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For Kayli




Every day on the balcony of the sea, wings open,
fire is born, and everything is blue again like morning.


—Pablo Neruda
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In the First Age, in the dark cave of creation, the light of knowledge was infused with the blood of compassion in the womb of earth. The heart light was born. Its power was coveted by those that knew its strength. But soon fractured, the stone could not come to light. So began a world controlled by fear, where the devil was blamed for all sin. A fractured stone meant a fractured humanity, and the dark ones were pleased. But the sands of time have waited for the moment to arrive when the extraordinary magic of the human heart will have another chance to shine again. If the stone can be healed by the pure of heart, its power will be remembered in all souls that walk the earth.
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Vivienne DeClaire’s apartment sat perched precariously over the lapping waves of the Mediterranean. An ancient, gnarled pine clung tenaciously to the exposed face. It hadn’t yet decided to succumb to the sea. Vivienne’s marble deck now hung completely over the side of the cliff. She had made Bari, Italy, her home after the First Age, when more land surfaced after the Great Flood. Good memories had soaked into the land there. She had only wanted to remember the good. But now she looked out at the stunted shore beneath her and saw the painful ones returning. Ghostly, black, crab-like creatures crawled out of the sea at a snail’s pace. Their slow speed made their return that much worse, prolonging the inevitable. They had been waiting, as all painful memories do, in the churning, deep, dark water of the ocean. They were messengers from the primordial deep, and Vivienne was now faced with a choice she thought only applied to humans: act or react. She already knew she had waited too long to act.


The earth was experiencing remarkably swift changes that no scientist could explain away with global warming. Beatrice, the Great Mother of Air, was to blame for some of them. She hadn’t limited her wrath to the US. Many of the shores of Europe had been coated in silt. Now a light gray color, the beaches couldn’t hide their sadness. The shadow of humanity had been drawn out of the protection of the ocean and washed up like a tidal wave of beached sea life. It was forcing mankind to look at its own darkness.


Ocean, Great Mother of Fire, had to take responsibility as well. Fire was volatile, and volatile energy was escaping the earth’s core through volcanic activity. Volcanoes were, surprisingly, more easily dealt with than the quiet migration of the rising tide, however. The sea was just like Vivienne, Great Mother of Water—reserved and commanding, yet lethal when necessary. Nothing could stop raging water.


But all of the earth changes couldn’t be blamed on the Mothers. The greatest Mother herself, Gaia, needed to stretch and change. If a house sat where fire or fresh water must flow, so be it. Humans were required to adapt; they could no longer believe the earth was for conquering. Gaia had allowed people to live on her body, and they had proven horrendous stewards.


Natural disasters were the Great Mothers’ way of healing, of purging their personal pain. Although selfish in motive, the disasters always helped collective humanity. It seemed people forgot their pettiness and self-absorbed lives when disaster struck and remembered what life was truly about.


“Beauty always emerges out of destruction,” Vivienne said. “Always.”


Milicent Grayer wrapped herself in her vintage Armani purple silk kimono and sat on the corner of the ornate, satin-covered bed in one of her grandmother Vivienne’s guest rooms. Vivienne’s grand apartment had nine bedrooms, unheard of in crowded Bari. But Vivienne had converted six apartments into one at the turn of the twentieth century, mostly out of boredom. She had admired the rich Italian décor then, but now over a century had gone by, and she hadn’t the energy or desire to redecorate. She was considering leaving the apartment and relocating to Indonesia.


Milicent was slow to dress that morning as the wet heat wafted off the water through the open doors of the balcony. Her assistant, Noah Maganti, sat in lotus position on an uncomfortable antique desk chair in the corner. He was dressed all in white, his dark curls sleekly swept up in a man bun. He’d fallen off his weekly trim regimen, and it showed.


After Skylar’s abduction, he’d been glued to YouTube doomsday channels until Milicent forbade the negative energy in the house.


“You love negative energy, Mil,” he said.


“I’m working on raising my vibration and so should you,” she said. “We can’t keep feeding the collective fear. Power over others is a dying paradigm, and I’m trying to get ahead of the next big thing—power from within. Do your part to help me, Noah.”


After a bit of research into the other side of YouTube, he’d discovered the world of Kundalini yoga videos and had been practicing the technology incessantly ever since. Milicent didn’t know which was worse.


Vivienne walked into the room and Noah jumped to his feet and bowed. Niceties observed, he returned to lotus in the chair and resumed his alternate-nostril breathing. Vivienne chuckled quietly, but the reverberations of her laugh were felt for miles. Locals would cite a mild earthquake. Until now, she had done a queen’s job of keeping herself hidden among the cliffs of Bari, but now it was her turn to be seen, and that would come with a cost. Her sisters both claimed to be the most powerful Mother, but they secretly knew nothing was greater than the power of water.


