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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT
I CALL MYSELF EARTH GIRL



Earth Girl hauls you into her story from the first paragraph. The interplay between fantasy and reality, past, present and future flow seamlessly into an environmental story that we are all living out now. A real tour de force that is inspiring, probable and possible when lived through the main characters.


Stephanie Sorrell, author of The Therapist’s Cat


Clear, clever, ethereal writing that draws you in from the very first page. I Call Myself Earth Girl is a powerful novel I found difficult to put down.


Danielle Boonstra, author of Without Fear of Falling


Now here is a book with a difference: the main character is a girl who exists beyond time and has eyes made of pure light! I Call Myself Earth Girl is an exciting read that packs a spiritual punch, invites us to rethink quite a few of our perceptions – and pay close attention to our dreams!


Imelda Almqvist, Painter and Shamanic Practitioner


Jan Krause Greene’s debut novel is one of those books you just can’t put down. The story is compelling and the characters keep you wanting more. Most readers will be inextricably drawn into Gloria’s dilemma quickly. The plot twists and turns its way to an unexpected, but satisfying, finale. The moral heart of this intriguing tale centers on difficult issues that don’t have simple answers. Greene’s characters don’t find the answers, but they make you hope that someone will. After you are done, you will keep thinking about it for a long, long time.


Julie Mancini, Founding Director of Literary Arts Portland


Einstein once said, “The intuitive mind is a sacred gift and the rational mind is a faithful servant. We have created a society that honors the servant and has forgotten the gift.” The times are changing. The paradigm is shifting. The new emerging consciousness unfolding across the planet, felt by millions, is about remembering, tapping into and harnessing the gift of the intuitive mind and no character has yet to exemplify this zeitgeist like Earth Girl. I Call Myself Earth Girl is a modern The Giver, The Phantom Tollbooth with the speed of The Never Ending Story, but there is one difference: Earth Girl brings us a message for our world that may just prevent a nuclear war.


Christine Harmon, author of Clueberry World
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CHAPTER 1


Gloria Geist awoke from the dream overwhelmed by a feeling of dread. It was that same dream again and it left her feeling vulnerable, afraid and pregnant…very pregnant.


She did not want to have a baby. Not now, not at this stage of her life. She was 46 years old. She had a married daughter who was expecting her first child. She had come to terms with being a grandmother before she was ready. She didn’t think she could come to terms with being a pregnant grandmother. Besides, her husband and daughter would be horrified. This couldn’t be happening, but she was pretty sure it was.


She shivered with apprehension as she finally confronted her nagging fear. She went into the downstairs bathroom, locked the door and peed on the pregnancy-detection stick that she had hidden weeks ago. If her fear was confirmed, and those last few months without periods were because of pregnancy, she would have to tell Jared she was pregnant rather than menopausal.


Feeling faint, she stayed seated on the toilet and put her head down between her knees. She held the stick tightly between the thumb and forefinger of her right hand. She was going to give herself a few seconds before she looked at it again. Maybe she had read it wrong the first time. After all, it had been years since she used one of these.


As the blood began to flow back to her brain, she was able to think more clearly. With the fingers on her left hand, she carefully counted back the months to the last time she and Jared made love. Not enough fingers on one hand. This was bad, really bad.


It didn’t add up right. She didn’t see how she could have conceived. Jared had been gone for a month-long business training right about the time she would have had to conceive if her missed periods were an indication of when she got pregnant. This didn’t make sense. She decided to get to her gynecologist as soon as possible. She needed answers…and soon.


Her visit to the doctor left her with more questions, than answers. If her doctor was right about how far along she was, she would have had to conceive while her husband was out of town. This was a total impossibility. She shivered as she contemplated what this could mean.


As she walked to the parking lot, she began to feel off balance and out of it; the same way she felt after taking antihistamines. Her heart beat rapidly as she tried frantically to figure out how she could possibly be only three months pregnant. Maybe it would be better to walk. She headed towards Touro Park. A short walk around the perimeter might clear her head. What she really needed was someone to talk to, but how could she share this news with anyone? It would be devastating if it got back to Jared.


She sat on a bench and started to cry. Before she noticed, a man in a tattered pea coat, mismatched boots and a dirty watch cap sat down beside her.


