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  Chapter 1




  Rose




  The psychiatric inpatient unit was sterile and cold, a gray world. Rose closed her eyes to shut it out, and tried to imagine the smell of salt air mixed with the fragrance of a seaside rosebush, lavish with wild pink roses. When that didn’t work, she tried to feel the sea itself rushing up to greet her toes. But she couldn’t hold onto the sensation. Her mouth was dry, and she felt drugged and quivery, a stranger to herself. After twenty-four hours shivering in a hospital gown, they had finally returned her clothes. Resting behind her eyelids, she again tried to piece together how she’d got here. Two policemen had taken her from Washington Square Park. They said she’d been dancing in the fountain and hallucinating. Had she? She did remember sitting on the edge of the fountain, under the embracing curve of the night sky, looking up at the stars, because it was unusual to be able to see stars in the sky over New York City, but they had been visible that night. Gazing up at them had reminded her of something. Then it had come to her, almost casually, not just the crumbs of a memory but a whole long-ago conversation, where she was walking with a man and asking him if the stars seen from Earth would look the same as they did from Venus. As she spoke to him, she turned to meet his violet eyes, the same violet as her own.




  “Venus,” she said out loud. “Did I once live on Venus, forty million kilometers from Earth? Was I actually walking with a man on Venus? A man with violet eyes? And asking him about the stars?”




  Where had this memory, if it was a memory, come from? Had it always been there, lodged in a hidden fold of her deep mind? After having lived all of her nearly twenty-one years with the feeling that there was something important she had to remember, something more than important, something crucial to her existence, the revelation that she might have had a previous life on Venus arrived like a cup of life-saving water after a journey across a desert. Certainly, this would have been cause enough for dancing in a fountain.




  The restless cough of her roommate drew her mind back to the present. She pulled her sweater tighter around her heart and turned her mind back to the night the police had picked her up. Yes, before they arrived, she had been sitting under the stars, on the edge of the fountain, breathing the moist air as it poured over the ledge to mingle with the leftover scent of the day’s tourists, and she’d been reliving a conversation from another world. Trying to digest the memory of that strange conversation, she’d closed her eyes and let her mind hang, suspended between Earth and Venus. When she’d opened them, it was as if another memory had come to life. The man with violet eyes was standing in the fountain in front of her. He offered his hand. She took it. They walked deeper into the fountain, and stood, the arks of water falling on them, like a baptism or a marriage blessing. But when she had tried to explain this to the police, they said there was no man, that she’d imagined him. Figuring she was psychotic, they hauled her out of the fountain and took her to the Bellevue emergency room.




  Unpleasant as the hospital was, at least the experience at the fountain, which landed her here, had provided her with two more pieces of her own puzzle. She’d once lived on Venus and she definitely had a twin flame whose violet eyes were very like her own. If the man she’d once spoken to on Venus wasn’t really there, as the police claimed, then he must have been a thought form created to look like him. And someone had sent it, either one of her spirit guides to help her figure out her true identity and purpose for being on Earth or an enemy of the light, one of the dark lords who wished to harm her by making her appear crazy. Either way, even being with a thought form of him convinced her that she had a twin flame and stirred in her a passionate desire to reunite with him. If he was on Earth, she’d find him. Until now, he’d only appeared in dreams, or in the overlapping edges between waking and dreaming, leaving her always longing for him.




  “You have a visitor,” the nurse said, interrupting Rose’s reverie. She leapt up when she saw her father, and threw her arms around him. Hunter’s presence restored her to herself. Relief washed over Hunter as well. He knew she had always been a fanciful child, making drawings of an imaginary violet planet, and telling him of invisible friends and light beings who visited her in her dreams, but no one had ever labeled her psychotic before or put her in a mental hospital. And, he’d observed that in recent weeks, on the cusp of turning twenty-one, Rose had spoken less of dreams about dark lords and light beings or the planet with the pink-gold sky. And the Amazon deliveries of books on twin flames, spirit guides, and Earth’s ascension into the fourth dimension had almost stopped. Hunter hoped she’d finally outgrown these interests, which had long concerned him. When she was ten, right after Jacqueline ran off with his best friend, Hunter had taken her to see a child psychiatrist, who’d said that Rose’s fantasies were an attempt to escape from the pain caused by her narcissistic mother abandoning her. Hunter had wanted to believe him.




  “I’m sorry I didn’t get here sooner, darling. The hospital only reached me in London yesterday afternoon.”




  “Dad, it’s OK. I’m fine. This was a mistake. Can we go home now?”




  “The doctor said you can leave, since you agreed to a voluntary admission.”




  “I did?”




  “Apparently you were co-operative, and even charming on admission, regaling the young resident in the emergency room with all kinds of stories about higher dimensions.”




  Without knowing it, Rose stopped breathing for a moment. She knew it worried her father when she talked about other dimensions or exhibited strange abilities. She’d been trying for years to filter herself, ever since the incident at The Neue Galerie, when she was a child.




  The Neue had been having an exhibit of Art Deco Clocks. Hunter collected Art Deco pieces, and he’d taken Rose along with him to see the clocks. She’d been about ten at the time. While they strolled around, Rose noticed that Hunter kept returning to look again and again at one clock in particular. Rose walked right up to it, and, before Hunter could stop her, put both hands on it. Just by touching it, she’d known all about the person for whom the clock had been made, how he had died, and that he had been Hunter’s great-great uncle. She was relaying this to Hunter when the museum guard walked up. When he heard what ten-year-old Rose was saying he was stunned, and handed Hunter a sheet with information about the clock. Rose had told Hunter everything that was on the sheet, and more. Shaken by the incident, that’s when he’d taken her to that psychiatrist, who told him that Rose had an ability called psychometry, which meant that she could discover facts about a person by touching an object which they’d owned or used. Rose knew she could do this, but she thought everyone could.