She picked up the Book of Sophia from the desk next to Noah’s computer. It was barely recognizable, disintegrating by the day.


“It will return to the ethers soon,” Vivienne said. “Sophia calls for its return.”


“It’s unfortunate,” Milicent said. “It was the last piece for my library.”


“Records of the past have their place, but the future will be created on a whole other level,” Vivienne said. “The need for writing things down is coming to an end.”


She put down the book, and the two women walked out onto the small balcony attached to Milicent’s room. The high tide made the shore completely disappear.


“Grandmother, if a flood is inevitable, what’s the point in trying to make the world better?” Milicent asked. “It would seem we’re truly at the end of things now, and we should invest our money in that fellow who’s trying to get to Mars.”


“It’s never the end,” Vivienne said. “In the trying, help is given, timelines are collapsed, and futures change. Compassion for your fellow human acknowledges your own worthiness, and in that, worlds can be saved and crises avoided.” She sat on a bistro chair and sipped a glass of something cool and sparkling. “Besides, Mars is a dusty place. You’d hate it there.”


Milicent understood what Vivienne was saying. But as much as she didn’t want to admit it, she liked the drama of her life—except maybe the part when her husband, Devlin, put a cord around her neck.


Vivienne glanced back inside at Noah. “I like your boy,” she said. “He balances your energy.”


Milicent frowned.


“You know, for someone who claims to hate men, you always choose boys to collect. Do better with this one, child.”


“I’ve changed, Grandmother,” Milicent said. “Not necessarily by choice, but even I can’t deny that it’s for the better.”


Vivienne smiled warmly.


“And I’ve been thinking about something.”


“Yes?” Vivienne waited.


“I want to see Diana,” Milicent said. “A part of me is incomplete knowing that she is somewhere I can see her.” She paused. “And I shouldn’t go alone.”


Vivienne sipped some more, not in a rush to reply. “I know what you’re thinking,” she finally said. “But this world is not mine to fix.” She stared out at the sea. “It’s up to humanity.”


“Grandmother, we both know that’s not entirely true,” Milicent said with a bit of scolding in her voice. Vivienne glared at her but she didn’t back down. “You know this. History repeats itself because the core issue has never been dealt with. The landscape may look different, but the energy is exactly the same.”


Vivienne paused. “I am not the same,” she said, quietly but firmly.


Milicent softened and took her hand. “I understand deep wounds of the past and how they color the view of things. But this is your last chance. Magus has Skylar.” She followed Vivienne’s eyes to the horizon. They both knew what sat underneath the ocean, waiting to be discovered. She squeezed her grandmother’s hand. “It’s only a matter of time before he finds a way to extract the stone and it leads him to the citrine wall.”


“The stone is useless unless buried within the heart,” Vivienne said. “It works its magic through human compassion.”


“Magus believes differently,” Milicent said. “Technology has always been his religion.”


“He destroyed the world in the First Age with his technologies. Casting out love on his quest for power.” Vivienne’s eyes were sad but no tears would be shed. In recorded history, she had only ever shed one. She knew the secret locked within her tears and had decided long ago that no one would ever deserve that power—her vulnerability.


“Grandmother, I still struggle with finding balance between exorcising the past and letting it go,” Milicent said. “And I feel you must do the same.”


Vivienne chuckled softly. “Child, you have come so far, and grown so much,” she said.


“Who knew there was hope for me?”


“I did.” Vivienne squeezed her granddaughter’s hand.


Milicent tried to stay present but grew uncomfortable and began to fidget. “I need to go inside. This air is the worst for my hair.”


Noah turned down the volume on a YouTube video about the secrets under Antarctica. He looked up at Milicent through his BluBlocker glasses. “Mil, did you know that Antarctica is fresh water?”


“There is no saltwater ice, Noah, it’s chemistry,” she said. “The salt is squeezed out. But don’t listen to that garbage anyway.”


He immediately went back to scouring the internet.


“If you care to know the real truth, the caps are melting to return fresh water to the earth,” Vivienne said in the doorway. “The sleeping goddess of Gaia is waking up to restore the water to its original state. The curse will be lifted soon.”


“Is that so?” Milicent asked, her cool demeanor returned. “Mother Gaia is just going to swoop in and fix your mess? After all this time, you’ll just be exonerated, without any penance?”


Vivienne walked toward Milicent and stopped inches away from her. “Be careful how you judge others, dear one, for it is how you judge yourself.” She turned and walked out the door to the living room.