“Hey, Curly, why the tears? What does a pretty lady like you have to cry about?”


She recognized him as soon as he started to speak. It was the homeless man whom she saw almost every time she went to the park. Most people thought he was crazy. She made a habit of greeting him and treating him with respect, even though Jared thought he might be dangerous. One day a few years ago, when her unruly hair was blowing into her face, he called her Curly. Ever since, that had been his name for her. They had developed a friendship of sorts, based on friendly greetings and her occasional gifts of hot drinks, gloves, socks and much-needed tissues. She figured she was one of the only people who treated him like a normal human being. She went out of her way to be kind to him. He often said to her, “Don’t you worry. I’ve got your back,” even though there was no reason to think she needed someone to have her back.


She wished he would leave her alone now, but knew that he wouldn’t go if he thought she was in trouble. Wiping away the tears on her cheek with the back of her hand, she looked at him intently.


“I know you can keep a secret. Right?”


“Hell yes, Curly. I can keep a secret. No one talks to me, and when I talk to folks they think I’m psycho. I’m your man for a secret. Just call me your secret keeper and I’ll call you my secret weeper.”


She considered his answer. Maybe he is crazy, but no one will believe anything he says about me.


“I’ve got a problem. I’m pregnant and…”


“Unplanned babies. Hmmmmm, there are lots of those in the world, Curly. Look at the stars, probably as many unplanned babies as stars in the skies. Did you know that we are made of stars?”


“Sure. I know…lots of unplanned babies but this one can’t be my husband’s,” she said, tears beginning to flow again.


“Oh, well that’s a different problem… Curly, I hate to tell you but you are in some deep shit. Cheating women, ummm, ummm, ummm…lot of songs been written about them cheating women.”


“I didn’t cheat! I didn’t even have sex. I just…well…I think it happened in a dream,” she said tentatively.


“And people think I’m crazy? That’s a good one, Curly, but even a wacko guy like me can’t believe that one. Unless, you are the Virgin Mary come back to life in the here and now. You aren’t, are you?”


For an instant she considered the story about the Virgin Mary. She had never really believed this story, but for a moment she empathized with the Virgin Mary and what she must have gone through before she told Joseph that she was pregnant. She wondered when people started referring to Jesus’ mother as the Virgin Mary, and that led her to wonder ruefully how people would refer to her. The Cheating Gloria? Maybe the Crazy Gloria?


“Hey, Curly, don’t look so sad. Why don’t you tell me the whole story? I’ll figure out an answer. You know that when I look through a window, I always see things no one else can see,” he said.


“I don’t want to disappoint you, but the only reason I am telling you any of this is because I know no one will believe you if you ever repeat it,” she said.


“Yeh, I get that. That’s for true. Go on, tell me how you got yourself in this fix, Curly.”


“I don’t even know and I sure as hell don’t know which will be harder, telling my daughter that I am pregnant or telling my husband I am pregnant with a baby that is not his.”


“That one is easy, Curly. Telling your husband is gonna be harder for sure. Whoooeeee, that’s gonna be a hurtin’ time.”


“You’re no help. You don’t even believe that I didn’t cheat on Jared. But l didn’t. You know the beginning of menopause does weird things to a woman’s cycle and people have change-of-life babies. My periods have been kind of random lately.”


“Maybe I don’t need to know all the woman stuff details about this,” he interjected.


“But, it’s important. See, if I wasn’t pregnant and my periods were regular, I would be just about due for my third period since Jared’s business trip. According to the doctor, I am fourteen weeks pregnant. That means I got pregnant while he was gone. But that’s impossible.”


“Sure is impossible if he’s the daddy,” he added


“We didn’t even have sex for months before he left because of his back sprain, and before that I got poison ivy on my legs, and that was gross. So if I figure back to the last time we actually made love, I would have to be at least six months pregnant, and the doctor says I’m definitely not.”


“Ummm, ummm, that’s a mystery.”


“God knows what he thinks about why I kept insisting that I had to be farther along. He probably thinks I’m having an affair. Like that would ever happen.”


“Curly, you got a world of trouble here. I got to think about this before I see an answer. I’m gonna go look through that window there…that one, the third one over…that’s the one. I think you best go home and face the music now. Get it over with.”