  “The doctor is signing the paperwork now, so we should be able to leave soon,” Hunter said.




  Rose sneezed. “I’ll be happy to get out of this freezing air conditioning.” When she was a child she’d told Hunter that air conditioners gave off a bad energy. He’d asked her how she knew that, and she’d told him she could see it.




  “Stop being ridiculous,” Jacqueline had snapped at Rose, for what turned out to be one of the last times. A week later Rose came home from school with her babysitter and found the note from her mother on the table in the foyer, informing them that she had left. Rose was in fourth grade at the time. That night the housekeeper told Hunter that she’d seen Jacqueline get into a car with her luggage, a car driven by his best friend. All Hunter said was, “So he’s gone too.”




  The minute they were out in the street, all the light which had been locked out by the hospital walls, burst on them, bouncing off Rose’s blonde hair and painting her skin a rosy pink. Hunter marveled at her resilience, and once again relief washed over him. If he ever lost her, it would be the end of him. He hailed a taxi. Rose hopped in, and Hunter slid in beside her and gave the handsome young Greek driver their address.




  “I have to get ready and go over to the UN. Orientation for my internship is this afternoon. And they’re having a Bar-B-Que for all the interns.”




  “Darling, are you up to that?”




  “Of course. I’m looking forward to it. Interns are coming from forty different countries to work together on global warming.” Without knowing why, she was especially excited that there would be an intern from Jerusalem, a place she had often asked Hunter to take her. They’d traveled to many countries together, but somehow never to Israel. Hunter had been surprised when Rose chose the internship at the United Nations, as she’d spent most of her previous semester at The New School, writing a paper about the five permanent members of the United Nations Security Council, railing against them. Her thesis had been that as the biggest arms dealers in the world, the five permanent members: China, Russia, The United States, The United Kingdom and France, were all misusing their power for profit, and were responsible for the deaths of millions of people around the world. She particularly hated that the Saudis were bombing Yemen killing innocent civilians, many of them children, with arms sold to them by The United States.




  “Their greed is really ignorance,” Rose had told him. “They don’t understand that what they do to others, they also do to themselves.” When she said this, Hunter thought for the millionth time, she has a heart as big as the sky.




  Unfortunately, there was one entity who wanted that big heart stopped. Darpith had been observing Rose since her birth, ever watchful for an opportunity to slip through the quarantine around Earth, and manipulate some weaker being into causing Rose’s death. Since he had determined early on that Rose could not be turned to the dark side, he had decided to eliminate her. But it had been challenging, since the light Rose radiated drew people to her, and made them care for her, all except her mother, Jacqueline. Darpith had used Jacqueline several times to injure Rose. Playing on Jacqueline’s vanity, he had fed her thoughts which provoked jealousy of her daughter, and caused her to neglect and endanger Rose. He’d nearly succeeded in breaking Rose’s neck in Washington Square Park when she was twelve months old. Jacqueline had set her on top of the ladder to the slide. Instead of facing Rose so she could go down the slide, Jacqueline carelessly faced her backwards on top of the ladder. One forward lean, and Rose would be on her face on the cement below her, with a broken neck. Relishing this thought, Darpith distracted Jacqueline, filling her mind with thoughts of her power and beauty, and of how Hunter didn’t appreciate her, and only loved Rose, and how she should punish him for that. Unconscious of her actions, or where her thoughts were coming from, Jacqueline plopped Rose high up on the ladder and stepped away to look in her bag for her compact and lipstick. Seeing her mother walk away, Rose had reached out for her and started to tumble forward but another mother saw Rose, and caught her just in time. Rose’s cry brought Jacqueline to her senses and she dropped her bag and hastily took Rose from the woman’s arms. The woman didn’t reproach her, but said only, “What beautiful violet eyes your daughter has.” Darpith cursed them all.




  After Jacqueline was gone from Rose’s life, Darpith and his minions searched for other ways to kill Rose. It got more difficult once Rose was old enough to pray and meditate, because when called, the Chohans of the Light were free to intervene. Darpith’s latest attempt had succeeded in landing Rose in a psychiatric hospital, where his plan was to have her die of an accidental overdose. If only she hadn’t uttered that prayer for help, Darpith thought, Portia and Saint Germain, Chohans of the Violet Ray of Transmutation, wouldn’t have been allowed to intervene. But Rose, who lay on a table in the emergency room, had prayed for help, and they’d come in answer to her call. Resplendent in long, flowing, violet robes, shimmering with light, they were invisible to everyone except Darpith. And although Darpith was invisible to everyone else they could see him in the corner of the room, controlling the resident’s mind, directing him to give Rose a lethal overdose. To stop Darpith, Portia and Saint Germain directed the Violet Ray of Transmutation into Rose’s eyes and out into the eyes of the resident. Rose held the resident’s eyes with her own, arresting him with their beauty. As soon as the Violet Ray struck the resident’s retina and moved deeper to penetrate his pineal gland, Darpith lost control of him and he dropped the syringe containing the overdose. It shattered on the floor. In a rage, Darpith fled the emergency room, more determined than ever to destroy Rose. His only consolation was that he had managed to get her into the emergency room by using that thought form of her twin flame. Maybe he could fool her again? He reminded himself that the battle for Earth would be won by sowing dissension, feeding greed and turning the weakest-minded to the dark side. Those who could not be ensnared onto the path of service to self would be slaughtered. First, he would eliminate the wanderers, like Rose, to prevent them from spreading their message of unity. Once they were gone it would be easier to sow dissention. Next, he would bring all the positively oriented humans, those who understood that all are one, over to the dark side. Failing that, he would kill them. Once that was accomplished, it would be child’s play to lure the weaker minded humans onto the dark path, and set them against one another using that orange puppet he’d set up in the White House with the help of the Russians. He would enslave them all using their own egos. The lure of money, power, drugs and sex, would take care of the rest. Then all beings on Earth would bow to his will.