“She looked hurt, Mil,” Noah said.


“She needs to own her role in this mess.”


“That’s harsh,” he said.


“Yes. But all of the Great Mothers have their secrets, and they are usually wrapped around lost love. She loved Magus in the First Age. We’re talking thirteen thousand years ago, but a woman never forgets rejection.”


Noah wrinkled his nose with disgust. “He’s all shriveled and pruny. He must have looked better then.”


“He only looks that way in our timeline. He can manipulate his appearance to suit his needs. I’m sure he was disgustingly handsome in the First Age. I mean, why wouldn’t he be?” Milicent sat on a round, tufted chaise tucked behind the balcony door. “She’s kept a low profile ever since, perfectly happy to let Ocean run the show. But this is her karma to dissolve. The whole planet is in Dissolution. This is hers.”


Noah got up and walked to the floor-length window. “Mil, how long do you suppose we’ll be here in Italy? It’s just glorious. I could stay forever. The world back home is a distant memory.”


“In more ways than one,” she said, staring at her cuticles. “Washington is officially dead. And Rosen … It’s marred now that I know Devlin was playing me all those years. I spent thirty years of my life with the man while he was orchestrating some other horrible plan. It’s as if he had me under the spell I claimed to know so well.”


“I’m sorry, Mil.” Noah bent to take her hand, forcing her to look at him. “If it’s any consolation, I’ve loved every second of the past year. Even almost going to federal prison.” He got up and walked to the balcony door. “It’s probably too soon to ask what’s next.”


“What’s next is we have to stop Magus, once and for all. Then we can discuss a future.”
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Argan sat with his arms resting on his knees, staring out at the sea. As the small waves lapped at his bare feet, he casually let the emerald stone slosh around in the tidewater. He sat so long, the water receded and the stone was left in a small tide pool the size of a puddle. He drew a heart around the green stone, and one last wave of the outgoing tide lightly splashed it.


“Come in, child,” his mother, Leonora, called from the back door. “You’ll catch cold.”


He shook his head. The women in his life loved to tell him what to do. All except one. Skylar balanced him, complemented him. He loved taking care of her, making her happy. Their time together had been so short. He made no effort to go inside. “It’s eighty degrees out, Mom,” he called back.


A minute later, Leonora took a seat in the sand beside him. Her long, black hair blew in wind. “Rain’s coming,” she said, looking at the sky.


Argan glanced up briefly, then returned his gaze to the horizon.


“You’ll wait until tomorrow.”


“Tonight,” he said curtly. “The weather doesn’t matter.”


She shrugged and glanced down at the stone in the water. “You should keep that in a safe place.”


“That is a safe place.” He chuckled to himself, thinking of Skylar’s haphazard care of the Book of Sophia. The light from the gem made the water around it glow fluorescent green. Argan watched the light extend from the stone and out into the sea.


“It’s reacting to the silver in the seawater,” Leonora said. “Most of the silver on the planet is dissolved in the ocean. That’s why the moon has such an effect on the tides. It’s pulling the silver around like a magnet pulls metal filings.”


Argan nodded, acknowledging the science trivia. He picked up the stone and the light faded. “It’s not that special,” he said, unable to convince his mother or himself.


“It’s half of the whole, but perfect in itself, only enhanced by its other half,” Leonora said. Argan knew she was talking about more than the stone. “Come in soon. We’ll eat.” She squeezed his knee and stood up. As she stood there, her long hair whipped around wildly in a sudden burst of wind.


“Okay.” Argan put the stone in its bag and got up to head inside. The cypress trees in the backyard still stood as protectors of his childhood home in Kythira, but the landscape had changed so much since he was a boy. In two short decades, the sea had edged dangerously close to many of the homes that had once been well protected from the water. Now it was anyone’s guess how long it would be before they were in the ocean.


When he walked into the house, he found his seven older sisters all crying, holding a vigil; they assumed Argan was leaving to his death. He rolled his eyes at the drama. He hadn’t missed any of them while living in the States.


His father, Giannes, sat asleep in a well-worn recliner in the living room. The chair was the one thing he’d shipped back to Greece a dozen years earlier when they’d returned from America. He said he wanted to be buried in it. Argan wasn’t sure how soon that would be. His father spent most of his days asleep; if anything, death would be an improvement.


He was grateful for his father’s teachings. He was an old soul and had raised Argan in the traditions of their Greek heritage. He’d instilled in him the importance of being respectful, a gentleman, a good provider. He lived by tradition and resisted changing what worked. Argan appreciated his father but now that he was older, he saw Giannes’ limitations, especially with his mother. Giannes loved Leonora and gave her earthly security, but Argan could see there was something missing. A loneliness permeated his mother’s eyes that he hadn’t noticed until recently.


