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Foreword by Carlos Castaneda

Taisha Abelar is one of a group of three womenweat deliberately trained by
some sorcerers from Mexico; under the guidanceasf Duan Matus.

| have written at length about my own training unklien, but | have never written
anything about this specific group, of which Taigzelar is a member.

It was a tacit agreement among all of those wheweader don Juan's tutelage that
nothing should be said about them.

For over twenty years we have upheld this agreement

Even though we have worked and lived in close pnityi, never have we talked with
one another about our personal experiences.

In fact, never had there been an opportunity esesxthange our views about what
specifically don Juan or the sorcerers of his grdido each one of us.

And such a condition was not contingent upon d@n3dupresence.

After he and his group left the world, we continwecdhere to it, simply because we
had no desire to use our energy to review any pusvagreements.

All our available time and energy was employedafidating for ourselves what don
Juan had so painstakingly taught us.

Don Juan had taught us sorcery as a pragmatic endey means of which any of us
can directly perceive energy.

He had maintained that in order to perceive engrgych a fashion, we need freedom
from our normal capacity to perceive.

To free ourselves and directly perceive energy aviask that took all we had.
It is a sorcerer's idea that the parameters ohotmal perception have been imposed

upon us as part of our socialization, not quiteteahly, but laid down mandatorily
nonetheless.



One aspect of these obligatory parameters is armpirgtation system which processes
sensory data into meaningful units; and rendersadiceal order as a structure of
interpretation.

Our normal functioning within the social order re@gs a blind and faithful adherence
to all its precepts; none of which call for the gbgity of directly perceiving energy.

For example, don Juan maintained that it is posstbperceive human beings as fields
of energy; like huge, oblong, whitish luminous eggs

In order to accomplish the feat of heightening jperception, we need internal energy.

Thus, the problem of making internal energy avadab fulfill such a task becomes
the key issue for students of sorcery.

Circumstances proper to our time and place haveerntgmbssible now for Taisha
Abelar to write about her training, which was thene as mine, and yet thoroughly
different.

The writing took her a long time, because, fireg ad to avail herself of the sorcery
means to write.

Don Juan Matus himself gave me the task of wriibgut his sorcery knowledge; and
he himself set the mood of this by saying, "DoniteMike a writer, but like a
sorcerer."

He meant that | had to do it in a state of enhamweareness which sorcerers call
‘dreaming."’

It took Taisha Abelar many years to perfect headrgag to the point of making it the
sorcery means to write.

In don Juan's world, sorcerers, depending on basic temperaments, were divided
into two complementary factions: 'dreamers' aralkets'.

Dreamers are those sorcerers who have the inHfalitly to enter into states of
heightened awareness by controlling their dreams.

This facility is developed through training into art: the art of dreaming.
Stalkers, on the other hand, are those sorcerezhawe the innate facility to deal
with facts and are capable of entering states ightened awareness by manipulating

and controlling their own behavior.

Through sorcery training, this natural capabilgyurned into the art of stalking.



Although everybody in don Juan's party of sorcehnaisa complete knowledge of
both arts, they were arranged in one faction owther.

Taisha Abelar was grouped with the stalkers andddaby them.
Her book bears the mark of her stupendous traiasng stalker.

| have devoted my life to the practice of a rigaaliscipline which for lack of a more
suitable name we have called sorcery.

| am also an anthropologist, having received myoPim that field of study.

| mention my two areas of expertise in this paticorder because my involvement
with sorcery came first.

Usually, one becomes an anthropologist and therdoas fieldwork on an aspect of
culture- for example, the study of sorcery pracice

With me, it happened the other way around: asdesituof sorcery | went to study
anthropology.

In the late sixties, while | was living in Tucsdirizona, | met a Mexican woman by
the name of Clara Grau, who invited me to stayenhouse in the state of Sonora,
Mexico.

There, she did her utmost to usher me into herdvorl

Clara Grau was a sorceress; part of a cohesivegrbsixteen sorcerers.

Some of them were Yaqui Indians; others were Meysazat various origins and
backgrounds, ages and sexes. Most were women.

All of them pursued, single-heartedly, the samd:dwaaking the perceptual
dispositions and biases that imprison us withinkibendaries of the normal everyday
world and prevent us from entering other percewairids.

For sorcerers, to break such perceptual dispositoiables one to cross a barrier and
leap into the unimaginable.

They call such a leap "the sorcerers' crossing."



Sometimes they refer to it as 'the abstract fliglgcause it entails soaring from the
side of the concrete; the physical, to the sidexplanded perception and impersonal
abstract forms.

These sorcerers were interested in helping me galdnthis abstract flight so that |
could join them in their basic endeavors.

For me, academic training became an integral gartyopreparation for the sorcerers'
crossing.

The leader, or 'nagual’ as he is called, of theesers' group with whom | am
associated, is a person with a keen interest mdbacademic erudition.

Hence, all those under his care were encouragdeM®op their capacity for the
abstract, clear thinking that he acquired in a modaiversity.

As a woman, | had an even greater obligation tillfthis requirement.

Women in general are conditioned from early chituthto depend on the male
members of our society to conceptualize and imitdtanges.

The sorcerers that trained me had very strong opsnin this regard.

They felt that it is indispensable that women depédheir intellects and enhance their
capacity for analysis and abstraction in orderaweeha better grasp of the world
around them.

Also, training the intellect is a bona-fide sorgsrsubterfuge.

By deliberately keeping the mind occupied in analgsnd reasoning, sorcerers are
free to explore, unimpeded, other areas of peraepti

In other words, while the rational side is busyhitie formality of academic pursuits,
the energetic or nonrational side, which sorcecalisthe double’, is occupied with the
fulfillment of sorcery tasks.

In this way, the suspicious and analytic mind sslekely to interfere or even notice
what is going on at a nonrational level.

The counterpart of my academic development wasnh@ancement of my capacity for
awareness and perception: together the two deweioptal being.

Working together as a unit, they took me away fthentaken-for-granted life that |
had been born into and socialized for as a wonuaa;rtew area of greater perceptual
possibilities than what the normal world had irrstimr me.



That is not to say that solely my commitment towweld of sorcery was enough to
assure my success.

The pull of the daily world is so strong and sustdi that in spite of their most
assiduous training, all practitioners find themsslhagain and again in the midst of the
most abject terror, stupidity and indulging, athéy had learned nothing.

My teachers warned me that | was no exception flaatdonly a minute to minute
relentless struggle can balance one's naturaltbpéfying insistence to remain
unchanged.

After a careful examination of my final aims, |,donjunction with my cohorts,
arrived at the conclusion that | have to descrilyenaining in order to emphasize to
seekers of the unknown the importance of develoffiegbility to perceive more than
we do with normal perception.

Such enhanced perception has to be a sober, piagneat way of perceiving.

It cannot be, under any condition, merely the cardtion of perceiving the world of
everyday life.

The events | narrate here depict the initial staercery training for a stalker.

This phase involves the cleansing of one's habitagk of thinking, behaving and
feeling by means of a traditional sorcery undertgkone which all neophytes need to
perform, called ‘the recapitulation'.

To complement the recapitulation, | was taughtreesef practices called 'sorcery
passes', involving movement and breathing.

To give these practices an adequate coherences instucted with the
accompanying philosophical rationales and explanati

The goal of everything | was taught was the reitistion of my normal energy, and
the enhancement of it, so that it could be used#®out-of-the-ordinary feats of
perception demanded by sorcery training.

The idea behind the training is that as soon asdhgulsive pattern of old habits,
thoughts, expectations and feelings is broken bgnaef the recapitulation, one is
indisputably in the position to accumulate enougérgy to live by the new rationales
provided by the sorcery tradition- and to substdatthose rationales by directly
perceiving a different reality.



Chapter 1

| had walked to an isolated spot away from the Wwmjhand people in order to sketch
the early morning shadows on the unique lava maunthat fringe the Gran Desierto,
in southern Arizona.

The dark brown jagged rocks sparkled as burstsmight illuminated their peaks.
Strewn on the ground around me were huge chungerolus rocks, remnants of the
lava flow from a gigantic volcanic eruption.

Making myself comfortable on a large clump of r@eid oblivious to anything else, |
had sunk into my work, as | often did in that rugigeeautiful place.

| had finished outlining the promontories and depi@ns of the distant mountains
when | noticed a woman watching me.

It annoyed me no end that someone would disturlsafifude. | tried my utmost to
ignore her, but when she moved nearer to look atvork, | turned around in anger to
face her.

Her high cheekbones and shoulder-length blackrhade her look Eurasian. She had
a smooth, creamy complexion, so it was difficuljudge her age; she could have been
anywhere between thirty and fifty. She was pertasinches taller than I, which
would have made her five nine, but with her powifame, she looked twice my

size. Yet, in her black silk pants and Orientakgcshe seemed extremely fit.

| noticed her eyes. They were green and sparkling.

It was that friendly gleam that made my anger varasid | heard myself asking the
woman an inane question, "Do you live around here?"

"No," she said, taking a few steps toward me. Gimmy way to the U.S. border
checkpoint at Sonoyta.

"| stopped to stretch my legs and ended up inisoisted spot.

"l was so surprised to see someone out here, sway from everything, that |
couldn't help intruding the way | have. Let me adglnce myself. My name is Clara
Grau."

She extended her hand and | shook it, and withmuslightest hesitation | told her
that | was given the name Taisha when | was barnlaber, my parents didn't think
the name was American enough and began calling axéhis] after my mother. |
detested that name and decided on Mary instead.



"How interesting!" she mused. "You have three nathasare so different. I'll call
you Taisha, since it's your birth name."

| was glad she had selected that name. It wasrtaé bad chosen nyself. Although at
first | had agreed with my parents about the naeiegotoo foreign, | had disliked the
name Martha so much that | ended up making Taishaetret name.

In a harsh tone that she immediately concealechdednbenign smile, she bombarded
me with a series of statements in the guise oftgures "You're not from Arizona,"
she began.

| responded to her truthfully, an unusual thingrfa to do, accustomed as | was to
being cautious with people, especially strangdrsaihe to Arizona a year ago to
work."

"You couldn't be more than twenty."

"Il be twenty-one in a couple of months."

"You have a slight accent. You don't seem to bArmerican, but | can't pinpoint your
exact nationality."

"l am an American, but as a child | lived in Germdn said. "My father is American
and my mother, Hungarian. | left home when | wentdllege and never went back,
because | didn't want to have anything more to dlo my family."

"l take it you didn't get along with them?"

"No. | was miserable. | couldn't wait to leave home

She smiled and nodded as if she was familiar viaghféeling of wanting to escape.

"Are you married?" the, woman asked.

"No. | don't have anyone in the world." | said thath the touch of self-pity | had
always had whenever | talked about myself.

She didn't make any comment, but spoke calmly aadsely as if she wanted to put
me at ease and at the same time convey as muchatfon about herself as she could
with each of her sentences.

As she talked, | put my drawing pencils in my casewithout taking my eyes away
from her. | didn't want to give her the impressiamasn't listening.

"I was an only child and both my parents are deam,'hshe said. "My father's family
are Mexican from Oaxaca. But my mother's family Aaneericans of German descent.



They are from back east, but now live in Phoenjust returned from the wedding of
one of my cousins."

"Do you also live in Phoenix?" | asked.

"I've lived half my life in Arizona and the othealfiin Mexico," she replied. "But for
the past years, my home has been in the statenofr&dviexico."

| began to zip up my portfolio. Meeting and talkitagthis woman had so unsettled me
that | knew | wouldn't be able to do any more wibr&t day.

"I've also traveled to the Orient," she said, rege my attention. "There, | learned
acupuncture and the martial and healing arts.ean lived for a number of years in a
Buddhist temple."

"Really?" | glanced at her eyes. They had the loiok person who meditated a great
deal. They were fiery, and yet tranquil.

"I'm very interested in the Orient," | said, "esjadlg in Japan. | also have studied
Buddhism and the martial arts."

"Really?" she said, echoing me. "l wish | could yelu my Buddhist name, but secret
names shouldn't be revealed except under the poopgemstances.”

"l told you my secret name," | said, tightening steaps of my portfolio.

"Yes, Taisha, you did, and that's very significanine,” she replied with undue
seriousness. "But still, right now it's time onbyr introductions.”

"Did you drive here?" | asked, scanning the aredéo car.
"l was just going to ask you the same questiorg"s#hd.

"l left my car about a quarter of a mile back, odiraroad south of here. Where is
yours?"

"Is your car a white Chevrolet?" she asked chelgrful
"YeS_“

"Well, mine is parked next to it." She giggled fashie had said something funny. |
was surprised to find her laughter so irritating.

"I've got to go now," | said. "It's been very plaasmeeting you. Good-bye!"



| started to walk to my car, thinking that the wanveould remain behind admiring the
scenery.

"Let's not say good-bye yet," she protested. "lming with you."
We walked together. Next to my one hundred angtemds, the woman was like a
huge boulder. Her midsection was round and powesfu projected the feeling that

she could easily have been obese, but she wasn't.

"May | ask you a personal question, Mrs. Graudid sjust to break the awkward
silence.

She stopped walking and faced me.

"I'm not anybody's Mrs.," she snapped. "l am Clarau.

"You can call me Clara, and, yes, go right aheatlamk me anything you wish."

"l take it you're not partial to love and marridgegommented, reacting to her tone.

For a second, she gave me a fearsome look, bsodtemed it instantly, and said, "I'm
definitely not partial to slavery, but not only f@omen.

"Now, what was it that you were going to ask me?"

Her reaction was so unexpected that | lost trackladt | was going to ask and
embarrassed myself by staring at her.

"What made you walk all the way to this place intigalar?" | asked hurriedly.

"I came here because this is a place of energye'"pdinted at the lava formations in
the distance. "Those mountains were once spewddffom the heart of the earth,
like blood.

"Whenever I'm in Arizona, | always make a detoucame here. This place oozes a
peculiar earthly energy.

"Now let me ask you the same question, what madepyak this spot?"

"l often come here. It's my favorite place to skét¢ didn't mean it as a joke, but she
burst out laughing.

"This detail settles it!" she exclaimed, then conéd in a quieter tone.

"I'm going to ask you to do something you may cdesoutlandish or even foolish,
but hear me out.



"I'd like you to come to my house and spend a faywsdas my guest.”

| raised my hand to thank her and say no, but sipedume to reconsider. She assured
me that our common interest in the Orient and theial arts warranted a serious
exchange of ideas.

"Where exactly do you live?" | asked.

"Near the city of Navojoa."”

"But that's more than four hundred miles from Here.

"Yes, it's quite a distance. But it's so beaut#ind peaceful there that I'm certain you
would like it."

She kept silent for a moment as if waiting for raply, then continued, "Besides, |
have the feeling that there is nothing definite's@involved in at the moment, and
you've been at a loss to find something to do. Weik could be just the thing you've
been waiting for."

She was right about my being completely at a Isg® avhat to do with my life.

| had just taken some time off from a secretadhblin order to catch up with my
artwork, but I certainly didn't have the slightdssire to be anyone's house guest.

| looked around, searching the terrain for someghinmat would give me an inkling of
what to do next.

| had never been able to explain where | had gakiendea that one could get help or
clues from the surroundings, but | usually did lyelp that way.

| had a technique, which seemed to have come tounef nowhere, by means of
which | often found options previously unknown te.m

| usually let my thoughts wander away as | fixedeygs on the southern horizon,
although | had no idea why | always picked the sout

After a few minutes of silence, insights usuallyneato me to help me decide what to
do or how to proceed in a particular situation.

| fixed my gaze on the southern horizon while wéked, and suddenly | saw the
mood of my life stretched out before me like ther&a desert.



| can truthfully say that although | knew that thieole area of southern Arizona, a bit
of California, and half of the state of Sonora, Mexis the Sonoran Desert, | had
never before noticed how lonely and desolate tlaisteland was.

It took a moment for the impact of my realizatibatt my life was as empty and barren
as that desert to register.

| had broken off with my family, and | had no faypndf my own. | didn't even have
any prospects for the future. | had no job. | haed off a small inheritance left to me
by the aunt | was named after, but this incomerhadut.

| was utterly alone in the world. The vastness #fia@tched all around, harsh and
indifferent, summoned up in me an overwhelming saisself-pity. | felt in need of a
friend, someone to break the solitude of my life.

| knew it would be foolish to accept Clara's intitta and jump into an unknown
situation over which | had no control, but theresv@amething about the directness of
her manner and about her physical vitality thatiseal in me both curiosity and a
feeling of respect.

| found myself admiring and even envying her beaurtg strength.
| thought that she was a most striking and powerfunan, independent, self-reliant,
indifferent, yet not hard or humorless. She posskfise exact qualities | had always

wanted for myself.

But above all, her presence seemed to dispel mghra@ss. She made the space
around her energetic, vibrant, full of endless pokses.

Yet still, it was my unbending policy never to agtmvitations to people's houses,
and certainly not from someone whom | had just iméte wilderness.

| had a small apartment in Tucson and to accejiitions meant to me that | had to
reciprocate; a thing that | wasn't prepared to do.

For a moment, | stood there motionless, not knowrhgh way to turn.
"Please say that you'll come," Clara urged. "It ldauean a great deal to me."

"All right, | suppose | could visit with you," | ghlamely, wanting to say the exact
opposite.

She looked at me elated and | immediately disguisgganic with a conviviality |
was far from feeling. "It'll be good for me to clygnscenery,” | said. "It'll be an
adventure!"



She nodded approvingly. "You won't regret it," shed with an air of confidence that
helped to dispel my doubts. "We can practice miaatis together.”

She delivered a few brisk movements with her haatlwere at once graceful and
powerful. It seemed incongruous to me that thisisblwoman could be so agile.

Noticing that she easily adopted the stance ohg-jmle fighter, | asked, "What
specific style of martial arts did you study in tbaent?"

"In the Orient, | studied all the styles, and yehea of them in particular,” she replied,
with just a hint of a smile. "When we are at my $®ul'll be happy to demonstrate
them."

We walked the rest of the way in silence.

When we reached the place where the cars weregdrkeeked my gear in the trunk
and waited for Clara to say something.

"Well, let's get started,” she said. "I'll lead thay. Do you drive fast or slow,
Taisha?"

"At a crawl."
"Me too. Living in China cured me from hurrying."
"May | ask you a question about China, Clara?"

"Of course. I've already said that you may ask l@ingtyou want without asking
permission first."

"You must have been in China before the Second d\&dr. Isn't that so?"

"Oh, yes. | was there a lifetime ago. | gather gylmat've never been to mainland China,
yourself."

"No. I've only been to Taiwan and Japan.”

"Of course things were different before the wargdr& mused. "The line to the past
was still intact then. Now everything is severed."

| didn't know why | was afraid to ask her what sheant by her remark, so | asked
instead how long would the drive to her house be.

Clara was disturbingly vague: She only warned mgetprepared for an arduous trip.
She softened her tone and added that she foundungge extremely rewarding.



"To go so nonchalantly with a stranger," she sasdeither utterly foolish or
tremendously daring."

"Usually I'm very cautious,” | explained, "but thisie I'm not myself at all.”

This was the truth, and the more | thought abouimayplicable behavior, the greater
became my discomfort.

"Please tell me a little more about yourself," abked pleasantly.
As if to put me at ease, she came and stood bgabeof my car.

Again | found myself conveying true information abonyself. "My mother is
Hungarian but from an old Austrian family,” | said.

"She met my father in England during the SecondliMafar, when the two of them
worked in a field hospital. After the war, they neoMto the United States and then
they went to South Africa."

"Why did they go to South Africa?"

"My mother wanted to be with her relatives thaetithere."

"Do you have any brothers or sisters?"

"l have two brothers, a year apart in age. Thestlgetwenty-six now."

Her eyes were focused on me.

With an unprecedented ease, | unburdened pairglihfs | had kept bottled up all my
life.

| told her that | grew up lonely. My brothers nepaid attention to me because | was a
girl.

When | was little, they used to tie a rope arouredand hook me to a post like a dog
while they ran around the yard and played socckt.gduld do was tug at my rope

and watch them having a good time.

Later, when | was older, I'd run after them. Buthgt time they both had bicycles and
| could never keep up with them.

When | used to complain to my mother, her usudirefs that boys will be boys,
and that | should play with dolls and help aroumel house.

"Your mother raised you in the traditional Europeay," she said.



"I know it. But that's no consolation."

Once | had started, it seemed that there was ndavaye to stop telling this woman
more about my life.

| said that whereas my brothers went on trips &tdr, away to school, | had to stay at
home.

| wanted to have adventures like the boys, butr@ieg to my mother, girls had to
learn to make beds and to iron clothes.

"It's adventure enough to take care of a familyy'mother used to say. "Women are
born to obey."

| was on the verge of tears when | told Clara thetd three male masters to serve as
far back as | could remember: my father and mylwathers.

"That sounds like an armful,” Clara remarked.

"It was terrible. | left home to get as far awagrrthem as | could,” | said. "And to
have adventures too.

"But so far, | haven't had all that much fun andiement. | suppose | just wasn't
brought up to be happy and light-hearted."

Describing my life to a total stranger made meeaxgly anxious.
| stopped talking and looked at Clara, waitingdaeaction that would either alleviate
my anxiety or would increase it to the point of nmgkme change my mind and not go

with her after all.

"Well, it seems that there's only one thing youwrmw to do well, so you may as
well make the most of it,” she said.

| thought she was going to say | could draw or fdaat to my utter chagrin, she
added, "All you know how to do is to feel sorry f@urself."

| tightened my fingers on the handle of the carrddbhat's not true,” | protested.
"Who are you to say that?"

She burst out laughing and shook her head. "You anel very alike," she said:

"We've been taught to be passive, subservient@addpt to situations; but inside
we're seething.



We're like a volcano ready to erupt; and what malsesven more frustrated is that we
have no dreams or expectations except the onentdday finding the right man who
will take us out of our misery."

She left me speechless.

"Well? Am | right? Am | right?" she kept asking.éBonest, am | right?"

| clenched my hands, getting ready to tell her off.

Clara smiled warmly, exuding vigor and a sense @f-being that made me feel that |
didn't need to lie or hide my feelings from her.

"Yes, you have me pegged,” | agreed.

| had to admit that the only thing that gave megrnohmy dreary existence, besides
my artwork, was the vague hope that someday | woiddt a man who would
understand me and appreciate me for the specisbpemwas.

"Maybe your life will change for the better," shadin a promissory tone.

She got into her car and signaled me with her bardllow her.

| became aware then that she had never askedlrhadfmy passport or enough
clothes or money or had other obligations.

That didn't frighten or discourage me. | didn't Why, but as | released the
handbrake and began moving, | was certain | hacerttagright decision. Perhaps my
life was going to change after, all.



Chapter 2

After more than three hours of continuous driviwg, stopped for lunch in the city of
Guaymas.

As | waited for our food to arrive, | glanced obétwindow at the narrow street
flanking the bay.

A group of shirtless boys were kicking a ball; alkere, workers were laying bricks at
a construction site; others were taking their nb@ak, leaning against piles of
unopened sacks of cement, sipping sodas from bottle

| couldn't help but think that in Mexico everythisgemed extra loud and dusty.

“In this restaurant, they serve the most delicioutte soup,” Clara said, regaining my
attention.

Just then a smiling waitress with a silver frordttoplaced two bowls of soup on the
table.

Clara politely exchanged a few words with her im&ph before the waitress hurried
off to serve other customers.

"I've never had turtle soup before," | said, pigkirp a spoon and examining it to see
if it was clean.

"You're in for a real treat," Clara said, watchimg wipe my spoon with a paper
napkin.

Reluctantly, | tasted a spoonful. The bits of winiteat floating in a creamy tomato
base were indeed delicious.

| took several more spoonfuls of soup, then asikéfthere do they get the turtles?”
Clara pointed out the window. "Right from the bay."

A handsome, middle-aged man sitting at the talké toeours turned to me and
winked.

His gesture, | thought, was more an attempt atgoeiimorous than a sexual innuendo.

He leaned toward me as if we had been addressmng'fhe turtle you're eating now
was a big one," he said in accented English.

Clara looked at me and raised an eyebrow as itstkin't believe the audacity of the
stranger.



"This turtle was big enough to feed a dozen humpggple,” the man went on. "They
catch the turtles in the sea. It takes several tméiaul one in."

"l suppose they harpoon them like whales," | reradrk
The man deftly moved his chair to our table. "Nbelieve they use large nets," he
said. "Then they club them to render them unconsciefore slitting open their

bellies. That way, the meat doesn't get too tough."

My appetite flew out the window. The last thing &amted was for an insensitive
assertive stranger to join us at our table, yedm'tknow how to handle the situation.

"Since we're on the subject of food, Guaymas isofasrfor its jumbo shrimp," the
man continued with a disarming smile. "Let me orstme for the two of you."

"I've already done that," Clara said cuttingly.

Just then our waitress returned bringing a platb®fargest shrimp | had ever seen. It
was enough for a banquet, certainly much more @lara and | could possibly eat, no
matter how hungry we were.

Our unwanted companion looked at me waiting tonvéed to join our meal.

If I had been alone, he would have succeededactatig himself to me against my
will.

But Clara had other plans and reacted in a decisaener.

She jumped up with feline agility, loomed over than and looked straight down into
his eyes.

"Buzz off, you creep!!" she yelled in Spanish. "Hdare you sit at our table. My niece
is no frigging whore!"

Her stance was so powerful and her tone of voicghscking that everything in the
room came to a halt.

All eyes were focused on our table.

The man cowered so pitifully that | felt sorry fom. He just slid out of the chair and
half crawled out of the restaurant.

"l know that you're trained to let men get the l#stou, just because they're men,"
Clara said to me after she had sat down again:



"You've always been nice to men, and they've milaa for everything you had.
Don't you know that men feed off women's energy!"

| was too embarrassed to argue with her. | feltyeege in the room was on me.
"You let them push you around because you feeydorrthem," Clara continued:
"In your heart of hearts you're desperate to take of a man, any man.

"If that idiot had been a woman, you yourself won&Ver have let her sit down at our
table."

My appetite was spoiled beyond repair. | becamedyopensive.

"l see I've hit a sore spot,” Clara said with arkmi

"You made a scene; you were rude," | said reprasighf

"Definitely," she replied, laughing. "But | alsoased him half to death."

Her face was so open and she seemed to be so tiegpyinally had to laugh,
remembering how shocked the man had been.

"I'm just like my mother," | grumbled. "She succeddn making me a mouse when it
comes to men."

The moment | voiced that thought, my depressionsteea and | felt hungry again. |
polished off almost the whole plate of shrimp.

"There's no feeling comparable to starting a naw with a full stomach,” Clara
declared.

A pang of fear made the shrimp sit heavy in my stcim

Because of all the excitement, it hadn't occurceché to ask Clara about her house.
Maybe it was a shack, like the ones | had seeieearhile driving through the
Mexican towns.

What kind of food would | be eating? Perhaps thes \@oing to be my last good meal.

Would | be able to drink the water? | envisionedseifycoming down with acute
intestinal problems.

| didn't know how to ask Clara about my accommadetiwithout sounding insulting
or ungrateful. Clara looked at me critically. Slkeemed to sense my turmoil.



"Mexico is a harsh place," she said. "You can'ytair guard down for an instant. But
you'll get used to it.

"The northern part of the country is even more aththan the rest. People flock to the
north in search of work or as a stopping place fgetoossing the U.S. border.

"They come by trainloads. Some stay, others tranahd in boxcars to work in the
huge agricultural enterprises owned by private c@pons.

"But there just isn't enough food or work for evamg, so the majority go as braceros
to the United States."

| finished every drop of the soup, feeling guiltyoait leaving anything behind.
"Tell me more about this area, Clara."

"All the Indians here are Yaquis who were relocate8onora by the Mexican
government."

"Do you mean they have not always been here?"

"This is their ancestral homeland," Clara said'lbuhe twenties and thirties, they
were uprooted and sent by the tens of thousancksnimal Mexico. Then in the late
forties, they were brought back to the Sonoran B&se

Clara poured some mineral water into her glassttaenl filled mine.

"It's hard to live in the Sonoran Desert,"” she s&d you saw while driving, the land
here is rugged and inhospitable.

"Yet the Indians had no choice but to settle ardinedshambles of what was once the
Yaqui River. There, in ancient times, the origiMalquis built their sacred towns and
lived in them for hundreds of years until the Spaaté came."

"Will we drive by those towns?" | asked.

"No. We don't have time. | want to get to Navoj@ddoe dark. Maybe someday we
can take a trip to visit these sacred towns."

"Why are those towns sacred?"
"Because for the Indians the location of each taamg the river symbolically

corresponds to a spot in their mythical world. Ehsies, like the lava mountains in
Arizona, are places of power.



"The Indians have a very rich mythology. They bedi¢ghey can step in and out of a
dream world at a moment's notice. You see, theicept of reality is not like ours.

"According to the Yaqui myths, those towns alsseki the other world," Clara went
on, "and it is from that ethereal realm that thegeive their power. They call
themselves the people without reason, to diffeagmtihemselves from us, the people
with reason."”

"What sort of power do they get?" | asked.

"Their magic, their sorcery, their knowledge: Aflthat comes down to them directly
from the dream world.

"That world is described in their legends and s&riThe Yaqui Indians have arich,
extensive oral history."

| looked around the crowded restaurant. | wondereidh of the people sitting at the
tables, if any, were Indians, and which were Mexica

Some of the men were tall and wiry, while othersenghort and stocky. All the people
looked foreign to me, and | felt secretly supednd distinctly out of place.

Clara finished the shrimp along with the beansrasel | felt bloated myself, but in
spite of my protests, she insisted on orderingroatzustard for dessert.

"You'd better fill up,” she said with a wink. "Yaever know when you'll have your
next meal or what it will consist of. Here in Meaiwe always eat the Kkill of the day."

| knew she was teasing me, and yet | sensed mutkn words.

Earlier | had seen a dead donkey hit by a car erighway. | knew that the rural
areas lack refrigeration and therefore people &éatever meat is available.

| couldn't help wondering what my next meal woudd Bilently, | decided to limit my
stay with Clara to only a couple of days.

In a more serious tone, Clara continued her disous$Things went from bad to
worse for the Indians here," she said. "When theegonent built a dam as part of a
hydroelectric project, it changed the course ofhqui River so drastically that the
people had to pack up and settle elsewhere."”

The harshness of this kind of life clashed with@myn upbringing where there was
always enough food and comfort. | wondered if cagrim Mexico wasn't the
expression of a deep desire, on my part, for a ¢éetiephange.



All my life | had been searching for adventure, et that | was in its clutches, a
dread of the unknown filled me.

| took a bite of the caramel custard and put outhgfmind that dread which had
sprouted since meeting Clara in the Arizona desert.

| was glad to be in her company. At the momentaswell-fed on jumbo shrimp and
turtle soup, and even though, as Clara herselfritadated, this might be my last
good meal, | decided | would have to trust her alfalv the adventure to unfold.
Clara insisted on paying the bill.

We filled up the cars with gasoline and were onrtia again.

After driving for several more hours, we arrived\&tvojoa. We didn't stop but went
through it, leaving the Pan American Highway tantanto a gravel road heading east.

It was midafternoon. | wasn't tired at all: In fachad enjoyed the remainder of the
trip.

The further south we drove, the more a sense gdihaps and well-being replaced my
habitual neurotic and depressed state.

After more than one hour of a bumpy ride, Clararedeff the road and signaled for
me to follow.

We coasted on hard ground along a high wall tofipea flowering bougainvillaea.
We parked in a clearing of well-packed earth atethé of the wall.
"This is where | live," she called to me as sheeddwerself out of the driver's seat.

| walked to her car. She looked tired and seeméxt@ grown bigger. "You look as
fresh as when we started,” she commented. "Ahntreels of youth!"

On the other side of the wall, completely hiddertregs and dense shrubs, loomed a
huge house with a tile roof, barred windows ancsg\balconies.

In a daze, | followed Clara through a wrought-igate, past a brick patio and through
a heavy wooden door into the back of the house.

The terra-cotta tile floor of the cool, empty hatihanced the starkness of the
whitewashed walls and the dark natural wood bedirtisecceiling.

We walked through it into a spacious living room.



The white walls were bordered with exquisitely pathtiles.

Two immaculate beige couches and four armchairg weranged in a cluster around a
heavy wooden coffee table.

On top of the table were some open magazines ifidbrand Spanish.

| had the impression that someone had just beeingéhem, sitting in one of the
armchairs, but had left in a hurry when we entéhedugh the back door.

"What do you think of my house?" Clara asked, begrproudly.

"It's fantastic,” | said. "Who would have thoughete'd be such a house way out here
in the wilderness?"

Then my envious self reared its head and | becatadyill at ease. The house was
the kind of house | had always dreamed of owniegikpew | would never be able to
afford.

Clara said, "You can't imagine how accurate youradescribing this place as
fantastic.

"All I can tell you about the house is that, likes$e lava mountains we saw this
morning, it is imbued with power. A silent exquéesgtower runs through the house like
an electric current runs through wires."

Upon hearing this, an inexplicable thing happemégenvy disappeared. It vanished
totally with the last word she said.

"Now I'll show you to your bedroom," she announcikhd I'll also set up some
ground rules you must observe while you're hemmaguest.

"Any part of the house which is to the right andhe back of this living room is yours
to use and explore, and that includes the grounds.

"But you must not enter any of the bedrooms, exoépburse, yours. There you can
use anything you want. You can even break thindgsmof anger or love them in
outbursts of affection.

"The left side of the house, however, is not adbés$o you at any time, in any way,
shape or form. So stay out of it."

| was shocked by her bizarre request yet | assueethat | understood perfectly, and |
would acquiesce to her wishes.



My real feelings were that her request was rudeaaibirary. In fact, the more she
warned me to stay away from certain parts of theshpthe more curious | became to
see them.

Clara seemed to have thought of something elseddeld, "Of course, you can use
the living room: You can even sleep here on tha gofou're too tired or lazy to go to
your bedroom.

"Another part you can't use, however, is the graundront of the house and also the
main door. It's locked for the time being, so alseianter the house through the back
door."

Clara didn't give me time to respond. She usheredionvn a long corridor past
several closed doors, which she said were bedraowchsherefore forbidden to me, to
a large bedroom.

The first thing | noticed upon entering was theaterwooden double bed. It was
covered with a beautiful crocheted off-white beésypr.

Next to a window on the wall facing the back of Hmise stood a hand-carved,
mahogany etagere filled to capacity with antiqugcis, porcelain vases and
figurines, cloisonne boxes and tiny bowls.

On the other wall was a matching armoire, whichh&tgpened. Hanging inside were
women's vintage dresses, coats, hats, shoes, |sa@@mees; all of them seemed to be
exquisite hand-picked items.

Before | could ask Clara where she had gotten thesetiful things, she closed the
doors.

"Feel free to use anything you wish," she said.€8ehare your clothes, and this is your
room for as long as you stay in this house."

She then glanced over her shoulder as if somegeengdre in the room and added,
"And who can tell how long that will be!"

It appeared that she was talking about an extevidéd

| felt my palms sweat as | awkwardly told her thebuld, at best, stay for only a few
days.

Clara assured me that | would be perfectly safb i there; much safer, in fact, than
anywhere else. She added that it would be foobsimie to pass up this opportunity to
broaden my knowledge.

"But I've got to look for a job," | said by way ah excuse. "l don't have any money."



"Don't worry about money,"” she said. "I'll lend yathatever you need or give it to
you. It's no problem."

| thanked her for her offer, but informed her thhad been brought up to believe that
to accept money from a stranger was highly improematter how well-meaning the
offer was.

She rebuffed me, saying, "I think what's the maitiéin you, Taisha, is that you got
angry when | requested that you don't use thesigé of the house or the main door.

"I know that you felt | was being arbitrary and egsively secretive. Now you don't
want to stay more than a polite day or two. Maybe gven think I'm an eccentric old
woman with a few bats in the belfry?"

“No, no, Clara, it's not that. I've got to pay neyt. If | don't find a job soon | won't
have any money, and to accept money from anyooetisf the question for me." '

"Do you mean that you didn't get offended by myuesj to avoid certain parts of the
house?"

"Of course not."

"Didn't you get curious to know why | made the resg?"

"Yes, | was curious."

"Well, the reason is that other people live on #dé of the house."
"Your relatives, Clara?"

"Yes. We are a large family. There are, in fac tamilies living here."
"Are they both large families?"

"They are. Each has eight members, making sixteeplp all together."

"And they all live on the left side of the housdai@?" In all my life | had never heard
of such an odd arrangement.

“No. Only eight live there. The other eight are imynediate family and they live with
me on the right side of the house.

"You are my guest, so you must stay on the righe.dit's very important that you
understand this. It may be unusual, but it's ncomprehensible."



| marveled at her power over me. Her words put mgteons at ease, but they didn't
calm my mind.

| understood then that in order to react intellifyerm any situation, | needed a
conjunction of both an alarmed mind and unsettladtens.

Otherwise, | remained passive, waiting for the resternal impulse to sway me.
Being with Clara had made me understand that te gfjimy protest to the contrary;
in spite of my struggle to be different; indeperigémas incapable of thinking clearly
or of making my own decisions.

Clara gave me a most peculiar look, as if she Wal@ving my unvoiced thoughts. |
tried to mask my confusion by hurriedly saying, t¥douse is beautiful, Clara. Is it
very old?"