As he walked away, Gloria considered her options. Maybe she should stop for a cup of coffee before going home. She just couldn’t walk back into her house, knowing she was pregnant and that she literally did not know how she had conceived. It made no sense to her. Worse than that, it scared the bejeezus out of her. As she ordered a large latte, she pushed the hair off her forehead. Her temples were covered with sweat and her thick, curly hair was beginning to clump in moist bunches.


She had so much to figure out, so many questions she needed to answer. The list made her head throb. She really wanted to call her best friend Sheila, but Sheila was also her sister-in-law. She just couldn’t take the chance that Sheila would tell Jared’s brother. She sipped her latte tentatively, wondering if it was still okay to drink coffee. She hoped it was because giving up coffee would be even harder than giving up alcohol.


Alcohol. Oh my God, how much wine have I had in the last three months? She needed to get a grip. Most of all, she needed to figure out how to break this news to Jared. How could she tell her husband she was pregnant and the baby was not his, but not to be upset? How could she make him understand that she had not had sex with anyone, and yet she was pregnant? It made no sense to her. How could she expect him to believe it?


Would telling Melanie be any easier than telling Jared? Probably not. No matter how the baby was conceived, Melanie would not be happy to hear that she was going to have a sibling the same age as her own child. No point thinking they might grow closer because they were pregnant together. No way. Melanie would be at best incredulous and at worst very hurt and angry.


The more she contemplated telling her husband and daughter, the more convinced she became that there was no upside to telling them. She was in an impossible situation that made absolutely no sense to her. If she was having trouble believing it, how could she expect Jared and Melanie to believe it?


Despite her worries about how Jared and Melanie would react, the question that caused her the most distress would surely be the hardest to answer. Does this pregnancy really have something to do with that dream? Could I possibly be the girl in the dream?


For the past few months, Gloria had been plagued by a recurring nightmare; a nightmare so real and so graphic that she had begun to wonder if she had tapped into a past life. Each time she had the dream she felt more connected to it. But the realization that she was actually pregnant with a baby that could not be Jared’s shocked her into believing that she was truly linked in some mysterious way to the girl in the dream.


Every time she woke up from this nightmare, about a young girl who was raped, she felt an intense desire to help her. But now, with her inexplicable pregnancy confirmed, she felt trapped and afraid.


The dream was always exactly the same. It was a narrative told by a young pregnant girl in a hospital. The girl always began the story by referring to her celestial life, but the story was about her earthly life. The dream always ended with the girl in a hospital bed, being told by a nurse, that she was pregnant. Every time Gloria had this nightmare, she woke up just as the girl was learning that she was pregnant. Each time she woke, she wondered if she felt a stirring inside her womb.


She had this same dream so many times during the past three months that she could recite it from memory. Now, as she sat bent over a half-empty cup of coffee, she reviewed the dream yet again.





CHAPTER 2


I call myself Earth Girl because I chose to live on earth, even though my celestial life was one of peace and beauty. I didn’t know what to expect when I came back to life on earth, but it surely wasn’t this. After all those years drifting in the world of light and air, I wanted a sense of place. I wanted to be anchored to a body that lived in a certain place and a certain time. I didn’t realize when I volunteered to go back that I should have chosen the place and the time. I imagined the earth would be as it appears from the heavens, a place of bright beauty and abundant energy. But, the earth I returned to is a dying land, where green and blue have been replaced by brown and grey; where life itself seems to be painful and difficult; where cruelty is part of survival and only the fittest survive. Yet, once I took my earthly body, this desolate land became home, and as all human beings do, I became attached to it and I wanted to stay.


I hardly remember the first years of my earthly life before the awful things started to happen. I know I lived with my mother and father and little brother. I think we were happy, but I don’t really remember much about our life before the terror began. Why is it that I can’t remember the peaceful times? Sometimes I wonder if there ever really were good times, or if I just hope that there were. I remember hiding, running and looking for someone to protect me. And I remember when the woman found me. I was afraid of her at first, but she gave me food. I would have done anything for food back then. Even risk dying. My will to live was so strong that it made food the most important thing, the only thing, the one thought that compelled every choice. So even though I knew she might kill me eventually, I went to her readily when she offered me food.