It was Leonora who’d given Argan his true schooling. From the moment she conceived him, she’d known she was carrying a boy. After seven girls, this one was different. From the time her belly started to grow, she talked to him about the Goddess, about Sophia, and about the daughter who would rise to challenge the beliefs of their time and usher in the Golden Age. Her daughters were beautiful, smart, even cunning, but she knew her son had a destiny to fulfill. Argan was to help the daughter—be her knight, fulfill his duty. And young Argan had loved the idea of being a knight. He’d easily become proficient with a sword. Another mother would have cringed, but Leonora had encouraged her son to excel in the art of war. She’d known what he would someday face.


She’d also taught him something more vital to his purpose—the art of love. She was determined that “Leonora’s boy,” as the neighbors called him, would teach his sisters about honor and integrity. She’d seen her girls and the way they conducted their lives. She’d loved each one, but she’d also seen their cattiness, watched as they threw each other under the bus for the attention of a man.


Leonora was a sybil. She’d seen the coming age of the Divine Feminine and the one who would start the chain reaction to bring balance back to the world. And she knew her boy was no ordinary boy, and would grow into no ordinary man. He had the kiss of destiny on his forehead. And she was honored to have been the one to bring him into this world.


Argan entered the kitchen. Leonora was looking out the window, lost in thought, her mind still sitting by the ocean’s edge.


“I remember that summer—September came and you returned to Greece with your father,” she said. “Until then, you had clung to your childhood. You’d resisted growing up the whole way. But then you came back and you were heartbroken and too young to understand why. But I knew. I was heartbroken, too, because it was my first taste of losing you. You just didn’t know what it meant. A mother’s love can only sustain for so long before a young man needs sustenance from another. The masculine needs the nourishment of a woman’s energy. At your tender age, this was a foreshadowing of the future. And it would appear the future is upon us.”


He looked at his mother with tears in his eyes. “No one can ever replace you,” he said.


“I am not worried about replacement, my love, nor am I in need of reassurance,” she said, cupping his face with her hand. “You are a strong man and you deserve the love of a strong woman. Skylar is worthy of you, and you will find her. It is destiny.”


He hugged his mother tight and wept openly on her shoulder. She knew his tears were for her as much as they were for Skylar. They were tears mourning the loss of his relationship with his mother.


“Our bond will always be right here.” She clasped his hand and held it to her chest.


He reciprocated and held her hand to his own heart. “I love you, Mama,” he said through his tears.


“You will always be my one true love,” she said. “Through you, I have learned my greatest joy and my greatest sorrow. Thank you for picking me as your mama.”


He bent over so she could kiss his forehead, as she’d done before he grew a foot taller than her. They heard the wailing coming from the living room. She waved her hand in the air, dismissing his sisters’ ridiculous behavior, and left the kitchen before he saw too many of her tears fall.
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Devlin Grayer’s red book sat on Ocean’s bar cart next to her whiskey decanter. She looked at it and felt its charge of pure evil—or was it ignorance? She often confused the two. With a flip of her wrist, she tossed it across the porch without ever touching it. It landed on a table near the door. She lit a smudge pot and picked up a glass to pour a drink, but stopped. She didn’t feel like drinking. For the first time in a long while, she felt lonely. After all the help she had given the girl, she’d refused to acknowledge how much the girl had given her. And now they were in this mess. She sighed.


Magus had a way of screwing everything up at the end of things. She’d watched him do it at the end of the First Age. She was convinced he had turned the seas red. And here they were again. The red tides were returning, just like the last time. She could no longer prevent the heating in the earth’s core. She had delayed it as long as she could, waiting for humanity to wake up. A storm was coming on the horizon, just like last time—although this time, it would be without Beatrice. That was fine with Ocean; she was no help anyway.


It was Vivienne’s turn now, the only other Great Mother who cared about the future of earth. Beatrice certainly hadn’t. How insular she had become. Ocean wasn’t sorry she’d left the earth plane. Beatrice was of no use to their cause. If Ocean were honest, she would own some of that drama herself. But there was no more hiding for Vivienne.


Ocean had to admit that Skylar had surprised her, restoring the memory of the citrine wall as she had. That had happened ahead of schedule. But the United States still needed an overhaul, and the new president was not the one to do it.


“Your lack of faith in others is your biggest affliction,” Magda said from behind her.


Ocean resumed making her drink.


“You know that libation is not good for your physical or mental body,” Magda said.