"Of course," she said, but didn't explain whethex sieant that it was a beautiful
house or that it was very old.

With a smile she added, "Now that you've seen thisé&- that is, half of it- we have a
little business to take care of."

She removed a flashlight from one of the cabiraatd, from the armoire she took out a
padded Chinese jacket and a pair of hiking bodts.t6ld me that | had to put them on
after we had a snack, because we were going failla w

"But we just got here," | protested. "Won't it berklsoon?"

"Yes. But | want to take you to a look-out pointie hills from where you can see the
entire house and grounds.

"It's best to first see the house at this timehefday. We all had our first glimpse of it
in the twilight.”

"Who do you mean when you say ‘'we'?" | asked.

"The sixteen people that live here, naturally, &lus do exactly the same things."
"All of you have the same professions?" | askeablmto hide

my surprise.

"Good gracious, no," she said, bringing her hantetoface as she laughed:



"I mean that whatever any one of us has to obliggtdo, the rest of us have to do
too. Each one of us had to first see the housegenhds in the twilight, so that is the
time you must view it, too."

"Why are you including me in this, Clara?"

"Let's just say for now it's because you are mysglie

"Am | going to meet your relatives later on?"

"You'll get to know all of them, "she assured m&t the moment, there is no one in
the house except the two of us, and a guard dog."

"Are they away on a trip?"

"Exactly, all of them have left for an extendedrjoey and here | am guarding the
house with the dog."

"When are you expecting them back?"
"It'll be a matter of weeks yet, maybe even mofiths.
"Where did they go?"

"We are always on the move. Sometimes | leave fumnths at a time, and someone
else stays behind to look after the property."

| was about to ask again where they went, but sBee@red my question. "They all
went to India," she said.

"All fifteen of them?" | asked incredulously.
"Isn't that remarkable? It'll cost a fortune!" S{&d that in a tone of voice that was
such a caricature of me and my inner feelings @f¢hat | had to laugh in spite of

myself.

Then the thought struck me that it wouldn't be $afiee alone in such a remote, empty
house with only Clara for company.

"We are alone but there's nothing to fear in tloigde," she said with a curious finality.
"Except maybe the dog.

"When we return from our walk, I'll introduce yom tim.

"You've got to be very calm to meet him. He'll sght through you, and attack if he
senses any hostility, or that you're afraid.”



"But | am afraid,” | blurted out. | was alreadyrsitag to shake.

| hated dogs ever since | was a child, when omayofather's Doberman pinschers
jumped on me and pushed me to the ground.

The dog didn't actually bite me, she just growlad showed me her pointed teeth.
| screamed for help, for | was too terrified to movwas so frightened | wet my pants.
| still remember how my brothers made fun of me wiieey saw me, calling me a

baby that should be wearing diapers.

"l don't like dogs one bit, myself," Clara saidutlbhe dog we have is not really a dog.
He is something else."

She had sparked my interest, but that didn't dispesense of foreboding.

"If you want to freshen up first, I'll accompanywto the outhouse just in case the dog
is prowling around,"” she said.

| nodded. | was tired and irritable. The impactha long drive had finally caught up
with me.

| wanted to wash the dust of the road from my faee comb the tangles out of my
stringy hair.

Clara led me through a different corridor, then touthe back. There were two small
buildings some distance from the main house.

"That's my gymnasium," she said, pointing at onthem. "It is off limits to you, too,
unless | care to invite you in someday."

"Is that where you practice martial arts?"
"It is," Clara said dryly. "The other building is& outhouse.
“I'll wait for you in the living room, where we cdrave some sandwiches.

"But don't bother about fixing your hair," she sad if noticing my preoccupation,
“there are no mirrors here.

"Mirrors are like clocks. They record the passafgenee. And what's important is to
reverse it."

| wanted to ask her what she meant by reversing, trat she prodded me toward the
outhouse.



Inside, | found several doors. Since Clara hadaderany stipulations about the left
and right sides of this building, and since | didmow where the toilet was, | explored
all of it.

On one side of the central hall, there were sixllsweter closets, each with a low
wooden toilet the height for squatting.

What made them unusual was that | didn't noticadisénct odor of a septic tank, nor
the overpowering stench of lime-filled dirt holes.

| could hear water running underneath the woodget$o but | couldn't tell how or
from where it was led in.

On the other side of the hall, there were threatidal beautifully tiled rooms.

Each contained a free-standing antique tub andgdbest on top of which sat a
pitcher filled with water and a matching porcelbasin.

There were no mirrors in those rooms, or any stasikteel fixtures on which | could
have caught my reflection. In fact, there was noviling at all.

| poured water into a basin, splashed my face iyithen ran my wet fingers through
my tangled hair.

Instead of using one of the soft white Turkish ttsafer fear | would dirty it, | wiped
my hands with some tissues that were in a box erchiest.

| took several deep breaths and rubbed my tendebefore going out to face Clara
again.

| found her in the living room arranging flowersarblue and white Chinese vase. The
magazines that had been open earlier were neatlgext and next to them was a plate
of food.

Clara smiled when she saw me. "You look as freshdasy,"” she said. "Have a
sandwich.

"Soon it will be twilight. We have no time to lose.



Chapter 3

After | had gobbled down half of a ham sandwichutriedly put on the jacket and
boots Clara had given me.

We left the house; each carrying a heavy-duty figsh

The boots were too tight and the left one rubbedres my heel. | was certain | was
going to get a blister.

But | was glad | had the jacket because the evemasycold. | pulled up the collar and
fastened the toggle at the neck.

"We are going to walk around the grounds," Clard.s&want you to see this house
from a distance and in the twilight.

"I'll be pointing out things for you to remembeo, gay close attention."
We followed a narrow trail.

In the distance, | could see the dark, jagged gélte of the eastern mountains against
the purple sky.

When | commented on how sinister they looked, Glapdied that the reason those
mountains seemed so ominous was because theieatlessence was ancient.

She told me that everything in the realms of tis#ble and invisible has an ethereal
essence; and that one must be receptive to itierao know how to proceed.

What she said reminded me of my tactic of lookihtha southern horizon to gain
insights and direction.

Before | could ask her about it, she continuedingllabout the mountains and trees
and the ethereal essence of rocks.

It seemed to me that Clara had internalized Chinakare to the point that she spoke
in riddles the way enlightened men were depicteQrniental literature.

| became aware, then, that at an underlying letialdl been humoring her all day.
This was an odd feeling, for Clara was the lass@ed would want to treat in a
condescending manner. | was used to humoring weakesbearing people at my job

or in school, but Clara was neither weak nor ovaribg.

"That is the place," Clara said, pointing to a lestearing on higher ground. "You'll be
able to see the house from there."



We left the trail and walked to the flat area shd pointed out.

From there we had a breath-taking view of the yabelow. | could see a large clump
of tall green trees surrounded by darker brownsareat not the house itself, for it was
completely camouflaged by the trees and shrubs.

"The house is perfectly oriented according to the directions,” Clara said, pointing
to a mass of greenery:

"Your bedroom is on the north side; and the forbrd@art of the house is on the south
side. The main entrance is to the east. The bagkalul the patio area are to the
west."

Clara pointed with her hand where all those sestwere, but for the life of me, |
couldn't see them. All | was able to make out visesdark green patch.

"You'd need X-ray vision to see the house," | grledb"It's totally hidden by trees."

Ignoring my disagreeable mood, Clara said amidllgd very important trees, too.
Every one of those trees is an individual beindhwaitdefinite purpose in life."

"Doesn't it go without saying that every living bgion this earth has a definite
purpose?" | said, peeved.

Something in the enthusiastic way that Clara wasvsig off her property annoyed
me.

The fact that | couldn't see what she was poirdingiade me even more irritable.

A strong gust of wind made my jacket balloon atwayst, and then the thought
occurred to me that my irritation might be born otisheer envy.

"l didn't mean it to sound trivial," Clara apologt

"What | wanted to say was that everything and emaeyin my house is there for a
specific reason; and that includes the trees, Myaad of course also you."

| wanted to change the subject, so for lack of laingt better to say, | asked, "Did you
buy this house, Clara?"

"No. We inherited it. It has been in the family fggnerations, although given the
turmoils Mexico has been through, the house has destroyed and rebuilt many
times."



| realized that | felt most at ease when | asketpi, direct questions, and Clara gave
me direct answers.

Her discussion about ethereal essences had bedrssact that | needed the respite of
talking about something mundane, but to my cha@ara cut our commonplace
exchange short, and lapsed into her mysteriousuaions again.

"That house is the blueprint of all the actionshef people who live there," she said
almost reverently:

"Its best feature is that it's concealed. It is¢Her anyone to see, but no one sees it.
Keep that in mind. It's very important!"

How could | not remember it, | thought: For thetgasenty minutes | had been
straining my eyes in the semidarkness trying tatlsedouse. | wished | had a pair of
binoculars so that | could have satisfied my ctityos

Before | could comment, Clara began walking dowentihl.

| would have liked to stay there a while longembyself, to breathe in the fresh night
air; but I was afraid | would not be able to fing may back in the dark.

| made a mental note to return to that spot duttiegday, and determine for myself
whether it was really possible to see the housevitheClara had said.

On our return trek, we were at the back entrandeoproperty in no time at all.
It was pitch black. | could see only the small ahleaninated by our flashlights.

She beamed hers onto a wooden bench, and told exedsiake off my boots and
jacket, then hang them on the rack next to the.door

| was famished. Never in my life could | remembeinig so hungry; yet | thought it
would be rude to ask Clara outright whether orw@twere going to eat dinner.

Perhaps she expected that the sumptuous meal wia Bagymas would last us for
the day.

Yet judging from Clara's size, she was not onewmatld skimp on food.
She volunteered, "Let's go to the kitchen and deeat we can find to eat.
"But first, I'm going to show you where the dynarmmd&ept and how to turn it on."

She guided me with her flashlight along a pathileg@dround a wall to a brick shed,
roofed with corrugated steel.



The shed housed a small diesel generator.

| knew how to turn it on because | had lived inoaie in the country that had a similar
generator in case of electrical failure.

When | pulled the lever, | noticed from the shedduaw that only one side of the main
house and part of the hall seemed to be wiredléatrec lights: There lights were lit,
while everything else remained in darkness.

"Why didn't you wire the whole house?" | asked &ldit doesn't make sense to leave
most of the house dark."

On an impulse, | added, "If you like, | can wirdat you."

She looked at me, surprised, "Is that right? Ane sore you wouldn't burn the place
down?"

"Positive. They used to tell me at home that I'mizard with wires.

"l worked as an electrician's apprentice for a ghiintil the electrician started getting
fresh with me."

"Then what did you do?" Clara asked.
"l told him where he could shove his wires, and.gui
Clara let out a guttural laugh.

| didn't know what she found humorous; that | waklkes an electrician or that one had
made passes at me.

"Thanks for the offer,” Clara said after regainhg voice. "But the house is wired
exactly the way we want it. We use electricity omlyere it's needed."”

| surmised that it was needed mostly in the kitched that this must be the part of the
house that had light.

Automatically | started toward the area that wadlara tugged at my sleeve to stop
me.

"Where are you going?" she asked,

"To the kitchen."



"You're heading the wrong way," she said. "Thisuigl Mexico. Neither the kitchen
nor the bathroom is inside the main house. Whatadothink we have? Electric
refrigerators and gas stoves?"

She led me along the side of the house past henggiomm to another small building |
hadn't seen before.

It was almost totally hidden by pungent floweringgs.

The kitchen was actually one enormous room, witria-cotta tile floor, freshly
whitewashed walls and a bright row of track ligbverhead.

Someone had gone to a great deal of trouble imgjathodern fixtures. But the
appliances were old- in fact, they looked like qués.

On one side of the room stood a gigantic iron wbathing stove that, surprisingly,
seemed to be lit.

It had a foot bellow and an exhaust pipe that \ekttieough a hole in the ceiling.

On the other side of the room, there were two lpiegic-style tables with benches
placed on either side.

Next to them was a work table with a three-inclekutcher-block top. The surface
of the wood looked used, as if it had seen a lahofpping.

Hanging from strategically placed hooks along tlaiswvere baskets, iron pots and
pans and a variety of cooking utensils.

The whole place had the look of a rustic but cotatale well-stocked kitchen that one
sees featured in certain magazines.

On the stove were three earthen pots with lidstaGiald me to sit down at one of the
tables. She went to the stove, and with her baskrd me busied herself; stirring and
ladling.

In a few minutes, she had placed a meal of meat siee and beans in front of me.

"When did you prepare all this food?" | asked, geely curious, for she had had no
time in which to do it.

"l just whipped all this up, and put it on the stdwefore we left," she said lightly.

'How gullible does she think | am?' | thought. §food must have taken hours to
prepare.’



She laughed self-consciously at my stare of disheli

"You're right," she said as if she wanted to gipethe pretense. "There's a caretaker
that prepares food for us sometimes."

"Is the caretaker here now?"

"No, no. The caretaker must have been here in thraing, but is gone now.

"Eat your food and don't worry about such unimpartietails as where it came from."
‘Clara and her house are full of surprises," wadhbught that crossed my mind, but |
was too tired and hungry to ask any more questmnis ponder about anything that

wasn't immediate.

| ate voraciously: The jumbo shrimp | had stuffegself with at lunch was totally
gone and forgotten.

For someone who was a finicky eater, | was woltiogyn my food.

As a child, | had always been too nervous to rala enjoy our meals. | was always
anticipating all the dishes | would have to wadlerafard.

Every time one of my brothers used an extra plagereeedless spoon, I'd cringe. |
was certain that they deliberately used as marhedias they could just so | would
have more to wash up.

On top of that, at every meal, my father would tdieopportunity to argue with my
mother.

He knew her manners prevented her from leavingable until everyone had finished
eating; so he poured out to her all his complaanis grievances.

Clara said that it wouldn't be necessary for medsh dishes, although | offered my
help.

We went to the living room, one of the rooms shegaaently felt needed no electricity,
for it was pitch black.

Clara lit a gasoline lantern.

| had never in my life seen the light of such apathwas bright and eerie, yet at the
same time soft and mellow.

Shimmering shadows were everywhere. | felt | was dream world, far from the
reality lit up by electric lights.



Clara, the house, and the room all seemed to beétoagother time; to a different
world.

"l promised you that | would introduce you to owgd' Clara began; sitting down on
the couch:

"The dog is an authentic member of the househadal Miust be very careful with
what you feel or say around him."

| sat down next to her. "Is it a sensitive, newading?" | asked, dreading the
encounter.

"Sensitive, yes. Neurotic, no.

"l seriously think this dog is a highly evolved atere; but being a dog makes it
difficult, if not impossible, for that poor soul ttanscend the idea of the self."

| laughed out loud at the preposterous notion @d@having an idea of itself.
| confronted Clara with the absurdity of her stag¢em

"You're right,” she conceded. "l shouldn't usewoed 'self. | should rather say, he is
lost in feeling important.”

| knew that she was poking fun at me. My laughtdme more guarded.
"You may laugh, but I'm actually quite serious,afa said in a low tone:
“I'll let you be the judge.”

She leaned closer, and lowered her voice to a whisBehind his back, we call him
sapo, which means 'toad' in Spanish; because ke i@ a huge toad.

"But don't you dare call him that to his face. Hattack you and rip you to shreds.

"Now, if you don't believe me, or if you're daringstupid enough to try it and the dog
gets mad, there's only one thing you can do."

"What's that?" | asked, humoring her again, altlotings time with a genuine touch of
fear.

"You say very quickly that 'l' am the one who lodke a white toad. He loves to hear
that."

| wasn't about to fall for her tricks.



| thought | was too sophisticated to believe suchsense.
"You've probably trained your dog to react negdyive the word sapo,"” | argued:

"I've had experience with dog training. I'm certdogs aren't intelligent enough to
know what people are saying about them let alonheffended by it."

"Then let's do the following," Clara proposed. "net introduce you to him. Then
we'll look in a zoology book for pictures of toaalsd comment on them.

"Then at one point you say to me, very quietly, deetainly looks like a toad," and
we'll see what happens.”

Before | could accept or reject her propositiorar@lwent out through a side door and
left me alone.

| assured myself that | had the situation well urabatrol and that | wouldn't let this
woman talk me into believing absurdities such agsdo possession of a highly
evolved consciousness.

| was giving myself a mental pep talk to be morgeasve, when Clara came back
with the hugest dog | had ever seen.

It was a male dog, massive, with fat paws the gizmffee saucers. His hair was
lustrous, black. He had yellow eyes with the lobsk@meone bored to death with life.
His ears were rounded and his face bulged and {edndn the sides.

Clara was right: He had a definite resemblancegdiaat toad.

The dog came right up to me and stopped, then tbak€lara as if waiting for her to
say something.

"Taisha, may | introduce you to my friend Manfred.
"Manfred, this is Taisha."

| felt like extending my hand and shaking its pawt Clara gave me a don't-do-it
signal with a movement of her head.

"Very pleased to meet you, Manfred," | said trymgj to laugh or sound afraid.
The dog moved closer and began to sniff my crotch.

Disgusted, | jumped back; but at that instant,unead around and hit me with his
hindquarters directly behind my knee joint so tHast my balance.



The next thing | knew, | was on my knees; thenlbfoars on the floor, and the beast
was licking the side of my face.

Then before | could get up or even roll over, tbg thrted right in my nose.
| jumped up screaming.

Clara was laughing so hard she couldn't talk.

| could have sworn that Manfred was laughing too.

He was so elated that he had propped himself bellend, and was looking at me
askance, scratching the floor with his huge fraws.

| was so outraged that | yelled, "Damn you, stigkioad-dog!"

In one instant, the dog jumped and rammed me vigtihdad.

| fell backward onto the floor with the dog on topme.

His jaw was only inches from my face: | saw a l@bkury in his yellow eyes.

The smell of his foul breath was enough to makeoaaywomit, and | was definitely
close to it.

The louder | screamed for Clara to get that dangnafbme, the more ferocious
became his snarls.

| was about to faint from fright, when | heard Glaell above the dog's growls and
my screams, "Tell him what | told you, tell him gkily."

| was too terrified to speak.

Exasperated, Clara tried to move the dog off mpuiyng him by his ears, but this
only enraged the beast more.

"Tell him! Tell him what I said!" Clara yelled.

In my terror, | couldn't remember what | was sugab® say. Then as | was about to
pass out, | heard my voice screeching, "I'm sdCtgra is the one who looks like a
toad."

Instantly the dog stopped his snarling and movédngfchest.

Clara helped me up and guided me to the couch.



The dog followed beside us as if he were givingehband.

Clara had me drink some warm water, which madevea enore nauseous.

| barely reached the outhouse before | becamentiglél.

Later, when | was resting in the living room, Clatgggested that we look at the book
about toads with Manfred to give me a chance tenate that it was Clara who looked
like a white toad.

She said that | had to erase any confusion fromfideis mind.

"Being a dog makes him very petty," she explaifiBdor soul.

"He doesn't want to be that way, he just can't ielde flares up whenever he feels
someone is making fun of him."

| told her that in my state, | was a poor subjectfiirther experiments in dog
psychology.

But Clara insisted that | play it out to the end.
As soon as she opened the book, Manfred came o@V@ok at the pictures.

Clara teased and joked about how strange toadsdipdhkat some of them were even
downright ugly.

| held up my end and played along.

| said the word 'toad,' and the Spanish word 'sagaften and as loudly as | could in
the context of our absurd conversation.

But there was no reaction from Manfred. He seensdabaed as he was the first time |
laid eyes on him.

When, as we had agreed upon, in a loud voice IthaidClara certainly looked like a
white toad, Manfred immediately began wagging aisand showed signs of true
animation.

| repeated the key phrase several times, and the hmepeated it, the more excited the
dog became.

| had then a flash of insight, and said that | wa&inny toad working her way to
being just like Clara.



At that, the dog jumped up as if prodded by antateshock.

Then when Clara said, "You're carrying this a &dt tar, Taisha," | truly thought
Manfred was so elated that he couldn't take itlanger. He ran out of the room.

| leaned back against the couch dazed.

Down in the depth of me, and in spite of all thewmstantial evidence supporting it, |
still couldn't believe that a dog could react tdeaogatory nickname the way Manfred
had.

“Tell me, Clara," | said, "what is the trick? Howdd/ou train your dog to react that
way?"

"What you saw is not a trick," she replied:
"Manfred is mysterious; an unknown being.

“There is only one man in the world who can cathlsiapo or sapito, little toad, to his
face without inciting his wrath.

"You'll meet that man one of these days.

"He's the one who's responsible for Manfred's nmysso he's the only person who
can explain it to you."

Clara stood up abruptly. "You've had a long daki¢ said, handing me the gasoline
lantern. "I think it's time for you to go to bed."

She took me to the room she had assigned to met'll' Yiad everything you need
inside," she said:

"The chamber pot is under the bed, in case yoafaagd to go to the outhouse.
"I hope you'll be comfortable."
With a pat on my arm, she disappeared down the @aridor.

| had no idea where her bedroom was. | wondergaduld perhaps be in the wing of
the house | was not allowed to set foot in.

She had said good night in such a strange fashatirfar a moment | just stood there
holding on to the doorknob, inferring all sortstloings.

| entered my room.



The gasoline lantern splashed shadows everywhere.

On the floor was a pattern of swirls cast fromvhse of flowers that had been in the
living room, which Clara must have brought in aeti@n the table.

The carved wood chest was a mass of shimmeringgray
The posts of the bed were lines that curved upvtidelike snakes.

Instantly | grasped the reason for the presentleeoiahogany etagere filled with
figurines and cloisonne objects.

The light of the lantern had completely transforrtesin creating a fantasy world.
Cloisonne and porcelain are not suited for eledigius, was the thought that came to
mind.

| wanted to explore the room, but | was bone tired.

| set the lantern on a small table next to thedostiundressed.

Laid over the back of a chair was a white muslghtgown which | put on. It seemed
to fit; at least it didn't drag on the floor.

| climbed into the soft bed and lay with my backmped against the pillows.

| didn't douse the lantern immediately: | becantagned watching the surreal
shadows.

| remembered that as a child | used to play a ganbedtime: | would count how
many shadow objects | could recognize on the vadiliay room.

The breeze from the half-open window made the shaam the walls flutter.
In my exhausted state, | imagined | could see shapanimals, trees and flying birds.

Then in a mass of gray light | saw the faint owlof a dog's face. It had rounded ears
and a flat, wrinkled snout.

It seemed to be winking at me. | knew it was Maaifre
Strange feelings and questions began to flood nmgmi

How could | ever arrange the events of the dayduldn't explain any of them to my
satisfaction.



The one thing that was most remarkable was thaeWkfor certain that my last
remark- that | was a skinny toad on my way to bdikg Clara- had established a
bond of empathy between Manfred and myself.

| also knew for certain that | couldn't think ohihas an ordinary dog, and that | was
no longer afraid of him.

In spite of my disbelief, he seemed to posseseaapntelligence that made him
aware of what Clara and | were saying.

The wind suddenly made the curtains open; dissglihe shadows in an array of
shimmering fluff.

The dog's face began to merge with the other mgskam the wall that | fancied to be
charms that would give me the power to meet thhtnig

How remarkable, | thought, that the mind can projgscexperiences onto a blank wall,
as if it were a camera that had stored endlesadecdf film.

The shadows flickered as | lowered the wick ofldrgern and the last bit of light
faded from the room leaving me in pitch blackness.

| wasn't afraid of the darkness. The fact that $ wea strange bed; in a strange house
didn't distress me.

Earlier, Clara had said this was my room, and dféng in it for only a short while, |
felt completely at home. | had a strong feeling thaas protected.

As | stared at the blackness in front of me, | cedithe air in the room become
effervescent.

| remembered what Clara had said about the housg bkearged with an
imperceptible energy, like an electric current fiogvthrough wires.

| hadn't been aware of it earlier because of allattivity, but now in absolute silence,
| distinctly heard a mild humming sound.

Then | saw the minutest bubbles jumping all arotnedroom at a tremendous speed.

They were frantically bumping into one another ggvoff a buzzing sound like the
drone of thousands of bees.

The room; the entire house seemed to be chargédavgtibtle electric current that
filled my very being.



Chapter 4

"Did you sleep well?" Clara asked me as | entelnedkitchen.
She was about to sit down at the table to eat.

| noticed there was a place set for me, althoughhstan't told me the night before at
what time breakfast would be.

"l slept like a bear," | said truthfully.
She asked me to join her and dished some spicyddtdemeat onto my plate.

| told her that waking up in an unknown bed hadagisvbeen a difficult moment for
me.

My father had changed jobs often and the family toaghove to wherever there was a
position available.

| dreaded the morning jolt of awakening disoriented new house, but that dread
hadn't materialized this time.

The feeling | had upon awakening was that the raaththe bed had always been
mine.

Clara listened intently and nodded. "That's becgoseare in harmony with the
person to whom the room belongs," she said.

"Whose room is it?" | asked, curious.

"You'll find out some day," she said, placing athgiortion of rice next to the meat on
my plate.

She handed me a fork. "Eat up. You'll need all ysitgngth today."
She didn't let me talk until | had finished evergthon my plate.
"What are we going to do?" | asked as she put idteed away.

"Not we," she corrected me. "You will be going toave to begin your
recapitulation.”

"My what, Clara?"

"l told you last night that everything and everyaméhis house has a reason for being
here, including you."



"Why am | here, Clara?"
"Your reason for being here has to be explainggbtoin stages," she said:

"On the simplest level, you're here because yaiitikere regardless of what you may
think.

"A second, and more complex, reason is that yd@re to learn and practice a
fascinating exercise called the recapitulation.”

"What is this exercise? What does it consist of?"
"I'm going to tell you about it when we get to tave."
"Why can't you tell me now?"

"Bear with me, Taisha.

"l can't answer all your questions at this poimtgduse you don't have enough energy
yet to handle the answers.

“Later on, you yourself will realize why it's sdfttult to explain certain things.
"Put on your hiking boots, and let's go now."

We left the house and climbed the low hills towtrel east, following the same tralil
we had taken the previous night.

After a short hike, | spotted the flat clearinglagh ground that | had intended to
revisit.

Without waiting for Clara to take the initiativehéaded toward it because | was eager
to find out if | could see the house during thetaag.

| peered down into a bowl-like depression squed&rstdeen hills and covered with
green foliage, but although it was clear and suhoguldn't see any signs of the
buildings.

One thing was evident; there were more huge tremsltremembered seeing at night.

"Surely you can recognize the outhouse," Clara. $Hld that reddish spot by that
clump of mesquite trees."

| jumped inadvertently because | had been so abdaybhzing into the valley that |
hadn't heard Clara come up behind me.



To help direct my attention, she pointed to a paléir section of the greenness below.

| thought of telling her out of politeness thatasvseeing it; the way | always agreed
with people, but | didn't want to start my day hymoring her.

| kept silent. Besides, there was something soisiqun that hidden valley that it
took my breath away.

| stared at it so totally absorbed that | becanosvdy: Leaning against a boulder, | let
whatever was in the valley carry me away.

"And it did transport me. | felt that | was at &mpic ground where a party was going
full force. | heard the laughter of people ...

My reverie ended when Clara lifted me to my feetiyarmpits.

"My goodness, Taisha!" she exclaimed. "You're gearthan | thought. For a moment
there, | thought I'd lost you."

| wanted to tell her what | dreamt because | watagethat | had dozed off for an
instant. But she didn't seem interested and starédking away. *

Clara had a firm and purposeful stride, as if shevkexactly where she was going.
[, on the other hand, walked aimlessly behind hgng to keep up without stumbling.
We walked in total silence.

After a good half hour, we were by a particulanfiation of rocks | was certain we
had passed earlier.

"Weren't we here before?" | asked, breaking trensi.

She nodded. "We're going in circles," she admitt8dmething is stalking you and if
we don't lose it, it will follow us to the cave."

| turned around to see if someone was behind us.
| could distinguish only the shrubs and the twidteahches of trees.
| hurried to catch up with Clara and tripped ovetamp.

Startled, | shrieked as | fell forward.



With incredible speed, Clara caught me by the archlmoke my fall by placing her
leg in front of me.

"You're not very good at walking, are you," she coented.

| told her | had never been a good outdoor pers@t;l grew up believing hiking and
camping were for country folks; unsophisticateddvamods people, but not for
educated urbanites.

Walking in the foothills of the mountains was natexperience | found enjoyable.
And except for the view of her property, scenesat tithers would find breathtaking
left me indifferent.

"Just as well," Clara said. "You're not here toklab the scenery. You have to keep
your mind on the trail. And watch out for snakes."

Whether there were snakes in the area or not,dmeoaition certainly kept my
attention on the ground.

As we continued walking, | became increasingly afubreath. The boots Clara had
equipped me with were like lead weights on my febad a hard time lifting my
thighs to put one foot in front of the other.

"Is this nature walk really necessary?" | finalgked.

Clara stopped in her tracks and faced me. "Befaean talk about anything
meaningful, you'll have to be at least aware ofryalaborate entourage,” she said.
"I'm doing my best to help you do just that."

"What are you talking about?" | demanded. "Whaberdage?" My habitual moodiness
had gotten hold of me again.

"I'm referring to your barrage of habitual feelireysd thoughts; your personal history,"
Clara explained:

"Everything that makes you into what you think yare; a unique and special person.”

"What's wrong with my habitual feelings and thowftitl asked. Her
incomprehensible assertions were definitely anrgpyne.

"Those habitual feelings and thoughts are the soofall our troubles,” she declared.
The more she spoke in riddles, the greater becayrfeusiration.

At that moment, | could have kicked myself for swmding to this woman's invitation
to spend some time with her.



It was a delayed reaction. Fears that had beernifkgnishside me now flared up full
force.

| imagined that she might be a psychopath who wanhamment might pull out a knife
and kill me.

On second thought, having been trained in manttalas she obviously had been, she
wouldn't need a knife.

One kick from her muscular leg could have beeretigeof me. | was no match for
her. She was older than I, but infinitely more pdwie

| saw myself ending up as just another statistimigsing person never heard from
again. | deliberately slowed down my pace to insecthe distance between us.

"Don't get into such a morbid frame of mind," Claead, definitely intruding into my
thoughts:

"By bringing you here, all | wanted to do was tdpherepare you to face life with a
little more grace.

"But it seems that all | succeeded in doing istéotsa landslide of ugly suspicions and
fears."

| felt genuinely embarrassed for having had suchbidahoughts.

It was bewildering how she had been so absoluight about my suspicions and
fears, and how she had with one stroke soothedtaynial turmoil.

| wished it would have been possible for me to agize and reveal to her what was
going through my mind, but | wasn't prepared tdldw: It would have put me at even
more of a disadvantage.

"You have a strange power to soothe the mind, Clasaid instead. "Did you learn to
do this in the Orient?"

"It's no great feat," she admitted, "not because yaind is easy to soothe, but because
all of us are alike.

"To know you in detall, all | have to do is to knamyself.
"And this, | promise you, | do.

"Now, let's keep on walking. | want to reach theechefore you collapse completely.”



"Tell me again, Clara, what are we going to ddiat tave?" | asked, unwilling to start
walking again.

"I'm going to teach you unimaginable things."
"What unimaginable things?"
"You'll know soon," she said, looking at me withdeieyes.

| craved more information, but before | could ergagr in conversation, she was
already halfway up the next slope.

| dragged my feet and followed her for another tprasf a mile or so until we finally
sat down by a stream.

There, the foliage of the trees' was so denseltlauulonger see the sky.
| took off the boots. | had a blister on my heel.

Clara picked up a hard-pointed stick and poked eey in between the big and the
second toe.

Something like a mild current of electricity sh@t my calves and ran along my inner
thighs.

Then she made me kneel on all fours and, takinly st at a time, turned my soles
up and poked me at the point just below the profime of my big toe. | yelled with
pain.

"That wasn't so bad," she said in the tone of some@customed to treating sick
people:

"Classical Chinese doctors used to apply that tigciento jolt and revive the weak, or
to create a state of unique attention.

"But today such classical knowledge is dying out."”
"Why is that, Clara?"

"Because the emphasis on materialism has led mamove away from esoteric
pursuits.”

"Is that what you meant when you told me in theedethat the line to the past was
severed?"



"Yes. A great upheaval always brings about deepgdsin the energy formation of
things; changes that are not always for the better.

She ordered me to place my feet into the streanfe@dhe smooth rocks along the
bottom.

The water was ice cold and made me shiver invotimta

"Move your feet at the ankles in a clockwise cifche suggested. "Let the running
water draw away your fatigue."

After a few minutes of circling my ankles, | fetifreshed but my feet were nearly
frozen.

"Now try to feel all your tension flow down to yoteet, then throw it out with a
sideward snap of your ankles," Clara said. "Thig wau'll also get rid of the
coldness."

| continued flicking the water with my feet untiley were numb. "I don't think this is
working, Clara," | said, pulling my feet out.

"That's because you're not directing the tensioayawom you," she said, "Flowing
water takes away tiredness, coldness, illness a&y @ther unwanted thing.

"But in order for this to happen, you must intefjadbtherwise, you can flick your feet
until the stream runs dry with no results."”

She added that if one did the exercise in bedwangéd have to use the imagination to
visualize a running stream.

"What exactly do you mean by 'intend it'?" | askéxying my feet with the sleeves of
the jacket. After a vigorous rubbing, they finalarmed up.

"Intent is the power that upholds the universeg' said. "It is the force that gives
focus to everything. It makes the world happen.”

| couldn't believe that | was listening to her gvenord.

Some major change had definitely taken place, fioamsng my habitual bored
indifference into a most unusual alertness.

It wasn't that | understood what Clara was sayegause | didn't. What struck me
was the fact that | could listen to her withouttiregy or becoming distracted. '

"Can you describe this force more clearly?" | asked



"There's really no way to talk about it, except apdiorically,” she said.

She brushed the ground with the sole of her sivoegging dry leaves aside.
"Underneath the dry leaves is the ground; the enasmnearth. Intent is the principle
underneath everything."

Clara put her cupped hands in the water, and sgdiisér face.

| again marveled that her skin had no wrinklessTihme | commented on her youthful
appearance.

"The way | look is a matter of keeping my innerrigein balance with the
surroundings,” she said, shaking the water offiaerds. "Everything we do hinges on
that balance.

We can be young and vibrant like this stream, dramid ominous like the lava
mountains in Arizona. It's up to us."”

| surprised myself by asking her, as if | believdtat she was saying, if there was a
way | could gain that balance.

She nodded. "You most certainly can," she saidd"gou will, by practicing the
unique exercise I'm going to teach you: the recaéadion.”

"l can't wait to practice it," | said excitedly, fing on my boots.

Then for no explicable reason, | became so agitétEd jumped up and said,
"Shouldn't we be on our way again?"

"We've already arrived,” Clara announced, and pdind a small cave on the side of a
hill.

As | gazed at it, my excitement drained out of me.
There was something ominous and foreboding abeugdéiping hole; but inviting, too.
| had a definite urge to explore it, yet at the edime | was afraid of what | might

find inside.

| suspected we were somewhere in the proximityeofiouse; a thought | found
comforting.

Clara informed me that this was a place of powepat the ancient geomancers from
China, the practitioners of feng-shui, would hawdaubtedly picked as a temple site.

"Here, the elements of water, wood and air areemgat harmony,” she said. "Here,
energy circulates in abundance.



"You'll see what | mean when you get inside theecav
"You must use the energy of this unique spot tafpyourself.”
"Are you saying that | have to stay here?"

"Didn't you know that in the ancient Orient, moraksl scholars used to retreat to
caves?" she asked. "Being surrounded by the ealpled them to meditate."

She urged me to crawl inside the cave.

Daringly, | eased myself in, putting all thoughtats and spiders out of my mind.
It was dark and cool, and there was room for omky person.

Clara told me to sit cross-legged, leaning my bag&inst the wall.

| hesitated, not wanting to dirty my jacket, buten leaned back, | was relieved to be
able to rest.

Even though the ceiling was close to my head aedtbund pressed hard against my
tailbone, it wasn't claustrophobic.

A mild, almost imperceptible current of air circtdd in the cave.

| felt invigorated, just as Clara had said | wouldias about to take off my jacket and
sit on it when Clara, squatting at the mouth ofdhee, spoke.

"The apex of the special art | want to teach ystg began, "is called the abstract
flight, and the means to achieve it we call theapattilation."

She reached inside the cave and touched the Igftigimt sides of my forehead.
"Awareness must shift from here to here,” she said:

"As children, we can easily do this, but once thal ®f the body has been broken
through wasteful excesses, only a special manipulaf awareness, right living, and
celibacy can restore the energy that has drainecoargy needed to make the shift."

| definitely understood everything she said.
| even felt that awareness was like a current efgynthat could go from one side of

the forehead to the other, and | visualized theigdggetween the two points as a vast
space; a void that impedes the crossing.



| listened intently as she continued talking. "Toely must be tremendously strong,”
she said, "so that awareness can be keen andrflarder to jump from one side of
the abyss to the other in the blink of an eye."

As she voiced her statements, something extraogdiveppened.

| became absolutely certain that | would be staywthy Clara in Mexico.

What | wanted to feel was that | would be returnimd\rizona in a few days; but what
| actually felt was that | would not be going back.

| also knew that my realization was not merelydbeeptance of what Clara had had
in mind from the start; but that | was powerlessesist her intentions because the
force that was maneuvering me was not hers alone.