Of course, I didn’t plan to stay with her for long; just long enough to eat and sleep and think about what I should do. When she told me she would protect me from everyone, I didn’t really trust her, but I knew I needed her. The first night that I slept next to her, I was drawn to the warmth of her body. I had been so cold, so hungry, so frightened, and now I was warm and full. I didn’t even care if I was safe. That night was the first time I dreamt of the girl with the golden eyes. She was holding me and crying.


“I have chosen you,” she said.


Then her face turned into a pool of water and her eyes floated on the water. They looked like golden balls of light. I reached for them, but no matter how close I came to them, I could never quite pick them up. When I woke that morning, I tried to remember every detail of the dream.


That same morning, I asked the woman who had rescued me what her name was. She said it would be safer for both of us if I didn’t know her name. She told me to call her “my friend” if anyone ever asked about her. From then on, the name I used for her was My Friend.


Back then, I didn’t remember my celestial life. I had lost my connection to it. But every once in awhile, when I looked into the sky, I felt as if I had once known how to fly. When I told My Friend that I thought I had once flown, she said, “Everyone wishes to be a bird when they look at the sky, but birds never wish to be humans when they look at the ground.”


I had also forgotten my previous life on earth. It took a long time for me to remember that I had been here before. Sometimes I would have a glimmer of recognition. I would feel a strong connection to someone or some experience, but then it would pass out of the reach of my conscious mind. Even if I wanted to bring it back I was unable to. It was just beyond my grasp. It made me feel a longing to connect to something, or someone, but I could never figure out what, or who. It left me feeling empty, yet yearning. It made me believe, deep in the part of me that has feelings with no words to express them, that I am part of something. But, that was all before the things happened that made me realize I had lived on earth before. So, when I met My Friend I did not really understand who she was. Nor did I really understand who I was. It seemed the only clear memory I had was of the horrible things that happened to my family when the war started.


My life with her settled into a simple routine. I began to feel safe. Too safe, in fact. I began to feel so secure that I became careless about following her rules. Each night she would leave me for a few hours. I didn’t know where she went, but she always came back with food. Sometimes, I was sure she had found it in a garbage pile, but I didn’t care. During those first weeks with her, eating and being protected were my only concerns. She didn’t ask much of me…just that I make no noise and use no light while she was gone. Not that we had much light; just the flashlights that she found.


In the beginning, I was so afraid that I wrapped myself in her tattered blanket and lay perfectly still until I fell asleep. I would even try to breathe so shallowly that no one could detect my breath if they came upon our hiding place. It took many days for me to memorize the exact sound of her footsteps so that I knew it was she approaching. Until I was sure, my heart would begin to race with fear and I would begin to shake. I was so afraid of being raped and beaten again. I had watched my mother die after she tried to protect me from them.


I tried not to think about my mother and what had happened to us. But the memories of that night seemed to haunt me. I wasn’t sure how old I was when it happened, or how long I had been on my own, running and hiding. I had lost all sense of time. I only knew that I had to make sure no one ever found me. I knew the men who killed my mother would hurt me if they ever found me again. And I knew that there were many more like them. They hated us and wanted to kill all of us. They had started with the men in our community, dragging them out of their homes while pointing guns at their heads. My little brother and I watched as my mother ran out after them, screaming and begging them not to kill our father. When she came back in, she held us close to her and said that she would not let them hurt us. She said that she knew our father would be safe because he was a good man and God would not let such evil people win out over us. But while she held us, I could feel her shaking and I could smell her sweat. It had a strong, pungent scent. It was an odor that I had never encountered before. Soon I came to know it as the smell of fear.


I couldn’t sleep at all that night. I listened for my brother’s breathing to relax and when it did, I knew he had finally drifted into sleep. But I couldn’t sleep. The sound of my mother’s muffled crying kept me awake. I tried to figure out how to help my father, but nothing came to my mind. If I couldn’t help him, I told myself, I would devote my life to protecting my brother. He was too young to understand about war. I would try to keep him from even knowing what was going on. I would tell him our father was safe, no matter what I knew to be true.


The next morning my mother told us that we must pray for our father and all the good men that had been taken by the enemy. We must pray for our men to be safe and to defeat the enemy. We must pray for God to wreak vengeance on our enemy.