  Though he believed his plan was well thought out, Darpith had failed to realize that there might be other dark lords on Orion with their eyes on Earth, others, every bit as ruthless as himself, who would take great pleasure in enslaving him, as well as all of Earth. Veldemiron, for one, was watching Darpith, biding his time and making his own plans to enslave the humans.




  








  Chapter 2




  Ephraim




  Ephraim had chosen to complete his military service in the Israeli army before applying to college. As a pacifist, he’d been given a desk job. He detested war and killing, and could not find it in himself to hate or distrust the Palestinians or the Iranians. In fact, he cared about their welfare as much as his own. His real interests were writing and music. Relieved now to be finished with his military service, he was hungry for a bigger life. Since boyhood he’d been writing songs and science fiction stories about far off planets, time travel, and beings with magical powers. Many of his songs and stories were about light beings from Arcturus, the Pleiades, and the Violet Planet, who visited Earth to bring messages to the humans. But his favorite of everything he’d written was a story about an Israeli boy from Jerusalem, and an American girl from New York, meeting, and discovering that they weren’t actually human but extraterrestrials who had come to help save Earth from the dark lords. He worked on this story off and on for years, never quite able to let it go. It was the writing sample he’d submitted with his application to NYU. Soon he’d be on his way there to study writing and music. For as long as he could remember, he’d felt something pulling him, tugging on his heart, drawing him toward New York City. At last he would see this place of his longings.




  Ephraim’s parents, Daniel and Rachael, were less enthusiastic about his choice to study in New York. They wanted him closer to home, partly because not only did he have episodes where he blacked out, but he was accident prone as well. At least that’s how they saw it, especially after he’d nearly drowned at age eleven, in a boating accident, the summer they vacationed on Corfu. The three of them were out on the sea, in an Aegean blue sailboat with brass fittings and stylish rigging. Ephraim was standing in the bow, enjoying the feeling of the boat running before the wind like a dancer. Daniel was at the tiller. Rachael closed her eyes and leaned back, thinking what a joy it was, for once, to feel a harmony among the three of them as they relished the experience of the boat, the wind and the water.




  But suddenly the wind changed. Daniel lost control of the tiller. Rachael’s eyes jerked open, as the mainsail swung around knocking Ephraim overboard. She screamed when she saw him go over the bow and disappear. He knew how to swim so there shouldn’t have been a problem, but he got what felt like a cramp in his leg. It was so painful, he wasn’t even able to tread water. Not realizing this at first, Daniel just threw him a rope. The pain in Ephraim’s leg intensified and he began sinking. As he lost consciousness under water, Ephraim slipped the bounds of his rational mind and was transported to another world where he saw things he would never again forget. An array of beings of all kinds, some tri-pedal, others quadrupedal, many with sensors and tentacles, blue skinned and green skinned beings, many twelve or fourteen feet tall, strolling beside beings four feet high who walked on three legs. All of them were moving under a pink–gold sky toward an archway into a huge temple. Ephraim’s eyes fixed on one bipedal pair with violet eyes like his own. He watched them walk along, holding hands, communicating telepathically. He understood their silent exchanges, as they telegraphed their thoughts back and forth about a mission to Earth, to awaken the humans to knowledge of their divinity and save them from the dark lords. The man called her Soonam. The name pierced Ephraim’s heart. He wanted to get closer and hear more. But he was distracted by something happening in the archway into the temple. A being with long white hair, wearing a purple robe and a pendant of a star tetrahedron, was gesturing to him. Yes, he was sure he was being summoned. He wanted to ask the being what he was witnessing, but he was unable to speak. It was then he heard the message from the white-haired being. It is not time for you to die. You are a wanderer on a mission to Earth. Go back.




  The next thing he knew, someone was grabbing him, pulling him from his reverie, hauling him up out of the water, and pushing him onto a hard surface. He felt a powerful pressure on his chest and back, then water rose up inside him and gushed out of his mouth. Where was he? Where was the violet-eyed couple he’d been listening to? Where was the white-haired man in purple robes? What mission to Earth were the violeteyed couple talking about? What was a wanderer? Ephraim was dazed and longed to return to the scene by the temple to hear more. But it was gone. He held onto one word, Soonam, and that night and for many nights after, he fell asleep with this name on his lips, trying to compose a song around it.




  Seeing Daniel jump in to save Ephraim, two Greek fishermen had come to their aid and brought the unruly mainsail under control. As they worked to bring the frisky sailboat to heel, the Greeks kept up an easy banter, talking themselves through the task. Rachael admired their steady ingenuity. She liked Greek men, imagining something of the ancient gods in them. Despite working hard, Greek men seemed to have plenty of time for dreaming, loafing, smoking and playing jokes on one another. Life was gentle on sundrenched Corfu, and everyone, young and old, took time to taste the sweetness. If you asked a Corfu native, “How far to the village?” the reply was invariably, “Two cigarettes.” Rachael smiled to herself at the thought of using pleasure to measure distance. This whole near drowning event seemed too violent for Corfu. Something felt off about what had happened. That evening, sitting on the terrace, surrounded by the richness of their seventeenth century Venetian style hotel, sipping Retsina, a plate of figs, bread and olives before her, Rachael wished she could erase the feeling that it hadn’t been just an accident. It reminded her of too many other weird incidents surrounding Ephraim, and that scared her.