Ocean turned to face her. “It hasn’t killed me yet.”


Magda turned her attention to the vast backyard and the black tree. “You should be pleased about the political progress in this country. So much has happened so quickly. No one has had time to adjust or even completely process the enormity of it all.”


“You are not telling me anything I don’t already know,” Ocean said. “Why are you here?”


“Mica is the one to dissolve the sins of this country. Accept her help. To do that, you must acknowledge the other Great Mother—the one deeper than the elements, the one that comes from deep within the earth.”


“Right.” Ocean knocked back her whiskey.


“It is time, Ocean,” Magda said.


“It’s always time, Magda,” Ocean said flippantly.


“To bring forth the lost knowledge,” Magda said, ignoring Ocean’s tone.


“Skylar has done well with Sophia’s book,” Ocean said.


“I am not talking about Sophia,” Magda said. “Her energy has saturated the ethers and is now permeating the physical plane. We must shift our focus to the Sacred Masculine.”


Ocean shook her head. “That is not my department.”


“It is that very attitude of separation that got the world in this mess. You have your own healing to do.” Magda’s etheric body floated gracefully around the porch. “The masculine starts with science, and we have friends that can help there.”


Ocean knew Magda was talking about Joel. “I’ve already given him a job to do,” she said. “He’s very reluctant.”


“And you’re very persuasive,” Magda said. “There are genealogical origins that now need to be uncovered.” Her stare bore through Ocean’s skull. “You know of Skylar’s blood, where it comes from.”


“Right,” Ocean said. “But even if I can convince Joel, few will believe him.”


“That is the desired result in the short term. You know most truths are rejected by the masses at first. Do this.” Magda faded into mist.


“I like giving orders, not taking them,” Ocean said loudly into the air. She shot back her second whiskey of the morning and went inside to dress.


Later that morning, Rachel and Joel sat on Ocean’s back porch in the same spot Magda had occupied earlier. Rachel was alive with energy she couldn’t name, unable to sit still.


“Magda was here this morning, maybe you feel her,” Ocean said.


“Maybe,” Rachel said, unconvinced. She studied the backyard, specifically the tree. “I can see the energy of the tree, it’s Skylar’s. She’s not dead, but her soul is hanging precariously in two worlds.” She dashed down the back steps and ran to the charred maple. She paused only briefly, asking permission, then placed her hand on its trunk. She waited with her eyes closed.


A few moments later, Ocean met her at the tree.


Rachel opened her eyes. “I can go to her,” she said. “I can help her. She’s in a hospital bed, hooked up to machines. She’s being used as an experiment.” She looked at Ocean. “Can’t you go there? You can go anywhere.”


“Unfortunately no,” Ocean said. “I’m not the one to do this. Argan is. If I intervene, timelines could change, and not for the better.”


Rachel’s shoulders sank and she nodded. She breathed in the hot air of the last day of May, and her head rose to look at Ocean. “This tree is Skylar.”


Ocean chuckled. “Yeah—she didn’t recognize it as her own, but yes. She has more fire in her than she cares to admit.”


Rachel looked at Rhia’s and Joshua’s headstones. “This really is bizarre, having them buried next to each other,” she said. “He killed her.”


Ocean shrugged. “In this life, yes. But if it’s any consolation, they aren’t enemies. They’re actually working together to help us from where they are now.”


“Yeah, I guess so,” Rachel said, still staring at the ground.


“Come on,” Ocean said, motioning toward the porch. “I asked Joel here for a reason.”


The women walked back up the stairs to where Joel was sitting. He had his nose in his cell phone.


Ocean went inside and was back quicker than her usual pace. The light she carried preceded her by tenfold. Rachel made no move but Joel had to shield his eyes.


“Put these on,” Ocean said, handing him a pair of protective eyeglasses.


He obliged willingly and gasped in a rare moment of surprise. “What the hell is that?” The glasses diffused the light shining off of the object so he could see it clearly. A holographic cylinder crystal tube, about the size of a microscope, stood upright, numerous reflections of rainbow light shining brightly from it. It was energy itself, condensed into one square foot of space.


Ocean cleared a few glasses off her bar cart and placed the device on its woven bamboo surface.


Rachel chuckled. “Good thing it’s daytime. That thing would light up the night.”


Ocean laughed. “Yeah, I take it outside when I can’t find the cat. It lights up the whole backyard.”


“You have a cat?” Rachel asked.


“You’ve seen one of these?” Joel asked Rachel.


“No, but I’ve heard of them,” she said. “The women in my family talk.”


“Joel,” Ocean said, “it’s time to solidify the bridge between magic and science. I need you to put your scientist pants on and report a finding.”