“What does vengeance mean?” my brother asked when we were finished praying. My mother, who I had always known as gentle and kind, replied, “Vengeance means doing worse to them than they do to us. If they kill our men, we must kill their men and their children. We must leave them with nothing. Not even hope.”


My brother looked confused. “If God wreaks vengeance on them for killing our men, will our men come back to life?”


“No, they will still be dead, but their deaths won’t be in vain. God will take more lives from them than He takes from us and that will mean we have won the war.” When I heard these words, I knew that my mother had already lost hope. She would never ask God to kill anyone if she wasn’t overcome with grief and fear.


My brother sat silent for a few seconds, and then he said, “I guess I don’t understand war. What good does it do to kill everyone?”


On the fourth day after they took my father, some of them returned. They said they needed food. My mother tried to refuse to give it to them. One of them, a tall man with thick hair and a scruffy beard, laughed. “So you think you can stop us?” he said. “We take what we want and we leave what we don’t want. Right now we want food. Another time, it may be something else. Maybe you, or maybe her,” he said, pointing at me.


The bearded one came back that night. I could feel my heart pumping frantically when he pushed open the door. He grabbed my mother by the arm and pushed his body against her while he caressed her cheek with a dirty hand. She pulled away from him. He laughed cruelly. “You think you are being a faithful wife, perhaps. What good is it to be faithful to a dead man? Better for you that you be faithful to me. Then you won’t have to worry about losing your son too.”


My mother’s face turned pale. Whatever fear she had first felt was transformed into the instinct to protect her son. “Please, don’t hurt him,” she pleaded. “I’ll do what you want.”


“I thought you would see it my way,” he laughed. “No point losing a husband and a son.”


I felt weak and sick. The floor seemed to shift under my feet. I didn’t know what was going to happen, but I knew that it was bad.


“Take your brother and go out back,” my mother said in a strangely calm voice. “Don’t come back in until I come to get you.”


“Let them stay. They might learn something,” the bearded man hissed, as he ripped open my mother’s blouse. “Leave, leave now!” she screamed at me. With one swift blow to the face, he knocked her on the floor. “I say they stay.”


I didn’t know what I should do, but I was too frightened to leave her alone with him no matter how much she wanted us not to see what was happening. As the man undid his pants, I tried to shield my brother by holding his face close to mine. I stared into his eyes, hoping that he would see only me. Two thoughts kept running through my head. My father is already dead. Please don’t let him kill my mother.


When the man was finished with my mother, he left quickly. She was lying on the floor crying. Her lip was bleeding and her clothes were torn. She told us to leave her alone. I wanted to help her get up, but I knew she didn’t want us to see her. I kept thinking about the prayers we had said, and I knew that not one had been answered. They had killed my father. Now they had hurt my mother. It was time for God to wreak vengeance.


After my brother fell asleep that night, my mother told me that she had to explain some things about men and women to me. She told me how babies are made and also that sometimes men do the same thing to hurt and humiliate women. She told me that when they do that it is called rape. She told me that I had to be very careful not to let anyone rape me. She said that when you are raped, it ruins you. She said it would be worse than dying and that I should do everything I can to get away. But, she also told me that if I couldn’t get away and some evil man raped me, it would be his sin, not mine.


After she told me about rape I kept thinking how it didn’t make any sense for God to design people to make babies a certain way and then make bad men want to hurt women that same way. I wondered if God wreaked vengeance on men who did that by having other men rape their wives and daughters. The more I thought about it, the sadder I was. My father had been killed. My mother had been raped and someday I might be too. I couldn’t understand what was happening. At least my brother had not been hurt. I wondered if some day he would have to rape someone to make up for what happened to our mother. That thought made me even sadder than I already was.


The next day, the bearded man returned with two other men. I could hear their footsteps as they approached. I was filled with dread. When the bearded one saw me, he told me to help him take off his shoes. The other men stood by the door watching. I didn’t want to touch him, but I was afraid not to. I knelt on the floor to untie his shoe. My mother was standing back against the wall, holding my brother close to her. She was shaking and my brother was crying. As I bent over his foot, the man pulled my head up and told me to unzip his pants.


My mother ran towards us saying, “Not her. Not her. Take me.” He looked directly at her and yelled, “Shut up!” Then one of the other men grabbed her and covered her mouth with his hand. She must have bitten him because he let out a yelp and then knocked her to the ground.