  Was it only a coincidence that just before they’d gone sailing, she’d been reading the part in The Tempest about the shipwreck? The concierge at the hotel had loaned it to her, explaining that Corfu was the island which Shakespeare had in mind when he wrote it. Of course, it was a coincidence and not a premonition, she told herself. It’s magical thinking to say it was a warning, let alone a premonition. She picked up a fig, and was biting into it, when Daniel walked up and tossed an opened pack of Greek cigarettes on the table. She looked up at him in surprise. He hadn’t smoked in over eleven years.




  Later, as they were getting ready for bed, Rachael put her hair brush down and said, “Another eventful family vacation.”




  Her attempt to minimize what had happened that day fell flat. Daniel would not be jollied.




  “I’ve gotten used to living in a house on fire, with Ephraim,” he told her. “But what hurts is that I can never get close to him. It’s as though he’s always half in another world.”




  “He’s only eleven, be patient. He’s going to do great things,” Rachael said, less certain than she sounded.




  “But he’s strange in ways that I don’t understand. He nearly drowned, and he wasn’t even scared. Does he think he has nine lives?”




  Whenever they were vacationing with Ephraim, Rachael noticed that time seemed to stretch out and slow down. She suspected that Ephraim was manipulating it, but dismissed the idea as ridiculous. At first it had been accidental. If he was enjoying something, he’d unconsciously slow time down to make the pleasure last. And if he was uncomfortable in a situation, he’d speed time up. He assumed everyone did it. As he grew out of childhood, he found he could not only slow down and speed up time, but he could stop it and rewind it as well. He experimented and noticed that time existed in one space, one dimension, and he wondered if he could manipulate it across dimensions. Ephraim attuned himself to each place he visited with his parents and stretched time, or shortened it, as it suited him. On vacations, it often felt to his mother as if he was on a mission to discover something, or find someone. It had been like that when they visited both London and Tokyo. He walked in the streets as if he was expecting to see an old friend come around the next corner. There were secrets in his heart, as yet not unlocked. Rachael understood this, but it made Daniel impatient with his son.




  The year they went on vacation to Mumbai, Ephraim had insisted they take the ferry to Elephanta Island to explore the caves and see the six-meter high statue of Shiva. When Daniel asked him why he wanted to go there, in particular, he had no answer other than, “I feel drawn to the place.” Daniel preferred more specificity, and had trouble sympathizing with his son, who so often seemed to have one foot in an invisible world. And it was on Elephanta Island, while walking back to the ferry, surrounded by pesky monkeys, that Ephraim had his first blackout. He’d been fifteen at the time when he suddenly lost his eyesight. First, he found himself in total darkness, then he lost consciousness completely. People swarmed around, offering advice and help to carry him to the ferry. Ephraim regained consciousness, and his eyesight, on the boat ride back to Mumbai. But Rachael noted a far-away look in his eyes, that never left him.




  Ephraim had been observing the monkeys, and attempting to manipulate time in order to discover where he’d seen them before, for he knew he had, and he suspected it was in the place with the pink-gold sky he so often dreamed about. What he didn’t remember was that he’d seen the monkeys while he was a creature of the Fifth Dimension, on Venus, while viewing the hologram of Bereh’s parents the day they all learned where they’d be incarnating. On Elephanta Island he wasn’t able to complete the time manipulation, and he blacked out. When he came too, he realized his manipulation failed because the memory must have involved another dimension, and it was most likely impossible to manipulate time across different dimensions. He was overjoyed at this. It was another proof that he had once existed in a different dimension, and that he was in fact a wanderer as he’d been told in the vision he’d had when he nearly drowned off the coast of Corfu, four years earlier. Furthermore, because he’d remembered the monkeys, he now knew that memories from other dimensions were somewhat accessible. He also suspected that what he’d seen during the near drowning was also a memory.




  As Ephraim regained consciousness after the blackout on Elephanta Island, Daniel looked at his smiling son, and shook his head. Later when they were alone, he said to Rachael. “Did you see the look on Ephraim’s face when he regained consciousness? There was not even an instant of bewilderment or concern for what had happened.”




  “I guess we could be glad for that,” Rachael answered, attempting to close down any further line of inquiry, as had become her habit. She did this to protect Ephraim, to make him seem more normal than he was. Intuitively she understood that he shouldn’t be too different, shouldn’t stand out too much, that it could be dangerous.




  After the incident on Elephanta Island, Ephraim felt closer to knowing his true identity as a wanderer than he ever had. Unfortunately, his blackout had not gone unobserved by the dark side. Darpith had instructed his minions to monitor all the wanderers on Earth. One of them saw Ephraim lose consciousness, but hadn’t acted quickly enough to take control of his mind or finish him off. In future, he would be ready, and could perhaps even cause Ephraim to blackout so he could slip in and gain control of him while he was unconscious.