His brow creased with immediate doubt. “Which one is that?”


“The scientific proof of the soul,” Ocean said.


“All right,” he said. “And how do I do that?”


“With this.” She gestured to the magnificent crystal scope. “This is a piece of technology not yet invented in this world. It’s unlikely to be for at least another hundred years. Those on the planet using crystal technology aren’t even close. And that’s a good thing. Because it’s dangerous. Misuse of crystal technology caused the fall of Atlantis.”


Joel shook his head. “Where’d you get it?” he asked skeptically.


She gave him a tight-lipped look.


“You expect me to believe this is from Atlantis?”


“I don’t expect you to believe anything, but I do expect you to do me a favor. And this will help get Skylar back, and I know that’s your priority.”


“Go ahead,” he said.


“Many new agers dabble in crystals. Some forward-thinking entrepreneurs are even using them in products to promote wellbeing. All good things, but no one in this age has truly harnessed the capabilities of crystals as communication devices. They have the ability to absorb and amplify the emotions of their subject in addition to the intentions of the observer. Think of this as a virtual reality, interactive microscope. Instead of using learned knowledge from a textbook to interpret what is happening with a specimen, with this technology, it’s as if the observer becomes one with the observed. In doing so, she or he gains insight—the sight from within, where wisdom and answers are readily available to aid the observer in his diagnosis.”


Joel dangled the glasses on the tip of his nose for a brief second and then pushed them back over his eyes. “How does this get Skylar back?”


“Is there one of these where Skylar is now?” Rachel piped in.


“Yes,” Ocean said. “Her memory will return on how to use it. When it does, she’ll try to contact you.”


“All right,” Joel said, clearly still skeptical. “And until then, what am I looking for—to find the soul?”


“The God particle,” Ocean said.


“Oh.” He shrugged. “Is that all? And where do you suggest I look?”


“The thymus gland.”


“God is in the thymus gland?” he asked dryly.


“Not in the literal sense, but yes.”


“The thymus gland shrinks in adolescence,” he said. “It really serves no function after that.”


“As far as you know,” Ocean said. “Has the thymus gland of highly spiritual people been studied?”


“I don’t know. I’d have to look that up.”


“Do that,” she said. “And then study them. Or, to save time, use this crystal and study yourself or anyone else you might have lying around.”


“Science already uses light for many experiments,” he said.


“Yes, but it’s the wrong kind of light. This is pure love light from pure source energy. This crystal is blinding because of its purity. It hasn’t been corrupted by the density of earth. Healthy cells turn sickly from a weakened, magnetic pull of light. Over time, this fosters disease.”


“You want me to announce that disease is caused by lack of light?” he scoffed.


“It’s more than that,” she said. “By a lot. It’s also magnetics. Push and pull is what runs the human race. The sun and moon, man and woman, positive and negative charge, they’re all the same concepts, wrapped in different packages. The balance of action and receptivity is what promotes well-being. So much can be explained by being out of balance. But now, at this time in history, as I’ve said so many times before, our world is changing from an electric push to a magnetic pull. Nothing can remain the same, nothing. Fear held the old world in place. As humanity moves out of fear, it will step into its sovereignty and create a new, better world, one based on love and compassion.”


“I have no idea what you want me do,” he said. “Am I reporting scientific facts or writing poetry? There is no room in science for love and compassion.”


“You’ll only learn from experience.” Ocean threw a blue velvet bag over the cylinder, extinguishing the blinding light, and Joel was able to remove his glasses. “Take this home and work with it. Ask it what it wants you to know. It will show you.”


He exhaled loudly. “Fine, but I’m keeping these glasses.”


“They come as a set.” Ocean smiled.


“How is Mica settling in to her new post?” Rachel asked once the microscope was tucked away. “Is she someone we can call on to help us get Skylar back?”


“I haven’t tried with all that’s on her plate right now,” Ocean said. “Besides, she enjoys putting me way down in the mystical pecking order. The Great Mother she answers to is much older than I am.”


Rachel looked to the black tree. A vision of a great beast—half woman, half sea creature—appeared in the ethers before her. The Vodou mother appeared in her vision, the one who was cursed with the darkness when time began. She was so completely shunned by the world of light, she could only find love and beauty in the one place that remained: within her own soul. Those of the light were ignorant to the truth they had unintentionally bestowed upon her. Instead of shame, she found love of self and love of others that are thought of as worthless in the world. This discovery of the greatest hidden truth of the soul gave her the ultimate power over the world of light. She would never fear total annihilation; she knew that only beauty would emerge from the ashes.