The next thing I knew I was on the floor too. The bearded man was pulling at my underwear and I knew it was going to happen. I tried to get away. I even thought that maybe God would let me die right then and there so that I didn’t have to be raped. I didn’t want to be ruined and I didn’t think I would mind being dead. Then my mother jumped on top of him and started punching him and hitting him. I think the other men were laughing. The bearded man pushed himself up and my mother fell off his back. I thought that maybe I wasn’t going to be raped, but then I stopped thinking about me because he got on top of my mother and kept punching her face. It was too horrible for me to watch. I wanted to save her but I couldn’t move my arms. Then I realized that one of the other men had grabbed me. I struggled to get away, but he wouldn’t let me go. The bearded man was raping my mother. She wasn’t struggling at all. She wasn’t even moving. Then the man who was holding me, pushed me down and raped me. I don’t remember anything about it. I just knew that I was being raped and that I hoped I would die.


But my mother died instead of me. After they left, I went over and lay down beside her. Her face was all swollen and she was sleeping. She never woke up. I cried and cried until I fell asleep. When I woke up I was filled with panic. I called for my brother, but he didn’t answer. He was gone. I didn’t know if they took him or if he thought he had to go wreak vengeance. I hoped that he had managed to hide from them and that he was running away to a safe place where there was no killing and no rape.


I wanted to bury my mother, but I didn’t have anything to dig a hole with and I didn’t know if it would be a sin to bury her without a funeral. It made me feel like tearing my eyes out when I looked at her battered face. I finally decided to roll her up in a blanket and push her body under the bed. It seemed mean and wrong, but I didn’t know what else to do. I told myself it was like a grave, only indoors. I knew it really wasn’t a good way to be buried, but I kept telling myself that it was. After I rolled her up, I felt bad and I unrolled her so that I could wipe the blood off her face. It was already crusted and hard, but I gently washed it off. Her body felt so cold and empty that it made me scared. Just before I rolled her up again, I remembered her wedding ring. I took it off and put in on my ring finger. It was too big, so I put it in my pocket. I knew it was all I would ever have left of my mother.


I decided that I should say prayers before I pushed my mother’s body under the bed. I didn’t know exactly what prayers to say. I knew she would want me to pray to God to wreak vengeance on the men who killed her. I said the meanest prayer I could think of. I prayed that God would send men to rape and kill the wives and mothers of the men who killed my parents. I prayed that God would make sure their daughters were ruined, just like me. And I prayed that my mother and father would watch it all from heaven and be happy because they didn’t die in vain. It didn’t feel much like a prayer to me because I didn’t use words like “mercy” and “lamb of God” and “forgive us.” Just to make sure it was a real prayer at the end I said, “Thy will be done, amen.” Then I kissed my mother even though she was all rolled up in a blanket and I pushed her under the bed. When I was done, I didn’t even feel sad. I didn’t feel anything at all.


I waited all day and all night for my brother to come back, but he never did. I didn’t want to leave because I thought I would never see him again if I left, but I knew that I had to leave if I didn’t want to be raped again. I decided to leave something for my brother in case he came back; to show I love him and to give him hope. The only thing I could think of was my mother’s wedding ring. I wanted to make sure he would notice it, so I tied it to the door with a piece of cloth that had been ripped off my mother’s blouse by the man who killed her. Leaving my mother’s ring there was so hard. It was the only thing I had to keep her with me, but I thought my brother might need it even more than me. He was younger and he still used to sit on her lap sometimes. He wasn’t grown up at all yet. I felt as if I had grown up a lot ever since they took my father away.





CHAPTER 3


Gloria clutched the coffee cup so tightly that her fingers hurt. The dream was too upsetting. She could not finish it. She had to get outside in the fresh air. Covered with sweat, she grabbed her pocketbook and ran out of the coffee shop.


Gloria could barely drive home. Her mind was flooded with thoughts about Earth Girl. She did not want to be connected to her. Yet, she was unable to convince herself that she was not inextricably bound to her. No matter how she tried to dismiss it, this pregnancy put her in touch with a part of herself that she had never known before; a part of her that had always been there without her even being aware of it. It was as if she now had two identities.