  Because of his strange dreams, Ephraim was somewhat aware of the dark side and suspected he was under attack. Many nights he dreamed of visiting temples where light beings warned him to be on guard, especially if he blacked out again. They also showed him ways to protect himself. Sometimes in his dreams he saw the girl with the violet eyes, who was also being shown how to protect herself. One morning he awoke with the words Master El Morya on his lips. The name sounded so familiar. He had been dreaming of a white temple high in the Himalayas where he was among friends, listening to El Morya who stood in the middle of a huge temple in his long blue robes, wearing a gold turban with an agate on it, right over his third eye. His bronze skin, close clipped beard and piercing blue eyes were all familiar to Ephraim. Sure that this wasn’t a dream but that he had actually been there, he jumped out of bed and googled Master El Morya to discover that he was an ascended master, Chohan of the Blue Flame of the Will of God. Ephraim read on and learned that El Morya had lived many lifetimes on Earth, one of them as Melchior, one of the three wise men at the birth of Jesus, another as King Arthur, another as Abraham, the first Hebrew patriarch in 2100 B.C. Somewhere he’d heard all this before. He even felt he’d met El Morya in a different life. Ephraim’s nightly adventures in his dreams were becoming more real than his waking life. More and more he felt that they weren’t just dreams.




  Since his blackout on Elephanta Island at age fifteen, the frequency of his dreams about visits to temples, where he met with masters of light, had been more and more frequent, and he began asking himself why he had come to Earth. His memories and dreams of light beings and superpowers, his ability to control time, and even his childhood so called “accidents” must all be a part of the reason for his incarnation on Earth. But what was it? He was also sure he wasn’t alone on this mission. He felt certain that others had come from another dimension with him, and one in particular, who was very dear to him. His dreams of the violet-eyed girl had made that clear. And then there was the feeling that someone wanted to prevent him from discovering that purpose, even if they had to end his life to do it. For a long time, he’d sensed that clues to his destiny lay in New York City. Now, about to turn twenty-one, he would finally get there. With great joy and anticipation, he lifted his duffle bag and guitar out of the trunk of his parent’s blue Volvo, hugged them goodbye and walked into the airport.




  








  Chapter 3




  Natasha




  “I don’t like it one bit, Masha. Work as a model? I forbid it.” Igor slammed his palm down on the breakfast table, jiggling the tea cups on their saucers.




  “But Natasha sees it as an opportunity to travel, and to live and work in New York for a time, while she’s still young, before she settles down.”




  “Her place is here in Moscow with us. Just the thought of her going is ruining my breakfast.”




  Masha doubted that as she watched Igor sprinkle powdered sugar on his blintz and take a bite.




  “What? She’s just going to up and leave university, when she’s only half finished, because she’s won some contest. Nonsense. And twenty is too young to go abroad alone.”




  “And you’re too old fashioned, my darling,” Masha told him between sips of fragrant tea. “Young people don’t do everything in a straight line nowadays. One can take a leave for a year and return to finish college later.”




  “Alexei and Clara did everything in a straight line. Why does Natasha have to always give us headaches?”




  Igor wasn’t wrong. From birth, there had been something different about Natasha. Even playing hide and seek with her brother and sister, and sometimes on family outings, she’d frighten them all by suddenly disappearing. It felt as if she’d vanished into thin air. Then just as suddenly, she’d reappear, wearing an innocent look. She, in fact, had had no control over it as a child. The mere suggestion to hide during a game of hide and seek caused her to disappear. When she vanished, she found herself under a pink-gold sky, with different parents, who were made of light, and lived in a big stone mansion. They always told her the same thing, that she could not stay just then, as she had a job to do on Earth. They would send her back, but they seemed sad to do it. And she was sad to leave them.




  Igor didn’t want to look too deeply into Natasha’s invisibility, lest it lead to even more unanswerable questions, so he decided her disappearances were out of her control, and started ignoring them. He wanted Natasha to be normal. And if he had to overlook a few oddities, so be it. But she wasn’t normal, and the whole family knew it, which was the real reason he didn’t want her far away in New York, modeling, and maybe taking drugs that would affect her in who knew what way. The memory of the time she’d nearly died, as a five-year old, from ingesting something in her school lunch, was still too real. None of the other students had even gotten sick from eating the same food. Natasha told them that it was the dark lord who had tried to poison her.




  “Stop making up stories,” Igor had snapped at her. “There’s no such thing as a dark lord. Your head is always full of crazy ideas. You’re getting too old for that now that you go to school.”




  But Natasha had insisted that the dark lord would have killed her if the pink man and lady hadn’t come when she called them to help her. “They filled me with light to save me. And the dark lord fled because he was afraid of their power.”




  “Enough nonsense,” Igor had bellowed.




  And the poisoning had not been the only frightening incident during Natasha’s childhood. There was the time she fell through the ice while skating at a friend’s pond outside Moscow. The temperature was minus twenty-three degrees Celsius, and the pond had been frozen solid for weeks. It was impossible that the ice could have cracked. But it had. One minute Natasha had been skating along, the next, she was under the freezing water and her friend was screaming. Somehow Natasha was out of the water and lying on the ice next to the hole before any of the adults arrived. If Natasha had called the pink man and pink lady for help, and they had somehow rescued her, she didn’t mention it to Igor. But that night, while putting an extra quilt over her, Masha asked Natasha if the pink man and lady had come to save her, and if, now that she was a little older, they had told her their names. Ten-year-old Natasha answered her mother that they were called Paul the Venetian and Lady Ruth, and that they wore long, rose-colored robes with aquamarines all along the bottom. And their eyes were aquamarine colored too.




  “And did they help you when you fell through the ice today?” Masha asked her daughter again.