“Yemaya,” Rachel whispered in awe.


“Yup,” Ocean said, knocking back her third whiskey before ten. It wasn’t a record. “She makes the rest of us look like house cats. Mica may be the president of the United States, but she serves at the pleasure of Yemaya. Goddess help us all.”


“But we’re all fighting for the same result. We all want the old paradigm out. Surely she’ll help.”


“You’d think,” Ocean said. “But Vivienne was justified in her disapproval of Milicent’s actions. Devlin we could manage. Mica Noxx is a wild card we’ll have to work around. The good news for us is that she will be heavily scrutinized and stuck in political inertia.”


Rachel walked around the patio and picked up the red book on the table. She shuddered. “Devlin was a part of this darkness?”


“Yes,” Ocean said.


“I’m not surprised. Milicent is pure evil. It’s no accident they were tethered together.”


“I would call Milicent misguided more than anything,” Ocean said. “She used the losses in her life to fuel her victimhood and excuse her immature behavior. Only lately have I seen any maturity surface. And Devlin was the puppet of a clever master. We need to take down Magus.”


Rachel looked back at the book, still uneasy. “How much of this is accurate?”


“All of it,” Ocean said.


“But it’s so scornful against the feminine,” Rachel said. “How can it be accurate?”


“There are great lies in fear, but there is also great truth. Their fear of the feminine energy reveals how powerful we truly are. They covet what they can never possess, and siphon off its energy through fear—the original vampires, dressed in robes of every color. It has always burned my ass that the church uses Jesus as a control mechanism. If sins were taken away by one man, why is the world in the state it’s in? I’m sorry, but the state of the world doesn’t look saved to me. It’s worse than ever. Did Jesus’s good deed have an expiration date? Taking the power away from the individual and putting it in the church was the original sin.” Ocean picked up Devlin’s book and wagged it in their faces. “This mindset has locked humanity in chains for thousands of years, but the Divine Mother has returned to set us free.”


“Why do you include yourself in humanity?” Joel asked accusingly. “You aren’t one of us.”


“That hurts,” Ocean said drolly. “I’ve lived on the planet long enough to deserve at least squatters’ rights. But apparently it’s time to integrate the worthwhile parts of this thing.” She waved the book in the air. “People are on the planet for different reasons, and now we are all coming together for a common purpose. Some are passing through on a vacation from another solar system. These are your Sagittariuses. They love a good party. But some are very old souls that have seen civilization end more than once. And they are back to make sure it doesn’t happen again. This is Skylar. Her memory of Lemuria will return to her soon. It’s been rising to the surface of her consciousness for weeks now. It got slowed down by the sheer volume of memories she acquired by drinking from the Mnemosyne. But we seem to have fixed that problem.”


“Lemuria?” Joel sighed with exasperation.


Rachel studied him for a long minute, then looked out at the backyard at Skylar’s tree, tears glazing her eyes. She shook them off and walked to Joel’s side. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I’m sorry I got you into this all those years ago.”


“Huh?” he asked, dumbfounded.


“This life … this crazy life.” She gestured around her—to Ocean, and to the whole magical world he’d resisted for decades, partially due to his limitations, partially due to his desire, or lack thereof, to see the world in a different way. “I knew her destiny all those years ago and here it is, playing out before us. It sat on our timeline, just waiting for us to come to it. You’ve been a good dad to Skylar, Joel, giving her the stability she needed to grow into an incredible young woman. Thank you for giving her that … for giving me that.”


He stood up to meet her, concern sweeping across his face. “What are you saying?”


She took in a deep breath. “I’m saying it’s time to face the truth we’ve both always known. We’ve stayed together all these years to give Skylar that stability, but she doesn’t need it anymore.”


He searched her face.


“You loved Cassie, not me. And if we’re totally honest, we made it work for so long, but now …”


Joel sank into the wicker chair behind him. “You’re choosing now to tell me you want out of our marriage?”


“It has to be now,” Rachel said. “The energies of the planet—”


“Enough with the fucking energies!” he snapped. “Take ownership of this moment and stop blaming the energies. If you’re out, that’s it.”


Her tone turned curt. “Joel, does this really surprise you? Are you really happy? I think if you admit the truth to yourself, you’ll agree with me. A break was inevitable, and to do it now gives us the freedom we both secretly seek.” She walked inside.


Ocean, leaning on the porch railing a few feet away, didn’t move throughout this conversation. She looked at her wristwatch. “It’s not even ten a.m. and already divorce hangs in the air. Crystal cylinders, life changes … I wonder what other surprises the day will bring.” She was almost jovial.


Joel looked up at her with a pained face and she softened momentarily.