"From now on, you have to lead a life in which agveess has top priority,” she said,
as if she knew | had made the tacit commitmeneofaining with her:

"You must avoid anything that is weakening and Hatto your body or your mind.

"Also, it is essential, for the time being, to btedl physical and emotional ties with
the world."

"Why is that so important?"

"Because before anything else, you must acquirty.tni

Clara explained that we are convinced that a duadigists in us; that the mind is the
insubstantial part of ourselves, and the bodyesctincrete part. This division keeps
our energy in a state of chaotic separation, aademts it from coalescing.

"Being divided is our human condition," she adnaittdBut our division is not
between the mind and the body, but between the,wligh houses the mind or the

self, and the double, which is the receptacle ofoasic energy.”

She said that before birth, man's imposed duatigsd't exist, but that from birth on,
the two parts are separated by the pull of mangimdéent.

One part turns outward and becomes the physica/; b other, inward and becomes
the double.

At death the heavier part, the body, returns tcetlr¢h to be absorbed by it, and the
light part, the double, becomes free.

But unfortunately, since the double was never etk it experiences freedom for
only an instant, before it is scattered into thverse.



"If we die without erasing our false dualism of lgahd mind, we die an ordinary
death," she said.

"How else can we die?"
Clara peered at me with one eyebrow raised.

Rather than answer my question, she revealed amfding tone that we die because
the possibility that we could be transformed hamsmtered our conception.

She stressed that this transformation must be gagsimad during our lifetime, and
that to succeed in this task is the only true psep®human being can have.

All other attainments are transient since deathalves them into nothingness.
"What does this transformation entail?" | asked.

"It entails a total change," she said. "And thatagsomplished by the recapitulation:
the cornerstone of the art of freedom.

"The art | am going to teach you is called theohfteedom; an art infinitely difficult
to practice, but even more difficult to explain.”

Clara said that every procedure she was goingatthtene, or every task she might ask
me to perform, no matter how ordinary it might séerme, was a step toward
fulfilling the ultimate goal of the art of freedortine abstract flight.

"What I'm going to show you first are simple movetsethat you must do daily,” she
continued. "Regard them always as an indispengasteof your life.

"First, I'll show you a breath that has been aeddfor generations. This breath mirrors
the dual forces of creation and destruction, ditlgnd darkness, of being and not-
being."

She told me to move outside of the cave, then #iceme, by gentle manipulation, to
sit with my spine curved forward and to bring myeks to my chest as high as | could.

While keeping my feet on the ground, | was to wmaparms around my calves and
firmly clasp my hands in front of my knees, or Wished | could clasp each elbow.
She gently eased my head down until my chin touchgahest.

| had to strain the muscles of my arms to keep neek from pushing out sideways.
My chest was constricted and so was my abdomemaedit made a cracking sound as
| tucked my chin in.



"This is a powerful breath," she said. "It may kkgou out or put you to sleep.
"If it does, return to the house when you wake up.

"By the way, this cave is just behind the housdloothe path and you'll be there in
two minutes."

Clara instructed me to take short, shallow breaths.

| told her that her request was redundant sindewha the only way | could breathe in
that position.

She said that even if | only partially releaseddha pressure | was creating with my
hands, my breath would return to normal.

But this wasn't what she was after. She wantedongeritinue the shallow breaths for
at least ten minutes.

| stayed in that position for perhaps half an hailrthe while taking shallow breaths
as she had instructed.

After the initial cramping in my stomach and legbsided, the breaths seemed to
soften my insides and dissolve them.

Then after an excruciatingly long time, Clara gavea push that made me roll
backward so | was lying on the ground, but she'tgBrmit me to release the pressure
of my arms.

| felt a moment of relief when my back touched gineund, but it was only when she
instructed me to unclasp my hands and stretch guegs that | felt complete release
in my abdomen and chest.

The only way of describing what | felt is to sagttlsomething inside me had been
unlocked by that breath and had been dissolvedieased.

As Clara had predicted, | became so drowsy theawled back inside the cave and
fell asleep.

| must have slept for at least a couple of houthéncave. And judging from the
position | was lying in when | woke up, | hadn'twed a muscle.

| believed that that was probably because ther@‘tvasy room in the cave for me to
toss and turn in my sleep, but it could also haaenlbecause | was so totally relaxed,
| didn't need to move.

| walked back to the house, following Clara's dii@ts.



She was on the patio, sitting in a rattan armchair.

| had the impression that another woman had béemgsihere with her, and when she
heard me coming, she had quickly gotten up and left

"Ah, you look much more relaxed now," Clara saith&t breath and posture does
wonders for us."

Clara said that if this breath is performed redylavith calmness and deliberation, it
gradually balances our internal energy.

Before | could tell her how invigorated | felt, sasked me to sit down because she
wanted to show me one other body maneuver crumiarfising out false dualism.

She asked me to sit with my back straight and neg esjightly lowered so that | would
be gazing at the tip of my nose.

"This breath should be done without the constrahtdothing,” she began. "But
rather than having you strip naked in the patibrivad daylight, we'll make an
exception.

"First, you inhale deeply, bringing in the air gou were breathing through your
vagina. Pull in your stomach and draw the air ym@lyour spine, past the kidneys, to
a point between the shoulder blades. Hold thénaitetfor a moment, then raise it even
further up to the back of the head, then over dipeof your head to the point between
your eyebrows."

She said that after holding it there for a momewas to exhale through the nose as |
mentally guided the air down the front of my bofisst to the point just below the
navel, and then to my vagina, where the cycle legplib.

| began to practice the breathing exercise.

Clara brought her hand to the base of my spin@, titaeed a line up my back, over my
head, and gently pressed the spot between my eysbro

"Try to bring the breath here," she said. "The oceagpu keep your eyes halfway open
IS so that you can concentrate on the bridge of yoge as you circulate the air up
your back and over your head to this point; and atsyou can use your gaze to guide
the air down the front of your body, returningatytour sexual organs."

Clara said that circulating the breath in suchshifan creates an impenetrable shield
that prevents outside disruptive influences froer@ng the body's field of energy: It
also keeps vital inner energy from dispersing outilya



She stressed that the inhalation and exhalationldle inaudible, and that the
breathing exercise could be done while one is stgnditting or lying down; although
in the beginning it is easier to do it while sigion a cushion or on a chair.

"Now," she said, pulling her chair closer to mitiet's talk about what we began
discussing this morning: the recapitulation.”

A shiver went through me.

| told her that although | had no conception of dfae was talking about, | knew it
was going to be something monumental and | wasretlswas prepared to hear it.

She insisted that | was nervous because some fpad sensed that she was about to
disclose perhaps the most important techniquelbfeeewal.

Patiently she explained that the recapitulatiaimésact of calling back the energy we
have already spent in past actions.

To recapitulate entails recalling all the peoplehage met, all the places we have
seen, and all the feelings we have had in oureehes; starting from the present and
going back to the earliest memories; then sweethieg clean, one by one, with the
sweeping breath.

| listened, intrigued, although | couldn't helplfieg that what she said was more than
nonsensical to me.

Before | could make any comments at all, she firtalgk my chin in her hands and
instructed me to inhale through the nose as sinedumy head to the left, and then
exhale as she turned it to the right.

Next, | was to turn my head to the left and righ&isingle movement without
breathing. She said that this is a mysterious Wdyreathing and the key to the
recapitulation, because inhaling allows us to pattk energy that we lost; while
exhaling permits us to expel foreign, undesirablergy that has accumulated in us
through interacting with our fellow men.

“In order to live and interact, we need energy&r@iwent on. "Normally, the energy
spent in living is gone forever from us.

"Were it not for the recapitulation, we would netave the chance to renew
ourselves. Recapitulating our lives and sweepirgpast with the sweeping breath
work as a unit."

Recalling everyone | had ever known and everythimgd ever felt in my life seemed
to me an absurd and impossible task. "That canftakeer," | said, hoping that a
practical remark might block Clara's unreasonabk of thought.



"It certainly can,” she agreed. "But | assure ybalsha, you have everything to gain
by doing it, and nothing to lose."

| took a few deep breaths, moving my head fromttefight imitating the way she had
shown me to breathe in order to placate her, arttkleknow | had been paying
attention.

With a wry smile, she warned me that recapitulaisigot an arbitrary or capricious
exercise.

"When you recapitulate, try to feel some long stigtfibers that extend out from your
midsection," she explained:

"Then align the turning motion of your head witle ttnovement of these elusive
fibers. They are the conduits that will bring baélc& energy that you've left behind.

"In order to recuperate our strength and unityhaee to release our energy trapped in
the world and pull it back to us."”

She assured me that while recapitulating, we extleoske stretchy fibers of energy
across space and time to the persons, places antkave are examining.

The result is that we can return to every momemuoflives and act as if we were
actually there.

This possibility sent shivers through me.

Although intellectually | was intrigued by what Gawas saying, | had no intention of
returning to my disagreeable past, even if it waly ,m my mind.

If nothing else, | took pride in having escapeduabearable life situation. | was not
about to go back and mentally relive all the morséiitad tried so hard to forget.

Yet Clara seemed to be so utterly serious and ignoeexplaining the recapitulation
technique to me, that for a moment, | put my olipest aside, and concentrated on
what she was saying.

| asked her if the order in which one recollects plast matters. She said that the
important point is to re-experience the eventsfaetings in as much detail as
possible, and to touch them with the sweeping hreéhereby releasing one's trapped
energy.

"Is this exercise part of the Buddhist traditiohasked.



"No, itisn't," she replied solemnly. "This is paftanother tradition. Someday, soon,
you'll find out what that tradition is."”



Chapter 5

In the middle of our conversation on the patio,r&€kuddenly had a vacant, far-away
look as if she had caught sight of something oresmme at the side of the house.

She hurriedly got up and excused herself, leaviegarponder the importance of all
the things she had said.

| didn't see Clara again until the following momiat breakfast.

As we sat to eat our morning meal of shredded m@egtice, | told Clara that on my
return trip from the cave yesterday, | had confarher statement that it was only a
short distance from the house.

"Why did we really meander so much to get therey&1" | asked.

Clara burst out laughing. "I was trying to get youake off your boots, so we passed
by the stream," she replied.

"Why did | have to take off my boots? Was it be@aatmy blister?"

"It wasn't your blister,” Clara said emphaticallyneeded to poke very crucial points
on the soles of your feet to awaken you from ydaldng lethargy. Otherwise, you
would have never listened to me."

"Aren't you exaggerating, Clara? | would have hsi to you even if you didn't poke
my feet."

She shook her head and gave me a knowing smileofAls were brought up to live
in a sort of limbo where nothing counts exceptyethmediate gratifications," she
said. "And women are the masters of that state.

“Not until we recapitulate can we overcome our ugpding. And talking about
recapitulating ..." Clara noticed my pained expsand laughed.

"Do | have to go back to the cave, Clara?" | inipted, anticipating what | thought
she was going to tell me. "I'd much rather stayvath you. If you pose for me, | can
make a few sketches of you, and then paint youraitl

"No, thank you," she said, uninterested. "What Igoimmg to do is give you some
preliminary instructions on how to proceed with theapitulation.”

When we had finished eating, Clara handed me angnttad and pencil. | thought she
had changed her mind about my sketching her pobrtrai



But as she pushed the writing materials towardgne,said that | should begin making
a list of all the people | had met, starting frdm present and going back to my
earliest memories.

"That's impossible!" | gasped. "How on earth anoihg to remember everyone I've
ever come into contact with from day one?"

Clara moved the plates aside to give me room ttewri

"Difficult, true, but not impossible," she saidt'sla necessary part of the
recapitulation. The list forms a matrix for the hito hook on to."”

She said that the initial stage of the recapitatationsists of two things.

The first is the list, the second is setting upgbene, and setting up the scene consists
of visualizing all the details pertinent to the ptgethat one is going to recall.

"Once you have all the elements in place, usewe®ging breath. The movement of
your head is like a fan that stirs everything iattbcene,"” she said:

"If you're remembering a room, for example, breathiéhe walls, the ceiling, the
furniture, the people you see.

And don't stop until you have absorbed every lastftenergy you left behind."

"How will I know when I've done that?" | asked. "Yiobody will tell you when you've
had enough," she assured me:

"Remember, intend to inhale the energy that yauethe scene you're recapitulating,
and intend to exhale the extraneous energy thmtstyou by others."

Overwhelmed by the task of making the list and beigig to recapitulate, | couldn't
think at all. A perverse and involuntary reactidmy mind was to go absolutely
blank.

Then a deluge of thoughts flooded in, making itasgble for me to know where to
start.

Clara explained that we must start the recapitdby first focusing our attention on
our past sexual activity.

"Why do you have to begin there?" | asked suspstiou

"That's where the bulk of our energy is caughtar@€lexplained. "That's why we must
free those memories first!"



"l don't think my sexual encounters were all tmaportant.”

"It doesn't matter. You could have been staringiughe ceiling bored to death, or
seeing shooting stars or fireworks- someone sfillHis energy inside you and walked
off with a ton of yours."

| was totally put off by her statement. To go b&zkny sexual experiences now
seemed repugnant.

"It's bad enough," | said, "to relive my childhoe@mories, but | won't hash up what
happened with men."

Clara looked at me with a raised eyebrow.

"Besides," | argued, "you'll probably expect mednfide in you. But really, Clara, |
don't think what | did with men is anyone's busgés

| thought | had made my point.
Clara resolutely shook her head and said, "Do yantwhose men you had to continue
feeding from your energy? Do you want those megetostronger as you get stronger?

Do you want to be their source of energy for trst of your life?

"No. | don't think you understand the importancehaf sexual act or the scope of the
recapitulation.”

"You're right, Clara. | don't understand the reafwryour bizarre request.

"And what's this business of men getting strongealise I'm their source of energy?
I'm nobody's source or provider. | promise you.that

She smiled and said that she had made a mistd&ecing a confrontation of
ideologies at this time. "Bear with me," she begged

"This is a belief | have chosen to uphold. As yoogoess with your recapitulation, |
will tell you about the origin of this belief.

"Suffice it to say that it is a critical part ofglart I'm teaching you."

"If it's as important as you claim, Clara, perhgpa'd better tell me about it now," |
said. "Before we go any further with the recapiiola 1'd like to know what I'm
getting into."

"All right, if you insist," she said, nodding.

She poured some camomile tea into our mugs anddaddpoonful of honey to hers.



In the authoritative voice of a teacher enlightgrameophyte, she explained that
women, more so than men, are the true supportéheafocial order, and that to fulfill
this role, they have been reared uniformly the @onler to be at the service of men.

"It makes no difference whether women are bougihttroff the slave block, or they
are courted and loved," she stressed. "Their fueddah purpose and fate is still the
same: to nourish, shelter and serve men."

Clara looked at me, | believed, to assess if | iglswing her argument.
| thought | was, but my gut reaction was that heire premise seemed wrong.

"That may be true in some cases," | said, "but'tdtiink you can make such
sweeping generalizations to include all women."

Clara disagreed vehemently. "The diabolical pawoimen's servile position is that it
doesn't appear to be merely a social prescripteimg“said, "but a fundamental
biological imperative.”

"Wait a minute, Clara," | protested. "How did yauiee at that?"

She explained that every species has a biologigatiative to perpetuate itself, and
that nature has provided tools in order to ensuaethe merging of female and male
energies takes place in the most efficient way.

She said that in the human realm, although thegrgirfunction of sexual intercourse
IS procreation, it also has a secondary and cdéwection, which is to ensure a
continual flow of energy from women to men.

Clara put such a stress on the word 'men' thad kbvask, "Why do you say it as if it
were a one-way street? Isn't the sexual act an examange of energy between male
and female?"

"No," she said emphatically. "Men leave specifiemy lines inside the body of
women. They are like luminous tapeworms that masgeale the womb, sipping up
energy."

"That sounds positively sinister," | said, humorhrey.
She continued her exposition in utter seriousri@$ee energy lines are put there for
an even more sinister reason," she said, ignoringernvous laughter, "which is to

ensure that a steady supply of energy reachesdhenho deposited them.

"Those lines of energy, established through sexitcourse, collect and steal energy
from the female body to benefit the male who leé&m there."



Clara was so adamant in what she was saying timildin't joke about it but had to
take her seriously.

As | listened, | felt my nervous smile turn intearl.

"Not that | accept for a minute what you're say@tara," | said, "but just out of
curiosity, how in the world did you arrive at suzlpreposterous notion? Did someone
tell you about this?"

"Yes, my teacher told me about it.

"At first, | didn't believe him either," she adneitt, "but he also taught me the art of
freedom, and that means that | learned to seddhedf energy.

"Now | know he was accurate in his assessmentgsusecl can see the worm-like
filaments in women's bodies for myself. You, foample, have a number of them, all
of them still active.”

"Let's say that's true, Clara,” | said uneasilustJor the sake of argument, let me ask
you why should this be possible? Isn't this one-emgrgy flow unfair to women?"

"The whole world is unfair to women!" she exclaimé@ut that's not the point.”
"What is the point, Clara? | know I'm missing it."

"Nature's imperative is to perpetuate our spec&®"explained. "In order to ensure
that this continues to take place, women have ity @n excessive burden at their
basic energy level, and that means a flow of entrgttaxes women."

"But you still haven't explained why this shoulddm" | said, already becoming
swayed by the force of her convictions.

"Women are the foundation for perpetuating the husyecies," Clara replied. "The
bulk of the energy comes from them, not only tages give birth and nourish their
offspring, but also for ensuring that the male plhis part in this whole process."

Clara explained that ideally this process ensuratsa woman feeds her man
energetically through the filaments he left indde body, so that the man becomes
mysteriously dependent on her at an ethereal level.

This is expressed in the overt behavior of the mneturning to the same woman again
and again to maintain his source of sustenance.

That way, Clara said, nature ensures that merdditian to their immediate drive for
sexual gratification, set up more permanent bontswomen.



"These energy fibers left in women's wombs alsmbexmerged with the energy
makeup of the offspring, should conception take@laClara elaborated:

"It may be the rudiments of family ties, for thesegy from the father merges with that
of the fetus, and enables the man to sense thahtlieis his own.

"These are some of the facts of life a girl's motiever tells her.
"Women are reared to be easily seduced by mengutithe slightest idea of the
consequences of sexual intercourse in terms céribegy drainage it produces in

them. This is my point and this is what is not.fair

As | listened to Clara talk, | had to agree thahs®f what she said made sense to me
at a deep bodily level.

She urged me not just to agree or disagree withbueito think this through and
evaluate what she had said in a courageous, ugipreguand intelligent manner.

"It's bad enough that one man leaves energy lim@de a woman's body," Clara went
on, "although that is necessary for having offgpand ensuring their survival.

"But to have the energy lines of ten or twenty nmaide her feeding off her
luminosity is more than anyone can bear. No womdenen can never lift up their
heads."

"Can a woman get rid of those lines?" | asked, namic more convinced that there
was some truth to what Clara was saying.

"A woman carries those luminous worms for sevengjgé&lara said, "after which
time they disappear or fade out.

"But the wretched part is that when the seven yaggsbout to be up, the whole army
of worms, from the very first man a woman had ®\kry last one, all become
agitated at once so that the woman is driven te lsaxual intercourse again.

Then all the worms spring to life stronger thanr@edeed off the woman's luminous
energy for another seven years. It really is a nending cycle."

"What if the woman is celibate?" | asked. "Do therms just die out?"
"Yes, if she can resist having sex for seven years.

"But it's nearly impossible for a woman to remagtlzate like that in our day and age,
unless she becomes a nun, or has money to supgrselfn



"And even then she still would need a totally diffiet rationale."
"Why is that, Clara?"

"Because not only is it a biological imperativetthmen have sexual intercourse, but
it is also a social mandate."

Clara gave me then a most confusing and distregstample.

She said that since we are unable to see the fl@nargy, we may be needlessly
perpetuating patterns of behavior or emotionalrpriations associated with this
unseen flow of energy.

For instance, for society to demand that women yrmarat least offer themselves to
men is wrong, as it is wrong for women to feel dfifad unless they have a man's
semen inside them.

It is true that a man's energy lines give womerpgse; make them fulfill their
biological destinies of feeding men and their offiisg.

But human beings are intelligent enough to demdndesnselves more than merely
the fulfillment of the reproduction imperative.

She said that, for example, to evolve is an equaitia greater imperative than to
reproduce; and that, in this case, evolving enthdsawakening of women to their true
role in the energetic scheme of reproduction.

She then turned her argument to the personal édbkaid that | had been reared, like
every other woman, by a mother who regarded aprimaary function raising me to
find a suitable husband so | would not have thgnsti of being a spinster.

| was really bred, like an animal, to have sexmaiter what my mother chose to call
it.

"You, like every other woman, have been tricked fonded into submission," Clara
said. "And the sad part is that you're trappedhis pattern, even if you don't intend to
procreate."

Her statements were so distressing that | laughéedfesheer nervousness.

Clara wasn't fazed at all.

"Perhaps all this is true, Clara," | said, tryingf to sound condescending. "But in my

case, how can remembering the past change anytlsng® all water under the
bridge?"



"l can only tell you that to wake up, you must lr@avicious circle," she countered,
her green eyes assessing me curiously.

| reiterated that | didn't believe in her theoraut diabolic biological imperatives or
vampirelike males leeching off women's energy, amrgaied that just sitting in a cave
remembering isn't going to change anything.

"There are certain things | just don't want to khatbout ever again," | snapped and
banged my fist on the kitchen table.

| stood up ready to leave and told her that | didant to hear any more about the
recapitulation, the list of names, or any biologjiogperatives.

"Let's make a deal," Clara said, with the air ofi@chant getting ready to cheat a
customer. "You're a fair person; you like to be draible. So I'll propose that we reach
an agreement."”

"What kind of an agreement?" | asked with mountngiety.

She tore off a sheet from the writing pad and hent® me. "I want you to write and
sign a promissory voucher stating that you're goinigy the recapitulation exercise
for one month only.

If, after a month, you don't notice any increasenergy, or any improvement in how
you feel toward yourself or toward life in genenagdu will be free to go back home,
wherever home is.

If this turns out to be the case, you can simplyensff the entire experience as the
bizarre request of an eccentric woman."

| sat down again to calm myself. As | took a fepssof tea, the thought struck me that
it was the least | could do after all the troublar@ had gone to for me.

Besides, it was apparent that she wasn't goingttmé off the hook that easily.
| could always go through the motions of recapttntamy memories: After all, who
is to know if, in the cave, | did the visualizatiand breathing, or if | just daydreamed

or took a nap?

"It's only one month," she said sincerely. "You Wdre signing your life away.
Believe me, I'm really trying to help you."

"I know that," | said. "But why would you botheridg all this for me? Why me,
Clara?"

"There is a reason," she replied, "but it's soeflatfed that | can't spring it on you now.



"The only thing | can tell you is that by helpinguy I'm fulfilling a worthy purpose;
paying off a debt.

"Would you accept my repaying a debt as a reason?"
Clara looked at me so hopefully that | picked up plencil and wrote the voucher,
deliberately fussing over the wording so that theoelld be no confusion about the

one-month time frame.

She bargained with me for not including in that mhothe time it took me to draw up
the list of names. | agreed and made an addendtmateffect.

Then, in spite of my better judgement, | signed it.



Chapter 6

It took weeks of brain-racking work to compile fig. | hated myself for having let
Clara talk me into not including that time in theucher.

During those long days, | worked in absolute sdktand silence.

| only saw Clara at breakfast and at dinner, whwvehate in the kitchen; but we hardly
spoke.

She would rebuff all my attempts at cordial conaédo, saying that we would talk
again when | had finished my list.

When | had completed it, she put down her sewirthiammediately accompanied me
to the cave. It was four o'clock in the afternoamg according to Clara, early morning
and late afternoon were the most propitious tirdsegin such a vast undertaking.
At the entrance of the cave, she gave me someiatisins.

"Take the first person on your list", Clara saigihd work your memory to recall
everything you experienced with that person fromrtfoment you two met to the last
time you interacted. Or, if you prefer, you can kvbackward, from the last time you
had dealings with that person to your first enceuht

Armed with the list, | went to the cave every day.

At first, recapitulating was painstaking work.

| couldn't concentrate because | dreaded dredgirtelpast.

My mind would wander from what | considered to e draumatic event to the next,
or | would simply rest or daydream.

But after a while, | became intrigued with the ithaand detail that my recollections
were acquiring. | even began to be more objectbaibexperiences | had always
considered to be taboo.

Surprisingly, | also felt stronger and more optitiais

Sometimes, as | breathed, it was as if energy wezeng back into my body, causing
my muscles to become warm and to bulge.

| became so involved in my recapitulation task t@itin't need a whole month to
prove its worth.



Two weeks after the starting time stipulated inthacher, while we were eating
dinner, | asked Clara to find someone to move ni@bmy apartment and to put my
things in storage.

Clara had suggested this option to me several ta&se, but each time | had refused
her offer because | was not ready to make the ctmmenit.

Clara was delighted with my request.

"Il have one of my cousins do it," she voluntekr&she'll take care of everything. |
don't want any worries to keep you from concemrati

"Now that you mention it, Clara," | said, "thereoise other thing that's been bothering
me."

Clara waited for me to speak. | told her that Ifdut very odd that our meals were
always ready, although | had never seen her coakipgeparing food.

"That's because you're never in the house duriagldly,” Clara said matter-of-factly.
"And at night, you retire early."

It was true that | spent most of my time in theecav
When | did go back to the house, it was to havesalmm the kitchen.
Afterward, | stayed in my room because the sizéhefhouse intimidated me.

It was enormous. It didn't look abandoned, foraisviilled to capacity with furniture,
books and various decorative objects made of cetasitver or cloisonne.

Every room was clean and dust free, as if a maitkecagularly to tidy up.
Yet the house seemed empty because there wereoptepe it.

Twice Clara had disappeared on mysterious errdradshe refused to discuss; during
those times, the only other living being in the $@beside myself was Manfred.

Those were also the times when Manfred and | hikexdthe hills overlooking the
house. | had mapped the house and its groundsdroabservation point | thought |
had found myself.

| didn't want to admit at that time that Manfredifguided me to it.

From my private promontory, | spent hours tryindi¢mre out the orientation of the
house.



Clara had indicated that it followed the cardinaiinps, but when | checked it with a
compass, the house seemed to be on a slightlyetitfalignment.

The grounds around the house were most disturl@nguse they defied any accurate
mapping | tried to devise.

| could see from my observation post that the gdsuiseemed much more extensive
than when measured from the house itself.

Clara had forbidden me to set foot in the front pathe house- the east- as well as
the south side. But | had calculated, by walkinguad the periphery of the house, that
the two areas were identical to the west and reddis to which | had access.

However, when seen from a distance, they weregrttical at all; and | was at a loss
to explain the discrepancy.

| gave up trying to pin down the layout of the h@asid grounds, and began placing
my attention on another mysterious problem: Clasdaives.

Although she constantly referred to them in andqui®i manner, | had not yet seen hide
nor hair of them.

"When are your relatives coming back from India@sked Clara point-blank.
"Soon," she replied.

She picked up her rice bowl with one hand and helte way the Chinese do. | had
never seen her use chop-sticks before and maraetbe incredible precision with
which she manipulated them.

"Why are you so concerned with my relatives?" sied.

"To tell you the truth, Clara, | don't know why,thiim very curious about them," |
said. "I've been having unsetthng feelings andghtauiin this huge house."

"Do you mean that you don't like the house?"

"On the contrary, | love it. It's just so big anaumting."

"What kind of thoughts and feelings unsettle yost® asked, putting down her bowl.
"Sometimes | think | see people in the hallwayi, leear voices. And I'm always under

the impression that someone is watching me, buhwh@ok around there isn't anyone
there."



"There's more to this house than meets the eyara@dmitted, "but that shouldn't
engender fear or worry.

"There is magic in this house, in the land, antheamountains around this entire area.
That's the reason we chose to live here.

"In fact, that's also the reason you decided t® here yourself, even though you don't
have the slightest inkling of that being the reafswryour choice.

"But this is the way it should be. You bring yoaonocence to this house and the house
with all the intent it stores turns it into wisddm.

"It all sounds very beautiful, Clara, but what etkadoes it mean?"

"l always talk to you with the hope that you wiliderstand me," Clara said with a
note of disappointment:

"Every one of my relatives, who, | assure you, wime into contact with you sooner
or later, will speak to you in the same way. So'diink that we're talking nonsense
just because you don't understand us."

"Believe me, Clara, | don't think that at all, draim grateful that you are trying to help
me."

"It's the recapitulation that's helping you, not,'f@ara corrected me:

"Have you noticed any strange things about the dyaother than what you have
already told me?"

| told her about the disparity between my visuakeasments of the house from the
observation post and from the grounds. She laughebshe was coughing.

"l have to adjust my behavior to this new developtyieClara said when she could
talk again.

"Can you explain to me why the grounds seem t@psitled, and why | get such
different compass readings when I'm down here tiaen I'm up on the hill?" | asked.

"l certainly can; but it won't make any sense ta.\What's more, you may even get
frightened."”

"Does it have to do with the compass, Clara? @rmse? Am | crazy or what?"

"It has to do with you, of course: You're the ongking those measurements; but it's
not that you're crazy. It's something else."



"What is it, Clara? Tell me. This whole thing isigig me the creeps. It's as if | were
in a science fiction movie where nothing is real anything can happen. | hate that
genre!"

Clara didn't seem willing to divulge anything molrestead she asked, "Don't you like
the unexpected?"

| told her that having male siblings had been s@dgting for me; that | became
jaded, and as a matter of principle, | hated ewangtthey liked.

They watched Twilight Zone on television, and raaddut it. To me, it was a most
manipulative and contrived show.

"Let's see how | can put this," Clara conceded:
"First of all, this is definitely not a sciencetimn house.

"It's rather a house of extraordinary intent. Téason why | can't explain its
discrepancies is because | can't explain to yowet intent is."

"Please don't talk in riddles, Clara," | beggedtis'thot only frightening, but plainly
infuriating."

"In order for you to understand this delicate matt@ave to talk in a roundabout
way," Clara said:

"So let me first tell you about the man who wagdily responsible for my being here
in this house, and indirectly responsible for mhatien with you.

"His name was Julian and he was the most exquisiteg you could ever encounter.

"He found me one day when | had lost my way in ¢hm®untains in Arizona and he
brought me here to this house."

"Wait a minute, Clara, | thought you said that thigise has been in your family for
generations," | reminded her.

"Five generations, to be exact," she replied.
"How can you make two contradictory statements witbh nonchalance?"

"I'm not contradicting myself. It's you who aredrtreting things without a proper
foundation.

"The truth is that this house has been in my fafimhygenerations; but my family is an
abstract family.



"It's a family in the same manner this house wase," and Manfred is a 'dog.'

But you already know that Manfred isn't a real dagy; is this house real like any
other house. Do you'see what | mean?"

| wasn't in the mood for Clara's riddles.
For a while, | sat quietly, hoping that she wouféiege the subject.

Then | felt guilty for brooding and being short-feaned. "No, | don't see what you
mean, | finally said.

"In order for you to understand all this, you h&wehange," Clara said patiently:
"But then, that's precisely why you are here: tange.

"And to change means that you will be able to sedde making the abstract flight, at
which time everything will be clear to you."

At my desperate urging, she explained that thisnaginable flight was symbolized by
moving from the right side of the forehead to th#, Ibut what it really meant was
bringing the ethereal part of us, the double, miodaily awareness.

"As I've already explained to you," she went ohg"body-mind dualism is a false
dichotomy.

"The real division is between the physical bodyjokthouses the mind, and the
ethereal body or the double, which houses our gnerg

"The abstract flight takes place when we bringanuwble to bear on our daily lives.

“In other words, the moment our physical body beesmotally conscious of its
energetic ethereal counterpart, we have crossadmeethe abstract; a completely
different realm of awareness."

"If it means I'll have to change first, | seriouslgubt I'll ever be able to make that
crossing," | said. "Everything seems so deeplyanmggd in me that | feel I'm set for
life."

Clara poured some water into my cup. She put dowrcéramic pitcher and looked at
me squarely.

"There is a way to change," she said, "and by noware up to your ears in it. It's
called the recapitulation.”



She assured me that a deep and complete recapitutatables us to be aware of what
we want to change by allowing us to see our livébaut delusion.

It gives us a moment's pause in which we can chitmogecept our usual behavior, or
to change it by intending it away before it fullyteaps us.

"And how do you intend something away?" | asked YDu just say, '‘Begone,
Satan!"?"

Clara laughed and took a sip of water. "To chamngeneed to meet three conditions,"
she said:

"First, we must announce out loud our decisioniange so that intent will hear us.

Second, we must engage our awareness over a étiote: \We can't just start
something and give it up as soon as we becomeutsged.

Third, we have to view the outcome of our actiorith\& sense of complete
detachment. This means we can't get involved wighidea of succeeding or failing.

"Follow these three steps and you can change angnted feelings and desires in
you," Clara assured me.

"l don't know, Clara," | said skeptically. "It sadsso simple the way you put it."

It wasn't that | didn't want to believe her: It wast that | had always been practical;
and from a practical point of view, the task of mjijmg my behavior was staggering in
spite of her three-fold program.

We finished our meal in complete silence.

The only sound in the kitchen was the constantpangp of water as it passed through a
limestone filter.

That gave me a concrete image of the gradual alegapsocess of recapitulating.
Suddenly, | had a surge of optimism.

Perhaps it was possible to change oneself; to begumfied drop by drop, thought by
thought, just like the water passing through therfi

Above us, the bright track lights cast eerie shadowthe white tablecloth.
Clara put down her chopsticks and began curlingihgers as if she were making

shadow pictures on the tablecloth. At any momexplected her to do a rabbit or a
turtle.



"What are you doing?" | asked, breaking the silence

"This is a form of communication," she explaineat'with people though, but with
that force we call intent.”

She extended her little and index fingers, theneradircle by touching her thumb to
the tips of the two remaining fingers. She toldtime this was a signal to trap the
attention of that force and to allow it to entee tiody through the energy lines that
end or originate in the fingertips.

"Energy comes through the index and little fingehey are extended like antennae,"
she explained, showing me the gesture again. "Theeenergy is trapped and held in
the circle made by the other three fingers."

She said that with this specific hand position &e draw sufficient energy into the
body to heal or strengthen it, or to change ourasamnd habits.

“Let's go to the living room, where we can be maymfortable,” Clara said. "I don't
know about you, but this bench is beginning to Inuytbottom."

Clara stood up and we walked across the dark gatio,gh the back door and hall of
the main house into the living room.

To my surprise, the gasoline lamp had already beand Manfred was asleep curled
up next to an armchair.

Clara made herself comfortable in that chair, whibhd always taken to be her
favorite.

She picked up a piece of embroidery that she had ®rking on and carefully added
a few more stitches by passing the needle thrdoglelbth and pulling it out with a
graceful sweeping motion of her hand.

Her eyes were steadfast; intent on her work.

To me it was so unusual to see this strong womargdweedle work that | glanced
over curiously to see if | could catch a glimpsédef handicraft.

Clara noticed my interest and held up the clothnierto see.

It was a pillowcase with embroidered butterfliesgbed on colorful flowers. It was
too gaudy for my taste.

Clara smiled as if she sensed my critical opinibhey work.



"You might tell me that my work is sheer beautytaat I'm wasting my time," she
said, taking another stitch, "but that wouldn'eaffmy inner serenity.

"This attitude is called 'knowing your worth.

She asked a rhetorical question that she answersdlf "And what do you think my
worth is? Absolutely zero."

| told her that in my opinion she was magnificeénily a most inspiring person. How
could she say that she had no worth?

"It's all very simple,” Clara explained. "As long #he positive and negative forces are
in balance, they cancel each other out and thahs@at my worth is zero.

"It also means that | cannot possibly be upset vdoeneone criticizes me, nor can | be
pleased when someone praises me."

Clara held up a needle and, in spite of the dimmtJighe quickly threaded it.

"Chinese sages of ancient times used to say tleater to know your worth, you have
to slip through the eye of the dragon," she saitling the two ends of the thread
together.

She said that those sages were convinced thaothedless unknown is guarded by an
enormous dragon whose scales shine with a daziinigy

They believed that the courageous seekers whatdagproach the dragon are awed
by its blinding glare, by the power of its tail thvath the minutest flicker crushes
anything in its way, and by its burning breath ttuahs to ashes everything within its
reach.

But they also believed that there is a way to Islighat unapproachable dragon.

Clara said that they were confident that by mergwitp the dragon's intent, one can
become invisible and go through the dragon's eye.

"What does that mean, Clara?" | asked.
"It means that through the recapitulation we catobee empty of thought and desire,
which for those ancient seers meant to become a@helve dragon's intent, therefore

invisible."

| picked up an embroidered cushion, another sawifp®ara's work, and tucked it
behind my back.

| took several deep breaths to clear my mind.



| wanted to understand what she was saying, bunhbetence in using Chinese
metaphors made it all the more confusing to me.

Yet there was such an urgency in everything st Haat | felt it would be my loss if
| didn't at least try to understand her.

Watching Clara embroidering, | was suddenly remihaemy mother. Perhaps it was
that memory that induced in me a monumental sagadesging that had no name.

Or perhaps it was listening to what Clara had saigiist being in her empty,
hauntingly beautiful house, under that eerie ligfithe gasoline lamp.

Tears flooded my eyes and | began to weep.