She was the Gloria before she began dreaming about Earth Girl and the Gloria that she had become because of the dream. The pre-dream Gloria had her life in control. She knew who she was and what she wanted and she was very certain that she did not want to share her identity or her uterus with anyone. The Gloria who had the dream was torn between two realities: the one that told her none of this could be possible, and the one that she could not escape because of the baby inside her womb…the baby that she believed was Earth Girl’s baby, not her own.


As soon as she got home, she crawled into her bed and pulled the covers over her head. Her hands trembled as she hugged her pillow. She was determined to return to the person she had been before the dream. She would force herself to stop believing this nonsense. She would take a nap and take control of this dream once and for all. Perhaps by concentrating as hard as she could, she would convince herself that her own pregnancy was just another part of the nightmare. Then she would wake up and realize with relief that she was not pregnant and it had all been an alarmingly realistic dream. Life would return to normal. It had to. She couldn’t go on this way.


If she could just magically get things back to the way they were before she started having these dreams, she would never again complain about her mundane life…dull, boring, predictable would become her favorite adjectives. If only she could end this whole nightmare and her pregnancy through sheer force of will. If only she could talk to Jared about what she was going through.


She wanted to tell Jared about the dreams, but she didn’t want him to think she was going into some menopausal crazy lady stage. Ever since she began missing some periods, she had been extra moody, rather weepy and sometimes downright sad. She had seen this in other women, and she had thought they could have avoided it if they tried. Now that she was experiencing these same symptoms, she realized that it wasn’t a matter of choice. Perhaps, this was why hormone therapy was widely prescribed. Of course, she admitted to herself, there were plenty of women who went through all the stages of menopause without any symptoms at all. She just wasn’t one of them. I wonder if I tell Jared that I’m having dreams from a past life, will he think I need medication or will he entertain the idea that it might actually be a possibility?


This, of course, was not her biggest dilemma. Her real problem was how to tell him she was pregnant and that it was not his baby. Gloria had never lied to her husband. She didn’t want to start now. So, until she figured out what to do, she really couldn’t tell him anything.


She and Jared had been married for 21 years. It seemed to her that as soon as they got home from their honeymoon, they had settled into an easy, comfortable life together. They had developed some habits that hadn’t changed in all those years. Even though she knew some of her friends would be bored to death by starting and ending each day the same way for over twenty years, she found it reassuring that every day started with her making coffee, and each day ended with Jared checking the locks on the doors. Simple rituals, but they created a feeling of stability no matter what was going on in their lives.


During these years, they had experienced the numerous highs and lows of married life. New jobs and lay-offs, pregnancy and miscarriage, the thrill of a new home and the relentless demands of home ownership, passionate love and bored dissatisfaction, feelings of incredible closeness and painful distance, new friends and old friends, births and deaths and, most of all, the vicissitudes of parenthood. Through it all, she made the coffee each morning and Jared locked the doors each night. When they were too sad, too angry or too worried to talk these simple habits kept them grounded, reminding them that this too shall pass.


Jared was a practical, down-to-earth type of guy. Even his appearance said “solid, reasonable, trustworthy.” He was always well-groomed and dressed conservatively. Gloria sometimes envied how well he was aging. His steel-grey hair made his eyes look even bluer. He was still muscular, if not as lean as he used to be. His slightly crooked smile could still melt her heart.


Gloria’s most noteworthy physical attribute was her dark, thick, curly hair. But her appearance changed with her mood, as if her hair and clothes were props that she could use to express how she was feeling. Even her hazel eyes shifted from brownish to greenish depending on what she wore.


People had often said that Jared and Gloria were the perfect example of “opposites attract.” He was short and compact. She was tall for a female and willowy. He was well-organized, disciplined and hard-working. She was something of a romantic, an idealist who was never really satisfied with the world as it was. She described herself as “spiritual, but not religious.” Jared wasn’t into spirituality, mysticism or metaphysics. He was much more interested in the here and now.


She was pretty sure what his reaction would be if she told him she was having dreams about a past life. If he thought she was losing it, he would want to find a way to help her. If he thought she was indulging in a silly whim, he would probably just ignore it and wait for it to pass. That would be okay with her. If only she could tell him about the dreams without telling him that she was pregnant.
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