[image: Cover Image]
[image: image]


For Sir George Trevelyan and Toby and Teri Weiss
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This book exists because of a 1993 encounter I enjoyed with Sir George Trevelyan in Old Sarum Circle near Salisbury, England, when I was there as a teacher for Toby and Teri Weiss’s Power Places Tours. Sir George, then in his eighties, strode across the circle to speak to me. The fabled Grandfather of the New Age took my hands, looked deeply into my eyes, and said kindly, “You, Barbara, with many others, will carry the mantle after me. I see you standing tall in your power, witnessing the arrival of the Aquarian Age.” I was stunned and never forgot the moment; this book is my response. Sir George, you are right. We are spiritual beings, Earth is the training ground for souls, and now we are ready.
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I am archaic woman encoded with planetary intelligence traveling out into the stars to gather my knowledge of the universe. I return from cosmic realms in the morning and weave the stories of all time in my mind. All these levels are in my body, and I feel these levels in everyone I touch. I am the goddess holding the hearts of the suffering people. I am joy.

CLAUDIA TAGLIATTI
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A Wedding in a Castle

“I can’t believe the day has finally come, Pietro. It is almost time to go down, but my heart burns with uncertainty.”

“Matilda, you’ve waited so long for this day. Are you unsure about Jennifer?”

Matilda and Pietro Pierleoni were in their bedroom alcove looking out the window. They’d paused for a moment after dressing for the wedding of their only son, Armando, at their ancestral castle in Tuscany. Gentle breezes flowing through the open windows meant it would be a perfect spring day. Early morning showers had freshened the olive trees; the air was moist and aromatic and water droplets on the medium green leaves sparkled in the sun. The distant sounds of guests arriving below for the wedding drifted up through the windows.

“It’s not that; she is the perfect wife for Armando. But, I wonder whether he will be the husband she desires. I do hate to say this now, but you asked.” She studied his concerned gray eyes, looking for reassurance.

“Well, my darling, every marriage is a journey into the unknown. We usually do it because we are blinded by desire or want children. Armando is a very successful painter at age forty-two; he’s ready to marry. He loves creating, and he will devote himself to her because he is ardent. Come, we must go down now to greet our guests.”

They walked thoughtfully down the long hallway, slowing momentarily by the entrance into the empty family chapel. They stepped side by side down wide stone stairs into a large vaulted great room.

When they reached the bottom of the stairs, a high-pitched bell clanged three times—time for the ushers to pull open the heavy dark oak doors to the entrance corridor. The guests began walking up the steps to the entrance to greet Pietro and Matilda. Lorenzo Giannini, their son’s Jungian analyst, was among the guests. He was very excited about seeing the count and countess in a castle that went back before the Renaissance. As the crowd came forward one by one, the regal couple received them at the bottom of the wide stone stairs, which rose grandly behind them like a swan taking flight. Matilda had come down these stairs forty-seven years ago as a bride; soon her son’s bride would do the same. Matilda was elegant in a beige brocade suit laced with golden threads, bordered in azure that brought out her clear blue eyes. Anticipation flushed her glowing skin brightened by sunlight streaming down from high windows onto the stone floor in front of the staircase.

The first guest to approach was Sarah Appel, a radiant young woman in a robin’s-egg blue silk tunic that pulled across her breasts because she was carrying her eight-month-old daughter, Teresa. The baby, mystified by all the excitement, was looking around for somebody to smile at when she spotted Matilda’s teary, shining eyes. She flapped tiny hands, looked Matilda straight in the eye, and smiled with glee. Matilda reached for a chubby hand exclaiming joyfully at the sight of the rosy little girl, “Oh, you brought Teresa! She is more adorable than ever.” Meanwhile, Sarah’s husband, Simon Appel, was in the cloakroom under the stairs prepping to be Armando’s best man.

After squeezing Pietro’s hand and whispering in his ear, Sarah went to sit down with her baby. Claudia Tagliatti, a tall and extremely thin woman, grandly swept up next wearing a clingy, loose-weave peach dress by Oscar de la Renta that revealed strong upper arms above long ivory gloves. Her finely sculpted neck bones also were visible as she paused in front of Matilda. She arched her chin and tipped her wide-brimmed ivory hat to peer out with intense brown eyes. In a dramatic low voice she said, “Ah, what a day for a wedding. I am sure you are so happy?”

Matilda grasped her hand, pressed it warmly replying, “Yes, and I’m happy that you and Armando are friends again. You look lovely, my dear, just lovely.”

Claudia had been Armando’s lover for a long time many years ago. Now she was forty-two and the owner of a fashion boutique in Rome. “Thank you. I’m sure you cannot wait for his children, finally.”

Pietro, a short man with a purposeful demeanor belying an elfin twinkle in his eyes, stepped out to embrace Claudia. “My dear, you are beautiful today!”

She laughed from deep in her throat. “Ah, Pietro, what a day for you! My heartfelt congratulations!”

Next William and Mary Adamson came, Sarah’s parents from Boston and old and dear friends of the family. William had been here when Matilda made her entrance as the bride.

Moments passed, and then Lorenzo Giannini gingerly approached. Pietro cast an astute glance at the dapper and intelligent-looking small man who bowed grandly saying in a jocular, confident voice, “Hello! I am Lorenzo Giannini! Finally, Count Pierleoni, we meet after I’ve known your son for so long. I’m honored to be here today. And Countess Matilda, a joy to see you again. Your serene and wise blue eyes were often in my mind’s eye when I counseled Armando. It is so lovely to see you.”

“I’m so happy to have a moment with you before the wedding to tell you I believe you saved my son. You were so remarkably patient with him for ten long years, and now he is marrying a lovely woman. We can never thank you enough for what you have done for Armando! Welcome to our family and our home.”

Lorenzo was very touched and somewhat surprised by this intimate and unexpectedly warm welcome. He rarely knew what his clients’ relations actually thought about him. He smiled warmly and released their hands to walk to the other side of the great hall where there were approximately forty chairs in four rows backed into the tower, all bathed in sunlight. The large white satin bow tied to the end chair in the front row indicated it was reserved for family, so he went to the next row to sit next to a long-legged woman in a clingy peach dress. Is this her? The stylish woman arched her back and turned to him as she said in an intimate low voice, “Dr. Giannini, I am Claudia Tagliatti!” She brushed his left knee with a slim hand in a white glove.