  “Yes. I knew they were coming because I smelled roses. They levitated me out of the hole in the ice, and chased the dark lord away. You see, he melted the ice with his will but I didn’t notice it in time.”




  Masha kissed her daughter on the top of the head and said into her hair, “Thank heaven for the pink man and the pink lady, my love.”




  Because he was aggravated, Igor swallowed the last bite of his blintz with less concentration on it than usual. How could so many freak things happen to one girl? No, it wouldn’t do. New York was a bad idea. He was certain. Thankfully, Masha understood his fear. And over the years she had come to accept that Natasha was different from Alexei and Clara. Truth be told, she’d suspected it even before Natasha was born. Her dreams during pregnancy had been of an ethereal world with a pink sky. She had seen her future daughter walking there, looking much as she looked now on Earth, except there, she was made mostly of light, and she was much taller, maybe twelve feet tall, and her features were even more delicate than her human face, which was lovely enough. So, it hadn’t surprised her that when Natasha began to talk, around age two, that she told them of other worlds which she visited in her dreams, and of the people she met there. She spoke often of magical beings wielding rays of light of different colors. Her favorite was the pink ray where the pink man and lady lived, as she had called them as a child. Once, when she’d been about ten or eleven, Natasha drew a picture of a temple made of pink light floating over what looked to Masha like the photographs she had seen of the Statue of Liberty in New York Harbor. Natasha named her drawing The Temple of the Sun.




  “Could she have seen a photo of the Statue of Liberty?” Masha had asked Igor. Or, she thought to herself, had Natasha traveled there in her dreams? Was this the home of the pink beings, Paul the Venetian and Lady Ruth?




  “This new devil,” Igor said in loud voice, “modeling in New York. Why did this American company have to come to Moscow?”




  “We can’t control the world, Igor.”




  Representatives from a fashion house in New York, called Ralph Lauren, had arranged with Moscow University to offer all the students, both men and women, an opportunity to compete for a year-long job working in New York as designers or models. They would choose five men and five women in each category. Natasha had entered for design, but they had chosen her to be a model. Her height, five eleven, her long neck, her oval face and gray-gold eyes, made her a perfect fit for their brand. Though disappointed about not being chosen for design, she had long wanted to visit New York. If modeling was the path, so be it. The only thing that could have stopped her would have been a chance to go to Mumbai. For years she had been having a recurring dream of a young Indian man in Mumbai, standing on a cliff, gazing down at the shimmering Arabian Sea below him. The dreams had started one winter night after she’d been skating with friends in Gorky Park. An Indian boy, skating near her, had suddenly turned into pure light then become flesh and blood again. None of the other skaters had seemed to notice, as they’d been distracted by a woman screaming. Most people would not have believed their eyes had they seen it happen but Natasha did believe it, and furthermore, the boy was strangely familiar to her, in a wonder-filled way. She suspected that he was the same Indian man standing on the cliff above the Arabian Sea in her recurrent dream. She’d had the dream for the first time the very night that she saw the boy turn into light. This experience was one of the many things about her life that she could not yet explain to herself. But she knew deep down that there was an explanation for everything. If she couldn’t go to Mumbai to search for him, at least she would go to New York. Perhaps the path to Mumbai was through New York.




  While Natasha was busy convincing her father to let her take this opportunity, Darpith and his minions were also busy. They were making plans to prevent her from ever arriving in New York. They knew that Arjuna, the man in Natasha’s dreams, was living in Mumbai but would soon be moving to New York to study astrophysics. The two light beings could not be allowed to meet. Perhaps a plane crash, Darpith thought.




  








  Chapter 4




  Arjuna




  Aastha wanted Arjuna to enter government work after he completed his studies. “So you’ll have a safe profession.” She placed a plate of warm nan on the wooden table next to his dinner. They were eating in the garden under the flowering lime tree. Arjuna didn’t answer his mother immediately, but breathed in the sweet scent of the lime flowers. He never openly disagreed with her, or lost his temper, or even raised his voice, but instead, gracefully contrived to bend the arc of the conversation to his wishes.




  “Yes, government work is secure,” he agreed, “and good, if it suits the person.” He broke off a piece of warm bread and dipped it in the fragrant sauce. “Sublime,” he said, smiling at his mother and closing down the discussion of government work.




  If she noticed the way Arjuna managed to turn the conversation around, Aastha didn’t remark on it, but went on cutting up a juicy mango. She had a quiet heart. However, she did fret over him since in the almost twenty-one years of his life, she’d nearly lost him several times. The first time, he’d been a small boy of three, playing in their garden, when he was bitten by a poisonous snake. Only the fact that Aastha’s sister was visiting had saved Arjuna. After changing careers several times, her sister had gone to medical school, and that had been the perfect fit for her. The day of the snake bite she quickly made several incisions near the bite wound, and she and Aastha sucked out the poison before taking him to the hospital. Arjuna later told them that the snake was friendly at first, coming closer and closer, but then suddenly it had struck, sinking its fangs into his leg. Aastha was shaken. In all the time that she’d lived there, and tended her walled garden, she’d never seen a single snake, let alone a clever one, pretending to be friendly so it could come close enough to strike a toddler.




