on the flowered sofa.


“He was an integral part of our life this past year,” Devlin said. “Seeing this must be upsetting.” He lightly touched a hive on her neck and she smacked his hand away.


She immediately tried to recover. “I’m sorry dear. They’re just … irritating,” she said, taking a sip of tea.


“Millie, is there anything you want to tell me?” Devlin asked, his eyes searching her face.


Milicent stared at him a long while before responding. “It’s all just sad. I had no idea he was on drugs. That certainly wasn’t the case when he was touring with us. Hopefully he will pull through and set a new course for his life.”


“Should we pay him a visit?” Devlin asked.


“You’re so busy with the transition, Dev. If I feel the need, I’ll do that myself.”


He continued to stare at her with a blank look on his face. “All right. But if you go, let me know.”


She smiled and nodded. “All right.”
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Skylar walked the halls of Boston General with a large knot in her stomach. She swore she would never set foot in this place again unless she was setting it on fire, yet here she was. Everything was the same. Everything looked the same, smelled the same. She knew where all the restrooms were in case she had to vomit.


“Hey Tony,” she said to the security guard at the main entrance. Tony was the only ray of sunshine Skylar took away from Boston Gen. He was old school Italian and loved a rich espresso. When Cassie was there, Skylar brought him a double shot every morning so he wouldn’t have to drink the swill from the cafeteria.


“Skylar! Bellisima!” he got up from his chair and walked around the desk to give her a hug. “I’ve missed you.”


She handed him a paper cup. “For old time’s sake.”


“Oh, you’re the best,” he said. “What brings you here? No more sick family I hope.”


“No, Tony, a friend.” She knew she’d be asking a favor of Tony. “Joshua Rider. He’s probably in a private suite up top. Do you think you could get me in?”


He paused for just a moment. “For you? Anything.” He returned to his desk and did a bit of investigating on his computer. He dug out a badge from the drawer and inserted it into a yellow lanyard. “He’s in room 1542. Follow me.” He led her to an open elevator and used a key to unlock the fifteenth floor. “If you have any issues, have them call me,” he said, putting the lanyard around her head.


“Thanks, Tony. I appreciate it,” she said as the elevator doors closed between them.


The doors opened on the fifteenth floor to another security desk. “Hello,” she said to the portly guard scanning his phone. He glanced up and she showed him her badge. He waved her through without so much as an ID check.


The floor was eerily quiet. She passed two nurses having a conversation, and they glanced her way. She smiled but walked like she knew where she was going and they let her be.


A large laminated red paper sign stuck to the door of room 1542. It read:


Health Hazard, see Nurses Station before entering.


“My health or his?” Skylar asked out loud.


“His,” a voice said behind her. Skylar whirred around.


“Sorry to startle you,” she said. She was an older woman with a mop of curly gray hair dressed in a set of teacup dotted scrubs. Her nametag read Ellen. She had a kind face and gave Skylar a warm smile. “Are you family?”


Skylar thought about it. They definitely were connected. “Yes,” hoping she wouldn’t have to elaborate.


“I’m sorry,” Ellen said. “Such a shame. He had a very bright future.”


“He should pull through though, right?” Skylar asked.


“Only God knows, dear,” Ellen said.


For the first time, the thought that Joshua might actually die crept into Skylar’s mind. “I won’t stay too long,” she said.


She walked into his room as quietly as she could but then realized she wouldn’t wake him. And if she did, it would be a good thing. He looked smaller, less intimidating. His hair looked recently cut. His face was smooth.


How odd it was to see Joshua stripped of his strength. His power had always been in his eyes, now possibly permanently closed. She watched the bed sheets rise and fall with his even, slow breath and she poked his cheek. “You’ve had so much shit pumped into you your whole life, you should have been stronger than this. Wake up,” she said.


She softened and shook her head. “What have you done to yourself?” she whispered within inches of his face, caressing that same cheek with the back of her fingers. The image of Joshua as a boy flashed in her mind. It reminded her that Milicent had done this to him. She saw the little boy so confused as to why his mother would hate him so much to subject him to all the tests, all the needles, all the changes. Skylar took in a large breath and sat in the chair next to the bed. “Can I help him?” she asked into the ethers. She expected Magda to reply but only the hum of the air conditioner answered.


“I forgive you Joshua,” she said, taking his hand in hers. “I don’t want you to die thinking yet another person hated you. We had a bizarre connection I might never understand and you were a lesson I needed to learn.”


“Thank you,” his voice said in a rasp. Skylar’s head shot up and looked at his face. It was lifeless. “Over here,” the voice spoke again from the foot of the bed. There stood his image, pure light, translucent, ethereal like Magda.


“Are you dead?” Skylar asked.


“I don’t think so,” he said. “But I wouldn’t call this alive either.”


She stood up. “So you’re deciding.”


“Yeah, I guess you could say that,” he said. “I’m wondering what’s left to return to.”


“You’ve got a great career going,” she said. “Just getting started. I bet the sky’s the limit for you.”


“From this vantage point, careers mean nothing.” He drifted closer to her. “You know, you’re the only visitor I’ve had.”


“That can’t be true,” she said. “You’re very popular. And don’t forget, in a coma. Maybe you didn’t see others.”


He smiled a kind smile Skylar had never seen on him. “Nope, just you.” He came even closer, within inches of her face and she felt heat coming off of his light body. “I’m sorry Skylar,” he paused. “… for the way I treated you. You deserved better. I … wasn’t taught any other way. Not that I’m making excuses but maybe I could have acted differently … better.”


When Skylar reached out to touch this being, her fingers buzzed with small shocks. “Sorry,” he said with a chuckle. All of the angst between them was missing. His soul was beautiful and Skylar wondered if he should return to his body.


“How long will you stay like this?” she asked.


“Apparently there’s a process for ones like me. If I find a way to commit a selfless act of service, my soul is freed of my body and I will die. If I don’t, I return to it with no memory and hope to discover that same act on my own.”


“Wow, okay,” she said. “I have a bit of a quest going myself. I’ll keep you in mind if I see anything that suits you,” she said.


“Thanks,” he said.


“And I’ll come back soon,” she said.


“Don’t,” he said. “Go on that quest, save the world or something. I’ll figure my shit out.” He took a step back. “You know, you did capture a part of me.” A look of surprise came across his face at his own revelation.


“I could say the same,” she said, thinking that was an under-statement. She actually wanted to hug him but a hundred shocks stood in her way. “Well then, goodbye for now, Joshua.”


“Be well, Skylar,” he said and faded.
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The Winter Solstice, Dec 21, 2020: The week before Christmas, Skylar had trouble sleeping every night. She didn’t need sleep the way she did before absorbing Rhia’s heart light but it did afford her a break from all the incessant thoughts. She remembered staying awake at night when she was a child, excited for Santa. That was much better than this.
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