The edge of her wide-brimmed hat lightly pressed against his ear lobe, which irritated him. Maybe she bothers me because I know the intimate details of her life with Armando. He drew away slightly to whisper, “Lovely to meet you, Claudia. I must confess I feel I already know you.” Then he pushed back observing the family members in the front row.

Claudia straightened her back to pull her hat away from the edge of his face and whispered, “Since you knew Armando for so many years, I do hope today we can have a few minutes together alone?”

The request made him nervous. As an analyst deeply entrenched in Roman society, he avoided contact with people who intimately knew his clients. But in this case, Armando’s long treatment was complete. He only came back for an occasional tune-up to help him adjust to big events in life. Her request confused him because in fact he did know her rather too well, yet only from Armando’s point of view. Regardless, in spite of all he knew about her torturous, long relationship with Armando, he was extremely drawn to her. She is more of a woman than I thought she would be. Still observing the people in the front row, he whispered back, “Yes, I would love to have a few moments with you today.”

All attention was taken by the sound of music coming from a large hallway to the right of the staircase. A boisterous group of young musicians dressed as medieval court jesters swept into the great hall playing a lively cantata by Handel. Jingling red-and-black bells dangling from floppy hats created an air of merriment as the last of the guests quickly settled. The music stopped and all eyes moved to the top of the wide stone stairs. An old carved door creaked slowly open. David Appel joined his daughter and placed her white-gloved hand on his arm. He gripped Jennifer’s arm firmly because she was shaking. They descended in rhythm to a Tuscan madrigal syncopated by insistent soft beats on a taut drum.

Armando stepped out from the room under the stairs with Simon trailing behind. They went to the side of the stairs to wait for the bride. Armando wore a dark green velvet suit lavishly embroidered with pompous heraldry and gilded rope trim. Foppish starched white ruffles burst out under his chin and edged the sleeves. Lorenzo was astonished! This is a throwback to the eighteenth century! What is he doing? He looks extremely uncomfortable.

Armando was outrageously handsome regardless of his silly attire. His thick black hair showcased a nervous yet reserved aristocratic face that gleamed in the sunlight shining down from the tower windows. He moved stiffly, his waist cinched by a wide leather belt that held a long sword adorned with the Pierleoni crest. He turned slowly and awkwardly to gaze up at Jennifer coming regally down the stairs. He stopped breathing. Matilda captured his nervous eyes and showered him with a joyful, approving smile. Armando smiled wanly back at his parents, bowed stiffly to them, and then they went to go sit in the front row. Lorenzo wondered—Did Count Pietro wear that ridiculous sword on his wedding day? However, it was fun to observe old customs that used to mean something. After all, they are one of our most ancient Roman families. Lorenzo was so entertained by the scene that he forgot about the lady sitting next to him who was glued to the scene with amazed eyes partially veiled by the rim of her huge hat.

Judge Giacomo Piccolomini, wearing a flamboyant medieval courtier’s robe, strode like a fanning peacock across the stone floor to greet Armando as if this wedding were an affair of state. The father of the bride hid amusement as he gave Jennifer’s hand to Armando. Armando bowed stiffly, looking David straight in the eye. Then David went to sit with his wife, Rose, who was also trying not to smirk at the unfolding scene. Lorenzo returned his attention to Armando standing with his bride as he shoved the top of the sword with his elbow to keep it from pressing his ribs. He looks rigid. What a bizarre background he has! What century are we in?

The judge slowly turned to face the guests. The acoustics in the hall were excellent, so they all could hear the judge speak solemnly about the joys of marriage and family. Lorenzo was touched by the meaningful and sincere vows between Armando and Jennifer. They must have worked hard on this. She’s an exotic, sensual bride and what a gown. Not many women could carry that off. Has Armando come this far because of me? They are real in the midst of this ridiculous Italian pomposity. He heard a squeal that sounded like a parrot.

Baby Teresa had spotted her daddy up there and was waving her arms to be picked up. Simon turned his head slightly when he heard Teresa snuffle, then eek out a loud “Ahhhh!” Both parents knew a scream was coming next, so just before it was time to exchange the rings, Simon put his hand back behind his right leg and beckoned with his fingers. Sarah got up and smoothly passed Teresa to her daddy, who held her in his right arm while clutching Armando’s ring in his left hand. Her eyes widened seeing bright golden ropes looped on Armando’s shoulders. He smiled and chuckled as she reached for them, breaking his tight control.

The bride and groom exchanged rings, and Armando swept Jennifer into his arms, pulled back her veil, and kissed her wildly. The judge laughed. Then, to the tune of a pert and insistent Renaissance march, Jennifer and Armando filed out through the hall following behind the judge who carried a large book on an embroidered cloth elevated by both hands. Lorenzo thought the judge must have expected the silly pomposity. The guests came behind the wedding party and were drawn outside by gay madrigals and thumping drums. He barely noticed Claudia walking by his side because the wedding made him feel like he was lost in an old movie filmed in a foreign language with poorly translated subtitles. I wonder if this says anything about what they will become? Whose dream are we in?

The reception was set up all across the front lawn of the castle. Claudia touched Lorenzo’s arm and led him to a small table under an old olive tree at the edge of the action.

“Lorenzo, you may think you know everything about me, the most intimate details of my life, but you don’t,” Claudia remarked, removing her wide-brimmed hat while looking intently into his eyes. She startled him because, freed of the hat, her intense brown eyes cut into his mind. She was hawkish with black, perfectly cut hair that rippled and waved. She’d stopped smoking a year ago and longed for a cigarette. As the time lengthened past the last cigarette, her emotions were raw like the sharp edges of clamshells. By removing tobacco as the first step of self-reflection, she’d been forced to examine her biting sarcasm, witty cynicism, and overbearing intellectual superiority. One by one she was stripping away the aspects of herself she disliked the most, but now, sitting with Lorenzo, a powerful and brilliant man who certainly knew too much about her, she felt vulnerable, too bare. The need to defend herself took over. Why did I ever think I wanted to talk with him? Columns of waiters bringing out a Tuscan feast on large platters momentarily distracted them.