Clara jumped up from her chair and stood besideShe.whispered in my ear so
loudly that it sounded like a shout, "Don't youal#&r give in to self-pity in this house.

"If you do, this house will reject you. It will dpyou out, just like you spit out an olive
pit."

Her admonition had the proper effect on me. My sadrninstantly vanished.
| dried my eyes and Clara continued talking athmg had happened.

"The art of emptiness was the technique practige@hinese men of wisdom who
wanted to go through the dragon's eye," she sahtgd her seat again:

"Today, we call it the art of freedom. We feel &'better term because that art really
leads to an abstract realm where humanness doesant"

"Do you mean, Clara, that it is an inhuman realm?"
Clara put her embroidery down in her lap and lookieche. "What | mean is that
almost everything we have heard about this realom Sages and seers who sought it,

smacks of human concerns.

"But we, the ones who practice the art of freedbave found out from firsthand
experience that this is an inaccurate portrayal.

“In our experience, whatever is human in that reiglso unimportant that it is lost in
the vastness."

"Wait a minute, Clara. What about that group okledary personages called the
Chinese immortals? Didn't they achieve freedonh@wray you mean it?" .



"Not in the way we mean it," Clara said. "Freedanus is being free from humanness.

"The Chinese immortals were caught in their mythisnenortality; of being wise, of
having liberated themselves, of coming back tohnerguide others along the way.

"They were scholars, musicians; possessors of saperl powers.

"They were righteous and whimsical very much like ¢lassical Greek gods.
"Even nirvana is a human state, in which blisseisd free from the flesh."

Clara had succeeded in making me feel completelgria

| told her that all my life | had been accusedaaking human warmth and
understanding. In fact, | had been told that | W@scoldest creature anyone could

ever come across.

Now Clara was saying that freedom was being fremfnuman compassion, and | had
always felt | was missing something crucial by possessing it.

| was on the verge of tears of self-pity again, Glaira came again to my rescue.

"Being free from humanness doesn't mean such atiddhing as not possessing
warmth or compassion," she said.

"Even so, freedom the way you describe it is ineorable to me, Clara,” | insisted.
“I'm not sure | would want any part of it."

"And I'm sure | want every part of it," she retaite
"Although my mind cannot conceive it either, bekawe, it does exist!

"And believe me, too, that someday you'll be say;ngomeone else whatever | am
saying to you now about it. Perhaps you'll evenisiag the same words."

She winked at me as if she knew for certain thiatwlas going to happen.

"As you continue to recapitulate, the entrancéhefrealm where humanness doesn't
count will appear to you," Clara went on:

"That will be the invitation for you to go througthe dragon's eye.
"This is what we call the abstract flight.

"It actually entails crossing a vast chasm inteam that cannot be described because
man isn't the measure of it."



| became numb with dread. | didn't dare take Cligtdly, for she always meant what
she said.

The thought of losing my humanness, such as it arad jumping into a chasm was
more than frightening.

| was about to ask her if she knew when that en&ravas going to appear to me, but
she continued her explanation.

"The truth of the matter is that the entrance iBont of us all the time," Clara said,
"but only those whose minds are still and whosetheae at ease can see or feel its
presence."

She explained that to call it an entrance was retaphorical because it actually
appears sometimes as a plain door, a black caaelazzling light or anything
conceivable; even a dragon's eye. She said thiisinespect, the metaphors of
China's early sages were not farfetched at all.

"Another thing the ancient Chinese seekers beligwasithat invisibility is the
corollary of having attained a calm indifferencghé said.

"What is a calm indifference, Clara?"

Instead of answering me directly, she asked ifd ézer seen the eyes of fighting
cocks.

"I've never seen a fighting cock in my life," | daher.

Clara explained that the look in the eyes of atiighcock is not the look found in the
eyes of ordinary people or animals because those myrror warmth, compassion,
rage, fear.

"The eyes of a fighting cock are filled with norfetlzese,” Clara informed me:

"Instead, they reflect an indescribable indifferrgomething also found in the eyes
of beings who have made the great crossing.

"Instead of looking outwardly at the world, thewbaurned inwardly to gaze at that
which is not yet present.

"The eye that gazes inwardly is immovable," Claemtwon. "It reflects not human
concerns or fears, but the vastness.

"Seers who have gazed at the boundless have dtthatethe boundless stares back
with a cold, unyielding indifference."”



Chapter 7

Clara concluded that my being terrified was a pobad the conflict between what |
really saw, and what | had already been told wasipte and permissible to see.

One afternoon just before dark, Clara and | wekmtpthe long scenic route to the
house from the cave when she suggested that wedsitest in the shade of some trees.

We were watching the shadows that the trees cateoground, when suddenly a gust
of wind made the leaves quiver.

The leaves began to shimmer in a flurry of lighd aiark, causing ripples in the
patterns on the ground.

When the wind passed, the leaves once again bestdhasnd so did the shadows.

"The mind is like these shadows," Clara said sofilyhen our breathing is even, our
minds are still. If our breathing is erratic, thenchquivers like stirred leaves."

| tried to notice if my breathing was even or dibtd, but | honestly couldn't tell.
"If your breath is agitated, your mind becomeslesst” Clara continued:
"To quiet the mind, it's best to begin by quietymyr breathing."

She told me to keep my back erect and to concentrainy breathing until it was soft
and rhythmic, like that of an infant.

| pointed out that if a person is physically actagewe had just been, hiking over hills,
one's breathing couldn't possibly be as soft aafant's who just lies around and does
nothing.

"Besides," | said, "I don't know how infants breathhaven't been around many of
them, and when | was, | didn't pay attention tortheeathing."

Clara moved closer and put one hand on my backrendther on my chest.

To my dismay, she pressed until | was so constfittiat | felt | was going to
suffocate. | tried to move away but she held merdaxth an iron grip.

To compensate, my stomach began moving in anchgthimically as air again
entered my body.

"This is how infants breathe," she said. "Rementiyeisensation of your stomach
popping out so you can reproduce it regardlesshaftiner you are walking, exercising
or lying around doing nothing.



"You probably won't believe this, but we are salaed that we have to relearn how
to breathe properly."

She removed her hands from my chest and back. 'IRbte breath rise to fill your
chest cavity,"” she instructed. "But don't let @dtl your head."

"There is no way for the air to get into my hedddughed.

"Don't take me so literally," she scolded. "Whesay air, I'm really talking about
energy derived from the breath, which enters tlioaten, the chest and then the
head."

| had to laugh at her seriousness. | braced mf@ednother barrage of Chinese
metaphors.

She smiled and winked. "My seriousness is a cagotddmy size," she said with a
chuckle. "We big people are always more serious ffeite jovial ones. Isn't that
right, Taisha?"

| didn't know why she was including me when shkadlof big people. | was at least
two inches shorter than her and a good thirty-igands lighter.

| thoroughly resented being called big, and evenernso her intimation that | was
overly serious, but | didn't voice this becausaéw she would make an issue out of it,
and tell me to do a deep recapitulation on theesatlgf my size.

Clara looked at me as if to gauge my reaction tcstetement.

| smiled and pretended it hadn't fazed me in thstle

Upon seeing my attentiveness, she became seriausagd continued to explain that
our emotional well-being is directly linked to thHgythmic flow of our breathing.

"The breathing of a person who is upset," she $aohing closer, "is rapid and
shallow and is localized in the chest or head.

"The breathing of a relaxed person sinks to theoatmh."

| tried to lower my breathing to my stomach so fira wouldn't suspect that | had
been upset.

She smiled knowingly and added, "It's harder fgrgeople to breath from the
abdomen because their center of gravity is just bigher. It's therefore even more
important that we remain calm and unperturbed."



She went on to explain that the body is divided thtee main chambers of energy:
the abdomen, chest and head. She touched my stqusadielow my navel, then my
solar plexus and then the center of my forehead.

She explained that these three points are the degis of the three chambers. The
more relaxed the mind and body are, the more p@rson can take into each of the
three body divisions.

“Infants take in a vast amount of air for theiresizClara said. "However, as we grow
older we become constricted, especially arounduthgs, and we take in less air."

Clara took a deep breath before continuing. "Seroetions are directly linked to the
breath," she said, "a good way to calm ourselvey iegulating our breathing.

"For example, we can train ourselves to absorb rapezgy by deliberately elongating
each breath we take."

She stood up and asked me to observe her shadefulbar
| noticed that it was perfectly still.
Then she told me to stand and look at my own shadow

| couldn't help detecting a slight quiver, like #teadow of the trees when the leaves
were touched by a breeze.

"Why is my shadow shaking?" | asked. "l thoughtaswstanding perfectly still."
"Your shadow quivers because the winds of emotierbwing through you," Clara
replied. "You're more quiet than when you first flego recapitulate, but. there is still
a great deal of agitation left inside you."

She told me to stand on my left leg with my rigég faised and bent at the knee.

| wobbled as | tried to keep my balance.

| marveled that she stood on one leg as easili@bad stood on two, and her shadow
was absolutely motionless.

"You seem to have a hard time keeping your balaf@lara noted, setting down her
leg and raising the other one:

"That means that your thoughts and feelings ar@anease, and neither is your
breathing."

| raised my other leg to try the exercise again.



This time my balance was better, but when | saw &tClara's shadow was, |
experienced a sudden pang of envy and | had torlowdeg to keep from falling.

"Whenever we have a thought,” Clara explainedingettown her leg again, "our
energy moves in the direction of that thought.

"Thoughts are like scouts; they cause the bodydeenalong a certain path.

"Now, look at my shadow again," she ordered. "Byt to regard it as merely my
shadow. Try to see into the essence of Clara asrshioher shadow-picture."

Immediately | tensed. | was on trial and my perfante was going to be evaluated.
My childhood competitive feelings of having to ootchy brothers surfaced.

"Don't tense up,” Clara said sternly. "This is a@ontest. This is merely a delight. Do
you understand? A delight!"

| had been thoroughly conditioned to react to woildhe word ‘delight’ threw me into
total confusion, and finally into panic.

She's not using the word correctly, was all | cabhidk. She must mean something
else.

But Clara repeated the word over and over, asafvgdinted it to sink in.

| kept my eyes on her shadow.

| had the impression that it was beautiful, seréuleof power.

It wasn't merely a dark area, it seemed to havéhdepelligence and vitality.

Then suddenly | thought | saw Clara's shadow mogependent of any movement of
Clara's body.

The movement was so incredibly fast that it alnveestit unnoticed.
| waited, holding my breath, peering at it, pouromgit all my attention.
Then it happened again, and this time | was cdytpirepared for it.

It quivered and then stretched, as if its shouldedschest had suddenly been inflated.
The shadow seemed to have come alive.

| let out a shriek and jumped up. | shouted to £€that her shadow was alive.



| was ready to run away, terrified that the shaeawld run after me, but Clara
restrained me by holding my shoulder.

When | had calmed down enough to talk again, | k@dwhat | had seen, all the while
keeping my eyes averted from the ground for fearabthing another glimpse of
Clara's sinister shadow.

"To see the movement of shadows means that youdtaneusly freed a huge portion
of energy with your recapitulation,” Clara remarked

"Are you sure | didn't just imagine this, Clara®aid, hoping she would say | had.
"It was your intent that made it move," she saithaurtatively.

"But don't you think that recapitulating also diktsithe mind?" | asked. "I must be
very disturbed in order to see shadows moving byndelves."

"No. The purpose of the recapitulation is to brbakic assumptions we have accepted
throughout our lives," Clara explained patiently:

"Unless they are broken, we can't prevent the p@ivegmembering from clouding
our awareness."

"What exactly do you mean by the power of remenmggrClara?"

"The world is a huge screen of memories. If ceréasumptions are broken," she said,
"the power of remembering is not only held in chdmit even canceled out.”

| didn't understand what she was saying and | teddmer being so obscure.

"It probably was the wind that stirred the dirtwhich your shadow was projected," |
said, offering a reasonable explanation.

Clara shook her head. "Try looking at it again &ind out for sure,” she suggested.

| felt goose bumps on my arms. Nothing was goingnédke me stare at her shadow
again.

"You insist that shadows of people don't move l@ntkelves,” Clara said, "because
that's what your ability to remember tells you.

"Do you remember ever seeing them move?"

| replied, "No. | certainly do not."



"There you are. What happened to you just nowas\tbur normal ability to
remember was held in check for an instant and g@uray shadow move."

Clara shook a finger at me and chuckled. "And isnitethe wind stirring the dirt,
either," she said.

Then she hid her head with her arm, as if she wéimid child.

It struck me as odd that even though she was argvaaman, she never looked
ridiculous performing childish gestures.

"l have news for you," Clara continued. "You'versshadows move before as a child,
but then you were not yet rational so it was ghtito see them move.

"As you grew up, your energy was harnessed by koarsstraints, and so you forgot
you had seen them moving, and only remember whathjok is permissible to
remember."

| was trying to appreciate the scope of what Cleaia saying when | suddenly
remembered that as a child | used to see shadayggerand twist on the sidewalks;
especially on hot, clear days.

| always thought they were trying to pull themsesl¥eee from people they belonged
to.

It terrified me to see the shadows curl sidewaysetek behind them.
It always seemed odd that adults would be so jotdilivious of their shadows' antics.
| mentioned this to her.

Clara concluded that my being terrified was a pobad the conflict between what |
really saw, and what | had already been told wasipte and permissible to see.

"l don't think | follow you, Clara," | said.
“Try to imagine yourself as a giant memory warelegushe suggested:

"In that warehouse, someone other than yourselstwasd feelings, ideas, mental
dialogues and behavior patterns.

"Since it is your warehouse, you can go in thegkraimmage around any time you
want and use whatever you find there.

"The problem is that you have absolutely no say tweinventory, for it was already
established before you came into possession afiéinehouse.



"Thus you are drastically limited in your selectwintems."

She added that our lives seem to be an uninteddipbe line because in our
warehouses the inventory never changes.

She stressed that unless this storehouse is cleatgtthere is no way for us to be what
we really are.

Overwhelmed by my memories and by what Clara wata@xng, | sat down on a
large rock.

From the corner of my eye, | saw my shadow and ipeed a jolt of panic as |
asked myself, What if my shadow wouldn't quitetlsg way | do?

"l can't take this, Clara," | said, jumping up. tlsego back to the house."

Clara ordered me to stay put. "Calm the mind,"sdid, staring at me, "and the body
too will become tranquil; otherwise you're goingbtarst.”

Clara held her left hand in front of her body witle wrist resting just above her navel
and her palm faced sideways. The fingers were @desgether, pointed downward to
the ground.

She told me to adopt this hand position and ga#eedip of my middle finger.

| looked over the bridge of my nose, which forceel tmlook downward while slightly
crossing my eyes.

She explained that to gaze fixedly in that manacgs our awareness outside of us
onto the ground, thus diminishing our inner agaadi

Then she said | was to inhale deeply while poinéihthe ground; intending to get
from it a sparkle of energy, like a drop of glua,may middle finger.

Next, | was to rotate my hand up at the wrist uhi@ base of my thumb touched my
breastbone.

| was to gaze at the tip of my middle finger fazaunt of seven and then shift my
awareness immediately to my forehead, to a spo¢iween the eyes and just above
the bridge of the nose.

This shift, she said, must be accompanied by temirof transferring the sparkle of
energy from the middle finger to that spot betwteneyes.



If the transfer is accomplished, a light appearshendark screen behind the closed
eyes.

She said that we can send this luminous spot afjgrie any part of our body to
counteract pain, disease, apprehension or fear.

She then moved her hand and gently pressed mymebars. "If you need a quick
surge of energy, as you do now, do the power bieath about to show you and |
guarantee that you will feel recharged.”

| watched Clara do a series of short inhalatiortsethalations through her nose in
rapid succession, vibrating her diaphragm. | iretidter and after twenty or so
breaths, contracting and relaxing my diaphragreltiarmth spreading throughout
my midsection.

"We're going to sit here doing the power breath gexing at the light behind the
eyes," she said, "until you're no longer frightehed

"l wasn't really that scared,” I lied.

"You didn't see yourself," Clara retorted. "Fromesda I'm sitting, | saw someone who
was just about to faint."

She was absolutely right. Never had | experienceti otal fright as when | saw
Clara's shadow stretching itself out.

Lost memories had surfaced from such forgottenidetbtat, for a second or two, | had
felt | was actually a child again.

| held my palm sideways and gazed at my fingehgway Clara had recommended.
| kept my eyes fixed, and then shifted my attentmthe center of my forehead.

| didn't see any light, but | gradually became calm

It was almost dark. | could see Clara's silhouettiined beside me.

Clara's voice was soothing as she said, "Let'sirehexe for a while longer to allow
that sparkle of energy to settle in your body."

"Did you learn this technique in China, Clara?sked.

She shook her head. "l told you that | had a tealeles in Mexico," she said.



Clara then added reverently, "My teacher was araesdinary man who dedicated his
life to learning, and then to teaching us the &fteedom."

"But isn't this method of breathing Oriental ingin?"
She seemed to deliberate before answering me.

| thought her hesitation was due to her desiremaain secretive, so | probed, "Where
did your teacher learn it? Was he also in China?"

"He learned everything he knew from his teacheldt&Lsaid evasively.

When | asked her to tell me more about her teaghémwhat he had taught her, Clara
apologized for not being at liberty to discussshbject further at this time.

"In order to understand it," she explained, "yoad& acquire a special kind of
energy, which at the moment you don't have."

She patted my hand. "Don't rush things," she saipsathetically:

"We intend to teach you all we know, so why theryreit

"I'm always so intrigued when you say 'we," Clé@cause | get the impression that
there are other people in the house, and | begie¢cand hear things that my reason
tells me can't possibly be true.”

Clara laughed until | thought she was going tod#ilthe boulder on which she sat.

Her sudden and exaggerated outburst annoyed menementhan her refusal to tell
me about her teacher.

"You don't know how funny your dilemma is to mehiessaid by way of an
explanation:

"It proves to me, just like when you saw the shaslawving, that you're freeing your
energy.

"You are beginning to empty your warehouse. Theenitems of your inventory you
discard, the more you make room for other things."

"Like what?" | said, still annoyed. "Seeing shadaon®ve and hearing voices?"

"Perhaps,"” she said vaguely. "Or you might evertlse@eople the shadows and
voices belong to."



| wanted to know what people she was referrindgpth, she refused to say any more
about it.

Abruptly she stood up and announced that she waaotget back to the house to turn
on the generator before it got too dark.



Chapter 8

| hadn't seen Clara for three days. Some mystegoasd was keeping her away.

It was her habit now, without a word of warningJéave me alone in the house for
days at a time with only Manfred for company.

Although | had the whole house to myself, | nevared to venture beyond the living
room, my bedroom, Clara's gymnasium, the kitchehadrcourse the outhouse.

There was something about Clara’'s house and grpesgpscially when Clara was
away, that filled me with an irrational fear.

The result was that when | was alone, | kept atstoutine, which | found comforting.
| used to wake up around nine, make my breakfastdrkitchen on a hot plate
because | still didn't know how to light the woodrhing stove, pack a light lunch,

then go to the cave to recapitulate, or take a lokg with Manfred.

| would return in the late afternoon to practiceaggdu forms in Clara's martial arts
gymnasium.

The gym was a big hall with a vaulted ceiling, anshed wooden floor and a
standing black-lacquer rack on which a variety aftml arts weapons were displayed.

Along the wall opposite the door was a raised ptatfcovered with straw mats.

| had once asked Clara what the platform was for.
She had said it was where she did her meditation.

| had never seen Clara meditate because whenewevesit into the building by
herself, she always locked the door.

Every time | had asked her what kind of meditaste practiced, she had refused to
elaborate on it.

The only thing | ever found but was that she caiiédreaming.’



Clara had allowed me free access to her gymnasinem&ver she wasn't using it
herself.

When | was alone in the house, | gravitated to fibain, finding there emotional
solace for it was imbued with Clara's presencepaveer.

It was there that she taught me a most intrigutyig ®f kung fu.

| had never been interested in Chinese martialb&tause my Japanese karate
teachers had always insisted that its movements teerelaborate and cumbersome to
be of any practical value.

Systematically they ran down the Chinese stylesedenhted their own, saying that
although karate had its roots in the Chinese stitteforms and applications were
thoroughly altered and perfected in Japan.

Ignorant of martial arts, | believed my teacherd totally discounted all other styles.
Consequently, | didn't know what to make of Clakaisg fu style.

In spite of my ignorance, one thing was obvious $#as an indisputable master of it.

After working out for an hour or so in Clara's gyasium, | would change clothes and
go to the kitchen to eat.

Invariably, my food would be there, set on thedablut | was always so famished
after exercising that | just wolfed down whatevadtbeen prepared without
speculating how it got there.

Clara had told me, when | questioned her abothat, when she was gone the
caretaker came to the house to cook my meals.

He must have also done the laundry besause | vilnalany clothes neatly folded in a
pile at the door of my bedroom: All | had to do v them.

One evening after a heavy workout which Manfredké&mbon growling critically from
time to time; | had such a surplus of energy thdgdided to break my routine and
return to the cave in the darkness to continuepiadating.

| was in such a hurry to get there that | forgabtimg my flashlight.

It was a cloudy night. Yet despite the total dadgé didn't stumble on anything along
the path.

| got to the cave and recapitulated; visualizind Breathing in memories of all my
karate instructors and every demonstration andchtouent | had participated in.



It took me most of the night, but when | had firgdH felt thoroughly cleansed of the
prejudices that | had inherited from my teacherpaas of my training.

The following day Clara still hadn't returned, sednt to the cave a bit later than
usual.

As | walked home in daylight, | tried a deliberateercise. | walked on the same path |
had walked every day, only this time | kept my egkst to simulate darkness.

Because it had only occurred to me later thatdtlbeen very unusual to have walked
all the way to the cave the night before withoigping, | wanted to see if | could
walk without stumbling.

But with my eyes shut, | fell several times ovemsps and rocks, and badly bruised
my shin.

| was on the living room floor putting bandagesnoy abrasions when Clara
unexpectedly walked in the door. "What happeneghte?” she asked with a look of
surprise. "Were you and the dog fighting?"

At that very instant, Manfred ambled into the rodte. barked gruffly, as if offended.
| was convinced that he had understood what Cladeshid.

Clara stood in front of him, bowed slightly fronetlvaist, the way an Oriental student
bows to his master, and voiced a most convolutiéuial apology.

She said, "I am extremely sorry, my dear sefiorh&sing spoken so lightly about
your irreproachable behavior and your exquisite meas; and above all, your superior
consideration that makes you un sefior entre sef@ress ilustre entre todos ellos- a
lord among lords, the most illustrious of them"all.

| was absolutely bewildered. | thought Clara hasd lkeer mind during her three days'
absence.

| had never heard her speaking like this befovearnted to laugh, but her serious
expression made my laugh stick in my throat.

She was about to begin another barrage of apoledies Manfred yawned, looked at
her bored, turned around, and left the room.



Clara sat down on the couch, her body shaking mitffled laughter. "When he's
offended, the only way to get rid of him is to boie to death with apologies,” she
confided.

| hoped that Clara would tell me where she had beetine past three days.

| waited for a moment in case she would bring wpdhbject of her absence, but she
didn't.

| told her that while she was gone, Manfred hadeewery day to visit me at the
recapitulation cave; and that it was as if he vilkate from time to time to check if |
was all right.

Again | wanted Clara to say something about thaneatf her trip, but instead she said
without surprise, "Yes, he's very solicitous, arttemely considerate of others.

"Therefore he expects the same treatment from thaohjf he even suspects that he's
not getting it, he becomes rabid.

"When he's in that mood, he's deadly dangerous.

"Remember that night he nearly snapped your heflaghan you called him a toad-
dog?"

| wanted to change the subject.

| didn't like to think of Manfred as a mad dog. @tlee past months, he had become
more a friend than a beast.

He was such a friend that the unsettling certdnatyvas the only one who truly
understood me had taken possession of me.

"You haven't said what happened to your legs,"@&taminded me.

| told her about my failed attempt at walking witty eyes shut. | explained that | had
had no difficulty walking in the dark the night beé.

She looked at the scratches and welts on my legypatted my head as if | were
Manfred.

“Last night, you weren't making a project out oflkirag,” she said:

"You were determined to get to the cave, so yoer &&itomatically took you there.



"This afternoon, you were consciously trying toliegie last night's walking, but you
failed miserably because your mind got in the way."

She thought for a moment then added, "Or perhapswaren't listening to the voice
of the spirit that could have guided you safely."

She puckered up her lips in a childish gesturengiatience as | told her that | hadn't
been aware of any voices; but that sometimes ihdse, | thought | heard strange
whisperings; although | was convinced that that wray the wind blowing through
the empty hallway.

"We've agreed that you weren't going to take angthisay literally, unless I tell you
beforehand to do so," Clara reminded me sternly:

"By emptying your warehouse, you are changing youentory.

"Now there is room for something new, such as vmgkn darkness; so | thought that
perhaps there might also be room for the voicéefspirit."

| was trying so hard to figure out what Clara wagiisg, that my forehead must have
been furrowed.

Clara sat down In her favorite chair and patiebdgan to explain what she meant.,

"Before you came to this house, your inventory hatthing on dogs being more than
dogs.

"But then you met Manfred and meeting him forced {@ modify that part of your
inventory." She shook her hand like an Italian saidl, "Capisce?"

"You mean Manfred is the voice of the spirit?" kad, dumbfounded.

Clara laughed so hard that she could barely sgblak.it's not quite what | mean. It's
something more abstract,” she mumbled.

She suggested | take out my mat from the closet'slgo to the patio and sit under
the zapote tree," she said as she was getting salvefrom a cabinet:

"The twilight is the best time to listen for theie® of the spirit.”
| unrolled my mat under the huge tree covered p#thchlike green fruits.

Clara massaged some salve into my bruised sKnurttfearsomely, but | tried not to
wince.



When she had finished, | noticed that the biggesdt had almost disappeared.
She leaned back and propped her back againstithetitbe trunk.

"Everything has a form," she began, "but besidesotiter shape, there is an inner
awareness that rules things.

"This silent awareness is the spirit.

"It is an all-encompassing force that manifestsliitdifferently in different things.

"This energy communicates with us."

She told me to relax and to take deep breaths beshe was going to show me how
to exercise my inner hearing, "For it is with theer ear," she said, "that one is able to
discern the spirit's biddings.

"When you breathe, allow the energy to flow ouyofr ears," she continued.

"How do | do that?" | asked.

"When you exhale, fix your attention on the opesin§your ears and use your intent
and your concentration to direct the flow."

She monitored my attempts for a while, correctirggas | went along.

"Exhale through your nose with your mouth closed #e tip of your tongue touching
your palate," she said. "Exhale noiselessly."

After a few attempts, | could feel my ears pop amdsinuses clear. Then she
instructed me to rub the palms of my hands togathal they were hot and to place
them over my ears with my fingertips almost toughiat the back of my head.

| did as she instructed. Clara suggested | massggears using a gentle circular
pressure.

Then, with my ears still covered and my index firsgerossed over the middle fingers,
| was to repeatedly tap behind each ear by snappinopdex fingers in unison.

As | flicked my fingers, | heard a sound like a fted bell reverberating inside my
head.

| repeated the tapping eighteen times as she Isadiated.



When | removed my hands | noticed | could distyp&iéar the faintest sounds in the
surrounding vegetation, while before, everythind baen undifferentiated and
muffled.

"Now, with your ears clear, perhaps you'll be dblbear the voice of the spirit,” Clara
said:

"But don't expect a shout from the treetops.

"What we call the voice of the spirit is more diealing; or it can be an idea that
suddenly pops into your head.

"Sometimes it can be like a longing to go somewhkagely familiar, or a longing to
do something also vaguely familiar."

Perhaps it was the power of her suggestion thaemaehear a soft murmur around
me.

As | began paying closer attention to it, the murtouned into human voices
speaking in the distance.

| could distinguish women's crystalline laughtergd@ man's voice, a rich baritone,
singing.

| heard the sounds as if the wind was carrying tteme in spurts.

| strained to make out what the voices were sayand,the more | listened to the
wind, the more elated | became.

Some ebullient energy inside me made me jump up.
| was so happy that | wanted to play, to dance,tamdn around like a child.

And without realizing what | was doing, | begarstng and leap and twirl around the
patio like a ballerina until | had completely exktad myself.

When | finally came to sit down next to Clara, Isygerspiring, but it was not a
healthy physical sweat.

It was more like the cold sweat of exhaustion.
Clara too was out of breath, from laughing at mtycan

| had succeeded in making an utter fool of mygeifping and cavorting around the
patio.



"I don't know what came over me," | said at a lkmssan explanation.
"Describe what happened,” Clara said in a serions.t

When | refused out of embarrassment, she addetef®ise, I'll be forced to view
you as being a bit... well, batty in the belfryydu know what | mean."

| told her that | had heard the most haunting laeigand singing, and that it actually
drove me to dance around.

"Do you think I'm going crazy?" | asked, concerned.

"If | were you, | wouldn't worry about it," she dai*Your cavorting was a natural
reaction to hearing the voice of the spirit."

"It was not a voice; it was lots of voices," | ceated her.
"There you go again, the literal-minded Miss Pdtfeshe scoffed.

She explained that llteral-mindedness is a magon ibf our inventory, and that we
have to be aware of it to bypass it.

The voice of the spirit is an abstraction that hathing to do with voices, and yet we
may at times hear voices.

She said that in my case, since | was raised autd&atholic, my own way of
readapting my inventory would be to turn the spiiib a sort of guardian angel; a
kind, protective male that watches over me.

"But the spirit is not anybody's guardian,” she team

"It is an abstract force, neither good nor eviffofce that has no interest whatsoever in
us, but that nevertheless responds to our power.

"Not to our prayers, mind you, but to our power.
"Remember that the next time you feel like prayimgforgiveness!”
| asked, alarmed, "But isn't the spirit kind andgfeing?"

Clara said that sooner or later | was going toatd@ll my preconceptions about good
and evil; God and religion, and think only in terofsa completely new inventory.

"Do you mean good and evil don't exist?" | askecheal with the ready-made barrage
of logical arguments about free will and the exseof evil | had learned throughout
my years of Catholic schooling.



Before | could even begin to present my case, Gai@ "This is where my
companions and | differ from the established order.

"I've told you that for us freedom is to be freenfrhumanness.
"That includes God, good and evil, the saints Mingin and the Holy Ghost.

"We believe that a nonhuman inventory is the omygsible freedom for human
beings.

"If our warehouses are going to remain filled tpaeity with the desires, feelings,
ideas and objects of our human inventory, wheoaiifreedom then?

"Do you see what | mean?"

| understood her, but not as clearly as | wouldehléked to; partly because | was still
resisting the idea of relinquishing my humannessd; @&so because | hadn't yet
recapitulated all the religious preconceptions leandown to me by the Catholic
school system.

| was also accustomed to never thinking of anythinag didn't pertain to me directly.

As | tried to find flaws with her reasoning, Claotted me out of my mental
speculations with a tap on my ribs.

She said that she was going to show me anothetisgdor stopping thoughts and for
feeling energy lines, otherwise | would be doingatvhhad always done: be enthralled
with the idea of myself.

Clara told me to sit in a cross-legged position l@adh sideways as | inhaled, first to
the right, then to the left, and to feel how | vieesng pulled by a horizontal line
extending out of the opening of my ears.

She said that, surprisingly, the line didn't swathvihe motion of one's body but
remained perfectly horizontal, and that this was ofithe mysteries she and her
cohorts had uncovered.

"Leaning in this manner," she explained, "movesawareness- which normally is
always directed to the front- to the side."”

She ordered me to loosen my jaw muscles by cheandgswallowing saliva three
times.



"What does this do?" | asked, swallowing with gpgtiThe chewing and swallowing
brings some of the energy lodged in the head dowihe stomach, lessening the load
on the brain,"

She said with a chuckle. "In your case, you shdoldhis maneuver often."

| wanted to get up and walk around because myvegs falling asleep, but Clara
demanded that | remain seated for a while longérmaactice this exercise.

| leaned to both sides, trying as hard as | conlige¢l that elusive horizontal line, but |
couldn't feel it.

| did manage, however, to stop my thoughts fronr tiieual avalanche.
Perhaps an hour passed with me sitting in totahe& without any thoughts at all.

Around us, | could hear crickets chirping and leanestling, but no more voices were
brought by the wind.

For a while I listened to Manfred's barking comfrmgm his room at the side of the
house.

Then, as if moved by an unvoiced command, thougfsised in my mind again.

| became aware of what had been their completenabsand how peaceful total
silence had been.

My restless body movements must have cued Clargh®began to speak again.
"The voice of the spirit comes from nowhere," shetmued:

"It comes from the depth of silence; from the realmot-being.

"That voice can only be heard when we are absglggilet and balanced."

She explained that the two opposing forces thatenusy male and female, positive
and negative, light and dark, have to be kept lartzae so that an opening is created in
the energy that surrounds us; an opening througblhwdur awareness can slip.

It is through this opening in the energy encompasas that the spirit manifests itself.

"Balance is what we are after," she went on. "Balabce doesn't only mean an equal
portion of each force.

"It also means that as the portions are made etiigahew, balanced combination
gains momentum and begins to move by itself."



Clara searched my face in the darkness, | feltsifgms of comprehension.

Finding none, she said almost cuttingly, "We arethat intelligent, are we?"

| felt my whole body tense at her remark.

| told her that in all my life nobody had ever ased me of not being intelligent.

My parents, my teachers had always praised mesdioglone of the brightest students
in the class. When it came to report cards, | yaadde myself ill by studying to
make sure | had better grades than my brothers.

Clara sighed and listened patiently to my leng#affirmation of my intelligence.
Before | had exhausted my arguments to convincéhlagishe was wrong, she
conceded, "Yes, you are intelligent, but everythyog've said refers only to the world

of everyday life.

"More than intelligent, you are studious, indusig@nd cunning. Wouldn't you
agree?"

| had to agree with her in spite of myself, becangeown reason told me that if | had
truly been as intelligent as | claimed, | wouldrélve had to nearly kill myself
studying.

“In order to be intelligent in my world," Clara damed, "you must be able to
concentrate; to fix your attention on any conctkieg as well as on any abstract
manifestation."

"What kind of abstract manifestations are you tagkabout, Clara?" | asked.

"An opening in the energy field around us is artrale$ manifestation,” she said:

"But don't expect to feel it or see it in the sam@nner you feel and see the concrete
world. Something else takes place."”

Clara stressed that for us to fix our attentiorang abstract manifestation, we have to
merge the known with the unknown in a spontaneocwsgamation.

In this way, we can engage our reason, yet atahreegime be indifferent to it.
Clara told me then to stand up and walk aroundw/ i@t it's dark, try walking

without looking at the ground,” she said. "Not asascious exercise, but as a sorcery
not-doing."



| wanted to ask her to explain what she meant $greery not-doing, but | knew that
if she did, | would be consciously thinking aboet lkexplanation and gauging my
performance against this new concept, even if iwasire what it meant.

| did recall, however, that she had used the terot-toing" before; and in spite of my
reluctance to ask questions, | still tried to rerhemwhat she had told me about it.

For me, knowledge, even if it was minimal and faultas better than none for it gave
me a sense of control; whereas no knowledge lefiegleng completely vulnerable.

"Not-doing is a term that comes to us from our @ercery tradition,” Clara went on,
obviously aware of my need for explanations:

"It refers to everything that is not included iretimventory that was forced upon us.
"When we engage any item of our forced inventory,are doing.
"Anything we do that is not part of that inventasynot-doing."

Any degree of relaxation | had achieved was abrufisiyipted by the statement she
had just made.

"What did you mean, Clara, when you referred toryoadition as sorcery?" |
demanded.

"You catch every detail when you want to, Taisha.
"No wonder your ears are So big," she said laugtang didn't answer me right away.
| stared at her, waiting for her reply.

Finally she said, "l wasn't going to tell you abthis yet, but since it slipped out, let
me just say that the art of freedom is a produsiooterers' intent.”

"What sorcerers are you talking about?"

"There have been people here in Mexico, and thérare, who are concerned with
final questions. My magical family and | call thesorcerers.

"From them we have inherited all the ideas | anuagging you with.
"You already know about the recapitulation. Notrdpis another of those ideas."

"But who are these people, Clara?"



"You'll know all there is to know about them sooskie assured me. "For now, let's
just practice one of their not-doings."

She said that not-doing at this particular momenilal be, for example, to force
myself to trust the spirit implicitly by letting gaf my calculating mind.

"Don't just pretend to trust while secretly harbgrdoubts," Clara warned me:
"Only when your positive and negative forces arparfect accord will you be capable
of either feeling or seeing the opening in the gparound you; or walking with your

eyes closed, and be assured of success."

| took a few deep breaths and began walking, rakitm at the ground but with my
hands outstretched in front of me in case | bumptxthings.

For a while | kept stumbling, and on one occasitipped over a potted plant and
would have fallen had Clara not grabbed my arm.

Gradually | began to stumble less and less, uih@d no trouble walking smoothly.

It was as if my feet could see clearly everythinglwe patio and knew exactly where
to step and where not to step.



Chapter 9

One afternoon while recapitulating in the cavelll &sleep.

Upon awakening, | found a pair of beautifully pbksl crystals lying on the ground
next to me.

For a while | deliberated whether or not to toundnh because they looked quite
ominous.