  A few years after the snake bite, Arjuna was hit by a car while he and some friends were playing ball in the street. Though there were many witnesses, none could agree on the make or even the color of the car, let alone the description of the driver. Some were convinced it was a woman, others equally sure it had been a man driving. One person even said there had been no driver at all, that the car had moved on its own. It was as if a veil of confusion had been dropped over the witnesses. The only thing they all agreed upon was that the car had come out of nowhere, and it had struck Arjuna in a deliberate and vicious attempt to hurt him. No one was ever apprehended. After the accident, Arjuna lay in the hospital in a coma for several weeks, hovering between life and death. Darpith watched with satisfaction from a corner of the hospital room, waiting for an opportunity to finish the job. Perhaps some weak-minded doctor or nurse would be susceptible to mind control, and could be induced to smother Arjuna if only the mother would clear out. But Aastha stayed. She sat at Arjuna’s bedside and prayed for help. After one long, hot day, she fell asleep in her chair, still holding Arjuna’s hand, and she dreamed of a beautiful, young, light being with green eyes the color of emeralds. He wore a green cape over a shirt woven of many colors of light, and stood over Arjuna, wielding a light ray the same emerald green as his eyes. He spoke to her in a soft voice as he directed the light emanating from his palms to mend all the broken bones in Arjuna’s body.




  “My name is Hilarion,” he told her, “I have come because you called out in your prayers and asked for healing for Arjuna.”




  In her dream, Aastha could see the bones knitting back together as the emerald light entered them. After he mended the bones, Hilarion channeled the emerald light into the center of Arjuna’s brain, into an area, which her sister later told her, was his pineal gland. As he did this, she saw two intersecting pyramids which surrounded Arjuna’s body, one facing up and one down, begin to spin in counter rotating fields.




  From his corner, Darpith watched in a rage, despising Hilarion but afraid of him. Hilarion was aware of Darpith, and what he was trying to do, but wished him no ill, understanding that Darpith served the Creator in his own way — on the negative path. That would change, Hilarion knew, when Darpith evolved to reach the sixth dimension. For after the sixth dimension there is no way forward, except on the positive path of service to others. Unable to bear Hilarion’s light, and full of hate, Darpith fled back to Orion.




  Aastha awoke to see Arjuna opening his eyes and starting to speak to her.




  “I dreamed of Master Hilarion. How wonderful it was to see him again,” Arjuna told her.




  Aastha’s eyes filled with tears which rolled freely down her cheeks.




  “Yes, Arjuna, I, too, saw him, in my dream, but who is he?”




  “He is a master of the Green Ray of Healing, but that’s all I remember. I must have known him in a past life, as I’ve never seen him in this life,” Arjuna said.




  After that, for the rest of her life, whenever Aastha performed puja, she included Master Hilarion in her prayers.




  Arjuna seemed different to Aastha after the accident and the encounter with Master Hilarion. Though still a boy of only twelve he was somehow more serious and adult, as if he was half in another world. But if possible, he was even more loving. Aastha wondered how Arjuna could have known a light being in a past life. As a Hindu, she believed in past lives but what kind of life allowed one to meet beings made of light, who had magic healing powers? She asked herself why Arjuna was so different from other children. “Maybe it’s because he’s had to grow up too quickly without a father,” she told her sister. But she didn’t believe that herself. Despite all her prayers that Arjuna have a normal life, she knew there were things about him that weren’t normal. And she knew that her dream of Hilarion was no ordinary dream. If only Siddharth had lived to help her raise their son, he would have been able to explain these mysteries to her. Like the time, when he was only six years old, that Arjuna had doubled all the plants and trees in her garden. Knowing his mother’s love for her growing things, Arjuna surprised her for her birthday by duplicating every one of her plants and trees so she had twice as many. This had frightened more than surprised her. How had he done this? When she asked him, he told her he had no idea how. He had just wished very hard for it. She assured him that she was grateful his gift but gently reminded him that his wishes were powerful, and he needed to be careful what he wished for, especially around other people. Now she could smile about it, because he exercised self-discipline and discretion when using his ability to duplicate, but back then, before the coma, she had been frightened for him. What if the wrong people learned of his talents, because duplication, was not the only one.




  She had also seen him change things, and even himself, from one form to another. In his early teens, when she’d questioned him about this ability, he told her that he’d been shown in a dream that he could transform things. It scared her to hear this, so she asked him nothing more about it until their trip to Moscow when he was fifteen. It was their first ever vacation together, and they’d saved up for it for several years. Arjuna had begged to visit Moscow. He said he wanted, especially, to go ice skating. Aastha knew he had been collecting photos of families in Moscow, ice skating, for many years. He told her he felt as if he’d been there, and seen families skating in Gorky Park in person, maybe in a past life. Aastha understood that this was important to Arjuna, and so they went.




  They flew from Mumbai to Moscow. Aastha watched as Arjuna took ice skating lessons in Gorky Park. He was awkward at first, but after a few lessons he caught the knack of it. Near the end of their week, they stayed later at the skating rink one day, and at dusk saw colored lights come on under the ice. Arjuna’s soul delighted in the beauty of the colored lights as they fell on a girl skating toward him, and for a moment he transformed and was no longer a teenage Indian boy, but a light being soaring to a height of twelve feet. Aastha screamed when she saw it happen, and all eyes turned to her. It was not by design, but, none the less, her scream prevented anyone else from noticing Arjuna’s transformation. Almost anyone else, that is. The teenage girl who had been skating toward him looked at him just at that moment. A flash of recognition passed through her as the air around the boy glowed a soft pink and he turned into light. The next moment, the light being was just a boy again.




  Arjuna and Aastha returned to Mumbai and spoke no more of Moscow or ice skating. He knew he had frightened his mother. But on his own, he went over what had happened in Gorky Park. He’d been watching a girl skating toward him. For a moment, her gray-gold eyes had fixed on him, just as the lights of many colors coming from under the ice lit up her face. She was achingly familiar to him. He looked at her, bathed in light, and felt himself lose his flesh, and become pure light as his soul rushed out to greet her. He did not understand that he had appeared to her in his fifth dimensional light body. The joy of the feeling obliterated everything. After that, he longed to make that feeling his permanent state, and to find that girl.