Lorenzo embraced her with kind amber eyes. “Claudia. Armando went on and on about you, but I wasn’t listening to it. I don’t remember what he said about you because I was busy observing him. If I know you at all, it is within a darkly obscured reflection in Armando’s broken mirror. Yet, here you are with me on this beautiful, whimsical day in your lovely peach dress. So much time has gone by; surely, you are a completely different person?”

His well-formed mouth was remarkably sensitive and beckoned her, made her feel like touching his moist lower lip. She detected a range of ages in his personality—an eager young boy, an emotionally driven young man, a wise resigned elder. He must have explored himself deeply during his own analysis. “It’s true; I am a completely different person. Actually, when Armando changed last year and expressed genuine concern for the people he’d hurt, including me, I was briefly attracted to him again. But he’d hurt me way too much; I couldn’t risk it. Now he’s doing exactly what he should—marrying a woman young enough to have his children. It would be a tragedy if this lineage ended.” She paused . . . “Forgive me if I’m being intrusive. I heard you lost your wife last year after a long marriage. Do you feel terribly alone?”

Lorenzo perked up. He’d discovered, as most grieving people do, that talking about death makes people uncomfortable; it’s taboo. The enforced silence while he was mourning made him feel bitter because he couldn’t express his feelings. To talk about his loss seemed natural and normal to him, yet most people silenced him as quickly as possible. Lately, he had been feeling depressed and resented people for not reaching out to him; he felt isolated. So he searched for the right words to engage the topic. “I do feel terribly alone. I miss our simple routines—the sound of her footsteps in the house, traveling together, tinkering noises in the kitchen. We had a long marriage and raised two children, who are doing well. As an analyst, I assumed I knew what she felt and thought about. Then after she died, I found her journals in a little trunk, and I read all nine of them during the long, lonely evenings last winter. The truth is, after a thirty-five-year marriage, I didn’t know her at all! I spent all my time on my clients.” He stopped. While he spoke, a pale rose color brightened his pallid gray leathery skin. Claudia listened acutely noticing that when he spoke, there was a lost, hollow echo in his voice.

“Lorenzo, I think you are enduring very deep grief. Maybe you do not realize how deep it actually is?”

“Very well put, Claudia, and you’re right. I’m grieving the marriage I never had although we were together so many years. She died of throat cancer when only sixty-five, a woman who seldom spoke about herself when she lived.” His voice was strangled. “She talked about trivialities all the time, I tried to listen but I couldn’t hear her. I was tone deaf to my own wife. It is so good to be able to say this to someone, since the analyst doesn’t usually get to express himself. How did you come by such wisdom at your age; I believe I’m twenty-five years older than you?”

She nodded to acknowledge their relative ages and then said something that would catch any Jungian analyst’s attention. “I’m psychic, Lorenzo. Your grief is displaced, not moving out of your body, as if you are in the shadow of death. You have two energy fields instead of one—an inner field riddled with dark and troubled emotions, an outer shell far away and almost detaching. Do you mind me saying this?” He indicated by his eyes that he didn’t, so she continued. “I wonder why she left the journals, since with cancer she had time to dispose of them. What if she wanted you to see them? If so, it would be a gift from her to finally allow you to know her. I think if you look at it that way, your feelings might resolve.”

He was charmed by her face, her exotic classic Roman beauty was like a jaguar ready to pounce from within the elegant flesh-colored dress. He shivered when she noticed he was studying her. I can’t believe I didn’t think of that! Finally, he replied. “And I’m supposed to be the one who is so insightful! Of course she must have wanted me to read them! She did want me to know her. No wonder I feel so alone . . . I miss her.” He sipped some wine though he rarely drank, not wanting her to notice he was on the verge of crying, but of course she knew.

“Once I forgave Armando, a psychological transformation began that is still unfolding. I couldn’t get anywhere with myself until we became friends again because I was so angry. You and I both know why he acted that way, but that didn’t mean he had the right to take his pain out on me. We don’t need to talk about that, but I do want to talk about what came next. After I truly forgave him two years ago, I quit cigarettes after smoking like a fiend for twenty years. I smoked and drank to blunt my pain, so once I quit, I had to face my suppressed emotions. This has been humiliating, an ugly experience, but I’ve been truthful with myself. Still, I am appalled by how alone I am, aloof and living in my head. As long as I could reach for a cigarette and think about ideas, I could avoid the truth about myself. Here I am, forty-two without a partner or a husband, but that’s not why I’m lonely. I love living alone. I’m lonely because I see who I am; it’s horrible to face one’s truth.”

“Fascinating. This insight is what I hope my clients will attain, and some do. We can’t find happiness without facing ourselves first. You are on the verge of being a fulfilled woman.”

Sarah was nearby talking in Italian to a few of the neighbors and glanced at her watch thinking Claudia and Lorenzo had been talking a long time. What are they talking about?

Claudia noticed Sarah, a very close friend, and was tempted to signal her over to their table, but she wanted to keep the conversation going. “I will tell you the truth. I wanted to be the bride we saw today. But his intensity and pain made me manic-depressive during my twenties. My parents hoped he’d marry me because he’s rich. Actually, I’m amazed I escaped him with the pressure to stay together coming from many corners. But I did. In my thirties, I became strong and successful and spent my time making other women beautiful, enjoying lovers, cultivating new interests. But, I was hollow inside. Beauty distracted me while my addictions helped me live a complex lie. To answer you truthfully, I haven’t thought about being happy or fulfilled in at least ten years.”

Registering the sadness present with his own gaping emptiness challenging him, Lorenzo felt useless, unwanted, and unsure of himself. How could I have thought everything was fine for thirty-five years? How could I have been with her all those years and not seen she was isolated and sad? My heart was reserved for my clients. Absorbing their pain left me with no feelings for the person who should have mattered the most. But, still, are women ever happy? They are so complex and needy. “Claudia, you are finding yourself and many things will surprise you. I’d like to get to know you, really know you. If you want to know me, I’d love to be with you while you find yourself.”