They were about five inches long and perfectlyshacent. Their tips had been
fashioned into a sharp point, and they seemedite stith a light of their own.

When | saw Clara walking toward the cave, | catgfsiid the crystals onto my palm
and crawled out the cave to show them to her. "¥es; are exquisite." She nodded as
if she recognized them.

"Where did they come from?" | asked.

"They were left here for you by someone who's watglyou very closely,” she said,
putting down a bundle she was carrying.

"l didn't see anyone leave them."

"That person came while you were dozing off.

"I warned you not to fall asleep during your retalaition."

"Who came while | was dozing? One of your relat®’dsasked excitedly.

| laid the fragile crystals down on a pile of leaxand put on my shoes: Clara had
advised me never to wear shoes while recapituldt@mguse, by constricting the feet,

they impede the circulation of energy.

"If | told you who left the crystals, it wouldn'take any sense to you or it might even
frighten you," she said.

"Try me. After seeing your shadow move, | don'nkhanything can frighten me."

"All right, if you insist," she said, untying heubdle. "The person who's watching you
Is a master sorcerer, with very few equals onehish."

"You mean a real sorcerer? One who does evil tRihgs

"I mean a real sorcerer, but not one who doestlewvigs.



"He is a being who shapes and molds perceptiowétyeyou might paint a picture
with your brushes.

"But that doesn't mean that he is arbitrary. Whemanipulates perception with his
intent, his behavior is impeccable.”

Clara compared him to the Chinese master painteoswere said to have painted
dragons so lifelike that when they put in the psips the finishing touch, the dragons
flew right off the wall or the screen on which thegd been painted.

In the low tone of a meaningful disclosure, Claam¢hat when a consummate
sorcerer is ready to leave the world, all he hasotes manipulate perception, intend a
door, step through it and disappear.

The deep passion, expressed in her voice, madeeasy

| sat down on a large flat rock, and holding thestals, | tried to fathom who the
master sorcerer might be.

Since the day | arrived, | hadn't talked to anybaeClara and Manfred, simply
because there was no one else around.

There wasn't any sign of the caretaker Clara hattioreed, either.

| was about to remind her that she and Manfred Wes@nly beings | had seen since
my arrival, when | recalled that there had beenather person | had seen; a man who
seemed to have appeared out of nowhere one montiag | was sketching some
trees near the cave.

He was squatting in a clearing about a hundredffest where | was.
The cold was making me shiver and also made mesfoguattention on his green
windbreaker. He had on beige trousers and thedipice-brimmed straw hat of

northern Mexico.

| couldn't see his features because he wore hislteatover his face, but he seemed
muscular and limber.

He was facing sideways. | could see him fold hmsaacross his chest.
Then he turned his back to me and, to my utter amant, brought his hands all the

way around his back where he touched his fingerfipen he stood up and walked
away, disappearing into the bushes.



| quickly sketched his squatting posture, thengmwn my drawing pad and tried to
imitate what he had done; but no matter how | stveti my arms and contorted my
shoulders, | couldn't touch my fingers behind mgkoa

| continued squatting with my arms wrapped arourd ima moment, | had stopped
shivering and felt warm and comfortable in spiteha cold.

When | told clara about the man, she remarked y&ove already seen him."
"Is he the master sorcerer?"

Clara nodded, and reached into her bundle to hand tamale she had brought for my
meal.

"He's very limber," she said. "It's nothing for hicndislodge his shoulder joints then
ease them into place again.

"If you continue your recapitulation and store egloenergy, he may teach you his
art.

"The time you saw him, he just showed you how gbtfithe cold with a specific
posture: squatting with the arms wrapped aroundhlest.”

"Is that some form of yoga?"

Clara shrugged. "Perhaps your paths will crossnagiadl he'll answer that question
himself.

"In the meantime, I'm sure these crystals will hep to clarify things inside you."
"What exactly do you mean by that. Clara?"

Ignoring my question, she asked, "What aspect of {ite were you recapitulating
before you fell asleep?”

| told Clara that | had been remembering how | théedo chores at home.

It seemed to take me forever to wash the dishesitWade it worse was that all the
while | could see my brothers playing ball outsikde kitchen window.

| envied them for not having to do housework aratied my mother for making me
do It. | felt like smashing all her precious platlest of course | couldn't.

"How do you feel now, recapitulating all this?"



"| feel like smacking all of them, my mother inckdl | can't bring myself to forgive
her."

"Perhaps the crystals will help you rechannel yotent and your trapped energy,"
Clara said softly.

Driven by a strange urge, | slid the crystals betwey index and middle fingers. The
crystals fit comfortably, as if they were attaclhiedny hands.

"l see you already know how to hold them," she mied "The master sorcerer
instructed me that if | saw that you could holdntheorrectly by yourself, | was to
show you one indispensable movement that you cawitticthese crystals.”

"What kind of movement, Clara?"

"A movement of power,"” she said. "I'll explain mateout its origin and purpose later.
"For now, let me just show you how it's done."

She told me to firmly press the crystals betweenndgx and middle fingers.

Helping me from behind, she gently made me extep@mms in front of me at the
height of my shoulders, and rotated them in a @rafdackwise direction.

She had me begin making large circles that becaoreasingly smaller until the
movement stopped and the crystals became two dotteg into the distance; their
extended imaginary lines converged at a spot ohahizon.

"When you make the circles, be sure to keep yoim$péacing each other," she
corrected me, "and always begin by making largeancircles.

"This way you gather energy that you can then fazus whatever you want to affect
regardless of whether it is an object, a thougta faeling.

"How will pointing the crystals affect them?" | &k

"To move the crystals and point them the way | stibwou takes the energy out of
things," she explained. "The effect is like defgssnbomb.

"This is exactly what you want to do at this stafjgour training, so never under any
circumstance rotate your arms in a clockwise dimecivhile holding the crystals.

| asked, "What would happen if | rotated them iatttiirection?"

"You would not only make a bomb, but you would tigfne fuse and cause a gigantic
explosion.



"A clockwise movement is for charging things, fatlgering energy for any enterprise.
"We'll save that movement for a later occasion; weu are stronger.”
"But isn't that what | need now, Clara? To gatheergy? | feel so depleted.”

"Of course you need to gather energy," she agteetlright now you must do it by
demolishing your indulgence in absurdities.

"There is plenty of energy you can harness simglgdt doing the things you are
accustomed to, like complaining, or feeling sowyyourself, or worrying about
things that can't be changed.

"Defusing these concerns will give you a positiverturing energy that will help to
balance and heal you.

"On the other hand, the energy you would gathembying the crystals in a clockwise
direction is a virulent kind of energy, a devasigtblast that you won't be able to
withstand at the moment.

"So promise me that you will not under any circuanses attempt to do it."

"l promise, Clara. But it sounds rather tempting."

"The master sorcerer that gave you these crystalsiching your progress,"” she
warned, "so you must not misuse them."

There was a tinge of morbid curiosity in my quest@s i asked, "Why is this master
sorcerer interested in watching me?"

| was uneasy, yet | felt flattered that a man wagddo the trouble of observing me,
even if it was from a distance.

"He has designs on you," Clara replied casually.

My alarm was instantaneous. | clenched my handarftst and jumped up
indignantly.

Clara said, annoyed, "Don't be so stupid and ledpd wrong conclusion.
"l assure you, nobody is trying to get in your gant

"You really do need to recapitulate your sexualoemters in depth, Taisha, so you
can get rid of your absurd suspicions."



Her tone, devoid of all feeling, and her vulgar ickeaf words were somehow
sobering.

| sat down again and mumbled an apology.

She put a finger to her lips. "We are not involuedrdinary pursuits,” she assured
me. The sooner you get that straight, the better.

"When | speak of designs, | mean sublime desigmsieuvers for a daring spirit.
"In spite of what you think, you are very daring.

"Look at where you are now. Every day you sit fouls alone in a cave recapitulating
your life away. That takes courage."

| confessed that whenever | thought how | had wdld her and was now living in her
house as if it were the most natural thing in tloeley | became totally alarmed.

"It has always baffled me," she said, "yet I've ereasked you outright what made you
accompany me so willingly? | would not have donayself."

"My parents and brothers always told me that I'azgy”’ | admitted. "l suppose that
must be the reason.

"Some strange emotion is bottled up inside me lewduse of it, | always end up
doing weird things."

"Such as what, for instance?" Her sparkling eygedime to confide in her.

| hesitated. There were dozens of things | couliktbf, each a traumatic event that
stood out as a milestone to mark a moment whenfeyurned- always for the worse.

| never talked about these catastrophes, althowgts Ipainfully aware of them; and
during the past months of intensive recapitulatmgny of them had become even
more poignant and vivid.

Not wanting to go into detail, | said, "Sometimegolsilly things."

"What do you mean by silly things?" Clara asked.

After further prompting on her part, | gave herexample.

| told her about an experience | had had not tog loefore, in Japan, where | had
gone to participate in an international karate riaument.



There, in Tokyo's Budokan, | had disgraced myseffaont of tens of thousands of
people.

"Tens of thousands of people?" she echoed me. 'Aren exaggerating a bit?"

"Definitely not!" | said. "The Budokan is the laggeauditorium in the city and it was
packed!"

Recalling the incident, | felt my hands clenchimgl any neck tensing.

| didn't want to continue. "Isn't it better justled sleeping dogs lie?" | asked. "Besides,
I've already recapitulated my karate experiences."

"It's important that you talk about your experiefi¢@ara insisted:

"Perhaps you didn't visualize it clearly enougliboiath it in thoroughly. It still seems
to have a hold over you.

"Just look at you, you're breaking out in a nervewsat."

To appease her, | described how my karate teactkomce let it slip that he thought
women were lower than dogs.

To him, women had no place in the world of karaté especially not in tournaments.
That time, in the Budokan, he wanted only his nsalelents to go on stage to perform.

| told him that | hadn't come all the way to Japast to sit on the sidelines and watch
the all male team competing.

He warned me to be more respectful, but insteagthime so angry that | did
something disastrous.

"What exactly did you do?" Clara inquired.

| told her that | became so enraged, | climbed ¢méocentral platform, grabbed the
gong from the master of ceremonies, struck it myaad formally announced my
name and the name of the karate routine | was goidgmonstrate.

"And did they give you a grand applause?" Claradsgrinning.

"I flubbed it," | said, near tears:

“In the middle of the long sequence of movemenisymnd went blank. | forgot what
came next.



All I saw was a sea of faces staring at me in gisaal.

Somehow, | managed to get through the rest ofdira &ind left the stage in a state of
shock.

"To take matters into my own hands, and to disti@tprogram the way | did was bad
enough; but to forget my form in front of thousawdspectators was the ultimate
insult to the Karate Federation.

"l brought shame to myself, my teachers and | sgppo women in general.”

"What happened afterward?" Clara asked, tryingipsess a chuckle.

"I was expelled from the school, there was talkesoking my black belt, and | never
practiced karate again."

Clara burst out laughing.

[, on the other hand, was so moved by my shamepéreence that | began to weep;
and on top of that, | was doubly embarrassed foinigarevealed it to Clara.

Clara shook my shoulders to jolt me. "Do the sweghireath,” she said. "Breathe in
now."

| moved my head from right to left, breathing ie #nergy that was still hopelessly
caught in the exhibition hall.

As | brought my head back to the right again, la&t all the embarrassment and self-
pity that had enveloped me.

| moved my head repeatedly, doing one sweepingtbedter the other until all my
emotional turmoil was released.

Then | moved my head from right to left and bac&iagvithout breathing, thereby
severing all ties with that particular moment of past.

When | had finished, Clara scanned my body thermledd

"You are vulnerable because you feel importante' égclared, handing me an
embroidered handkerchief to blow my nose:

"All that shame was caused by your misguided sehpersonal worth.

"Then by bungling your performance, as you werenow do, you added more insult
to your already injured pride."



Clara was silent for a moment; giving me time tbezd myself.
She finally asked, "Why did you quit practicing &&?"

"l just got tired of it and all the hypocrisy," happed.

She shook her head and said, "No.

"You quit because no one paid any attention togfter your misadventure; and you
didn't get the recognition you thought you deserved

In all honesty, | had to admit Clara was right.
| had believed | deserved recognition.

Every time | committed one of my wild, impulsivetgdt had been to boost my self-
Image or to compete with someone in order to pthael was better.

A sense of sadness and dejection enveloped mew #rat in spite of all my
breathing and recapitulating, there was no hopenr

"Your inventory is changing very naturally and hamously," Clara said, tapping my
head lightly. "Don't worry so much.

"Just concentrate on recapitulating, and everytkisg will take care of itself."

"Perhaps | need to see a therapist,” | said. "Adtjiny isn't recapitulating a kind of
psychotherapy?"

“Not at all,” Clara disagreed. "The people whotfidevised the recapitulation lived
hundreds, if not thousands, of years ago; so yaaiog/ shouldn't think of this
ancient renewing process in terms of modern psycigsis."

"Why not?" | said. "You have to admit that goingch&o your childhood memories
and the emphasis on the sexual act sounds like pglyahoanalysis are interested in,
especially the ones with a Freudian twist."

Clara was adamant. She stressed that the recaipitulsia magical act in which intent
and the breath play indispensable roles.

"Breathing gathers energy and makes it circulateg'explained. "It is then guided by
the preestablished intent of the recapitulationictvirs to free ourselves from our
biological and social ties.

"The intent of the recapitulation is a gift bestalmn us by those ancient seers who
devised this method and passed it on to their delseds,” Clara continued:



"Each person performing it has to add his or hem oMent to it; but their intent is
merely the desire or need to do the recapitulation.

"The intent of the recapitulation's end result, athis total freedom, was established
by those seers of ancient times.

"Because it was set up independently of us, ihigygaluable gift."
Clara explained that the recapitulation revealsst@a crucial facet of our being: The
fact that for an instant, just before we plunge iany act, we are capable of accurately

assessing its outcome, our chances, and our matneesxpectations.

Since this knowledge is never to our conveniencgabtsfaction, we immediately
suppress it.

"What do you mean by that, Clara?"

"I mean that you, for example, knew for a split@atthat it would be a deadly
mistake to jump onto the stage of the auditoriuih @isrupt the performance.

But, you immediately suppressed that certaintywéorous reasons.

You also knew, for a moment, that you had stoppeadtjing karate because you felt
offended at not being praised or given recognition.

But, you instantly covered up that knowledge witlother, more self-enhancing
explanation; that of being fed up with the hypogio$ others."

Clara said that this moment of direct knowing wakkecl ‘the seer' by the people who
first formulated the recapitulation, because ibwaB us to directly see into things with
unclouded eyes.

Yet in spite of the clarity and accuracy of ther'seassessments, we never pay
attention to it, or give the seer a chance to niisledf heard.

Through a continual suppression, we stifle its groand prevent it from developing
its full potential.

"In the end, the seer inside us is filled withdmittess and hatred,” Clara went on:

"The ancient men of wisdom who invented the recdgtion believed that since we
never stop subduing the seer, it finally destrag/s u

"But they also assured us that by means of thepitedation we can allow the seer to
grow and unfold as it was meant to do."



"l never realized what the recapitulation was geabbout,” | said.

"The purpose of the recapitulation is to grantgber the freedom to see," Clara
reminded me:

"By giving the seer range, we can deliberately themseer into a force that is both
mysterious and effective; a force that will evelijuguide us to freedom instead of
killing us.

"This is the reason why | always insist that ydurtee what you find out through your
recapitulation,” Clara said:

"You must bring the seer to the surface, and gitteal chance to speak and tell what it
sees."

| had no problem understanding or agreeing with her
| knew perfectly well that there is something ireside that always knows what's what.

| also knew that | suppress its capacity to adussause what it tells me is usually
contrary to what | expect or want to hear.

A momentary insight | had to share with Clara wes the only time | ever invoked
the seer's guidance was when | looked at the soutizeizon, and deliberately sought
its help; and | had never been able to explain iadig that.

"Someday all that will be explained to you," sherpised, but from the way she was
grinning, | deduced that she didn't want to saymaoye about it.

Clara suggested | return to the cave for a few rhores, then come to the house and
take a nap before dinner.

"Il send Manfred to fetch you," she offered.
| declined.
| couldn't have possibly gone back into the caa tlay. | was too exhausted.

Revealing to Clara my embarrassing moments, anthépao fend off her personal
attacks, had left me emotionally drained.

For an instant, my attention was caught by lightdeeflected on one of the crystals.

Focusing my attention on the crystals calmed me.



| asked Clara if she knew the reason why the masteerer had given me the
crystals.

She replied that he hadn't actually given them ¢o lat that he had, rather, recovered
them on my behalf.

"He found them in a cave in the mountains. Someoust have left them there ages
ago," she said gruffly.

Her impatient tone made me think that she didntitw@a talk about the master sorcerer
either, so | asked her instead, "What else do ymwkabout these crystals?"

| held one up to the sunlight to see its translaeen

"The use of crystals was the domain of sorcereesofent Mexico," Clara explained:
"They are weapons, used to destroy an enemy."

Hearing that gave me such a jolt | nearly droppeel af the crystals.

| tried to give them to Clara to hold, wanting nathmore to do with them, but Clara
refused to take them.

"Once you hold crystals like these in your hands; gan't pass them on," she
reprimanded me:

"It's not right: In fact, it's dangerous.
"These crystals must be treated with infinite cafeey are a gift of power."

"I'm sorry," | said, "I didn't mean any disrespdqtst became frightened when you
said they were used as weapons."

"Formerly, they were, but not today," she clarifidd/e've lost the knowledge of how
to turn them into weapons."

"Was there such a knowledge in ancient Mexico?"
"There certainly was! It's part of our traditioisfie declared:

"Just as in China where there were ancient bedief@rfetched that they have turned
into legends, here in Mexico we also have our shaleliefs and legends."

"But how is it that nobody knows very much aboutiwvent on in ancient Mexico,
while everybody is aware of the beliefs and prastiof ancient China?"



"Here in Mexico, there were two cultures that ctdll head on: the Spaniards and the
Indians," Clara explained:

"We know everything about ancient Spain, but naiem Mexico simply because the
Spaniards were the victors and tried to oblitehadgan traditions.

"But in spite of their systematic and relentledsre$, they didn't succeed completely."
"What were the practices associated with the cig/@td asked.

"It is believed that sorcerers of ancient timesdusehold the mental image of their
enemy while in a state of intense and pinpointatteatration; a unique state that is

nearly impossible to attain and certainly impossiol describe.

"In such condition of mental and physical awarendssy would manipulate that
image until they found its center of energy."

"What did those sorcerers do with their enemy'sgy@?d | asked, driven by morbid
curiosity.

"They used to look for an opening usually localirethe area of the heart; like a tiny
vortex around which energy circulates.

As soon as they found it, they would point at ithwtheir dartlike crystals."

At the mention of pointing with the crystals at theage of an enemy, | began to
shiver.

In spite of my discomfort, | felt compelled to &Skara what happened to the person
whose image was being manipulated by the sorcerers.

"Perhaps his body withered," she offered. "Or mateeperson met with an accident.
"It is believed that those sorcerers themselvesmievew exactly what would happen.

"However, if their intent and power were strong egio, they would be assured of
success in destroying their enemy."

More than ever | wanted to put the crystals down,ib the light of what Clara had
said, | didn't dare profane them.

| wondered why on earth anyone would want to ginesri to me.

"Magical weapons were terribly important at onegjirClara continued:



"Weapons such as crystals became an extensioe sbticerer's own body. The
crystals were filled with energy that could be amaed and projected outward across
time and space."

Clara said that the ultimate weapon, however, tsarmystal dart, a sword or even a
gun.

It is the human body.

The human body can be turned into an instrumerdldemf gathering, storing and
directing energy.

"We can regard the body either as a biological misya or as a source of power,"
Clara explained:

"It all depends on the state of the inventory inwarehouse. The body can be hard
and rigid, or soft and pliant.

"If our warehouse is empty, the body itself is eynpind energy from infinity can flow
through it."

Clara reiterated that in order to empty ourselweshave to sink into a state of
profound recapitulation and let energy flow throughunimpeded.

Only in quiescence, [* quiescence- a state of (et possibly temporary) inaction]
she stressed, can we give the seer in us full yeigoan the impersonal energy of the
universe turn into the very personal force of ihten

"When we have emptied ourselves sufficiently of olosolete and encumbering
inventory," she went on, "energy comes to us arlegs itself naturally.

When enough of it coalesces, it turns into power.

Anything can announce intent's presence: a lousknai soft voice, a thought that isn't
yours, an unexpected surge of vigor or well-being."

Clara emphasized that in the final analysis, it enad difference whether power
descends on us in a state of wakefulness or imtrea

It is equally valid in both cases; dreaming beimgwever, more elusive and potent.

"What we experience in wakefulness in terms of post®uld be put into practice in
dreams," she continued.

"And whatever power we experience in dreams shbeldsed while we are awake.



"What really counts is being aware regardless aéthwbr we are awake or asleep.”
She peered at me and repeated, "What counts ig beiare."
Clara was silent for a moment.

Then she told me something | considered to be cetelglirrational. She said, "Being
aware of time, for example, can make a man's filmseveral hundred years."

"That's absurd," | said. "How can a man live tloaig?"

"Being aware of time is a special state of awaretiest prevents us from aging
quickly and dying in a few decades," Clara expldine

"There is a belief handed down from the ancientes@rs, that if we would be able to
use our bodies as weapons- or, put in modern tefrnve, would empty our
warehouses- we would be able to slip out of thddvimrroam elsewhere."”

"Where would we go?" | asked.

Clara looked at me in surprise, as if | ought towrthe answer. "To the realm of not-
being; to the shadows' world," she replied:

"It is believed that once our warehouse is emp&/weuld become so light that we
could soar through the void and nothing would hrrale flight.

"Then we could return to this world youthful andiegved."

| shifted on the uncomfortable rock numbing myltarie. "But this is just a belief,
isn'tit, Clara?" | asked. "A legend handed dovamfrancient time."

"At this moment, it is just a belief," she acknodded:
"But moments, like all things, are known to change.

"Nowadays, more than ever, man needs to renew Hiarsé experience emptiness
and freedom."

For a moment | wondered what it would be like tcalseraporous as a cloud and float
up into the air, with nothing to bar my coming ayaing.

Then | mentally returned to earth again and feligelol to say, "All this talk about
being aware of time, and passing into the shadeadt, Clara, is impossible for me
to accept or to understand.



"It isn't part of my tradition, or, as you putiitjsn't part of the inventory in my
warehouse."

"No, it isn't," Clara agreed. "This is sorcery!"

"Do you mean to say that sorcery still exists angracticed today?" | asked.
Clara suddenly got up and grabbed her bundle.

"Don't ask me any more about it," she said flatly:

“Later on, you'll find out whatever you want to kmdout from someone who is more
capable of explaining these things than I."



Chapter 10

Clara sat on the rattan armchair at the edge gbdlie, brushing her shiny black hair.
Then she arranged it with her fingers until eveinghwas in place.

When she had finished grooming herself, she bronghteft palm to her forehead and
stroked it in a circular fashion.

Then she moved her hand over the top of her heddawn the back of her neck,
after which she flicked her wrists and fingershe air.

She repeated this stroking and flicking sequengeraémore times.
| was fascinated watching her movements.

There was nothing careless or haphazard about theenperformed them with intense
concentration, as if she were engaged in a mosirigupt task.

"What are you doing?" | asked, breaking the sileae2 you giving yourself some
sort of a facial massage?”

Clara glanced over at me, sitting on the matchimngchair, imitating her movements.
She said, "This circular stroking prevents wrinkiesn forming on the forehead.
"It may appear like a facial massage to you, bisnit.

"These are sorcery passes; movements of the hahdréhdesigned to gather energy
for a specific purpose."

"What specific purpose is that?" | asked, flickimg wrists the way she had done.

"The purpose of these sorcery passes is to keefpokiag youthful by preventing
wrinkles from forming," she said:

"The purpose has been decided beforehand, not oy tmg you, but by power itself."

| had to admit that whatever Clara was doing celgavorked.

She had lovely skin that set off her green eyesdankl hair. | had always believed that
her youthful appearance was the consequence dndi@n genes. | never suspected

that she deliberately cultivated it by means otcggemovements.

"Whenever energy gathers, as in the case of tloeserg passes, we call it power,"
Clara continued:



"Remember this, Taisha, power is when energy gatlegher by itself or under
someone's command.

"You're going to hear much more about power, nsit from me but from the others,
too.

"They're expected back any time now."

Although Clara constantly referred to her relatjddsad by now given up all hope of
ever meeting them.

Her reference to power was an additional mattead never understood what she
meant by power.

"I'm going to show you some sorcery passes thatyaest perform every day of your
life from now on," she announced.

| let out a sigh of complaint.

There were so many things that she told me to doyeday of my life: the breathing,
the recapitulation, the kung fu exercises, the hvatks.

If I lined up back to back everything she told maalb, there wouldn't be enough hours
in the day for even half of them.

"For heaven's sake, don't take me so literallydr&kaid, seeing my pained
expression:

"I'm cramming all | can into your peewee brain hesmal want you to know about all
these things.

"Knowledge assists in gathering energy; therefora\Kedge is power.

"To make sorcery work, we must know what we're dauinen we intend the result-
not the purpose, mind you, but the result of threexy act.

"If we intended the purpose of our sorcery actioveswould be creating sorcery; and
you and | don't have that much power."

"l don't think I'm following you, Clara,” | said, owing my chair closer. "For what
don't we have enough power?"

"I mean that even between the two of us, we cattiag the overwhelming energy it
would take to create a new purpose.



"But, individually we can certainly gather enougteryy to intend the result of these
sorcery passes: no wrinkles for us.

"This is all we can do since the passes' purpaskeep us young and youthful
looking- is already set."”

"Is it like the recapitulation whose end result li@egn intended beforehand by the
ancient sorcerers?" | asked.

"Exactly,"” Clara said. "The intent of all sorcemt@has already been set.
"All we have to do is hook our awareness to it."
She moved her chair across from me so that ourskweee barely touching.

Then she vigorously rubbed each thumb on the pahlimecopposite hand and placed
them on the bridge of her nose.

She moved them outward with light, even strokes bee eyebrows to the temples.
"This pass will keep furrows from developing betwg®ur eyebrows," she explained.
After quickly rubbing together her index finger&el two sticks starting a fire, she
brought them vertically to each side of her nost gantly moved them sideways over

her cheeks several times.

"That's to clear the sinus cavities," she saidpdehtely constricting her nasal
passages. "Instead of picking your nose, do thigement."

| didn't appreciate her reference to my pickingmoge, but I tried the movement, and
it did clear my sinuses as she had said.

"The next pass is to keep the cheeks from saggsmg'said.

She briskly rubbed her palms together, and witlg Iéinm strokes, she slid them up
each cheek to her temples.

She repeated this movement six or seven timesyalasing slow, even, upward
strokes.

| noticed her face was flushed, but she didn't g&ip

She placed the inner edge of her hand with her bhimhded over her palm above her
upper lip, and rubbed back and forth with a vigereawlike motion.



She explained that the spot where the nose and lippein, when briskly rubbed,
stimulates energy to flow in mild, even bursts.

But if greater bursts of energy were needed, tloeyocbe obtained by pricking the
point at the center of the upper gum underneatlupiper lip and below the nose
septum.

"If you get drowsy in the cave while recapitulatimgb this point briskly, and it will
temporarily revive you," she said.

| rubbed my upper lip and felt my nose and eararcle

| also experienced a slight numbing sensation errdbf of my palate.

It lasted for a few seconds but took my breath away

It left me with the sensation that | was just ablouincover something that was veiled.

Next, Clara moved her index fingers sideways uh@erchin, again using a quick
back-and-forth sawlike motion.

She explained that stimulating the point underctiia produces a calm alertness.

She added that we can also activate this poinestyng the chin on a low table while
sitting on the floor.

Following her suggestion, | moved my cushion tofther and sat on it, and rested my
chin on a wooden crate that was just level withface.

By leaning forward, | put a slight pressure on tttah point Clara had indicated.

After a few moments, | felt my body settle downpAckling sensation rose up my
back, entered my head, and my breathing becamedaegd more rhythmic.

"Another way to awake the center under the chimgt&continued, "is by lying on the
stomach with the hands in fists, one on top ofatter, under the chin."

She recommended that when doing the exercise hatligts, we should tense them to
create pressure under the chin and then relax theatease the pressure.

Tensing and relaxing the fists, she said, prodagaslsating movement that sends
small bursts of energy to a vital center directiyiieected with the base of the tongue.

She stressed that this exercise should be donegslyt otherwise one might develop
a sore throat.



| went to sit in the rattan chair again.

"This group of sorcery passes I've shown you," £mtinued, "must be practiced
daily until they cease to be massage-like movemamdsbecome what they really are:
sorcery passes.

"Watch me!" she ordered.

| saw her repeat the movements she had shown meptethat this time she was
making her fingers and hands dance.

Her hands seemed at times to penetrate deeplyhatekin of her face.

At other times, her hands passed over it lightbyif gliding on the skin's surface; and
moving so rapidly that they seemed to disappear.

Watching her exquisite movements kept me mesmerized

"This way of stroking was never in your inventorgiie laughed when she had
finished:

"This is sorcery. It requires an intent differerdrh the intent of the daily world.

"With all the tension that rises to the face, waaialy need a different intent if we are
going to relax the muscles and tone the centeegdddhere."

Clara said that all our emotions leave traces arfame more than on any other part of
our body.

Therefore we have to release accumulated stresg the sorcery passes and their
accompanying intent.

She stared at me for a moment and remarked, ‘frgeethe tension in your face that
you've been pondering over your recapitulation.

"Be sure to do your passes before going to bedhdnd remove those creases in your
forehead.”

| admitted that | had been worrying about my redgiion.

"The problem is that you are spending too much imtee cave,” Clara said with a
wink. "l don't want you turning into a bat-girl.

"By now | think you've gathered enough energy &otdearning other things."

She jumped out of the chair as if released by mgpr



It was so incongruous to see such a powerful wopnaping up so agilely that | had
to laugh.

| myself got up more slowly, as if | were twice lsze.

She looked at me and shook her head. "You're ttig she noted. "You need to do
some special physical exercise to open your véatars."

We went to the rack where the coats and boots keptoutside the back door of the
house.

She handed me a wide-rimmed straw hat and led mel®aring a short distance from
the kitchen annex.

The sun shone brightly and it was an unusually waamn
Clara told me to put on the hat.

She pointed to an area surrounded by a wire feinegerthe ground had been dug in
furrows and lined with small plants in neat padaisvs.

"Who cleared the ground and put in all the plants®ked, surprised because | hadn't
noticed Clara working there. "It looks like a hygeject. Did you do it yourself?"

"No. Someone else came and did it for me."
"But when? I've been here every day and didn'esgene."

"That's no mystery," Clara said. "The person whoked on this vegetable garden
came when you were at the cave."

Her explanation didn't satisfy me.

The garden was so well organized that it looked iikhad taken more than one person
to lay it out.

Before | could probe her further, Clara annountEdym now on you'll take care of
this garden. Consider it your new task."

| tried not to show my disappointment at being giyet another task that required
daily attention.



| had thought that by physical exercise Clara hadmhthat we were going to practice
a new martial art form; preferably one using asilzd Chinese weapon like the
broadsword or long pole.

Seeing my downcast look, Clara assured me thavatifig a garden would be good
for me.

It would give me the physical activity and expostaré¢he sun that | needed for health
and well-being.

She also pointed out that for more than six mohttesd been doing nothing but
focusing on incidents of my life. Caring for somathoutside of myself would
prevent me from becoming more self-centered.

It shocked me to realize that half a year had ghsse me, it seemed like only
yesterday that | had come to Clara's house andfenlgdd changed so drastically that
nothing remained the same.

"Most people only know how to care for themselv&3ara said, jolting me out of my
train of thought. "Although not very well at that.

"Because of this overwhelming emphasis, the salbimes distorted; full of
outrageous demands."

We walked to a wooden gate; the entrance to thadegar

"Working in this garden will give you a special #inf energy that you can't get from
recapitulating or breathing or practicing kung fGJara said.

"What kind of energy is that?"
"The energy of the earth," she replied.
Her eyes were as green as the new plants.

She added, "The energy of the earth complementsribegy of the sun. Perhaps you'l
feel it entering through your hands as you worksibi¢

"Or it may start to flow into your legs as you stjaa the ground."
| had never worked in a garden before and wasret\wshat to do.
| asked her to outline my duties.

She peered at me for a moment as if wonderingafretd picked the right person for
the task.



"The ground is still moist from yesterday's raiskie said, stooping down to touch the
soil. "But when it's dry, you'll have to carry btk of water from the stream; or if
you're very clever, you can devise an irrigatiostegn."

"I might just do that," | said confidently. “I'llonstruct an electric water pump like one
| saw in a house in the country; and connectibhédynamo.

“Then | wouldn't have to lug the buckets of watetthe hill."

"It doesn't matter how you do it as long as theslget watered.

"Also, you'll have to feed the plants every two w&eé&om that pile of compost at the
end of the garden. And make sure that all the wasslpulled. Around here they
spread like wildfire. And keep the gate closed s@abbits can get in."

"No problem," | assured her half-heartedly.

"Good. You can begin now."

She pointed to a bucket and told me to fill it wstmpost and mix it into the soil
around each plant. When | returned with the bufikedf what | hoped wasn't night
soil, [* night soil- human excreta used as ferélizshe gave me a digging tool with

which to loosen the earth.

For a while she watched as | worked, cautioninghoteto dig too closely to the tender
plants.

As | concentrated on the task, | felt a sense dfle@ng, and a strange peace surround
me.

The dirt was cool and soft in my fingers.

For the first time since | had been in Clara's leouselt truly at ease, safe and
protected,

"The energy of the earth is nurturing,” she remdyles if noticing my change of
mood:

"You're empty enough from your recapitulation thame of it is already creeping into
your body.

"You feel at ease because you know that the esittieimother of all things."

She swept her hands over the rows of plants. "Eviexy comes from the earth.



"The earth sustains and nourishes us; and wheneyeuwr bodies return to it."

She paused for a moment then added, "Unless ofepwe succeed in the great
crossing."

"You mean there's a chance that we won't die?keéds’'Really, Clara, aren't you
exaggerating?"

"We all have a chance for freedom," she said sdftlyt it's up to each one of us to
seize it and turn it into an actuality."

She explained that by storing energy, we can dissalir preconceptions about the
world and the body; thus making room in our waretgoior other possibilities.

A chance not to die was one of these possibilities.

She said that the best explanation of this extranbglternative was offered by the
sages of ancient China.

They claimed that it is feasible for one's pers@vereness, or te, to link up
knowingly with the all-encompassing awareness a. Ta

Then when death comes, one's individual awaresesst idispersed as in ordinary
dying, but expands and unites with the greater &hol

She added that the recapitulation in the setting @dcoon-like cave had enabled me
to gather and store energy.

Now | needed to use that energy to strengthen mg both the abstract force called
the spirit.

"That's why you have to cultivate the garden arsbdbits energy, and also the energy
of the sun," she said:

"The sun bestows its energy on the earth and calisgs to grow. If you allow the
sun's light to enter your body, your energy, toi, Wourish."”

Clara told me to wash my hands in a bucket of waied to sit on a log by a clearing
outside the fenced garden because she was gosigvo me how to begin to direct
my attention to the sun.

She said that | should always wear a wide-rimmedrharder to shield my head and
face.

She also warned me never to do any of the breaffasges she was about to show me
for more than a few minutes at a time.



"Why are they called breathing passes?" | asked.

"Because the preset intent of these passes istogmergy from the breath to the area
where we place our attention.

It could be an organ in our body or an energy ckhrar even a thought, or a memory
as in the case of the recapitulation.

"What is important is that energy is transmittdulist fulfilling the intent established
beforehand.

"The result is sheer magic because it appearsitlsatl sprung out of nowhere.
"That's why we call these movements and breatltesppasses.”

Clara instructed me to face the sun with my eyeser, and then take a deep breath
through my mouth, and pull the sun's warmth anlgk ligto my stomach.

| was to hold it there for as long as | could, tisgrallow, and finally, exhale any air
that was left.

"Pretend you're a sunflower," she teased. "Alwagepkyour face toward the sun when
you breathe.

"The light of the sun charges the breath with powerbe sure to take big gulps of air,
and completely fill your lungs. Do this three tinifes

She explained that in this exercise, the energii@tun automatically spreads
throughout the entire body.

Yet, we could deliberately send the sun's healityg to any area by touching the spot
where we want the energy to go; or by simply usiregmind to direct energy to it.

"Actually, when you have practiced this breath lemgpugh, you don't need to use
your hands anymore," she went on. "You can justalize the sun's rays oozing
directly into a specific part of your body."

She suggested that | do the same three breaththi®titne breathing through my
nose and visualizing the light flowing down into ogck; thus energizing the
channels along my spine.

That way, the sun's rays would flood my entire body

"If you want to bypass breathing through the nasmouth altogether,” Clara said,
"you can breathe directly with your stomach or yoluest or your back.



"You can even bring the energy up the body thrahghsoles of your feet."

She told me to concentrate on my lower abdomemespot just below my navel, and
breathe in a relaxed fashion until | could feebadforming between my body and the
sun.

As | inhaled under her guidance, | could feel ti@de of my stomach becoming
warmer and filled with light.

After a while, Clara told me to practice breathwmigh other areas.