  After Moscow, Arjuna focused his high school studies on physics and metaphysics. As he searched for answers to understand how he had transformed into light, he could feel ideas living at the edges of his mind, ideas he couldn’t approach directly but which sometimes approached him. Then he would take hold of them and write them in his journal before they slipped away again. He thought there might be a clue to what had happened to him in one esoteric alchemical treatise he read which explained that the merkaba surrounding humans in the third dimension has counter rotating fields spinning at nine tenth the speed of light, but in higher dimensions the merkaba spins at the speed of light itself. Had seeing the Russian girl caused his merkaba to momentarily achieve the speed of light? It was one theory he entertained. He felt sure the concept of Unity, of accepting all beings as one, was also connected to it in some way. His dreams provided more clues, especially the ones about reincarnation and light beings gathering in temples in the sky over Crete and Egypt, above the Himalayas, on the planet Venus, and even in the rings of Saturn. He wrote them all down sitting in their garden by the lime tree, under the stars.




  A few years after their trip to Moscow, Arjuna was accepted at the Indian Institute of Technology in Mumbai, where he chose to study astrophysics.




  “What is astrophysics?” Aastha asked her son.




  “It’s the science that studies how stars, planets, and even galaxies and nebulae are born, and how they live and die. It uses the laws of physics and chemistry to understand the lives of these great beings.”




  Aastha nodded, remembering how when he had first learned to talk Arjuna had told her, “People are made of stars.”




  When he wasn’t studying, Arjuna relaxed at the gaming center near school. His favorite virtual reality game was Fifth Dimension. It was a game about light beings with different super powers, coming together from all over the galaxy to help humans awaken to their true identity as Divine beings. Arjuna especially loved missions where he joined forces with other light beings around the globe. Together they rescued humans from the clutches of the dark lords. But he was finding it more and more difficult to pull away from the game, often playing all night, growing more and more involved in the battle against the dark side.




  He let himself give in to his obsession with Fifth Dimension, rationalizing that soon he’d be leaving Mumbai, and the gaming centers in New York might not have Fifth Dimension. He’d applied to be an exchange student, to spend his junior year of college at Columbia University in New York City, taking courses in their astrophysics program. His department chair had just informed him that he’d been accepted. Even though it was his second choice, he was over the moon. His first choice had been to study at Moscow University. But he reminded himself, that the most direct path isn’t always a straight line. He had not bought into the illusions of linearity, or permanence or congruence either. Maybe the way to find that grey-eyed golden-haired Russian girl was through New York.




  From Orion, Darpith observed the pattern of movement of these four incarnated light beings, Rose, Ephraim, Natasha and Arjuna. He knew that all four would soon be in New York City unless he stopped them. If they found one another and reunited, it would increase their power, and awaken their memories of their true identities as Fifth Dimensional beings who had come to Earth on a mission. He could not let that happen. He would set more of his slaves on the task of preventing any reunions.




  








  Chapter 5




  Horus




  When Adjo completed his work on the extension of the Suez Canal he was offered a job in Iran, redesigning Tehran’s underground transportation system. Amisi didn’t want to leave Cairo and move to a country where women were even more repressed than they were in Cairo. In Tehran women weren’t even allowed to attend public sports events. Soccer matches, or, as Horus called them, football matches, were important to her because Horus loved the game. At age ten he lived for it, and Amisi adored watching her son play. His strength never seemed to wane, despite often running six or seven miles up and down the field in the course of a single game. And when he performed a header, he leapt so high into the air it looked as if he was unbound from Earth and about to take flight.




  “He can play football in Tehran,” Adjo told her, “the Iranians are also obsessed with game.”




  “But I won’t be allowed to go to his matches.”




  “You can dress like a man and go. That’s what women do there. You might enjoy it,” Adjo teased, smiling at the thought of Amisi dressed like a man.




  “And my flower shop?” Amisi put her hands on her hips and tilted her head playfully.




  “I promise you, you will not have a life without flowers.”




  So they’d moved, and had lived in Tehran for ten eventful years, when at twenty, Horus had been chosen for Iran’s national soccer team. Now, about to turn twenty-one, he would play for Iran in his first World Cup.




  As it turned out, Amisi had fallen in love with the Persians and their culture, and had made many friends, both through Adjo’s work and her own. One of the many Persian stories she loved was about an ancient battle, when the Persian army won a victory by wearing so much gold armor that the sun reflecting off it blinded their enemy. And she shared the Persian love of roses and rose oil. Instead of opening a flower shop in Tehran, Amisi planted roses in the extensive walled gardens behind their home. She sold the many varieties of roses which she cultivated to flower shops all over Tehran. Growing in her garden there were not only white, yellow, peach, orange, pink, fusia and deep red roses, but also roses with many different subtle and intoxicating fragrances. Each week, while her roses were in bloom, Amisi held a tea in her garden, and hosted all the flower shop owners. Wearing her lucky dress, which had a full skirt and a pattern of pink roses, she stood behind a long table covered with a white cloth on which she placed her samovar surrounded by delicate tea glasses, plates of thin cookies made with lemon and rose water, and a bowl of tiny sugar cubes with small silver tongs. She loved that Persians sweetened their tea by placing a little cube of sugar behind their front teeth and sipping the tea through it.
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