Claudia felt suspended in a dream, in another time. The depth of passion in his voice was meeting a newborn essence within her that instinctually reached for him. But, just as she was preparing to answer, Armando and Jennifer came to their table. She stood up with Lorenzo and lifted her wine glass to toast the newly married couple.

“Congratulations, years of happiness, and many children,” Lorenzo said in a strong, clear voice while Claudia collected herself. Jennifer chatted with Claudia about her wedding gown while the older woman was wondering what life would be like for her. Marriage would probably heal him in some ways, but what would it be like living with Armando? Does she know what she’s getting herself into?

The bride and groom coming to their table just after he’d asked Claudia for a relationship intrigued Lorenzo, a classic synchronicity. As soon as the couple floated off to the next table, they sat back down. He wondered if Claudia would respond or let it go. To his surprise, she picked up the thread at once.

“I would love to get to know you; however we might want to wait awhile. You need more time with your wife’s journals. She will be free to leave this world once you understand them. You don’t want her hanging around in your house, you know.”

Lorenzo started laughing while slurping down wine to calm himself. He choked a bit and started a coughing fit mixed with laughter. “What an absolutely hysterical thing to say to an analyst! Do you realize how funny you are? It’s even funnier that the bride and groom came over here just when I said I want to know you! What a madcap and lovely day this is. Whatever happens, you are my delightful companion today!”

Claudia laughed along with him, and they spent the rest of their time together at the wedding. During the beautiful May afternoon, olive trees and wildflowers absorbed their loneliness.



2


[image: image]

Jennifer and Armando

Jennifer was thirty-two when she met Armando in May 2013. The minute she laid eyes on him, she entertained fantasies of marrying him and having his children while living in a castle. Even though strongly attracted to him, she was cool and commanding, which drew him right into her grasping hands. However, while enjoying the whirlwind summer romance, she sensed there was something peculiar about Armando, a strange shadow. But she was irresistibly drawn to him as an intense, esoteric artist. Perhaps the shadow was merely his muse?

Whatever was going on with him, she wanted to have him, so she silenced him whenever he tried to reveal his past. She’d say things like, “Armando, what I feel is so precious I don’t want to think about the past. Let’s be in the moment. When you come home from your studio, I see many worlds in your eyes. You take me places I’ve never known.”

Armando allowed her to prevail for the time being. One day they kissed and embraced passionately in his studio, and then later listened to Beethoven’s String Quartet no. 15 while he mixed his paints. During the final movement, he stopped mixing and lost himself in her animated eyes. After the final grand stroke on the taut strings she said, “Only music expresses really intense feelings, not words.” He had laughed and replied, “But what about my paintings?”

The next day he’d shown her his version of the Annunciation, an exquisite gilded version of the Archangel Gabriel in ecstasy gazing at the Virgin Mary in midnight-blue robes. The frail Virgin standing tentatively in front of a stone tower in San Gimignano was delightfully young and innocent. A burning red sky raining down fire from the heavens was the backdrop for a modern city panorama of monotonous glass skyscrapers. The most powerful image, a fat twisted green serpent mysteriously curled up in a lower room of the tower, glared at the Virgin with sly yellow eyes as if her innocence had drawn him there from another dimension. Jennifer studied the painting while Armando sat drinking wine at a small round table. When she turned to look at him he said, “Tell me what you see in this painting . . . Words, words, I need words.”

She sat down on the other chair. “At first, the fire and light in the upper world, a modern city, contrasted with medieval San Gimignano and overwhelmed me. In the middle world, time stops with Gabriel’s sweet face enjoying the Virgin’s wonder. Yet the serpent coiled in the lower realm of the tower makes me think of the tree of life emerging from serpentine forces. Once I grasped all three levels, then other aspects emerged: Gabriel has arrived from a very high dimension to gaze at the woman selected to birth the Messiah. As he arrives, the serpent in the depths of the tower coils while cosmic fire engulfs ugly new buildings—a modern Pentecost. I am in awe of you, Armando, I truly am.”

“Ah, yes, well, but you do not know me yet. How are we going to know each other well enough to be married, if that’s even what we want? This painting may be magnificent, but you won’t marry my paintings. I want to tell you everything about my past; you must listen to me.”

“Then I will have to tell you about my past, but I won’t because it will come back to haunt me. I don’t know who you were before, but I do know what I was, and you would not like it. We could lose this magic.” What if he knew what I did to another woman?

Armando had no idea how he’d feel if he knew all about her. She seemed to be a woman without a past because she was so absolutely present when they were together. Maybe she’s right, maybe . . . “Well then, my darling,” he said getting up. “Perhaps you can explain to me why you won’t have sex with me even though we are otherwise very intimate, even talking about marriage? Are you afraid to have sex with me because of something you sense about me? If that’s the reason, you’re probably right. Maybe you feel like I am that serpent?” he said in Italian twisting a lock of her hair around his index finger, which annoyed her.

“Not at all,” was the honest if incomplete response from a sophisticated woman who’d had many lovers and watched the magic turn into boredom when too much was revealed. She’d found a man who was not boring, so she made calculated moves brilliantly designed to capture him before it was too late for her to have children. She held considerable control over him by keeping him at arm’s length: he stayed in a nearby hotel when visiting her in Paris, and here in Italy she would not sleep with him in his parent’s house before marriage. “I simply am not ready to have sex with you; I really don’t know why. Perhaps romance matters more to me right now than sex. Getting to know our families and our day-by-day sharing are what matter to me,” she went on. “My lovers were merely lovers, I never considered marrying any of them, but you may be my husband. With you, and I don’t know why, I sense we should do things the old-fashioned way—have a real engagement. I don’t want to have sex until I’m sure we’ll marry. Can you handle that?”

Armando studied her with a painter’s eye, imagining her as a previous lover who’d come back to him through time. Her beauty was very Persian—brown eyes with golden flecks that sometimes turned them amber. Innocence suffused her face like Gabriel’s adoring face, but he knew she wasn’t innocent; Gabriel probably wasn’t either.