“I’m sorry, Joel. Our biggest lessons are forged in the fires of pain. At least you have a new project to sink into. It’ll keep your mind busy.” She followed Rachel inside.


Joel stared at the black tree. Can this really be happening? His mind was spinning in five directions. Should he cry? Scream in anger? He did neither. He scooped up the velvet bag containing the crystal cylinder and left.




[image: Images]


Suki paced in Skylar’s house, which was now her house, since her grandmother’s had been sold a month earlier. Much of the contents had been donated. Suki hadn’t wanted any of it, just the stuff from her room and a few boxes of mementos. She had moved into Skylar’s room and Skylar had taken the loft, Cassie’s old bedroom.


She wanted to do something to help Skylar, but Ocean’s plan involved a lot of waiting. She hated waiting more than any fight she could take part in. She knew what the red book said. She hadn’t told anyone. Milicent probably suspected that she had read it. It was most likely the reason she was so unconcerned about Suki studying in the library. She knew nothing she uncovered would be as detrimental as Devlin’s book.


She wondered what would happen now that a woman sat in the Oval. She had dreamed of this for years. Each election, the country came closer, and now, by “accident,” here they were. Questions ran through her mind … Will we continue with greater globalization, or return to a simpler way of living? How will Mica tackle the natural disasters happening in the country? Can she?


She stood in the kitchen in silence. Since Skylar had been taken, much of Suki’s life had shriveled to miserable silence. She’d enjoyed the silence she’d discovered at Silverwood. Meditation had helped her connect to the divine spark within her, just like Skylar had said it would. But this silence was different. This one was charged with fear. Chess pieces continued to move, and everyone had their role to play in Ocean’s plan, but the waiting would age her for sure. She twirled her one gray lock of hair around her finger. She’d hated it at first and tried to dye it, but it had refused to be covered. She’d finally realized that it was her wisdom showing through, and now she wore it like a badge of honor.


She thought of her life before and after meeting Skylar. Such a brief amount of linear time had passed, just two years, but everything in her life had changed. Her guarded, insulated life had been turned inside out. The way her well-intentioned grandmother had sheltered her from everything had made her rigid and closed off. Skylar’s mystical world had opened her eyes and her heart to a world she would now die for. Research had always been her magic. The faith Skylar had in the unseen, Suki had in data. Her stories were formulated by numbers.


She thought about calling her ex-boyfriend Kyle but stopped herself. She didn’t need him back simply to fill the silence. Calling him would only complicate things. And dating anyone else would have to wait until her part of the plan was done.


Michael, Skylar’s cat, yowled from the loft.


“Meow,” Suki answered flatly. His company would have to suffice, even though she wasn’t a fan of cats. He answered her again and she continued to meow in conversation as she climbed the stairs.


He sat at attention on Skylar’s bed, as if he’d been waiting there since she left.


“I’m sorry, bud,” Suki said, patting his head. “I miss her too. But we’ll get her back.” He pushed his face into her hand and purred briefly before he jumped down. He skidded across a piece of large, shiny paper before scampering down the stairs.


Suki picked up the paper and flipped it over. It was the Porta Alchemica Game they had taken from the Salem Witch Museum gift shop. She’d forgotten Skylar had taken a stack of those. The background of the paper featured various geographical locations: upstate New York, Italy, Greece, and one muted, nondescript island in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean. Suki took one of the small paper doors out of the Ziploc bag stapled to the corner of the map and started moving it around like a Ouija board triangle. It “locked” on the island in the Atlantic. Underneath emerged a much larger island. “Of course, Atlantis,” Suki said dryly. “Why not.” She continued to move the paper door around. Another sticking place—Japan, her ancestry. Her heart leapt. She didn’t want to give in to the flutter in her heart. This must be what Skylar feels like, she thought. Connecting to the unseen outside of meditation. More than synchronicity, this was an actual dialogue with spirit.


Suki often thought of exploring her ancestral roots. Research was in her blood, but she had resistance to it. Her father was from Japan, and his mother had raised her after her parents died. But the tragedies of her early life had left her closed off from reaching out to other family members. Learning about them would only remind her of her parents and that was too painful, so she’d locked that part of herself away. But the experiences of the last two years had cracked open that door just a bit. She’d have to give it some thought.


One last go-round of the paper door landed on the continent of Antarctica. At first she started to dismiss it. No one cares about Antarctica, she thought. It was just ice. Then she gasped. Of course it’s ice, and it’s been melting at an alarming rate.


What did this frozen part of the world have to do with the great story they were all involved in right now? One person might know. She tucked the map under her arm and headed out the door.
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