She touched the spot on my forehead between my @{fesn | concentrated my
attention there, my head became flushed with awedjlow.

Clara recommended that | absorb as much of the siuality as | could by holding
my breath; then rolling my eyes in a clockwise cli@n before exhaling.

| did as she instructed and the yellow glow intBedi

"Now stand up and try breathing with your back shid, and helped me to take off
my jacket.

| turned my back to the sun and tried to place ttgnéion on the various centers she
pointed out with a touch.

One was between my shoulder blades, another vihe abpe of my neck.

As | breathed, visualizing the sun on my back]tldevarmth move up and down my
spine, then rush to my head.

| became so dizzy that | nearly lost my balance.
"That's enough for today," Clara said, handing nygauket.
| sat down feeling giddy, as if | were happily dkun

Clara said, "The light of the sun is pure powelteAgll, it's the most intensely
gathered energy there is."

She said that an invisible line of energy flows dwgctly from the top of the head,
upward to the realm of not-being; or it can flowrfr the realm of not-being down into
us via an opening at the very center of the tofnehead.

"If you like, you can call it the life line thatrlks us to a greater awareness," she said.
"The sun, if used properly, charges this line agakes it to spring into action.



"That's why the crown of the head must always lo¢goted.”

Clara said that before we returned to the housewsts going to show me another
powerful sorcery pass; one involving a series afybmovements.

She said that it had to be executed in one singkgom with strength, precision and
grace; but without straining.

"l can't urge you enough to practice all the passesshown you," she said. "They are
the indispensable companions of the recapitulation.

"This one did wonders for me. Watch me closely. iBgeu can see my double."
"Your what?" | said, panicking.

| was afraid | would miss something crucial, or koow what to make of it even if |
saw it.

"Watch my double,” she repeated, enunciating theelsvoarefully. "It's like a double
exposure.

"You have enough energy to intend with me the tesfuthis sorcery pass.”
"But tell me again, Clara, what is the result?"

"The double: The ethereal body: The counterpatth@fphysical body, which by now
you must know, or at least suspect, is not merglgogection of the mind."

She moved to an area of level ground, and stodd lvéit feet together and her arms at
her sides.

“Clara, wait. I'm sure | don't have enough enemyyde what you're referring to,
because | can't even understand it conceptually.”

"It doesn't matter if you understand it conceptuall
"Just watch closely. Maybe | have enough powebftih of us to intend my double."

In the most agile movement | had yet seen her parfshe brought her arms over her
head, with her palms touching in a gesture of praye

Then she arched backward, forming an elegant bdlwvivar arms stretched out behind
her, almost to the ground.



She flipped her body laterally to the left so timstantly she ended up bending
forward almost touching the ground; and beforeuld@ven open my mouth in
surprise, she had flipped back and her body wasegidy arched backward.

She flipped back and forth two more times, as gite me a chance to see her
inconceivably fast and graceful movements; or pesteachance to see her double.

At one point in her movement, | saw her as a h&aps, just as if she were a life-size
photograph that had been double exposed.

For a fraction of an instant, there were two Clanasing, one a millisecond behind
the other.

| was completely perplexed by what | saw, which whéought about it, | could
explain as being an optical illusion created bydpred.

But at a bodily level, | knew that my eyes had ss@mething inconceivable.

| had had enough energy to suspend my common s&psgetations, and allow
another possibility to enter in.

Clara stopped her exquisite acrobatics and camatand beside me, not even out of
breath.

She explained that this sorcery pass enables tihetbainite with its double in the
realm of not-being; a realm whose entrance hovessathe head and slightly behind
it.

"By bending backward with the arms outstretchedcreate a bridge," Clara said.
"And since the body and the double are like twaosearfda rainbow, we can intend
them to join."

"Is there any specific time when | should practius pass?” | asked.

"This is a sorcery pass of the twilight," she saiglit you have to have lots of energy,
and be extremely calm in order to do it.

"The twilight helps you to become calm and gives go added boost of energy.
That's why the end of the day is the best timeréate it."

"Should | try it now?" | asked.

When she looked at me doubtfully, | assured hdrlthad studied gymnastics as a
child and was eager to try it.



"The question is not whether, you have studied ggtios as a child, but how calm
you are now," Clara replied.

| said that | was as calm as | could be.
Clara laughed in disbelief, but told me to go ahaadl try it.

She said she would watch over me to make surenltddeak anything by twisting too
forcefully.

| planted my feet on the ground, bent my kneeskeagdn slowly executing my best
backbend.

But, when | got past a certain point, gravity tasler and | fell clumsily to the ground.

"You're the farthest thing from being calm,” Clancluded amiably as she helped
me up. "What's bothering you, Taisha?"

Rather than revealing to Clara what was on my nliagked if | could try the
movement again.

But, the second time | had more trouble than before
| was sure my mental and emotional concerns hacmalose my balance.

| knew that the demands of the self, as Clara hat] were really outrageous. They
took all my attention.

| saw no solution except to confess to Clara whest an my mind.

| told her what bothered me the most was that ineekto have reached a standstill in
my recapitulation.

"What is causing it?" Clara asked.

| admitted that it had to do with my family. "I kwonow without a doubt that they
dislike me," | said sadly:

"Not that | didn't suspect it all along, becauskd: and | used to get into rages about
it.

"But, now that | have reviewed my past, | can't@agry the way | used to, so, | don't
know what to do."

Clara eyed me critically, moving her head backwtargize me up.



"What is there to do?" she asked. "You've donemtwk and found out that they
disliked you.

"That's good! | don't see the problem."

Her cavalier tone annoyed me.

| expected if not sympathy, at least understandmdjan intelligent comment.

"The problem," | said emphatically, on the vergeeairs, "is that I'm stuck.

"l know that | need to go deeper than | have, m#n't.

"All I can think is that they disliked me, wherddsved them."

"Walt, wait. Didn't you tell me that you hated theindistinctly remember..."

"Yes, | did say that, but at the time | said iidmt know what | was saying.

"l really loved them; my brothers too. Later | Iead to despise them, but that was
much later. Not as a child. As a child | wantedhthie pay attention to me and play
with me."

"l think | see what you mean," Clara said, nodditgt's sit down and discuss this."
We sat down again on the log.

"As | see it, your problem stems from a promise gade as a child.

"You did make a promise as a child, didn't youshal?" she asked, looking at me
squarely in the eye.

"l don't recall making any promises,"” | said siredgr
In a friendly tone, Clara suggested that perhapdri't recall because | had been very
young when | made it, or because it was more ek#rfg than a promise actually

stated in so many words.

Clara explained that as children, we often makesvamd then become bound by those
vows even though we can no longer remember makieg t

"Such impulsive pledges can cost us our freedonataGaid:

"Sometimes we are bound by preposterous childisbtam, or pledges of undying,
eternal love."



She said that there are moments in everyone'sbfeecially in early childhood, when
we have wanted something so badly that we autoaligtitxed our total intent on it,
which, once fixed, remains in place until we fulélur desire.

She elaborated by saying that vows, oaths and pesntiind our intent; so that from
then on, our actions, feelings and thoughts arsistamtly directed toward fulfilling or
maintaining those commitments regardless of wheatheot we remember having
made them.

She advised me to review, during the recapitulatdirthe promises | had ever made
in my lifetime, especially the ones made in hastgmorance or faulty judgement.

Unless | deliberately retrieved my intent from tagsomises, she advised, intent
would never rise freely to be expressed in thegme’

| tried to think about what she was saying, butrmgd was a mass of confusion.
Suddenly | remembered a scene from my very eairlgtabod.
| must have been six.

| wanted to be cuddled by my mother but she pushedway, saying that | was too
old for cuddling, and told me to go clean up mymoo

Yet the youngest of my brothers, who was four yedder than | and was my mother's
favorite, was always cuddled by her.

| swore then that | would never love or get clasany of them ever again.

From that day on, | seemed to have kept my probyssways remaining estranged
from them.

"If it's true that they didn't love you," Clara dafit was your fate not to be loved by
your family.

"Accept it! Besides, what possible difference caulthake now whether they loved
you or not?"

It still made a difference, but | didn't tell Claifzat.
Clara went on, "l too had a problem very much {ikers.
"I had always been aware of being a friendlesspfiegerable girl.

"But through recapitulating | found out that my et had deliberately fattened me up
since the day | was born.



She reasoned that a fat, homely girl would nevardehome; and she wanted me there
as her servant for life."

| was horrified. This was the first time Clara hradealed anything about her past to
me.

"l went to my teacher, who was definitely the gesateacher one can ever have, for
advice about this problem," she went on:

"He said to me, 'Clara, | feel for you, but you aa&sting your time because then was
then: now is now.

"Now there is only time for freedom.

"You see, | sincerely felt that my mother had rdimee for life: | was fat and couldn't
stop eating.

"It took me a long time to get the meaning of 'Thes then: now is now.'
"And now there is only time for freedom."
Clara was silent for a moment as if to let the intd her words settle on me.

"You have only time to fight for freedom, Taishalie said, giving me a nudge. "Now
is now."



Chapter 11

"You ought to know by now that the outward formaoifything we do is really an
expression of our inner state."

"It doesn't matter what you do, as long as youeyatimergy with your actions and
transform it into power."

It was growing dark and | was becoming more andenagprehensive about finishing
my task.

Clara had asked me to rake the leaves in the ofphghind the house; and also to
carry some rocks from the stream and make a bordeach side of the path leading
from the vegetable garden to the back of the patio.

| had raked the leaves, and was hurriedly lininghgoriver rocks along the path when
Clara came out of the house to check on my progress

"You're setting the rocks any which way," she ggahcing at the path. "And you
haven't raked up the leaves yet. What have you theag all afternoon, daydreaming
again?"

To my dismay, an untimely gust of wind had scattdhe neat piles | had made before
| had had a chance to put the leaves in a basket.

"The path looks pretty good to me," | said, ondleé&nsive:
"As for the leaves, well, can | help it if the winthde a mess of them?"
"When aiming for the perfect form, 'pretty goodi‘iggood enough,” Clara interrupted:

"You ought to know by now that the outward formamfything we do is really an
expression of our inner state."

| told her that I didn't see how arranging heawksocould be anything but hard work.
"That's because you do everything just to get blye' retorted.

She walked over to the row of rocks | had linecand shook her head. "These rocks
look as if you've dropped them without considetimgir proper placement.”

"It's getting dark and | was running out of timegxplained.



| was in no mood for a lengthy discussion on adgther composition.

Besides, | felt | already knew more than Clara alblo@ subject of composition from
my art classes.

Clara said, "Placing rocks is just like practickugng fu.
"It's how we do things that matters, not how fash@~vy much we get done."

| shook my wrists to relax my cramped fingers. '{@m mean that carrying rocks is a
part of martial arts training?" | asked, surprised.

"What do you think kung fu is?" she countered.

| suspected she was asking me a trick questiohgsiiberated for a moment to find
the right answer.

| said confidently, "It's a set of martial artsHtghg techniques.”

Clara shook her head. "Leave it to Taisha to comwith a pragmatic reply," she said
with a laugh.

She sat down on one of the wicker chairs at the efighe patio from where we had a
good view of the path.

| slumped into the chair next to her.

| settled comfortably, propping my feet on the ofra huge ceramic pot.

Clara then began to explain that the term "kungduerived from the juxtaposition of
two Chinese characters; one meaning 'work doneawperiod of time," and the other

word signifying 'man.’

When these two characters are combined, the tédarsr® man's endeavor to perfect
himself through constant effort.

She contended that whether we practice formal esescor arrange rocks, or rake
leaves we always express our inner state throughaiions.

"Therefore, to perfect our acts is to perfect owese™ Clara said. "This is the true
meaning of kung fu.”

"But still, I don't see the connection between gardork and practicing kung fu," |
said.

"Then let me spell it out for you," Clara repliedttwa tone of exaggerated patience:



"l asked you to carry the rocks from the strearthsd walking up the hilly trail with
the added weight would develop your internal sttieng

"We are not just interested in building muscleg,rather in cultivating internal
energy.

"Also, all the breathing passes | have taught yms far, and that you should be
practicing daily, are designed to increase yowarimdl strength.”

| felt guilty: From the way she had looked at meewlshe said | should be practicing
the breathing exercises daily, | knew that she aveare | wasn't doing them
religiously.

"What you have been learning here with me mighteierred to in China as internal
kung fu, or nei kung," Clara continued:

"Internal kung fu uses controlled breathing anddineulation of energy to strengthen
the body and augment one's health.

"External martial arts, like the karate forms yearhed from your Japanese teachers
and some of the forms | showed you, focus on mgjagnuscles and quick body
responses in which energy is released and is dateivay from us."

Clara said that internal kung fu was practiced lonks in China long before they
developed the external or hard styles of fightimaf tare popularly known as kung fu
today.

"But understand this," Clara continued. "Regardtdsshether you are learning
martial arts or the discipline | have been teaclyimg, the goal of your training is to
perfect your inner being so that it can transcémduter form in order to accomplish
the abstract flight."

A feeling of dejection swept over me like a somtdeud.

| felt my old mood of failure taking hold of me.

Even if | did do the breathing passes as Claramaoended, | felt | would never be
able to succeed in whatever it was that she wanted.

| didn't even know what the great crossing mea&ttlone conceive of it as a
pragmatic possibility.

"You've been very patient all these months,” Ctaia, patting me on the back as if
sensing my need for encouragement:



"You've never really pressed me about my constemuations that | am teaching you
sorcery as a formal discipline."

| saw the perfect opportunity to ask something bzat been on my mind from the first
time she used the word.

"Why do you call this formal discipline sorcery?asked.
Clara peered at me. The expression on her facesevamisness itself.

"It's hard to say," she replied. " My reluctanceliscuss it is because | don't want to
misname it and scare you away.

"l think now is the time to talk about it, though.
"But first let me tell you something more about geople of ancient Mexico."

Clara leaned toward me and in a low voice saidtti@people of pre-Hispanic
Mexico were very similar in many respects to theiamt Chinese.

Perhaps because they both may have had the sagimespthey shared a similar world
view.

The ancient Indians of Mexico, however, had a sleglvantage, she said, because the
world in which they lived was in transition.

This made them extremely eclectic and curious aboeity facet of existence.

They wanted to understand the universe, life, daaththe range of human
possibilities in terms of awareness and perception.

Their great drive to know led them to develop pcast that enabled them to arrive at
unimaginable levels of awareness.

They made detailed descriptions of their practaresd mapped the realms that those
practices unveiled.

This tradition they handed down from generatiogéaeration, always shrouding it in
secrecy.

Nearly out of breath with excitement or perhaps @@ment, Clara ended her
discussion of those ancient Indians by sayingttiey were indeed sorcerers.

She stared at me wide-eyed. In the twilight, hgrilswere enormous.



She confided that her foremost teacher, a Mexindrah, possessed a complete
knowledge of those ancient practices, and he haghtahem to her.

"Are you teaching me those practices, Clara?" édsknatching her excitement. "You
said the crystals were used as weapons by therarsticerers, and the sorcery passes
were empowered with their intent, and the recagiioh also was devised in ancient
times. Does that mean that | am learning sorcery?"

"That is partially true,” Clara said. "But for thieme being, it's better not to focus on
the fact that these practices are sorcery."

"Why not?"

"Because we are interested in something beyondlibeant, esoteric rituals and
incantations of those sorcerers of ancient times.

"You see, we believe that their bizarre practices$ @bsessive search for power
resulted only in a greater enhancement of the self.

"This is a dead-end road because it never leatigabfreedom, and total freedom is
what we ourselves are after.

"The danger is that one can easily become swayé¢keomood of those sorcerers.”
"I wouldn't become swayed," | assured her.

"I really can't tell you any more at the momenhg said, exasperated, "but you'll find
out more as you go along."

| felt betrayed and protested vehemently.

| accused her of deliberately toying with my mintideelings by keeping me
dangling with bits of information that piqued myrimsity; and with promises that all
was going to be clarified at some unspecified ritate.

Clara completely ignored my protests. It was dddn't said a word.

She stood up, walked over to the pile of rocks @inked one up as if it were made of
Styrofoam.

After deliberating for a moment as to which sideuin up, she set the rock down on
the edge of the path.

She then arranged two more rocks the size of ftletba either side of it. When she
was satisfied with their placement, she steppe# tmstudy the effect.



| had to admit that the garden path, the smooth greks she had set, and the jagged
green leaves of the plants made a most harmon@mupasition.

"It is the grace with which you manipulate thingattmatters," Clara reminded me as
she picked up another rock:

"Your inner state is reflected in the way you maedk, eat or place rocks.

"It doesn't matter what you do, as long as youeyaginergy with your actions and
transform it into power."

For a while, Clara gazed at the path as if consigexhere to place the next rock she
held in her hands.

When she found a suitable spot, she gently setwndand gave it an affectionate pat.

"As an artist you should know that the rocks havbd put where they are in balance,"
she said, "not where it is the easiest for yourtpdhem.

"Of course, if you were imbued with power, you abdtop them any which way and
the result would be beauty itself.

"To understand this is the real purpose of the@serof placing rocks." From the tone
of her voice, and the ugly, erratic arrangememhgfrocks, | realized | had failed
again at my task.

| felt acutely dejected.

"Clara, I'm not an artist," | confessed. "I'm mgralstudent. In fact, I'm an ex-student.
| dropped out of art school a year ago. | like @kenbelieve that I'm an artist, but
that's about all. I'm really nothing."

"We are all nothing," Clara reminded me.

"I know, but you are a mysterious, powerful nothindpile I'm a meager, stupid, petty
nothing. | can't even set down a bunch of dumbsotkere's no..."

Clara clamped her hand over my mouth. "Don't saher word," she warned. "I'm
telling you again.

"Be careful of what you say out loud in this housgpecially in the twilight!"
It was almost dark then and everything was abdglstél to the point of being eerie.

The birds were silent. Everything had quieted dowren the wind, which had been
so annoying earlier while | was trying to rake baves, had settled.



"It's the time of no shadows," Clara whispered.t*4_sit under this tree in the dark and
find out if you can summon the shadows' world."

"Wait a moment, Clara," | said in a loud whispeaatthordered on a screech. "What are
you going to do to me?"

Waves of nervousness were cramping my stomachinssyite of the cold, my
forehead was perspiring.

Clara asked me then outright if | had been praugithe breaths and the sorcery passes
she had taught me.

| wanted more than anything to tell her that | hget,that would have been a lie.
In truth, | had practiced them minimally, just saduldn't forget them; because
recapitulating took all of my available energy aeitl me no time for anything else. At

night | was too tired to do anything, so | just wenbed.

"You haven't been doing them regularly or you waitilde in this sorry state now,"
Clara said, leaning closer. "You're trembling l&ké&af.

"There's one secret to the breathing and the p#issdaught you that makes them
invaluable."

"What is that?" | stammered.

Clara tapped me on the head. "They have to beipedatvery day or else they're
worthless.

"You wouldn't think of going without eating or dkimg water, would you? The
exercises I've taught you are even more importeant food and water."

She had made her point. | silently vowed that ewagirt before going to bed | would
do them, and again upon awakening in the mornifmgrégoing to the cave.

"The human body has an extra energy system thagsamo play when we are under
stress," Clara explained. "And stress happensiamgywe do anything to excess; like
being overly concerned with yourself and your perfance, as you are now.

"That's why one of the fundamental precepts ofathef freedom is to avoid
excesses."

She said that the movements she was teaching ne¢hevishe called them breaths or
sorcery passes, were important because they omkrattly on the reserve system;



and that the reason they can be called indispengalsises is because they allow added
energy to pass into and through our reserve pathway

Then when we are summoned to action, instead afrbeg depleted from stress, we
become stronger, and have surplus energy for exireoy tasks.

"Now, before we summon the shadows' world, I'llshy@u two more indispensable
sorcery passes which combine breathing and movetiatie went on:

"Do them every day and you not only won't get tioeaick, but you'll have plenty of
surplus energy for your intending."”

"For my what?"

"Your intending," Clara repeated. "For intending tlesult of anything you do.
Remember?"

She held my shoulders and twisted me around sd W facing north.

"This movement is particularly important for yowi$ha, because your lungs are
weakened from excessive weeping," she said:

"A lifetime of feeling sorry for yourself certainlyas taken its toll on your lungs."
Her statement jolted me to attention.

| watched her bend her knees and ankles and assumaetial art posture called the
‘straight horse," because it simulates the siftimgjtion of a rider mounted on a horse,
with his legs a shoulders' width apart and slightyyved.

The index finger of her left hand was pointed dowhile her other fingers were
curled at the second joint.

As she began to inhale, she gently but forcefulipéd her head to the right as far as
she could, and rotated her left arm at the shoyddet over her head in a full circle all
the way to the back, ending up with the heel ofléftpalm resting on her tailbone.

Simultaneously she brought her right arm aroundarsst to her back and placed her
right fist over the back of her left hand, wedgihggainst her bent left wrist.

Using her right fist, she pushed up her left aranglher spinal column, her left elbow
bent akimbo, and finished her inhalation.

She held her breath for a count of seven, themaselbthe tension on her left arm,
lowered it to her tailbone again and rotated thatshoulder joint straight overhead to
the front, ending up with the heel of her left paksting on her pubis.



Simultaneously she brought her right arm arounda@est to the front and placed that
fist on the back of her left hand, and pushed ¢fftearm up her abdomen as she
finished exhaling.

"Do this movement once with your left arm, and agaith your right one," she said.
"That way you will balance your two sides."

To demonstrate, she repeated the same movemdatsating arms, and this time
turning her head to the left.

"Now you try it, Taisha," she said, stepping asamgive me room to circle my arm
backward.

| replicated her movements.

As | swung my left arm back, | felt a painful temsialong the underside of my
extended arm, running all the way from my fingentg armpit.

"Relax and let the breath's energy flow throughryaom and out of the tip of your
index finger," she said. "Keep it extended andaer fingers curved. That way you'll
release any blockage of energy along the pathwaysur arm."

The pain grew even more acute as | pushed my bentipward along my back.

Clara noticed my pinched expression. "Don't pushhard,” she warned, "or you'll
strain your tendons. And round your shoulders anoite as you push.”

After performing the movement with my right arnfelt a burning in my thigh
muscles from standing with my knees and ankles. bent

Even though | stood in the same position everywdane practicing kung fu, my legs
seemed to vibrate as if an electric current wenaing through them.

Clara suggested | stand up and shake my legs arf@s to release the tension.

Clara emphasized that in this sorcery pass, rgtaind pushing the arms up in
conjunction with breathing moves energy to the nsga the chest and vitalizes them.

It massages deep, underlying centers that rarelp@ivated.

Turning the head massages the glands in the neclao opens energy passageways
to the back of the head.

She explained that if awakened and nourished bgnleegy from breathing, these
centers could unravel mysteries beyond anythingaveimagine.



"For the next sorcery pass,"” Clara said, "stant yaiur feet together and look straight
ahead as if you were facing a door that you aregytm open."

Clara told me to raise my hands to eye level araitbmy fingers as if | were placing
them inside the recessed handles of sliding ddatsapen in the middle.

"What you are going to open is a crack in the epéngs of the world," she
explained:

"Imagine those lines as rigid vertical cords thakma screen in front of you.

"Now grab a bunch of the fibers and pull them apaity all your might.

"Pull them apart until the opening is big enoughylou to step through.”

She told me that once | had made that hole, | shstelp forward with my left leg and
then quickly, using my left foot as a pivot, rotatee hundred and eighty degrees

counterclockwise to face the direction from whidimd come.

By my turning in this manner, the energy linesd pashed apart would wrap around
me.

To return, she said, | had to open the lines alggipulling them apart the same way |
had done before, then step out with the right &at quickly turn one hundred and
eighty degrees clockwise as soon as | had takestéipe In this fashion, | would have
unwrapped myself and would again be facing thectdoe in which | had begun the
sorcery pass.

"This is one of the most powerful and mysteriouslbthe sorcery passes," Clara
cautioned. "With it we can open doors to differeotlds, provided of course that we
have stored a surplus of internal energy and dectalvealize the intent of the pass.”
Her serious tone and expression made me ill at ease

| didn't know what to expect if | succeeded in apgrthat invisible door.

In a brusque tone, she then gave me some finaligtgins.

"When you step in," she said, "your body has tb feated, heavy, full of tension.

"But once you are inside and have turned around should feel light and airy, as if
you were floating upward.

"Exhale sharply as you first lunge forward throulgé opening, then inhale slowly and
deeply, filling your lungs completely with the eggrfrom behind that screen.”



| practiced the pass several times as Clara looked8ut it was as if | were only going
through the outward motions.

| couldn't feel the energy fibers forming the saréeat Clara was talking about.
"You're not pulling the door open hard enough,"r&€leorrected me. "Use your
internal energy, not just your arm muscles. Expeldtale air and pull in your stomach
as you lunge forward. Once inside, breathe as mams as you can, but be on the
alert. Don't stay longer than you need to."

| mustered up all my strength and grabbed theCéara stood behind me, held my
forearms and gave them a tremendous pull sideways.

Instantly | felt as if some sliding doors had opene

Exhaling sharply, | lunged through it, or rathea@l had given me a shove from
behind, pushing me forward.

| remembered to turn around and breathe deeplyfobat moment | worried that |
wouldn't know when to come out. Clara sensed thastald me when to stop
breathing and when to step out.

"As you practice this sorcery pass by yourselfar@lsaid, "you'll learn to do it
perfectly, but be careful.

"All sorts of things can happen once you go throthgtt opening.
"Remember, you have to be cautious and at the samaeold.”
"How will I know which is which?" | asked.

Clara shrugged. "For a while, you won't. Unfort@hatprudence comes to us only
after we've gotten blasted."

She added that cautiousness without cowardicengeli on our ability to control our
internal energy; and to divert it into the resech@nnels so that it is available to us
when we need it for extraordinary actions.

"With enough internal energy, anything can be aqu@hed,” Clara said, "but we
need to store and refine it.

"So let's both practice some of the sorcery pagse'se learned and see if you can be
cautious without being cowardly and summon up ttesws' world."

| experienced a surge of energy that began as sima#s in my stomach.



At first 1 thought it was fear, but my body didigel frightened.

It was as if an impersonal force, void of desiresemtiment, was stirring inside me;
moving from the inside out. As it ascended, my uggaek jerked involuntarily.

Clara moved to the center of the patio, and | feéd her.

She began doing some of the sorcery passes, sldwnsglf down to allow me to
follow her.

"Close your eyes," she whispered. "When your eyeslased, it's easier to use energy
lines that are already there to keep your balance.”

| shut my eyes and started to move in unison wigraC

| had no trouble following her cues for changingigions, yet | had difficulty in
keeping my balance.

| knew it was because | was trying too hard tolgorhovements correctly. It was like
the time | had tried walking with my eyes shut, &e@t stumbling because |
desperately wanted to succeed.

But gradually my desire to excel diminished andbogy became more limber and
subtle.

As we kept on moving, | became so relaxed thalt | tead no bones or joints.

If I raised my arms overhead, it seemed | coulétsltrthem all the way to the tops of
the trees.

If I bent my knees and lowered my weight, a surgenergy rushed downward
through my feet.

| felt I had grown roots. Lines were extending frim soles of my feet deep into the
earth, giving me an unprecedented stability.

Gradually the boundary between my body and itsosumaings dissolved.

With every pass | did, my body seemed to melt aedge with the darkness until it
began to move and breathe all by itself.

| could hear Clara breathing beside me, perforrtiiegsame passes.

With my eyes closed, | sensed her shape and pesture



At one point, the strangest thing yet happened.

| felt a light turning on inside my forehead.

But as | looked up, | became aware that the lighgnit really inside me at all. It came
from the top of the trees, as if a huge panel eftelc lights had been turned on at
night, illuminating an outdoor stadium.

| had no trouble seeing Clara and everything orp#i®, and what was around it.

The light had the strangest hue, and | couldn'idéai€ it was rose-tinted, pinkish or
peach, or like pale terra-cotta.

In places, it seemed to change its glare deperatinghere | looked.

Clara, peering at me curiously, said, "Don't moganhead, and continue keeping
your eyes closed. Just concentrate on your bregthin

| didn't know why she had said to continue keepimgeyes closed since she saw that
my eyes were wide open: | was trying to determimeedoloration of the light, for it
seemed to change with every movement of my heatliteamtensity fluctuated
depending on how hard | stared at it.

| became so involved with the glow around me tHast the rhythm of the breaths.

Then as suddenly as the light had turned on, tickwd off again and | was left in total
darkness.

"Let's go into the kitchen and heat up some st€Mgta said, nudging me. '

| hesitated. | felt disoriented; out of place. Mydy was so heavy | thought | must be
sitting down.

"You can open your eyes now," Clara said.

| never remembered having had such a difficult topening my eyes as | did at that
moment.

It seemed to take me forever to do it, for just gst them open, they would droop
shut again.

This opening and closing seemed to go on for a tang, until | felt Clara shaking my
shoulders.

"Taisha, open your eyes!" she commanded. "Don'tdare pass out on me. Do you
hear?"



| shook my head to clear it and my eyes popped.open

They had been closed all the time.

It was pitch black, but there was enough moonlaiming through the foliage to see
Clara's silhouette. We were sitting under the tre¢he two rattan armchairs in the
patio.

"How did | get here?" | asked dazed.

"You walked over here and sat down," Clara saidenaif-factly.

"But what happened? A moment ago it was light.uldsee everything clearly."

"What happened is that you entered into the shadeertd,” Clara said with a
congratulatory tone:

"l could tell by the rhythm of your breathing thatu had gone there, but | didn't want
to frighten you then by asking you to look at ysbhadow.

"If you had looked, you would have known that..."
| instantly understood what Clara was intimating.
| gasped, "There were no shadows. There was liginidthing had a shadow."

Clara nodded. "Tonight you've found out somethihgeal value, Taisha. In the
worlds outside this one, there are no shadows!"



Chapter 12

After more than eight months of faithfully practigithe recapitulation, | was able to
do it all day long without fretting or becoming tlacted.

One day, while | was visualizing the buildings waéattended the last year of high
school, the classrooms, and the teachers | hastdrbe so involved in going down the
aisles and seeing where my classmates sat, thaeteaup talking to myself.

"If you talk to yourself, you can't breathe corftgctl heard a man's voice say.

| was so startled that | bumped my head againstdkie wall.

| opened my eyes, and the image of the classrodedfas | turned to look at the
cave's entrance.

Outlined against the opening, | saw a man squatting

| immediately knew that he was the master sorcénerman | had once seen in the
hills.

He wore the same green windbreaker and trouserghisuime | could see his profile.
He had a prominent nose and a mildly sloping foaelhe

"Don't stare," | heard the master sorcerer sayvbiise was low, and rumbled like a
stream over gravel:

"If you want to learn more about breathing, remagny quiet and regain your
equilibrium."

| continued taking deep breaths until his presearonger frightened me, and |
became, instead, relieved that | was finally makirsgacquaintance.

He sat down cross-legged at the cave entrancdeandd in the way Clara always
did.

"Your movements are too jerky," he said in a lowmur. "Breathe like this."
He inhaled deeply as he gently turned his healddetft.
Then he exhaled thoroughly as he smoothly turnedhéad to the right.

Finally, he moved his head from his right shoulethe left and back to the right
again without breathing, and then back to the ecente

| copied his movements inhaling and exhaling aspdetaly as | could.



"That's more like it," he said. "When exhaling,ahrout all the thoughts and feelings
you are reviewing.

"Don't just turn your head with your neck muscléside it with the invisible energy
lines from your midsection.

"Enticing those lines to come out is one of theoagalishments of the recapitulation.”

He explained that just below the navel was a keyereof power, and that all body
movements, including one's breathing, had to engageoint of energy.

He suggested | synchronize the rhythm of my breagthiith the turning of my head,
so that together they would entice the invisiblergg lines from my abdomen to
extend outward into infinity.

"Are those lines a part of my body or am | to inmegthem?" | asked.

He shifted his position on the ground before answer

He said, "Those invisible lines are a part of ysait body; your double.

"The more energy you entice out by manipulatingéhlines, the stronger your double
will become."

"What | wanted to know was, are they real or justginary?"

"When perception expands, nothing is real and ngtfs imaginary," he said. "There
Is only perception.

"Close your eyes and find out for yourself."

| didn't want to shut my eyes. | wanted to see \eatvas doing in case he made any
sudden moves.

But, my body grew limp and heavy, and my eyes begaitoop shut in spite of my
efforts to keep them open.

"What is the double?" | managed to ask beforeftadtioff into a drowsy stupor.
"That's a good question," he said:
"It means that a part of you is still alert anddrgng."

| sensed him take a deep breath and inflate histche



After slowly exhaling, he said, "The physical bady covering; a container, if you
will. By concentrating on your breathing, you caak®a the solid body dissolve so that
only the soft, ethereal part is left."

He corrected himself, saying that it is not that pimysical body dissolves, but that by
changing the fixation of our awareness we begir#dize that it was never solid in the
first place.

This realization, he said, is the exact reversallwdt took place as we matured.

As infants, we were totally aware of our double wesgrew up, we learned to put
increasingly more emphasis on the physical siddesslon our ethereal being.

As adults we are completely unaware that our $o& sxists.

He explained, "The soft body is a mass of energyadlly we are aware only of its
hard, outer casing.

"We become aware of our ethereal side by allowungimtent to shift back to it."

He stressed that our physical body is inseparated with its ethereal counterpart,
but that link has been clouded over by our thoughtsfeelings which are focused
exclusively on our physical body.

In order to shift our awareness from our hard apeze to its fluid counterpart, we
must first dissolve the barrier that separateswioeaspects of our being.

| wanted to ask him how that could be done, bouht it impossible to voice my
thoughts.

"The recapitulation helps to dissolve our precotioeg," he said, answering me, "but
it takes skill and concentration to reach the deubl

"Right now you are using your ethereal part to sextent. You are half asleep, but
some part of you is awake and alert. It can heaamgesense my presence."

He warned me that there is considerable dangehaglon releasing the energy that is
locked within us, because the double is vulneraht&can easily become injured in
the process of shifting our awareness to it.

He cautioned me, "You can inadvertently create@@nmg in the ethereal net and lose
vast amounts of energy; precious energy that isssary to maintain a certain level of
clarity and control in your life."

"What is that ethereal net?" | mumbled, as if tadkin my sleep.



"The ethereal net is the luminosity that surroutigsphysical body," he explained:

"This web of energy gets torn to shreds duringydailng. Huge portions of it become
lost or entwined in other people's bands of energy.

"If a person loses too much vital force, he becoithes dies."

His voice had lulled me so thoroughly that | wasdthing from my stomach as if in a
deep sleep.

| had slumped against the side of the cave, bidn'tdfeel its hard walls.

"Breathing works on both the physical and ethelmadls," he explained, "it repairs
any damage in the ethereal net and keeps it saodgliant.”

| wanted to ask something about my recapitulatoor,| couldn't formulate the words;
they seemed so far away.

Without my asking, he again supplied the answer.
"This is what you've been doing for the past momttis your recapitulation.

"You are retrieving filaments of your energy fromuy ethereal net that have become
lost or entangled as a result of your daily living.

"By focusing on that interaction, you are pullingchk all that you dispersed over
twenty years and in thousands of places."

| wanted to ask him whether the double had a sipestiape or, color. | was thinking
of auras.

He didn't reply.
After a long silence, | forced my eyes open and s&w/| was alone in the cave.

| strained to peer through the dark to the lighthatopening where | had first seen him
outlined against the entrance.

| suspected that he had slipped away and was waigarby for me to crawl out.
As | looked, a bright patch of light appeared, hrovg about two feet from me.

The illusion startled me, yet at the same timanihmalled me so that | couldn't turn my
eyes away.



| had the irrational certainty that the light wédise@ conscious and aware that my
attention was focused on it.

Suddenly the glowing sphere expanded to twicaats and became encircled by an
intense purple ring.

Frightened, | squeezed my eyes shut, hoping tledight would disappear so | could
leave the cave without passing through it.

My heart pounded loudly in my chest and | was pergp My throat was dry and
constricted.

With great effort, | slowed down my breathing.
When | opened my eyes, the light had vanished.

| was tempted to explain away the entire event@®am, for | often dozed off during
my recapitulation, but the memory of the mastecaar and what he had said was so
vivid that | was almost certain it all had beenlrea

Cautiously | crawled out of the cave, put on myeshand took the shortcut to the
house.

Clara was standing by the living room door as & slere expecting me.

Panting, | blurted out that | had either just spokéth the master sorcerer or | had had
a most vivid dream about him.

She smiled and pointed with a subtle movement othm to the armchair.

My mouth fell open: There he was; the same man ldtbbeen with me in the cave
only minutes before, except that he was wearinigint clothes. Now he had on a
gray cardigan sweater, a sports shirt and tailmdsers.

He was much older than | thought, but also muchemwdal.

It was impossible for me to tell his age; he mayehlaeen forty or seventy. He
appeared to be extremely strong, and neither leaoarpulent. He was dark, and
looked Indian. He had a prominent nose, a strongtim@ square chin and sparkling
black eyes, which had the same intense look | bad 81 the cave. All of these
features were accentuated by a thick, lustrous afeyhite hair.

The remarkable effect of his hair was that it di¢bn’n him into an old man, as white
hair ordinarily does. | remembered how old my fatbeked when his hair turned
silver and how he covered it with dyes and hatgpaio avail because old age was in
his face, in his hands, in his whole body.