She pressed the issue, which he didn’t like. “Can you wait?”

“I think so, but feel like we’re going in reverse. Sex for me is intense, dark, conflicted, and violent. You don’t want to hear about it, but I’m worried my past might bite back at me if we marry. Shouldn’t we have sex, lots of it, to get to know each other? Make sure we both enjoy the experience? I mean, come on. This is the modern world, not medieval Tuscany.”

“I can say the same thing about myself, but I won’t talk about it. What’s happening between us is different from before, possibly the very thing that makes me think I want to marry you. Like Gabriel in your painting, we can be in a sacred dimension, so why not? I’ve come to despise meaningless, amoral sex; I want a real courtship, an idea I never had until I met you. I can love you very deeply if you will grant me space. Once we are sure we’ll marry—and we don’t know that yet—then yes, we must come together to make sure that we are sexually compatible, the only good idea that came out of the sexual revolution.”

“Hmmm . . .” Armando muttered while glancing at the serpent in the lower chamber. He knew she was playing him, which was making him angry yet stirring him. She knew she was risking the big test, the times when she’d pushed away men in the past. His mouth twisted slightly. He released the lock of hair while roughly pulling her close to kiss her deeply, grinding his pelvis into her wide hips. He was irritatingly needy; he couldn’t handle being denied. Dark energy expanded in his chest.

She detected his hardness, strength, and passion, welcome because it matched her formidable masculinity. Overwhelming need coursing through her body stopped her breath. Why not just surrender, why not? Then I’ll know whether I like having sex with him. Yet, there was a groaning, stretching energy in the room that distorted the air, something grasping for her. Kissing her roughly on the side of her neck, he moved down lower with a sucking force, her nipples ached. He arched his shoulders back to press his erection more fully into her pelvis. But, when she sought his eyes, she detected a green demon flashing in and out, with his face becoming flaccid and dissipated while he clutched her shoulders. “Armando, stop it right now in the name of God! Stop it! What is wrong with you?”

Blazing orange red light was edging into his dense body. He was exhausted, loosened his grip, and wanted to throw her on the floor like trash. “Bitch, who are you?” he snarled. He wanted to hit her; instead he clenched his fists.

She growled back in a firm voice, “Whatever happens, you are not going to be rough or violent with me, or do anything to me I don’t want. I’m not a bitch. Don’t call me one.” She put her hand against his chest pushing him off to create distance. After a moment she commanded, “Sit with me to recover yourself.” Like a guilty four-year-old boy, he sat down next to her.

Ten minutes passed while they sat. “That was close; you don’t know how close. You’re right; we need an agreement. You don’t want to know what was going on inside me, but if we have an agreement, I think I can control myself. You’re right; it’s the only hope for us. I will agree to not have sex until we decide to marry. When we commit, I will need to have you before marriage.”

The summer passed quickly with Armando sharing his art and family life with her intimately in Tuscany and Rome, taking a few trips to Paris where she worked. In the fall, things suddenly shifted when she said, “Now I trust you. I want you and I want your child. I know I can trust you to stay with me, I just know.” They were dining in an ancient booth at a very intimate restaurant on the bank of the Seine across from Notre Dame Cathedral. She gazed through wavy glass at the hulking yet graceful flying buttresses barely visible in thick mist. Lines of light sparkled on the dark river. He studied her animated eyes wondering why he couldn’t figure women out. Oh well, all I have to do is figure this one out. He hadn’t noticed that she’d never said she loved him.

“Why the sudden shift?” He thought of the emerald engagement ring in the inner pocket of his dinner jacket that he’d been carrying around since arriving in Paris two days ago. Has my time finally come?

“I’m sure I can love you and make you happy, that’s all. You’ll be a wonderful father and our life together in Italy will be exquisite. I’m ready. Have you thought about it enough?”

As if a familiar page had just turned in the middle of a story that he’d read many years before, yes it was time for marriage. Actually, it had been easier getting to know her without having sex right away. He did know her well enough now, so he took her hands. “Jennifer, will you marry me next spring? And, will you be my lover tonight?” He reached inside his jacket to pull out the little black velvet box after he asked the question. The old Notre Dame bells echoing over the river clanged eleven times in the distance. She gasped at the large emerald and diamond ring. Offering it to Sarah and getting a different reaction a few years ago crossed his mind as Jennifer’s eyes flashed with delight while she examined the exquisite family heirloom.

She hesitated. “Even if I take this ring, I will not be your lover tonight. You scared me last summer. Something was in you that I’ve never seen before in a man. I’m not afraid of you, but I can’t have sex with you yet. I will think about marrying you next spring, but being with you tonight is impossible. I wish I knew why.”

Armando slumped. What can I say, what do I say? Can I tell her? Should I tell her? He implored, “Without telling you about my past as you’ve requested, can I tell you something I’ve recently discovered during my therapy that has helped me see why I acted the way I did in the past. Can I just tell you that?” She nodded cautiously, dark eyes rapidly switching back and forth then penetrating his. They were on the edge of their seats. “I recalled being raped by a priest during my First Confession. Lorenzo helped me see that because I was so young, I was possessed by dark energy, subconscious demons. The vileness would jump out and make me abuse women, which almost happened to you when you said I couldn’t have sex with you. But honestly, Jennifer, I think your strength blocks this force. You stopped me that day in my studio, and I’ve been feeling the thing loosening its grip. If we can love each other in an entirely new way, real committed love, then perhaps the demons will leave me forever.”

Jennifer sat rigidly staring at the remains of her dinner in shock because she’d never heard of anything like that. She thought she’d seen and done everything with men, but had not encountered demonic forces. The fat on her last lamb chop was hardening, her spinach was limp, and when she took a sip of wine, it tasted sour. But I think I love him. “I have to talk to Sarah about this, since you asked for her hand first, but she married my brother. Can I go to see her when we get back to Rome? I think she can help me. You may be my husband soon, so we don’t want to start out with dark things that we don’t understand. Do you mind if I talk to Sarah? Meanwhile, I should not accept your ring.”

“No, no, I don’t mind at all,” he said as he closed the lid and put the box back in his pocket. “Sarah is the kindest and most compassionate woman I have ever known. She’ll help you; she’ll help us. She really cares about both of us.”

Jennifer visited Simon and Sarah in Rome early that September in the afternoon while Teresa napped. She thought she’d just talk to Sarah, but Simon asked to be included. When she told them she wanted to know exactly what they thought about Armando, they both said he’d faced his dark side and seemed to be transforming his abusive tendencies. They’d both thought all was well with the new couple during the summer. Simon said carefully, “Well, we thought you were having sex and everything was going well, but now that you say you haven’t been and are concerned about him, well, maybe you should be. I think he’s changed and Lorenzo will help if needed, but you should still be careful and trust your instincts. He’s a deeply wounded and exceedingly complex and wonderful man. You’re strong. Nobody ever said it’s easy to live with an artist, you know all about it. If anybody can help him get beyond this, it’s you. If you really love him, I think it’s worth the risk to go on. But take your time.”

“Spoken like a big brother. Thanks. I am uneasy; I think I should be. He told me about the priest that raped him and said you two know about it. I wonder if people ever get beyond that kind of trauma?” She detected an alarmed, disturbed expression in Simon’s eyes.

Sarah was remembering when Armando tried to rape her a few years ago. She shivered at the thought of how terrified she had been when she saw a horrible, voracious, and angry dark force in him. Once she escaped, she thought she’d never go near him again, but finally years of therapy had helped him. By remembering his own rape, he could feel the pain he’d been inflicting on women. He had apologized to them, even to Claudia, and now was processing his demonic aspects through art with astonishing results. Also, Sarah believed a great shift had occurred in many people when the Mayan Calendar ended on December 21, 2012—the very day of Armando’s breakthrough session with Lorenzo Giannini. His recovery could be permanent. He’s a tortured soul, very much like the great Renaissance artists who grappled with dark forces. Jennifer may be the right woman because she understands artists. And, she’s older and more experienced than I was.

“I think you may want a chaste engagement. Before sexual liberation many people, especially Christians, waited before having sex because they believed marriage protects against demonic possession. Religions have complex rules about sex and marriage because they think demons have easy access to humans during sex. These days the rules have been thrown out, but now that I’m married, I think they were right in some ways because in the modern world many people act like they’re possessed by dark energy. And, considering Armando’s wonderful parents, he’ll master himself in marriage. He needs a wife and children to be able to process dark energy in his art. Jennifer, do you love him, really love him?”

“I agree with you. Even though I was once a modern liberated woman, I’ve changed. I think people are way too cavalier about sex, certainly I was. People act like they’re no more than walking genitals with closed minds and hearts when they have sex. Don’t laugh at me, Simon. I mean it.” Simon gave her a good-natured push as she continued. “Any sex I have from now on will be heart centered. But I can’t imagine marrying him without knowing whether I like having sex with him. Know what I mean?” Sarah smiled and took Simon’s hand while Jennifer went on. “Maybe we can find a way to be engaged and still deal with that need. I’ll think about your ideas.”

There was a long pause and then Sarah said, “You haven’t answered my question; do you love Armando?”

There was an even longer pause while Jennifer scanned her mind and heart. Maybe I can’t feel love for him because the dark energy repels me. Maybe I am too allured by the aristocratic lifestyle. What can I say to her? They watched her quizzically. She murmured, “I think so . . .”

“Jennifer,” Simon demanded, “Do you love Armando?”

“Oh, of course I do. I didn’t know how to answer because the question makes me feel like I’m saying I’ve fallen in love with the devil. This is going fast, but, yes, I love Armando, I do.” Still, Sarah wondered about the emptiness she detected in Jennifer’s heart.

A few weeks later, Jennifer joyfully accepted Armando’s engagement ring while dining at the Hassler Hotel above the Spanish Steps. He took her up to a suite with a stunning view of the Trinita dei Monti Towers. With the lights sparkling in all directions, farther in the distance the snaking, black Tiber flowed around deep bends, which caught occasional light reflections in the waves. Beyond the ancient river, stars twinkled in the dark sky surrounding the Vatican dome. After gazing at the view, he moved behind her, both now in front of the wide window. He slipped her blouse off her right shoulder causing the bra strap to slip down to a trembling elbow as he cupped a perfectly shaped small breast. “From now on I will be more honest with you than I ever have been with anyone. Wisdom flowing into my mind feels like the spirit that guides me when I paint, telling me where to stroke and add color. This will be our only night together before our wedding. We will continue to be chaste as we have been, except for tonight. We will find ourselves as lovers or we will not, but I have no fear. Our hearts touch and . . . ”

She turned around to gaze at his face while saying in a determined voice, “You touch me. Your masculine face, softened by your sensitive mouth and wise caring eyes, fills me with joy. Remember, Armando, I have a photographer’s eye, you a painter’s eye. I see true beauty in your face. I hope to gaze at you forever, like having a perfect sculpture by Bernini in my home. We will find each other tonight, maybe tomorrow morning. We will get to know each other for many years.” It was time.

They were both extremely experienced lovers, experts at heightening desire with fine technique. The first time together was a long night joining their bodies to prepare for the transformation—marriage. Like the flight paths of paired swans that fly thousands of miles following the magnetic lines of Earth and the constellations, they touched and felt a merging on many subtle levels. They were a perfectly matched pair.

At breakfast while sharing prosciutto, melon, and sourdough toast, they fell silent to contain their thoroughly unexpected discovery—they were the same animal having an instinctual joining that surpassed all previous loves. Later over espresso, he said, “I fall silent with you, something I’d always hoped for in a partner. Silence will be our source, our eternal pool of love. I think it is going to be very hard to abstain until we are married, at least it will be for me.”

“Funny thing is, I think we just had our honeymoon!” she replied, smiling blissfully. I think I do love him.