"Taisha, let me introduce you. This is Mr. John Miel Abelar,” Clara said to me.

The man politely stood up and extended his handry\glad to meet you, Taisha," he
said in perfect English as he gave my hand a stsbage.

| wanted to ask him what he was doing here, andi@Wwad changed his clothes so
fast; and whether or not he had really been ircéwe.

A dozen other questions ran through my mind, w$ too shocked and intimidated
to ask any of them.

| pretended to be calm and not nearly as unsedgddvas.

| commented on how well he spoke English, and hiearty he had expressed himself
when he talked to me in the cave.

"It's nice of you to say so," he said, with a disgag smile. "But | ought to speak
English well. I'm a Yaqui Indian. | was bom in Agiza."

"Do you live in Mexico, Mr. Abelar?" | asked awkvady.

"Yes. | live in this house," he replied. "I liveeewith Clara."

He looked at her in a way | could only describslaser affection.

| didn't know what to say. | felt self-conscioumtgarrassed for some unknown reason.

"We are not man and wife," Clara said, as if torpetat ease, and at that both of them
broke out laughing.

Rather than lightening things up, their laughtedeee feel even more self-
conscious.

Then to my dismay, | recognized the emotion | vedifig: It was pure jealousy.

In an inexplicable possessive impulse, | felt thebelonged to me. | tried to conceal
my embarrassment by quickly asking some trivialsjoas. "Have you lived in
Mexico for a long time?"

"Yes, | have," he said.

"Are you planning to return to the United States?"

He fixed me with his fierce eyes, then smiled aad # a charming way, "Those
details are unimportant, Taisha.



"Why don't you ask me about the topic we discusseke cave? Was anything
unclear?"

At Clara's suggestion, we sat down; Clara andthersofa, and Mr. Abelar on the
winged chair.

| asked him if he would tell me more about the deulbhe concept interested me
enormously.

"Some persons are masters of the double," he bEflaay can not only focus their
awareness on it but also spur it into action.

"The majority of us, however, are scarcely awaed tur ethereal side exists."
"What does the double do?" | asked.

"Anything we want it to do. It can jump over treesfly through the air, or become
large or small, or take the shape of an animal;, @an become aware of people's
thoughts, or become a thought and hurl itself ilnatant over vast distances."

"It can even act like the self," Clara interjectkmhking straight at me:

"If you know how to use it, you can appear in frohtomeone and talk to him as if
you were really there."

Mr. Abelar nodded. "In the cave, you were abledocpive my presence with your
double.

"It was only when your reason woke up that you dedlhat your experience had
been real."

“I'm still doubting,” | said. "Were you really thes?"
"Of course," he replied with a wink, "as much as feally here."

For a moment | wondered if | was dreaming now,rhytreason assured me | couldn't
possibly be.

Just to make certain, | touched the table. ltdelid.
"How did you do it?" | asked, leaning back on tbéas

Mr. Abelar was silent for a moment as if choosimgwords. "l let go of my physical
body and allowed my double to take over," he said:



"If our awareness is tied to the double, we areafigicted by the laws of the physical
world; rather, we are governed by ethereal forces.

"But as long as awareness is tied to the physimady bour movements are limited by
gravity and other constraints."”

| still didn't understand if that meant that he Iddoe in two places at once. He seemed
to sense my confusion.

"Clara tells me you are interested in martial aid, Abelar said. "The difference
between the average person and an expert in kuisgHiat the latter has learned to
control his soft body."

"My karate teachers used to tell me the same,itl S&hey insisted that martial arts
trained the soft side of the body, but | could mavyederstand what they meant.”

"What they probably meant was that when an expadtpioner attacks, he strikes the
vulnerable points of his enemy's soft body," helsai

"It's not the power of the physical body that istdective, but the opening he makes in
his enemy's ethereal body.

"He can hurl into that opening a force that rip®tigh the ethereal net to cause major
damage.

"A person may receive what seems at the time oglgrdle hit, but hours or perhaps
days later, the person may die from that blow."

"That's right,” Clara agreed. "Don't be fooled bg butward movements or by what
you see. It's what you don't see that counts."

From my karate teachers, | had often heard sirtalas.

When | had asked them how those feats were perthrthey couldn't give me a
coherent'explanation.

| had thought at the time that it was because mgtiers were Japanese and couldn't
express such intricacies of thought in English.

Now Mr. Abelar was explaining something similardaithough his command of
English was perfect, | still couldn't understandaivhe meant by the soft body or the
double, and how to tap its mysterious powers.

| wondered if Mr. Abelar was a martial artist, lmafore | could ask him, he continued.
"True martial artists, as Clara has described tteeme from her training in China, are
interested in mastering the control of their safty" he said:



“The double is controlled not by our intellect bytour intent.
"There is no way to think about it or to understandtionally.

"It has to be felt, for it is linked to some lumumlines of energy crisscrossing the
universe."

He touched his head and pointed upward. "For icstaam line of energy that extends
up from the top of the head gives the double itppse and direction.

"That line suspends and pulls the double whichexaer it wants to go.

"If it wants to go up, all it has to do is to inteap. If it wants to sink into the ground,
it just intends down. It's that simple."

At that point Clara asked me whether | remembereatwhe had told me in the
garden the day we were doing the sun breathingses: how the crown of the head
always needed to be protected.

| told her | remembered very clearly- ever sinanth was afraid to leave the house
without a hat.

She then asked me if | was able to follow what Myelar was saying.

| assured her that | was having no trouble undedstg him even though | didn't
comprehend the concepts; and paradoxically, | founat he was saying
incomprehensible, yet also familiar and believable.

Clara nodded and said that was so because he meafiydaddressing a part of me that
was not quite rational and had the ability to grémipgs directly, especially if a
sorcerer spoke to it directly.

What Clara said was true.

There was something about Mr. Abelar that put neneviore at ease than Clara did.
It wasn't his polite and soft-spoken manner, butesthing in the intensity of his eyes
that forced me to listen and follow his explanasiotlespite the fact that rationally they
seemed nonsensical.

| heard myself asking questions as if | knew whaas talking about.

"Would | be able to reach my soft body some day&Sked Mr. Abelar.

"The question is, Taisha, do you want to reach it?"



For a moment | hesitated.

From my recapitulation, | had found out that I'nmgmacent and cowardly, and that
my first reaction is to avoid anything that is tooublesome or frightening.

But | also had an intense curiosity to experiehiegs out of the ordinary, and as
Clara had once told me, | possessed a certainagskiaring.

"I'm very curious about the double," | said, "sdefinitely do want to get to it."
"At any price?"
"Anything short of selling my body," | said lamely.

At that they both burst out laughing so hard | gjiithey were going to convulse
right there on the floor.

| hadn't meant to be facetious either, for in trlitlvasn't certain what secret plans they
had for me.

As if sensing my train of thought, Mr. Abelar sé#at it was time to acquaint me with
certain premises of their world. He straightenedn@ assumed a serious demeanor.

"The involvements of men and women are no longeicoacern," he said. "That
means we are not interested in man's morality, imaiitg or even amorality. All our
energy is poured into exploring new paths."

"Can you give me an example of a new path, Mr. Atiell asked.

"Certainly. How about the task you are engageth@;yrecapitulation?

The reason I'm talking to you now is because byma@d the recapitulation you have
stored enough energy to break certain physical denies.

You have perceived, if only for an instant, incamable things that are not part of
your normal inventory, to use Clara's terminology."”

| warned him, "My normal inventory is pretty weird.

"I'm beginning to see from recapitulating the pghst | was crazy. In fact, | still am
crazy.

“The proof of it is that I'm here and | can't #&l'm awake or dreaming."”



At that they both burst out laughing again as éytlwere watching a comedy program
and the comedian had just dropped his punchline.

"I know very well how crazy you are," Mr. Abelaridavith a note of finality, "but not
because you're here with us.

"More than crazy, you're indulgent. Neverthelesgesthe day you came here,
contrary to what you might think, you haven't irgkd as much as you had in the past.

"So in all fairness, I'd say that some of the tei@jara tells me you did, like entering
what we call the shadows' world wasn't indulgindpeing crazy.

"It was a new path; something unnamed and unimatgrfeom the point of view of
the normal world."

A long silence followed that made me fidget uneasil
| wanted to say something to break the spell, lmauldn't think of anything.
What made it worse was that Mr. Abelar kept giving sideward glances.

Then he whispered something to Clara and they laatjhed softly; irritating me no
end because there was no doubt in my mind they laaghing at me.

"Maybe I'd better go to my room," | said, getting u
"Sit down, we're not through yet," Clara said.

"You have no idea how much we appreciate your bkarg with us,” Mr. Abelar said
all of a sudden. "We find you humorous becauseareuso eccentric.

"Soon you will meet another member of our partyneone who is as eccentric as you
are, but much older.

"Seeing you reminds us of her when she was youlnagstwhy we laugh. Please
forgive us."

| hated being laughed at, but his apology was saiige that | accepted it.
Mr. Abelar resumed talking about the double athing else had been said.

"As we let go of our ideas of the physical boditldiby little or all at once," he said,
"awareness begins to shift to our soft side.

"In order to facilitate this shift, our physicatlsi must remain absolutely still,
suspended as if it were in deep sleep.



"The difficulty lies in convincing our physical bpdo cooperate, for it rarely wants to
give up its control."

"How do | let go of my physical body, then?" | adke

"You fool it," he said. "You let your body feel dst were sound asleep. You
deliberately quiet it by removing your awarenessit.

"When your body and mind are at rest, your dould&es up and takes over."
"l don't think | follow you," | said.
Clara snapped, "Don't play the devil's advocaté w#, Taisha.

"You must have done this in the cave. In orderyfr to have perceived the nagual,
you must have used your double. You were asleeyennaware at the same time."

What caught my attention in Clara's statement Wwasvay she had spoken of Mr.
Abelar: She had called him 'the nagual.’

| asked her what that word meant.

"John Michael Abelar is the nagual,” she said phlputHe is my guide; the source of
my life and well-being.

"He is not my man by any stretch of the imaginaaod yet he is the love of my life.
"When he is all that for you, he'll then be the udor you also.
"In the meantime, he's Mr. Abelar, or even Johnhdel."

Mr. Abelar laughed, as if Clara had said thosegionly in jest, but Clara held my
gaze long enough to let me know that she had neaemy word of it.

The silence that followed was finally broken by Mbelar.

"In order to activate the soft body, you have tetfopen certain body centers that
function like gates," he continued:

"When all the gates are open, your double can esrfeogn its protective covering.
"Otherwise, it will forever remain encased withis outer shell."

He asked Clara to get a mat out of the closet.



He spread it on the floor and told me to lie fapenith my arms at my sides.
"What are you going to do to me?" | asked suspsiiou

"Not what you think," he snapped.

Clara giggled. "Taisha is really wary of men," glxplained to Mr. Abelar.

"It hasn't done her any good," he replied, makiregfeel utterly self-conscious.

Then, facing me, he explained he was going to sineva simple method for shifting
awareness from my physical body to the etheredhag¢tsurrounds it.

"Lie down and close your eyes, but don't fall asJebe ordered.

Embarrassed, | did as he asked, feeling strangahexable lying down in front of
them.

He knelt down beside me and spoke in a soft vilogagine lines extending out from
the sides of your body, beginning at your feet,'shl.

"What if | can't imagine them?"

"If you want to, you certainly can," he said. "Usdkyour strength to intend the lines
into existence."

He elaborated that it was not really imagining thiises that was involved, but rather
a mysterious act of pulling them out from the sfi¢he body, beginning at the toes
and continuing all the way up to the top of thechea

He said that | should also feel lines emanatingftbe soles of my feet going
downward and wrapping around the length of my bodye back of my head; and
also other lines that radiated from my foreheadanvand downward, along the front
of my body to my feet, thus forming a net or a aocof luminous energy.

"Practice this until you can let go of your physieady and can place your attention at
will on your luminous net," he said. "Eventuallywil be able to cast and sustain that
net with a single thought."

| tried to relax. | found his voice soothing. Itcha mesmerizing quality. At times it
seemed to come from very close, and at other tfroes far away.

He cautioned me that if there was a place in myyhwadgere the net felt tight or where
it was difficult to stretch the lines out or whehe lines recoiled, that was the place
where my body was weak or injured.



"You can heal those parts by allowing the doublgpiead out the ethereal net,” he
said.

"How do | do that?"

he replied, "By intending it, but not with your tinghts. Intend it with your intent,
which is the layer beneath your thoughts.

“Listen carefully: Look for it beneath the thoughasvay from them.

"Intent is so far away from thoughts that we ctaik about it: We can't even feel it,
but we can certainly use it."

| couldn't even conceive how to intend with my mite

Mr. Abelar said that | shouldn't have too muchidiffty casting my net because for
the past few months, unknowingly, | had been ptojggust such ethereal lines
during my recapitulation.

He suggested that | begin by concentrating on ragthing.

After what seemed to be hours, during which timeukt have dozed off once or
twice, | could eventually feel an intense tinglimgat in my feet and head.

The heat expanded to form a ring encircling my bledgthwise.

In a soft voice, Mr. Abelar reminded me that | dlddiocus my attention on the heat
outside my body and try to stretch it out, pushtraut from within and allowing it to
expand.

| focused on my breathing until all the tensiomma vanished.

As | relaxed even more, | let the tingling heatfits own course.

It didn't move outward or expand; it contractedesl, until | felt | was lying on a
gigantic balloon, floating in space.

| experienced a moment of panic. My breathing stojpgnd for an instant | was
suffocating.

Then something outside of myself took over and hdgareathe for me.

Waves of lulling energy surrounded me, expandirgy@ntracting until everything
went black and | could no longer focus my awarew@sanything.



Chapter 13

| awoke hearing Clara tell me to sit up.

It took me a long time to respond; first, becausas$ totally disoriented; and second,
because my legs were numb.

Seeing my difficulty, Clara held me under the aand pulled me forward, then
propped some pillows behind my back so | couldvihout her help.

| was in my bed and | had my nightgown on. Fromligpet, | could tell it was late
afternoon.

"What happened?" | muttered. "Did | sleep all nRjht

"You did," Clara replied. "I was concerned aboutiygou went off the deep end into
a perceptual limbo. No one could get through to. awe decided to let you sleep it
off."

| leaned over and rubbed my legs until the pricklsensation stopped. | still felt
groggy and strangely enervated. [* enervated- fagkirength or vigour]

"You've got to talk to me until you're yourself agaClara said in her most
authoritative tone. "This is one of those occaswhen talking is good for you."

"l don't feel like talking," | said, plopping backto the pillows. | had broken out in a
cold sweat and my limbs felt limp and rubbery. "IMd. Abelar do something to me?"

"Not while | was looking," Clara replied, and lawghjovially at her own joke.
She took my hands in hers and rubbed the backeeaof,tattempting to revive me.

| wasn't in the mood for levity. "What really hapmegel, Clara?" | demanded. "l don't
remember a thing."

She made herself comfortable on the edge of the bed

"Your first encounter with the nagual was too mémhyou," Clara said. "You're too
weak: That's what happened.

"But | don't want you to focus on that because ecome discouraged so easily.

"Also, | don't want you to read between the liresyou're apt to do, and come up
with the wrong conclusions.”



"Since | don't know what's going on, how | am goiagead between the lines?" |
said, my teeth chattering.

"I'm sure you'd find a way," Clara sighed. "Youwaeptionally adept at jumping to
conclusions; unfortunately, the wrong ones.

"And it doesn't matter that you don't know whatisng on. You always assume that
you do."

| had to admit | hated ambiguous situations, bez#usy always put me at a
disadvantage. | wanted to know what was going oncealld deal with the
contingencies.

"Your mother taught you to be a perfect woman, r&€kaid. "By observing the
surroundings, perfect women infer everything thegdto know, especially when a
male is involved.

"They can anticipate their man's subtlest wishesielet women are always aware of
changes in his moods because they believe that temges are caused by something
they themselves said or did.

"Consequently, they feel it's up to them to appdlase man."

Having seen myself, by means of my recapitulatamting in such a fashion again and
again, | had to admit, to my chagrin, that Clara warrect.

| was well trained. | only needed a look or a sighone of voice from my father and |
would know exactly what he was thinking or feeling.

The same was true of my brothers. They had me jugnai the most subtle cues.

What's worse, | only had to imagine that a man'titke me and | would bend over
backward to please him.

Clara nudged my side gently as if to get my attentiIf you and | had been alone last
night, you wouldn't have passed out so dramati¢allye said, with a most annoying
smile.

| replied, "What are you insinuating, Clara? Thahd Mr. Abelar appealing?"

"Precisely. When a man is around, you undergo staim transformation. You
become the woman that will do anything for a mattention, including passing out."

"l beg to differ with you," | said. "I really wagrirying to play up to Mr. Abelar."

"Think about it! Don't just defend yourself," Clagaid:



“I'm not attacking you. I'm merely pointing outytou what | used to feel and do
myself."

Deep down | knew what Clara was talking about. Myelar had such a charismatic
charm that, in spite of his age, | found him uftettractive. Yet | chose not to
acknowledge this, either to myself or to Clara.nyprelief, Clara didn't pursue the
subject of my feelings for Mr. Abelar.

She continued, "l understand you perfectly bechtse had my John Michael Abelar.

"He was the nagual Julian Grau, the most handsoth@@bonair being that ever
lived.

"He was charming, impish and funny. He was trulfjoogettable.
"Everyone adored him, including John Michael arerést of my family.
"We all kissed the ground he walked on."

It occurred to me, listening to Clara rave aboutteacher, that she had spent too
much time in the Orient.

| had always been disturbed by the obscene adorttad students in the karate world
felt for their teacher, or sensei.

They too literally kissed the ground their teachatked on, bringing their heads to the
floor in obeisance whenever the master enteredothra.

| didn't say this to Clara, but | felt that she i@sering herself by revering her teacher
SO much.

"The nagual Julian taught us everything we knoWwe' went on, oblivious to my
judgements. "He dedicated his life to leading usg¢edom.

"He gave special instruction to the nagual Johnhislét Abelar; instruction that made
him qualified to become the new nagual.”

"Do you mean, Clara, that naguals are like kings®&ked, wanting her to see the
danger and fallacy of too much veneration.

"No. Not at all. Naguals have no self-importanceatsbever," she said. "And it is
precisely for this reason that we can adore them."

"What | meant, Clara, was, do they inherit theist®0 | corrected myself quickly.



"Oh, yes! They certainly inherit their post, but tike kings. Kings are sons of kings.

"A nagual, on the other hand, has to be singledguhe spirit because unless the
spirit chooses him, he cannot set himself up aaddr.

A nagual to begin with is a person with extraordynenergy, but it is not until he is
taught the rule of the naguals that he actuallypbess a nagual himself."

| followed Clara's explanation, but | felt inex@idy ill at ease with it.

Upon deliberation, | realized that the part thahloed me was that the spirit has to
make the selection.

"How does the spirit decide whom to pick?" | asked.

Clara shook her head. "That, my dear Taisha, igstery beyond mysteries," she said
softly. "All a nagual can do is fulfill the spistbiddings, or fail miserably."

| thought of Mr. Abelar and wondered what biddihg spirit had in mind for him. |
remembered also that Clara had said that he mightlay be a nagual to me.

"By the way, where is Mr. Abelar?" | asked tryirmystound casual.
"He left last night when he realized that you wewé for the count.”
"Will he be back?"

"Certainly. He lives here."

"Where, Clara? In the left side of the house?"

"Yes. At the moment, he is there. Not at this meenoment," she corrected herself,
"but nowadays.

"At other times, he lives with me on the right safe¢he house. | take care of him."

| felt a pang of jealousy so potent that it chargetlwith a surge of energy. "You said
he wasn't your husband, didn't you, Clara?" | askatth a most disturbing twitch in
the side of my mouth.

Clara laughed so hard that she rolled backward thetded out of breath.

"The nagual John Michael Abelar has transcendealsakcts of being a male,” she
assured me, sitting up again.

"What do you mean, Clara?"



"I mean, he's not a human being any longer, bahtt@xplain all this to you because |
lack the finesse and you lack the facility to urstind me.

"The way | see it, my inability to explain thingsyou is the reason why the nagual
gave you those crystals."”

"What inability, Clara? You speak perfectly well."
"Then it's you who doesn't understand perfectly.ivel
"That's idiotic, Clara."

"Then how come | can't convey to you what we akwahat we have in mind for
you?"

| took several deep breaths to settle my nervauraath.
"What do you have in mind for me, Clara?" | askatling prey once more to panic.
"It's very hard for me to explain," she began:

"You and | definitely belong to the same traditidfou are an integral part of what we
are. Therefore, we are compelled to teach you."

"Whom do you mean when you say ‘we'? Do you meanayal Mr. Abelar?"”
Clara took a moment as if giving herself time tewer correctly.

"As I've told you already, we are more than twdg said. "In fact, I'm not really your
teacher, and neither is the nagual John Micha@hedoe else is."

"Walit, wait, Clara. You're confusing me again. Whithis other person you're
referring to?"

"Another woman like yourself, but older and infalit more powerful.

"I'm merely your usher. I'm in charge of prepang; of getting you to store enough
energy through your recapitulation so you can rti@stother person.

"And believe me, her presence is much more devagttitan the nagual's.”

"I don't understand what you're trying to say, €lddo you mean she's dangerous and
will harm me?"



"That's the problem when | try to answer your goest" Clara said. "You get
confused because you and | have only a supertioraection.

"You ask me a question, expecting a clear-cut ansive¢ would satisfy you, and |
give you an answer that satisfies me and throwsnytouconfusion.

| recommend that you either don't ask questiortal@ my answers without getting
into a dither.” [* dither- an excited state of agjibn]

| wanted to know more about Mr. Abelar and thisesotiwvoman's plans for me; so with
the hope of getting Clara to tell all, | promisédttfrom then on, | would weigh all her
answers with due consideration, but with no paniagitation on my patrt.

"All right. Let's see how you take this," Clarag#entatively:

"I'm going to tell you what the nagual told youtlagyht before you passed out on
him.

"But, since I'm not a male, you no doubt are gaogeact differently to me than you
did when the nagual talked to you. You might evsteh to me."

"But | don't remember him telling me anything aftéell asleep on the mat," |
protested.

She paused and searched my face, | suppose forsgmarieof recognition.

She shook her head to denote she found none, ghiamas tring to appear as calm
and attentive as possible, and even smiled tousaber.

"He told you about all the beings that live in thmuse," Clara began. "He told you
that they are all sorcerers, including Manfred."

At the mention of Manfred's name, something insigeclicked.
"I knew it," | blurted out without thinking.

| found the idea that Manfred was a sorcerer pdyféelievable, yet | hadn't the
vaguest notion of why it should be so.

| told Clara that at one point | must have alreadiertained that thought, although |
still didn't know exactly what a sorcerer is.

"Of course you do," Clara assured me with a broaites

"But | tell you, | don't."



Clara looked at me bewildered. "You're sure you'tdemember the nagual
explaining this to you?"

"No. | really don't."

"A sorcerer, to us, is someone who, through disegphnd perseverance, can break the
limits of natural perception,” Clara said with anat formality.

"Well, that doesn't make things any clearer,” tdsdHow can Manfred do all that?"

She seemed to appreciate my confusion.

"l think we're having a misunderstanding againshai

"I'm not just talking about Manfred. It hasn't sunkyet that all of us in this house are
sorcerers; not just the nagual, Manfred and mybatfthe fourteen others you haven't
yet met.

"We are all sorcerers; all abstract beings.

"If you want to think of sorcery as something caterinvolving rituals and magic
potions, all | can tell you is that there are soecge who are as concrete as that, but you
won't find them in this house."

Obviously we were on different trains of thought.

| was talking about Manfred and she was talkingualpeople | hadn't even laid eyes
on.

It was only then, after she had told me so direchtigt it finally struck me that Clara,
Mr. Abelar and the elusive others to whom they kahiding were all sorcerers.

Rather than ask any more questions, | rememberegadvece and thought it best to
remain silent.

She went on to elaborate that abstract sorcereksfssedom through enhancing their
capacity to perceive; while concrete sorcererg, tiite traditional ones who lived in
ancient Mexico, seek personal power and gratifocatihrough increasing their self-
importance.

"What's wrong with seeking personal gratificatioh@asked, taking a sip of water from
a glass on the bedside table.

“Leave it to Taisha to side up with the concretesrers,” she said with a look of
concern. "No wonder the nagual gave you those argsirts."



In spite of my promise to stay calm, at the mentbthe crystals, waves of
nervousness ran through me.

My stomach began to cramp with such intensity theds certain | was coming down
with an intestinal flu.

"It's nearly impossible for me to explain to youatle do, and even harder to convey
why we do it," Clara said. "You must ask those tjoas of your teacher."

"My teacher?"
"You're not listening to me, Taisha.

"I've already told you that you have a teacher. Wauen't met her yet because you
don't have the necessary energy.

Meeting her requires ten times more energy thartingethe nagual, and you still
haven't recovered from that encounter. You loolegrand pasty."

"l think | have a case of the flu," | said, feelidigzzy again. Clara shook her head:

"You have a bad case of indulging," she interjettefre continuing. "The nagual can
also explain anything you ask him.

The only problem is that you think he's a male, i talks to you for more than a
few minutes, rest assured, you're going to fatl yaur female mold. That's why your
teacher has to be a woman."

"Aren't you making too much of this male-femalent§?" | said, trying to get out of
bed.

| felt weak and my legs were trembling. The roorgdreto spin and | nearly fainted.
Clara caught me by the arm in the nick of time.
She said, "We'll soon find out if I'm making too chuof it.she said.

"Let's go outside and sit in the shade of a tresyldé¢ the fresh air will help revive
you."

She helped me put on a long jacket and some pardded me like an invalid out of
the room to the back patio.



We sat on some straw mats under the enormous zapetthat shaded nearly the
entire patio.

Once before, | had asked Clara if | could eat thi.f

She had hushed me and said, "Just eat, but dikréitaut it."

| did what she told me, but | felt guilty ever stn@s if | had insulted the tree.

We sat in silence listening to the wind rustling thaves.

It was cool and peaceful there and | felt relaxed at ease again.

After a while, Manfred sauntered over from aroumel $ide of the house where he had
a room with a large swinging panel cut into therdamhe could come and go as he
pleased.

He came up to me and began licking my hand.

| looked into his soulful eyes and | knew we wére best of friends.

As if by an unstated invitation, he eased himselbss my lap, making himself
comfortable. | stroked his soft silky coat and thlt most profound affection for him.

Gripped by an inexplicable compassion, | leaned/éod and embraced him. The next
thing | knew | was weeping, for | felt so sorry t@m.

"Where are your crystals?" Clara demanded. Hehharse brought me back to
reality.

"In my room," | said, letting go of Manfred to wipey eyes on the sleeve of my
jacket.

He took one look at Clara's disapproving stare peanoff my lap, and moved across
the walk to sit under a nearby tree.

"You should have them with you at all times," shafgped:

"As you already know, weapons like those crystalsehnothing to do with war or
peace.

"You can be as peace-loving as you wish and ykhstd weapons. In fact, you need
them at this moment to fight your enemies."

"I don't have any enemies, Clara," | sniffled. "dloe even knows I'm alive."



Clara leaned toward me. "The nagual gave you tbostals to help you to destroy
your enemies," she said softly:

"If you had them with you at this moment, you conldke your sorcery passes with
them and that would help dissipate your nagginfysgl.”

"l wasn't feeling sorry for myself, Clara," | sawh the defensive. "I was feeling sorry
for poor Manfred."

Clara laughed and shook her head. "There's no eveget sorry for poor Manfred.
"No matter what form he is in, he's a watrrior.
"Self-pity, on the other hand, is inside you, ardresses itself in different ways.

"Right now you're calling it ‘feeling sorry for Mard.

My eyes began to tear once more because, togettiemy insecurity, | did have a
bottomless pool of pity, centered totally on myself

| had done enough recapitulating to realize thetd learned this reaction from my
mother, who felt sorry for herself every day of hi, or at least every day of my life
with her.

Since | never knew any other personal expressideinthat was what | had learned
to feel myself.

"You should hold the crystal weapons in your firsgend make your sorcery passes at
the heart of your elusive enemies, such as selbrtapce, that come to you disguised
as self-pity, moral indignation or righteous sadrie€lara went on.

| could only stare at her in dismay.

She went on to accuse me of being weak; of fallipart the moment a little pressure
IS put on me.

But what hurt me the most was when she told mentyatnonths of recapitulating
were meaningless: They were nothing but shallownies, for all | had done was to
reminisce nostalgically about my marvelous selivalow in pity remembering my
not-so-marvelous moments.

| couldn't understand why she was attacking me@ously.

My ears were buzzing as | experienced a surgergf fu



| began to weep uncontrollably, hating myself favimg allowed Clara the
opportunity to devastate me emotionally.

| heard her words as if they were coming from faap

She was saying, "...self-importance, lack of pueposichecked ambition, unexamined
sensuality, cowardice: The list of enemies thatdrgtop your flight to freedom is
endless, and you must be relentless in your fighirest them."

She told me to calm down.

She said she had just been trying to illustrateeahat our attitudes and feelings were
our real enemies and that they were just as damagid dangerous as any bandit
armed to the teeth that we might encounter ondhd.r

"The nagual gave you those crystals to round up goargy," she said:

"The crystals are extraordinary for gathering dtergion and fixing it. That is a
guality of quartz crystals in general, and the gpeimitent of these crystals in
particular.

"To accomplish this, all you have to do is perforour sorcery passes with them."

| wished | had the crystals with me then.

Instead | looked at Manfred's sympathetic, shingseyrhe thought occurred to me that
they were reflecting light just as the quartz aaijsshad done.

For a moment, his eyes held my gaze; and as Ids&rdem an irrational certainty
popped into my mind.

| knew Manfred was a sorcerer of the ancient trawlita sorcerer's spirit that had
somehow gotten trapped in a dog's body.

The moment | thought that, Manfred let out a sheelp as if in affirmation.
| wondered, too, if it wasn't Manfred who had fouhd crystals for me in a cave, or
rather had led the nagual to them, the same wénatided me to my favorite lookout

point in the hills overlooking the house and groaind

"You asked me once how it was possible that | keewnuch about crystals,” Clara
said, interrupting my speculations:

"l couldn't tell you then because you hadn't yet the nagual.



"But now that you've been introduced to him, | éalhyou that..." She took a deep
breath and leaned toward me, "We are sorcererstireraame tradition as those of
ancient times.

"We have inherited all their esoteric rituals andantations, but although we know
how to use them, we aren't interested in makingtherk."

"Manfred is an ancient sorcerer!" | exclaimed imcgre amazement, but forgetting that
| hadn't mentioned to her my mental speculations.

Clara looked at me as if questioning my sanity @eth laughed so hard that
conversation stopped.

| heard Manfred barking as if he too were laughany] the eerie part was that | could
have sworn that either Clara's laughter had an echitat someone hiding behind the
comer of the house was also laughing.

| felt like a complete imbecile. Clara didn't waathear the details about hght being
reflected in Manfred's eyes.

"I've told you that you are slow and not that ilngeint, but you didn't believe me," she
chided. "But don't worry, none of us is that ingght either. We are all arrogant,
dumb, thick-headed apes."

She gave me a rap on my head to bring the poinehom

| didn't like being called a thick-headed ape, lbuas still so excited about my
discovery that | let the remark pass.

"The nagual has many other reasons for giving fiosé crystals," Clara continued,
"but he will have to explain them to you himselhelone thing | know for certain is
that you will have to make a pouch for them."

"What kind of pouch?"

"A sheath made with whatever material you feeightr You can use suede, felt or
quilt, or even wood if that is what you want to lse

"What kind of pouch did you make for yours, Clara?"

"l didn't get any crystals myself," she said, "bbaindled them at one time in my
youth."

"You speak of yourself as if you were old. The misee you, the younger you look."



"That's because | do plenty of sorcery passess@teithat illusion,"” she replied,
laughing with childlike abandon. "Sorcerers craiwsions. Just look at Manfred.”

At the mention of his name, Manfred stuck his heatfrom behind the tree and
stared at us. | had the uncanny sensation thatéw e were talking about him and
he didn't want to miss a single word.

"What about Manfred?" | asked, automatically lowgrimy voice.

"One would swear that he's a dog," Clara saidwhigper. "But that's his power to
create an illusion." She nudged me and gave maspaatorial wink. "You see, you
are absolutely right, Taisha. Manfred is not a dbgll."

| couldn't tell whether she was coaxing me to agvite her for Manfred's sake
because now he was sitting up and definitely lisigto every word we were saying;
or whether she really meant what she said; thatfiddwas not a dog.

Before | could find out which, a shrill noise franside the house made both Clara
and Manfred jump up and rush in that direction.

| began to follow, but Clara turned to me and spidfly, "You stay where you are.
I'll be back in a moment."

She ran into the house with Manfred close on helshe



Chapter 14

"| don't feel at ease with the word 'sorcerer,". Mibelar said, "because it connotes
beliefs and actions that are not part of what wé do

"Seriously, though, storing sexual energy is th& 8tep in the journey toward the
ethereal body; the journey into awareness and figtatiom."

Weeks went by, then months.

| didn't really pay attention to dates and time.

Clara, Manfred and | lived in perfect harmony.

Clara had ceased to insult me, or perhaps it watd thad ceased to feel insulted.

| spent all my time recapitulating and practicingnlg fu with Clara and with Manfred,
who, at one hundred pounds of bone and muscleawaighty dangerous opponent.

| was certain that to be rammed with his head wgasvalent to being punched by a
prize fighter.

The one thing that worried me was a contradictitouhd difficult to resolve.
While Clara maintained that my energy was unmidibkan the rise because | could
now have conversations with Manfred, | believeddpposite was true; that | was

slowly going over the deep end.

Whenever Manfred and | were alone, a bond of inileesicle affection would possess
me.

| actually adored him, and it was this blind feglof love that created a bridge
between us so he could, at times, transmit hisghtsuand moods to me.

| knew Manfred's feelings were simple and dirdat i child's.

He experienced happiness, discomfort, pride inamepmplishment, and fear of
everything; which was instantly turned to wrath.



But the traits that | found most admirable in hirarerhis courage and his capacity for
compassion.

| sensed that he actually felt sorry for Claralémking like a toad.

With respect to courage, Manfred was unique. His tlia courage of an evolved
consciousness aware of his imprisonment.

To me, Manfred was alone beyond comprehensionparahe can face that imposed
solitude the way he did without possessing peedeasage.

One afternoon, upon returning from the cave, beain to rest under the shade of the
zapote tree.

Manfred came to me and lay across my legs andhitntly asleep.

Listening to his snoring and feeling his warm weighmy lap made me drowsy.

| must have fallen asleep, because | suddenly wpkieom a dream in which | was
arguing with my mother over the advantages of miting the silverware away after
washing them.

Mr. Abelar was staring at me with fierce, cold eyes

His gaze, the posture of his body, his extremefindd features, and his concentration
gave me the total impression that he was an edgl@nbued me with awe and fear.

The temperature and the light had changed. It Wwasst dark: Twilight shadows had
fallen over the patio.

"What happened?" | asked.

"What happened is that Manfred's got hold of yod iarusing your energy like a
fiend," he said with a broad smile. "He did the samith me.

"There seems to be a genuine rapport between youTty calling him sapito and let's
see if he gets angry."

"No. | can't do that," | said, running my fingens Blanfred's head. "He's beautiful and
solitary and in no way does he resemble a t-o-a-d."

| found it absurd that | had actually spelled therdy but something in me didn't want
to risk offending Manfred.

"Toads are also beautiful and solitary," Mr. Abedard with a glint.



Spurred by a sudden curiosity, | leaned over tofkéahand whispered in his ear,
"Sapito," having only the best of feelings. Manfggdvned, as if bored with my
empathy.

Mr. Abelar laughed. "Let's go into the house," Aels"before Manfred saps all your
energy. Besides, it's warmer there."

| pushed Manfred off my lap and followed Mr. Abelaside the house.

| sat down very formally in the living room, acutedelf-conscious at being alone with
a man in a dark, empty house.

Mr. Abelar lit the gasoline lantern, then sat oa siofa a respectable distance away and
said, "l understand you wanted to ask me some ignssiNow is a good time, so go
ahead and ask them."

For an instant my mind went blank. Being confrordedlirectly with his intense stare
made me lose my composure.

Finally, | asked, "What happened to me the nightt you, Mr. Abelar? Clara felt she
couldn't explain it to me adequately, and | dosrbember much about it."

"Your double took over," he said matter-of-factlgnd you lost control of your
everyday self."

"What do you mean, | lost control?" | asked, wairieDid | do anything | shouldn't
have?"

"Nothing that you couldn't tell your mother abouig¢' chuckled.

His eyes sparkled, full of mischief. "Seriously s, all you did was to cast your
luminous net as far as you were able to. You lehhmav to rest on that invisible
hammock that is actually a part of you. Somedayoasbecome more adept, you may
begin to use its lines to move and alter things."

"Is the double inside or outside the physical bddy#sked. "That night, it seemed to
me that, for a moment, something clearly outsideg$elf had taken over."

"It's both,"” Mr. Abelar said. "It is inside and sitde the physical body at the same
time.

"How can | put it? In order to command it, the parit that is outside floating freely
has to be linked to the energy that is housed énid physical body.