He retorted quickly in a very happy voice, “Oh no, you don’t know what’s in store for you! We will enjoy our honeymoon in Majorca where our family has a small villa on a slope above the sea with a path down to a private cove where I used to go when I was a child. Our whole family shares it. We’ll watch the sun go down below the sea every night. We’ll be there for a few weeks after our wedding since the climate is exquisite in May and June. Our honeymoon will be when we will draw down our child from the stars.”
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Lorenzo’s Apartment

After the Tuscan wedding, Lorenzo returned to his old building on the busy Via Nicola Fabrizi in Rome, a short distance from his office in the Trastevere. His large apartment, surrounded by walled gardens, occupied the first story, and he rented out the two upper floors. He turned the old key in a large iron lock, opened the door, and went into the dark foyer. He turned on a light, paused a moment to sniff the stale air, and passed into the library through an arched door to the right. He went quickly to his favorite chair just as the last pale light was dimming, countless books fading into gloom. The library was stuffy, so he opened a bay window that protruded into the garden. The low traffic hum reminded him he was not alone.

The third volume of his dead wife’s journals was there on the table by his reading chair. He switched on an alabaster table lamp and opened the embossed leather journal to a random page. Whichever page opens will have meaning . . . The spine cracked, reminding him to be careful.

October 10, 1985: Being home all day with two small children is a free ticket to the insane asylum! He’s gone all day listening to fascinating tales spun by important people; I’m home—the zookeeper. While Antonio has a temper tantrum because I can’t understand what he’s trying to say to me, the baby wails because she wants to be fed or have her diaper changed. Today on my walk I felt like letting the baby carriage fly down the hill into the Tiber. What kind of mother am I? If I told Lorenzo I’m tempted to murder the baby, he’d tell me all about Freud’s death wish, but I’d still want to get rid of the baby. I can’t get pregnant again; if I do, I will die. What if I was Catholic like everybody else around here? I’d have to! Oh God!

Lorenzo thought about her primal urges. In those days when he came home, he thought the children were adorable while he dallied with them and she made dinner. They shared a chaotic meal, he did the dishes while she read to them and put them to bed, and then he went to be in his library. Life seemed normal, but now he could see how stifled she was. He got up and placed the third journal on a side table to exchange it for the sixth one. In the sixth journal, the children were older, in school all day while she kept house.

April 9, 1996: I went to the Vatican Museum today and sat in the Sistine Chapel for a long time to study the art. Layers of heavy time overwhelmed me. These are not my stories because I’m Jewish, yet the themes are from the Old Testament. Why are Christians so obsessed with our stories?

He tried to remember whether she’d ever told him she’d gone to the Sistine Chapel. Why didn’t she? We could have gone there as a family. The emptiness of time gone by that could never be brought back made him tired after driving up to Tuscany and back in one day. His head nodded, yet he sat back up trying to visualize her walking home from the Vatican. But he couldn’t picture her face. He picked up his favorite photo of her to bring her back, but her image faded into the past as he gazed at it. She once was alluring. He jumped up suddenly because he heard something fall off a bookcase—thunk!—glass shattered. He rushed to the sound and looked down at the floor. A Fabergé egg with a small beveled window that had once displayed a tiny colorful merry-go-round made of spun glass lay smashed on the marble floor as if someone had pushed it off the shelf! The grandfather clock chimed twelve times in the foyer. He yelled, “Eleanora, did you knock that off? What do you want?”

He picked up the pieces and threw them into the wastebasket screaming, “I always hated that ugly egg that you thought was worth so much money.” Drops of blood on his index finger smeared as he screamed, “So, just like Claudia said, you do want me to read these journals, don’t you? Well, I have, and you want to know what? They bore me, you bored me for years!” He stopped for a moment to calm down. “What can I do about that now? You are the one who never talked and then just died. You could’ve done more with your life, but you just wanted to diddle all day. Even when the kids left, you didn’t want to do anything. You want to know what, Eleanora? To hell with your journals!”

Now wide awake, he shuffled to the back to make tea. After returning, he piled the journals on the hearth and made a low fire. Then he took them, one by one, stripped out a few pages, and burned them thoughtfully. He dumped the gilded and embossed leather covers. The next morning he was up early to open all the windows. When the housekeeper came, he instructed her to clean out his wife’s dresser. Then he went to his office and called Claudia. “Hello Claudia, this is Lorenzo. I would like to take you out to dinner tonight. Will you join me?”

Claudia was home relaxing and was very surprised he’d called so soon. “Well yes, I’d love to; however, can you come to my home first? I live at 14 Via degli Scipioni, a block away from the Ponte Nenni, so can you walk here? I want you to see my home.” She visualized his clear sparkling eyes as she spoke. “Oh, avoid the Lungotevere Michelangelo because of the traffic.”

“Yes, I’d love to visit your home. I’ll make a reservation nearby, since I know your district. I got back here and my apartment made me lonely. Why should I be lonely?”

“Well, darling, I must admit I agree with you. Everything is a choice, isn’t it? Ciao, see you around five o’clock?” She put the receiver down slowly noticing how happy she was he’d called so soon.

Lorenzo opened the window over the noisy square as he waited for his first client. Since his wife’s death, work had been his salvation. At night he dreaded going back to the apartment, so taking Claudia to dinner would be wonderful. In the late afternoon, he started out on the long walk over the Ponte Sisto to the Via Giulia, then back over the Tiber on the Ponte Sant’Angelo. He bought some flowers from a vendor behind the Castel Sant’Angelo and then walked on small back-streets to the Via A. Farnese. He hadn’t taken a long walk for a while, so it was invigorating and made him feel young. He came to the Via degli Scipioni and admired Claudia’s impressive front entrance sporting classic stone pillars. She opened the door and smiled warmly when he handed her bright yellow irises.

She led him into a small, intimate study. “This is my favorite room. Sit down here, and I will bring you some port after I get a vase for these lovely blossoms. Feel free to peruse my books.”

He felt very comfortable in the charming small room with floor-to-ceiling white bookcases set in walls papered in crimson brocade. She brought the flowers and a tray with a crystal decanter and two small glasses. He admired her long, loose beige slacks topped by a midnight-blue draped blouse that came down over her waist, a very stylish outfit enhanced by deep blue eye shadow. “This room is warm and intimate, yet light and airy. Being here makes me realize I must purge my apartment. The energy is so heavy there. I have to get my housekeeper to throw a lot of stuff out now!”

Claudia eyed him thoughtfully because he seemed to be displaced and not aware of her, although he seemed to be very comfortable in her favorite room. She poured two glasses of port and said, “Have you emptied closets, personal things, things of hers you might give away?”

“Oh no, I haven’t done any of that, but I did get the housekeeper started on her clothes this morning. I came back after the wedding and realized I must make the apartment into my space.”
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Claudia’s library

She examined him closely. “Of course you must. So, are her things in every room, are they all over the place?”

“She crammed the apartment from top to bottom. The library was my little island, but she crept around it during the day putting her little treasures all over my bookcases.” This made Claudia feel creepy. “Last night at exactly midnight when I was reading her journals in my study, a Fabergé egg fell off a shelf and shattered on the floor. I think she pushed it off, since there was no way it could have fallen on its own. So, I made a fire and burned the journals page by page. So there! You say I should keep reading them, but I don’t want to. I already read them once, enough!” He glared defiantly at her smart uptilted face with a shocked expression and ejaculated more loudly, “Eee-nough!”

Claudia was quite taken aback, suppressing laughter wanting to rise in her body. She placed her left hand with a large carnelian intaglio ring over her ruby-red mouth and rolled her eyes under dark fluttering eyelashes up to the ceiling. Then she exploded with laughter. Lorenzo looked horrified. But then he started sniggering and then whinnied like a horse. Claudia’s eyes were watering as she struggled for words. “Oh, I’m so sorry, but I couldn’t stop it. It isn’t funny, please accept my apologies.” But she was still giggling.

“Claudia, you are a blast of fresh air! How lucky was I to meet you at the wedding? Life is for the living, isn’t it? I don’t have to read that stuff again. I’ve turned it over in my mind for months. I don’t want that crap all over the place. It depressed me for thirty-five years, I can’t breathe in there. Are you good with junk and antiques? Some of the stuff is good. If I knew how to dispose of it, it would bring me some money to buy the things I’d like. Can you help me?”

“It is so funny that you ask that because I love to clean out places that people have lived in for years. I love processing the layers of time so much that I once thought about being an antique dealer. People’s things tell their story, which fascinates me. It’s the perfect time of year, the weather is warm and balmy; so it would be fun! Soon it will get oppressively hot. Yes, let’s do it. Let’s clean it out as soon as possible! Before we start, ask your children whether they want anything, especially your daughter.”

Later, when they were dining, the same natural intimacy returned. He’d reserved a quiet booth in his favorite enoteca tucked in under a wine cellar below the street. Her midnight-blue silk blouse had a slight sheen in the low light.

“You have lovely eyes, Claudia. They tell me your story without knowing anything about you. You’ve told me you’ve been very unhappy for a long time, yet tonight I see delighted anticipation in your eyes.”

“You will think I’m flirting, and I don’t care if I am. I’m excited because I’m here with you. Have you noticed that the world has been getting very weird these last few years? A few years ago, back in 2012, people thought the old world was ending. I think this is turning out to be true because things felt so strange during 2013. Now it’s 2014, and the fabric of society is unraveling; many people talk about the tenuousness and strangeness of our times.” He acknowledged what she said by nodding, so she continued. “Then you appeared at that whimsical wedding and made me feel happy; that’s what you see in my eyes.”

“Well, good,” he responded, leaning back when a large bowl of orzo and spaghetti with meat sauce appeared. “Let’s just be happy together, no matter what goes on in the world.”

The appointed day for the cleanout was a Saturday in early June. It was going to be hot so Lorenzo went to get Claudia early in a rented van. She’d made arrangements with antique dealers to sell the good things, and she’d listed the addresses of places where they could donate the rest. She greeted him in blue jeans and a sloppy red sweatshirt with her hair tied back in a bandanna. Lorenzo laughed at her so she replied, “I don’t have clothes for things like this because I haven’t done it for so long. Besides, you look pretty strange yourself!” Lorenzo was wearing khakis and a cotton T-shirt printed with a garish image of Mt. Vesuvius melting Pompeii. She turned him around to see the back, which read—The Volcanoes, 2012. “Aha! So, you were one of the ones who paid attention to the 2012 predictions!”

He held open the door into the foyer, and she looked around to get a sense of how to tackle the job. “May I walk through the rooms with you to get a feel for what’s here?” He nodded, so she went through to survey a dining room crammed with an oversized mahogany table and chairs and a droll china cabinet. She glanced at the china and the gloomy landscapes on the walls and said, “This will sell to younger people who like dark stuff these days; the antique dealers will take it.”

He replied, “Yes, younger people do have very dark taste these days, and remember, I never cared about what was here. My home was my office, so strip out whatever you like.”

The feeling of the apartment was very heavy and made Claudia feel sad. Is this a good idea? Oh well, he needs help. She was tempted to suggest maybe it wasn’t time but didn’t. “Do your children want things? Did you ask them?”

“I did. My son works in Germany, has a tiny apartment, and doesn’t want a thing except one of her rings as a keepsake. My daughter lives in Milan, and she took the few things she wanted in her car after the funeral. They were both thrilled to hear a ‘friend’ is helping me clean it out to make it the way I want it.” He winked at her. “I hate this dining room and don’t want anything in here. I’ll get new furniture and dishes. It depresses me, always did.”

Claudia looked around at the huge beams and worn brick floors, great fundamentals for a really interesting room. The three bedrooms would be easy because he wanted to keep the basic furniture and just change the coverings, so that’s where they started. With dozens of good boxes to fill, they piled up clothes for donation and sorted out pictures, lamps, and figurines to be sold. Lorenzo was slightly embarrassed about going through his wife’s old junk, so he lifted Claudia’s spirits by telling funny jokes and silly stories about the stuff. His intelligent sense of humor was wry and on the edge of sarcasm. She could tell he wasn’t attached to any of it, so she kept him from just throwing things in the boxes by reminding him somebody else might want it.
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