"The external force is beckoned and held by an wewag concentration, while the
internal energy is released by opening some mystegates in and around the body.



"When the two sides merge, the force that is predwadlows one to perform
inconceivable feats."

"Where are those mysterious gates you're talkingid | asked, incapable of
meeting his gaze directly.

"Some are close to the skin, others are deep itisedbody," Mr. Abelar replied.
"There are seven main gates. When they are closedhner energy remains locked
within the physical body.

"The presence of the double inside us is so stimiewe can go through our entire
lives without ever knowing that it is there.

"However, if one is going to release it, the gatest be opened and this is done
through the recapitulation and the breathing esescClara showed you."

Mr. Abelar promised that he himself would guide tmeleliberately open the first gate
after | had successfully accomplished the abstligtit.

He emphasized that in order to open the gatesmglete change of attitude is
necessary because our preconceived notion thatensohd is what keeps the double
imprisoned rather than any physical structure eflibdy itself.

"Couldn't you describe to me where the gates atecan open them myself?"

He looked at me and shook his head. "To tamperdwmgtly with the power behind
the gates is foolish and dangerous," he warned:

"The double must be released gradually; harmonyousl
"A prerequisite, however, is that one remains egéb’
"Why is celibacy important?" | asked.

"Didn't Clara tell you about the luminous worms amteaves inside a woman's
body?"

"Yes," | said, ill at ease and embarrassed. "Buaust confess | didn't really believe
her."

"That was a mistake," he said, annoyed. "For witlotlhhorough recapitulation first,
you would literally be opening a can of worms. Anchave sex would only be adding
more fuel to the fire."

He laughed heartily making me feel ridiculous.



"Seriously, though, storing sexual energy is th 8tep in the journey toward the
ethereal body; the journey into awareness and figatiom."

Just then, Clara entered the living room wearimdhde flowing kaftan that made her
look like a huge toad.

| began to snicker for thinking such a disrespéd¢kiought, and immediately glanced
over at Mr. Abelar, who | could have sworn was kimig the same thing.

Clara sat down on the armchair and smiled at bbtts gitting awkwardly on the
couch.

"Have you gotten to the subject of the gates ysiie"asked Mr. Abelar curiously. "Is
that why Taisha is pressing her legs togethergéuly?"

Mr. Abelar nodded in utter seriousness. "l was @siut to tell her that an enormous
gate is in the sexual organs. But | don't thinksileunderstand what I'm talking
about. She still has quite a few misconceptiortban department.”

Simultaneously, they both broke out in such petlawghter that | felt utterly
disconnected.

| resented being laughed at and talked aboutlasefen't in the room.

| was about to tell them that they didn't underdtare at all, when Clara spoke again,
this time addressing me.

"Do you understand why we are recommending thatrgoain celibate?" she asked.
"To journey to freedom," | said, repeating Mr. Adel

| boldly asked Clara if she and Mr. Abelar weredlzae, or if they were just
recommending behavior they were not prepared tctipeathemselves.

"l told you we are not man and wife," Clara repjiadt the least bit perturbed. "We
are sorcerers interested in power; in gatheringggn@ot losing it."

| turned to Mr. Abelar and asked him if he reallgisaa sorcerer and what that entailed.

He didn't answer me, but looked at Clara as if besvasking her permission to
divulge something.

Clara nodded her almost imperceptible assent.



"| don't feel at ease with the word 'sorcerer,": KMibelar said, "because it connotes
beliefs and actions that are not part of what wé do

"What exactly do you do?", | asked. "Clara saidygrdu could tell me."

Mr. Abelar straightened his back and gave me dfteiging look that jolted me to
attention.

He began formally, "We are a group consisting xtesin people, myself included, and
one being: Manfred. Ten of the people are women.

"All of us do the same thing: We have dedicatedlimes to developing our double.
"We use our ethereal bodies and defy many of theaadaws of the physical world.

"Now, if that's being a sorcerer, then all of us sorcerers. If not, then we're not. Does
that make things any clearer?"

"Since you are teaching me about the double, aomniggto be a sorceress too?" |
asked.

"l don't know," he replied, scanning me curiously:
"It'll all depend on you. It is always up to us imdually to fulfill or to nub our fate.”

"But Clara said everyone in this house has a pearpasbeing here. Why was |
selected?" | asked. "Why me in particular?"

"That's a very difficult question to answer,"” Mrb@ar said, smiling. "Let's say that
we are compelled to include you.

"Do you remember that night, about five years agwen you were caught in a
compromising situation with a young man?"

| immediately began to sneeze, my usual reactioenwhelt threatened.

During my recapitulating | had remembered time agdin being in compromising
situations.

Since | was fourteen, | had been obsessed with &gdad aggressively run after
them, as | had run after my brothers as a child.

| wanted desperately to be loved by anyone bedakrsew my family didn't like me.



But | always ended up scaring off my would-be ssitoefore they could get too close.
My aggressiveness made everyone think | was a Mosean; capable of anything.

Consequently, | had the worst reputation imaginabkpite of the fact that | hadn't
done even half of the things my friends and faratlyibuted to me.

"You were caught on the food counter where you wdri the concession stand of a
drive-in theater in California. Remember?" | helshd Abelar say.

How could | possibly not remember? That was byofae of the worst experiences of
my life.

And because it was so sensitive, | had put offpidakating it deeply; always skirting
its fringes.

| had at that time a high school summer job sellioggdogs and soft drinks in a drive-
in theater.

Near the end of the summer, Kenny, the young mamméinaged the concession
stand, told me that he loved me.

Up to that moment, | had been indifferent to hircdaese | had my eye on the boss,
who was handsome and rich.

Unfortunately, the boss was interested in Ritaretd¢fheaded nemesis, who was
nineteen and gorgeous.

Every night soon after the movie began, she wolipdrgto the boss's office and lock
the door.

When she emerged just before intermission, her @nmikwhite checkered uniform
was wrinkled and her hair was limp and tangled.

| acutely envied Rita for all the attention she \ga#ing.

What made it even worse was her promotion to rumthe cash register, while | had
to continue passing out popcorn and serving safikdrat the counter.



When Kenny told me that | was beautiful and de$galdbegan to think of him in a
different light.

| overlooked the fact that he had severe acne kdvaar by the gallon, listened to
country music, wore boots, and spoke with a heaasamh drawl.

All of a sudden | found him manly and affectionaad all | cared to know about him
was that his parents were Catholic and didn't ktiathe smoked marijuana.

| was beginning to fall in love with him, and ditiwant personal details to stand in the
way.

Kenny became incensed when | told him that | haguibworking at the end of the
week because my family was leaving for a holida¢germany, and | had to go with
them.

He said my parents were deliberately trying to sseaus.

He took my hand and swore that he couldn't livénauat me. He proposed marriage;
but | was not quite sixteen so | told him that wewd have to wait.

He embraced me passionately and said that theieastuld do was to have sex.

| didn't know if he meant sometime before | left @ermany or right then; but |
thoroughly agreed with him, and | opted for righe.

We had about twenty minutes until the show brokd,moved the rest of the buns
from the worktable and began taking off my clothes.

He was frightened. He shook like a little boy, aligh he was twenty-two.

We hugged and kissed, but before anything elseddwmppen, we were interrupted by
an old man who burst into the room.

Upon seeing us in such a compromising situatiorgrabbed a broom, hit me on the
back with the straw side.

The old man chased me half-naked into the foyefylirview of the people who had
lined up at the snack shop. They laughed and jesrete.

The worst part was that | recognized two of my eas from school. They were as
shocked to see me as | was to see them.

One of my teachers reported the incident to thecgral, who in turn informed my
parents.



By the time everyone finished gossiping, | wasléwgghingstock of the school.

For years afterward, | hated that horrid old marm wiok it upon himself to be my
moral judge.

| thought he had actually ruined my life, for | wasver allowed to see Kenny again.

"l was that man," Mr. Abelar said, as if he hadrb&®lowing my thoughts.

At that moment, the full impact of remembering nuplic humiliation struck me.

To have the person responsible for it in front @ was more than | could bear.

| began to weep out of sheer frustration.

The worst part was, that Mr. Abelar didn't seeralbsorry for what he had done.
"I've been looking for you ever since that nigif. Abelar said, grinning slyly.

| read all kinds of kinky sexual nuances into leiskd and words. My heart was about
to explode out of wrath and fear. | knew then tblara had brought me to Mexico for
sinister reasons, centering on some secret schesmtevd of them had been hatching
from the start that included plenty of aberrant $ekdn't believe their claim of
celibacy, not for an instant.

"What do you intend to do to me?" | asked, my vaicking with fear.

Clara looked at me puzzled then began to laughsdeihad understood all that had
been going through my mind.

Mr. Abelar imitated my cracked voice as he askeat&the same question, "What do
you intend to do to me?"

Then his booming laughter joined Clara's to revextaethroughout the house.
| heard Manfred's howls from his room: It sound&d he too was laughing.

| was more than miserable. | was devastated.

| got up to leave, but Mr. Abelar pushed me badi dne couch.

"Shame and self-importance make terrible compariidressaid seriously:



"You haven't recapitulated that incident or you \dott be in such a state now."
Then softening his fierce stare to an almost kouk!

He added, "There's nothing Clara and | want toodgou. You've done more than
enough yourself.

"That night, | was looking for the rest room anatped a door for employees only.
Since a nagual never makes such a careless mistakese he is always aware of
what he does, | had to assume that | was fateddoybu, and that you had a special

significance for me.

Seeing you there half naked, about to give youtseadf weak man who might have
destroyed your life, | acted in a very specific manand hit you with the broom."

"What you did was to make me the laughingstock pffamily and friends," | yelled.

"Perhaps. But, | also grabbed your ethereal bodytiad an energy line around it,” he
said:

"From that day on, I've always known where you were

"Yet it has taken me five years to get you in aipws where you would listen to what
| have to say,"

For the first time, what he was saying registered.

| stared at him incredulously.

"You mean you've known where | was all the time@sked.
"I've been tracking your every move," he said dedly.

"You mean you've been spying on me." The implicagiof what he was saying were
slowly rising to the surface.

"Yes, in a manner of speaking," he admitted.

"Did Clara also know I lived in Arizona?"

"Naturally. We all knew where you were."

“Then, it was not by accident that Clara found mée desert that day," | gasped.

| turned to Clara, furious. "You knew | would beath, didn't you?"



Clara nodded. "l admit it. You went there so reguld wasn't hard to follow you."
"But you told me that you just happened to be tHdrehouted. "You lied to me; you
tricked me into coming to Mexico with you. And yee'been lying to me ever since;
laughing behind my back for God only knows whasmea"

All my doubts and suspicions that had not had esgpoa for months finally surfaced
and exploded.

"This has been nothing but a joke to you," | yelléd see how stupid and gullible |
am."

Mr. Abelar gave me a ferocious look, but that didtop me from staring right back at
him.

He tapped me on the top of my head to quiet me.
"You're deadly wrong, young lady," he said sterfil this has not been a joke to us.

"It's true we laugh a great deal at your idiociag,none of our actions are lies or
tricks.

"They are utterly serious: In fact, they are a eratf life or death to us."

He was so earnest and looked so commanding thautkeof my anger dissipated,
leaving in its place a hopeless bewilderment.

"What did Clara want with me?" | asked, lookingvat Abelar.

"l entrusted Clara with a most delicate missio@at tf bringing you home," he
explained. "And she succeeded.

"You followed her, obeying your own inner drive.

"It was extremely difficult to get you to acceptiamitation from anyone; but from a
total stranger, it's nearly impossible.

"But she did it. Hers was a masterful stroke! Idawnly praise and admiration for a
job well done."

Clara jumped up to her feet and took a graceful.bow

Assuming a solemn expression as she sat down afeirsaid, "Leaving all joking
aside, the nagual is right. It was the most diffithing I've ever done in my life.



"For a while there, | thought you were going toyletir suspicious nature get the better
of you and tell me to get lost. | even had to he &ll you that | have a secret
Buddhist name."

"You don't have one?"

"No, | don't. My desire for freedom has burned gwa&cret in me."

"But I'm still not clear as to how Clara knew whéodind me," | said, looking at Mr,
Abelar. "How did she know | was in Arizona at tipatticular time?"

"By means of your double," Mr. Abelar replied, && wwere the most obvious thing.

The instant he said that, my mind cleared and etstdod exactly what he meant. In
fact, | knew it was the only possible way they cbili&ive kept track of me.

"l tied an energy line to your ethereal body thghtil burst in on you," he explained:
"Since the double is composed of pure energynit ibat difficult to mark it.

"l had felt that, given the circumstances of ouetirgy, it was the least | could do for
you as a form of protection."

Mr. Abelar looked at me, waiting for me to ask a&sfion.

But my mind was too busy trying to remember moreitieof what had happened that
night when he had run into the room.

"Aren't you going to ask me how | marked you?" &gl sgazing at me intently.
My ears popped. The room became energized andtauegyell into place.

| didn't have to ask Mr. Abelar how he had donéalready knew it.

| exclaimed, "You marked me when you hit me wita broom!"

It was perfectly clear, but when | thought aboyitimade no sense whatsoever, for it
didn't explain anything.

Mr. Abelar nodded, pleased that | had arrived at tbalization myself.

"That's right. | marked you when | struck your uppack with the broom as | chased
you out the door.

"l left a particular energy inside you.



"And this energy has been lodged in you ever sihaenight."

Clara came over and scrutinized me. "Haven't ydiced, Taisha, that your left
shoulder is higher than the right?"

| had been aware that one of my shoulder bladdsygi®d more than the other,
causing my neck and shoulders to be tense.

"l thought | was born that way," | said.

"Nobody is born with the nagual's mark," Clara laed. "The nagual's energy is
lodged behind your left shoulder blade.

"Think about it. Your shoulders got out of alignmafter the nagual struck you with
the broom."

| had to admit that it had been around the timad had my summer job in the drive-

in theater that my mother first noticed that thess something wrong with my upper
back.

She was fitting a sundress she was sewing for meanv that it didn't fit properly.

She was shocked to find that the flaw was noténdiress but in my shoulder blades:
One was definitely higher than the other.

The next day she had the family doctor examine atkb
He concluded that my spine was slightly curvedrte side.

He diagnosed my condition as congenital scolidsis assured my mother that the
curvature was so slight that we shouldn't concemelves with it.

"It's a good thing the nagual didn't leave too mechrgy in you," Clara teased,
"otherwise you'd be a hunchback."

| turned to face Mr. Abelar.

| felt the muscles in my back tense, the way thayally did when | was nervous.
"Now that you have me reeled in, what are youmtites?" | asked.



Mr. Abelar took a step closer. He fixed me with ¢téd stare.

"All I've wanted, since the day | found you, wasltothe same thing I did for you that
night," he replied solemnly, "to open the door ahdse you out.

"This time, | want to open the door of the dailyndoand chase you out to freedom."
His words and mood unleashed a wealth of feelings.

For as long as | can remember, | had been alwayslsag; looking out of windows
and peering down streets as if something or somemasearound the comer waiting
for me.

I've always had premonitions; dreams of escapitigoagh | didn't know from what.

It was this feeling that had compelled me to follGVara to an unknown destination.

And this feeling was also what prevented me froavileg in spite of the impossibility
of my tasks.

As | held Mr. Abelar's gaze, an indescribable wafveell-being enveloped me.
| knew that | had at last found what | had beerkilog for.
Following an impulse of the purest affection, Iled over and kissed his hand.

Out of the unsuspected depth of me, | muttered gungethat had no rational but only
an emotional significance.

"You are the nagual to me, too," | said.
His eyes were shining; happy we had finally comartaunderstanding.

He ruffled my hair in an affectionate way, andrail pent-up fears and frustrations
exploded in a deluge of anguished tears.

Clara got up and handed me a handkerchief.

She said, "The way to get you out of this sad medd make you angry or to make
you think.

"I'm going to do both by telling you this.

“Not only did | know where to find you in the desdrut do you remember that hot,
stuffy little apartment you asked me to move ydumgs out of?



"Well, the building is owned by my cousin."

| looked at Clara shocked, unable to utter a simgled, Clara's and Mr. Abelar's
laughter was like a giant explosion reverberatimsyde my head.

| couldn't have been more surprised at anything thight have said or sprung on me.

As my initial numbness subsided, instead of becgraimgry for being manipulated, |
was filled with awe at the incredible precisiontloéir maneuvering and at the
immensity of their control which, | finally realidewas not control over me but over
themselves.



Chapter 15

One day several months after | had met Mr. Ab&#ara, instead of sending me to
the cave to recapitulate, asked me to keep her aoynwhile she worked in the yard.

Near the vegetable garden beyond the back patierdfiouse, | watched Clara
meticulously rake leaves into a pile.

On top of the heap, she carefully arranged sonsg triown leaves into an elliptical
pattern.

"What are you doing?" | asked, moving closer teetakoetter look.

| was feeling tense and somber for | had spengtitiee morning in the cave
recapitulating memories of my father.

| had always thought he was a bombastic and artagpe.

To realize he was actually a sad, defeated marebrbi the war and his thwarted
ambitions left me emotionally drained.

“I'm making a nest for you to sit on," Clara regliéYou are to brood like a hen
hatching eggs.

"l want you to be rested because we may have @wisis afternoon."”
"And who might that be?" | asked casually.

For months Clara had promised to introduce medamther members of the nagual's
group- her mysterious relatives that had finallyneed from India- but she never had.

Every time | had expressed my desire to meet tisemalways said | needed to
cleanse myself first with a more thorough recaptioh because in my present state |
wasn't fit to meet anyone.

| believed her. The more | examined memories ofpast, the more | felt in need of
cleansing.

"You haven't answered my question, Clara," | sedily. "Who's coming?"



"Never mind who," she said, handing me a bunchrgfabpper-colored leaves:
"Put these over your navel and tie them with yewapitulation sash."

"l left my sash in the cave," | said.

"l hope you're using it properly,” she commentdthe sash supports us while we
recapitulate. You're to wrap your stomach withnitl die one end of it to the stake |
planted in the ground inside the cave. That way, won't fall over and bang your
head if you doze off or in case your double dectdesake up."

"Should | go and get it?"

She clicked her tongue, exasperated. "No, we tlani time.

"Our visitor might be here any minute and | want yo be relaxed and at your best.
You can use my sash."”

Clara hurried inside the house and momentarilyrneid with a strip of saffron cloth.
It was truly beautiful. It had an almost impercbf#ipattern woven in it. In the
sunlight the strip of silk shimmered, changinghite from a dark gold to a mellow

amber.

"If any part of your body is injured or in pain, ay this sash around it," Clara
explained. "It will help you recover.

"It has a bit of power, for I've done years of @taating wearing it.
"Someday you'll be able to say the same about sasin."

"Why can't you tell me who's coming to visit?" egsed. "You know | hate surprises.
Is it the nagual?"

"No, it's someone else," she said, "but equallygx@w, if not more so.

"When you meet her, you have to be quiet and emiptiyoughts, or you won't benefit
from her presence."

With exaggerated solemnity, Clara said that todaya matter of principle, | had to use
all the sorcery passes she had taught me, not feegyone was going to test me to
make sure | knew them, but because | had comeitoesaroad and | had to begin
moving in a new direction.

"Walit, Clara, don't frighten me with talk of changj" | pleaded. "I'm terrified of new
directions."



"To frighten you is the farthest thing from my mjhdhe assured me. "It's just that I'm
a bit worried myself.

"Do you have your crystals with you?"

| unbuttoned my vest and showed her the leathebldeshoulder holster | had
fashioned, with her help, to hold the two quartgstals.

The crystals were secured, one under each armwix&nives in their own sheathes;
complete with an overlapping flap, and fastenedh\aisnap.

She said, "Take them out and have them ready; sethem to rally your energy.
"Don't Wait for her to tell you to do so.
"Do it at your own discretion whenever you feel yoed an extra boost of energy.”

From Clara's statements, it was easy to deducehiwgs: that this was going to be a
serious encounter, and that our mystery guest woeilal woman.

"Is she one of your relatives?" | asked.

"Yes, she is," Clara replied with a cold smile:

"This person is my relative; a member of our party.
"Now relax and don't ask any more questions."

| wanted to know where her relatives were staying.

It was impossible that they were staying in thedsolbecause | would have run across
them or at least seen signs of their presence.

The fact that | hadn't seen anybody had turned umpsity into an obsession.

| imagined that Clara's relatives were deliberakatiing from me and even spying on
me.

This made me angry and at the same time even neteengined to catch a glimpse of
them.

The origin of my turmoil was the unmistakable faglthat | was constantly being
watched.



| deliberately tried to entrap whoever it was bgMieg one of my drawing pencils
lying around to see if anyone picked it up, or lacpg a magazine open at a certain
page and checking it later to see if that pageltsash changed.

In the kitchen, | carefully examined the dishesdigns of use.

| even went as far as smoothing out the packeddithe path by the back door, then
coming back later and searching the ground forpioits or unfamiliar tracks.

In spite of all my efforts at sleuthing, the onlyngs | ever saw were those of Clara,
Manfred and myself.

If a person was hiding from me, | was convincedlid have noticed it, but as it was,
there seemed to be no one else in the house enafpiy being certain that other
people were present.

"Forgive me, Clara, but | have to ask you," | flgddlurted out, "because it's driving
me nuts. Where are your relatives staying?"

Clara looked at me surprised. "This is their holi$®y are staying here, of course.”
"But where exactly?" | demanded.

| was on the verge of confessing how | had laiggr® no avail, but decided against it.
"Oh! | see what you mean," she said. "You havenihfl any signs of them in spite of
your efforts at playing detective; but that's nosteyy. You never see them because
they're staying in the left side of the house."

"Don't they ever come out?"

"They do, but they avoid the right side becausérgataying here and they don't want
to disturb you.

"They know how much you value your privacy."
"But not to show themselves ever? Isn't that cagyhe idea of privacy a bit too far?"

"Not at all," Clara said. "You need absolute saléuo concentrate on your
recapitulation.

"When | said that you're going to have a visitatay, | meant that one of my relatives
IS going to come from the left side of the housw/h®re we are and meet you.

"She's been looking forward to talking to you, batl to wait until you had cleansed
yourself minimally.



| told you that to meet her is even more taxingitttameet the nagual.

You need to have stored enough power or else ygutiff the deep end as you did
with him."

Clara helped me put the leaves on my stomach,iakdem with the cloth.

"These leaves and this sash will buffer you fromwoman's onslaughts,” Clara said,
then looking at me added softly, "and from othemd too. So whatever you do, don't
take it off."

"What's going to happen to me?" | asked, nervopabtking in more leaves.

Clara shrugged. "That'll depend on your power,"sdid and gave the knot in the
cloth a firm tug. "But, from the looks of you, Godly knows."

With trembling fingers | rebuttoned my shirt andkead it into my baggy pants.

| looked bloated with the wide saffron band aroomgmiddle. The leaves were like a
brittle, scratchy pillow covering my abdomen.

But gradually my jittery stomach stopped shiveramgl became warm, and my entire
body felt relaxed.

| must have given her a surprised look becausasked me, "What do you think hens
do when they brood?"

"I really couldn't say, Clara."

"A hen remains still and listens to her eggs uneatim her, directing all her attention
to them.

"A hen listens and never lets her concentrationenav
"In this unbending manner she intends the chicksatoh.

"It's a quiet listening that animals do naturabyt which human beings have
forgotten, and therefore must cultivate."

Clara sat down on a large, pale gray rock and fawedThe rock had a natural
depression in it and looked like an armchair.

"Now, doze like a hen does and listen with youemear while | talk.

"Concentrate on the warmth in your womb and den'ybur attention wander.



"Be aware of the sounds around you, but don't ajjowr mind to follow them."

"Do | really have to sit here like this, Clara? ¢éam, wouldn't it be better if | just took
a refreshing nap?"

"I'm afraid not.

As I've said, our visitor's presence is terribbymg. If you fail to gather energy, you'll
sink pitifully.

"Believe me, she's not soft like me. She's mom tlile nagual, pitiless and hard."
"Why is she so taxing?"
"She can't help it.

"She's so far removed from human beings and tlo@icerns that her energy might
completely disrupt you.

"By now, there's no difference between her physdicaly and her ethereal double.
"What | mean to say is that she is a master s@sere

Clara gave me a searching look and commented ogattikecircles under my eyes.
"You've been reading at night by the light of taetern, haven't you?" she scolded.
"Why do you think we don't have electricity in thedrooms?"

| told her | hadn't read a single page since thel @arived at her house because the
recapitulation and all the other things she ha@&dske to do gave me no time for

anything else.

| admitted, “I'm not particularly fond of readingpoiugh, but | do browse from time to
time through your bookshelves in the halls."

| didn't tell her that what | really meant to sagsathat | went there snooping to see if
any of the books had been removed by her relatives.

She laughed and said, "Some of the members of miyfare avid readers. I'm not
one of them."

"But don't you read for pleasure, Clara?"
"Not me. | read for information. But some of théets do read for pleasure.”

"So how come | never see any of the books missihg8ked, trying to sound casual.



Clara giggled. "They have their own library on té# side of the house," she said.
Then she asked me, "You don't read for pleasulish@aa"
"Unfortunately, | also only read for information,$aid.

| told Clara that for me the joy of reading wasped in the bud when | was in grade
School.

One of my father's friends, who owned a book dstion firm, had the habit of
giving him boxes of books that were out of print.

My father used to screen them and give me thahydoooks, which he said | had to
read in addition to my regular homework.

| always took it for granted that he meant | hadet@ad every word. What's more, |
thought | had to finish one book before beginnimg mext one.

It came as a complete surprise to me when | foundaber that some people start
several books simultaneously and switch back arnt,feeading according to their
mood.

Clara looked at me and shook her head as if | wéost cause. "Children do strange
things under pressure," she said. "Now | know wby'ye turned out to be so
compulsive.

"l bet if you try to remember those stories now'{tde shocked at what you find.

"As children, we can never question what's presktaels, just as you didn't question
that you had to read a book from cover to cover.

"All the members of my family have serious contensi about what's done to
children.”

"I've become obsessed with meeting your familyr&la
"That's only natural. I've talked about them s@oft
"It's not just that, Clara," | said. "It's moreaphysical sensation.

"l don't know why, but I can't stop thinking ababém. | even dream about them."



The minute | voiced that, something arranged itisethy mind, and | bluntly
confronted Clara with a query.

Since she knew who | was, and her cousin beingamgibrd knew me, it suddenly
occurred to me to ask whether | knew her othetives too.

"Naturally all of them know you," Clara said, astitvere the most obvious thing; but
she didn't answer my question.

| couldn't possibly imagine who they might be. gigted, "Now let me bluntly ask you
this, Clara. Do | know them?"

"These are all impossible questions, Taisha. kttla best that you don't ask them."

| became sulky. | got up from my seat of leaves@lata gently pushed me down
again.

"All right, all right. Little Miss Snoop," she saidif it will make you stay put, I'll tell
you.

"You know them all, but you certainly don't remembaving met them.

"Even if any one of my relatives were standing tighfront of you, my guess is that
you still wouldn't have even the slightest twitdhr@cognition.

"But, at the same time, something in you will getremely agitated. Now are you
satisfied?"

Her reply didn't satisfy me in the least. In factonvinced me that she was
deliberately mystifying me, leading me on, playimigh words.

"You must enjoy tormenting me, Clara," | said, disggd.

Clara laughed out loud. "I'm not playing with yostie assured me:

"To explain what we are and what we do is the rtrgstg thing in the world.
"I wish | could make it clearer, but | can't.

"So it's pointless to keep on insisting on explexmst when there are none.”
| shifted uncomfortably on the ground: My legs lalien asleep.

Clara suggested that | lie on my stomach and rggdtead on my right arm, bending it
at the elbow.



| did that and found the position comfortable. Tneund and the leaves seemed to
keep me rooted while my mind was still but alert.

Clara leaned over and caressed my head affectlgnate

Then she fixed me with her gaze in such an oddtivatyl grabbed her hand for a
moment and held it.

Clara, loosening my grip, said softly, "I've gotgo now, Taisha, but rest assured I'll
see you again."

Her green eyes had specks of light amber in theohitzeir glow was the last thing |
saw.

| woke up when someone was poking my back withck.st

A strange woman was standing over me.

She was tall, slender and incredibly striking. Fe&tures were exquisitely chiseled;
small mouth, even teeth, perfectly defined nosej tace; delicate, almost transparent
white Nordic complexion; lustrous, curly gray hair.

When she smiled, | thought she was an adolescentuiii of daring and sensuality.

When she looked serene, she seemed to be a cdatiBeinopean woman, fashionable
and mature.

There was elegance in her stylish dress, espeanafgr sensible shoes, something |
had never seen in the United States, where wedisdtewomen wearing comfortable
shoes always appeared matronly.

The woman was at once older and younger than ClAakawoman was definitely
older in age, but years younger in appearancesh@agossessed something | could
only call inner vitality.

By contrast, Clara seemed to be still in a forneatitage, while this being was the
finished product.

| knew that someone incredibly different, perhapslifferent as a member of another
species, was examining me with genuine curiosity.

| sat up and quickly introduced myself.



She reciprocated warmly.
"I am Nelida Abelar," she said in English. "I lihere with the rest of my companions.

"You already know two of them, Clara and the nagdahn Michael. You will meet
the rest of us soon."

She spoke with a slight inflection. Her voice wapealing and so utterly familiar that
| couldn't help staring at her.

She laughed, I think at the fact that due to mpsse, my face muscles were locked
in a frozen smile.

The sound of her raspy laughter was also remogetyliar: | had the sensation that |
had heard that laughter before.

The thought crossed my mind that | had seen thimavoon another occasion,
although | could not fathom where.

The more | stared at her, the more convinced |ibedhat | knew her at one time but
had forgotten when.

"What's the matter, dear?" she asked in a soligitone. "Do you have the feeling
we've met before?"

"Yes, yes," | said excitedly, for | felt that | wabout to remember where | had seen
her.

"You'll remember sooner or later," she said in @tlsimg tone that led me to
understand that there was no hurry:

"The cleansing breath you do while recapitulatinty @ventually allow you to
remember everything you have ever done, includomg yireams.

"Then you'll know where and when we've met."

| felt embarrassed for staring at her and for beisugght so completely off guard. |
stood up and faced her, not challengingly, but \aife.

"Who are you?" | asked, in a daze.

"l already told you who | am," she said, smilintylotv, if you want to know if | am a
sort of personage, you'll be disappointed.

"I'm not anyone important. I'm only one of a grafgpeople who seek freedom.



"Since you've met the nagual, the next step forwas to meet me. That is because |
am responsible for you."

Upon hearing that she was responsible for me, ¢eapced a pang of fear.

All my life | had fought to gain my independencadd had struggled for it as fiercely
as | was capable of.

"l don't want anyone to be responsible for megitis"l've fought too hard to be
independent to fall under anyone's thumb now."

| thought she would take offense, but she laugimeldpatted me on the shoulder.
"I never meant it like that," she said. "No one a0 keep you down.
"The nagual has an explanation about your unrutgquelity.

"He really believes that you have a fighting spintfact, he thinks you're undeniably
crazy, but in a positive sense."

She said that the nagual's explanation of my cezzginvas that | was conceived under
unusual and desperate conditions.

Nelida then related to me facts about my parerggty that no one except my parents
knew.

She disclosed that before | was conceived, whilgargnts lived and worked in
South Africa, my father was incarcerated for readu® never revealed.

| had always fantasized that he was not reallypnigon but in a political detention
camp.

Nelida said that my father saved a guard's life, later that guard helped my father to
escape by turning his back at a crucial moment.

"With his pursuers on his trail," Nelida continuéde went to see his wife; to be with
her for the last time on earth.

"He was certain he would be caught and killed.
"During that passionate life-death embrace, youtherobecame pregnant with you.

"The intense fear and passion for life that yotinéa was feeling then was transmitted
to you.

"Consequently, you were born restless and unrulyveith a passion for freedom."



| could barely hear her words.

| was so stunned by what she was revealing to atenly ears were buzzing and my
knees went weak.

| had to lean against a tree trunk to keep frohmtadown.

Before | could speak, she continued.

"The reason your mother was so unhappy and sedeslyised your father was
because he used up all of her family inheritanqeaipfor his mistakes, whatever they
might have been.

"The money ran out and they had to leave SouticAfioefore you were born."

"How can you know things about my parents thatavetn | am clear about?" | asked.

Nelida smiled. "I know those things because | aspoasible for you," she replied.

Again | felt a jolt of fear run through me, makinge shiver: | was afraid that if she
knew my parents' secrets, she must also know tlaibgat me.

| had always felt safe, hidden in my impregnablegjesctive fortress.

| was lulled into a false security; certain thatawvhfelt and thought and did didn't
matter as long as | kept it hidden; as long asnmeeadse knew about it.

But now it was obvious that this woman had accessyt inner self.
| desperately needed to reaffirm my position.

| said defiantly, "If I'm anything, I'm my own pens. No one is responsible for me,
and no one is going to dominate me."

Nelida laughed at my outburst.

She tousled my hair the way the nagual had dogestaure both soothing and utterly
familiar.

"Nobody is trying to dominate you, Taishika," sladsin a friendly tone.
Her gentleness served to dissipate my anger.

Nelida continued, "I've said all those things ta yaecause | need to prepare you for a
very specific maneuver."



| listened to her intently because | sensed fromdree that she was about to reveal
something awesome to me.

“Clara has brought you to your present level inastnartistic and effective way.
"You will forever be indebted to her.

"Now that she's finished her task, she has gortettensad part is that you didn't even
thank her for her care and her kindness."

Some horrible, unnamed feeling loomed over me. t\Waninute," | muttered. "Did
Clara leave?"

"Yes, she did."

"But she'll be coming back, won't she?" | asked.

Nelida shook her head. "No. As | told you, her i@blone."

At that moment, | had the only true feeling | hagrehad in my entire life.
Compared to that feeling, nothing of what | had lbeffore was real; not my anger, not
my fits of rage, not my outbursts of affection, Been my self-pity was true when
compared with the searing pain | felt at that momen

The feeling was so intense, it numbed me.

| wanted to weep, but | couldn't. | knew then tieatl pain brings no tears.

"And Manfred? Is he gone too?" | asked.

"Yes. His job of guarding you is finished too."

"And what about the nagual? Will | see him again?"

"In the sorcerers' world anything is possible,"ib@lsaid, touching my hand:

"But one thing is for certain: It is not a world lve taken for granted.

"In it, we must voice our thanks now, because tiier® tomorrow."

| stared at her blankly, totally stunned.

She gazed back at me and whispered, "The futurenttaxist.



"It's time you realized this.

"When you have finished recapitulating and havegetely erased the past, all that
will be left is the present.

"And then you will know that the present is butiastant, nothing more."
Nelida gently rubbed my back, and told me to breath

| was so grief-stricken that my breathing had s&app

| asked pleadingly, "Will | ever be different? tete a chance for me?"
Without answering, Nelida turned around and walkedard the house.

When she reached the back door, she signaled rmevtckoning crook of the index
finger to follow her inside.

| wanted to run after her, but | couldn't move.

| began to whimper, then the oddest whine camebuite; a sound that was not quite
human.

| knew then why Clara had tied her protective saslund my stomach: It was to
shield me from this blow.

| lay face down on the pile of leaves and releastedthem the animal cry that was
choking me. It didn't relieve my anguish.

| took out my crystals, placed them in my fingensl &urned my arms in
counterclockwise circles that became smaller amallem

| pointed the crystals at my indolence, at my caliag, and at my useless self-pity.



Chapter 16

Nelida was patiently waiting for me at the back doo
It had taken me hours to calm down. It was lateration.
| followed her inside the house.

In the hall just outside the living room, she steggo abruptly that | nearly collided
with her.

Nelida turned to face me, and said, "As Clara yald, | live in the left side of the
house.

“I'm going to take you there, but first let's gale living room, and sit down for a
while so you can catch your breath."

| was panting and my heart was beating disturbirfagy.

"I'm in good physical condition," | assured herptacticed kung fu with Clara every
day. But right now I'm not feeling very well."

"Don't worry about being out of breath,” Nelidadseg@assuringly:
"The energy of my body is pressing on you.

"That extra pressure is what's making your heaat faester.
"When you get used to my energy, it will no longether you."

She took my hand, and guided me to sit on a cusimathe floor with my back
propped against the front of the sofa.

"When you are agitated as you are now, prop youmetdack against a piece of
furniture.

"Or, bend your arms backward; pressing your hagdsat the top of your kidneys."

To sit on the floor with my back propped in thatheon had a definite relaxing effect
on me.

In a few moments | was breathing normally and neynstch was no longer tied in
knots.

| watched Nelida pace back and forth in front of me



"Now, let's understand something once and for ali¢ said as she continued her
relaxed, easy stride:

"When | say that I'm responsible for you, | meaat tham in charge of your ultimate
freedom.

"So don't give me any more nonsense about youggiedor independence.
“I'm not interested in your capricious fight agaipsur family.

"Even though you've been at odds with them all yibeiy your fight has had no
purpose or direction.

"It's time to give your natural strength and conspuéd drive a worthy cause."”
Her pacing, | noticed, was not nervous at all.

It seemed to be, rather, a way of trapping my &tienfor it had put me completely at
ease yet kept me attentive.

| asked her once more if | would ever see ClaraMadfred.

Nelida looked at me with a pitiless gaze that séiits through me.

"No, you won't see them," she said. "At least ndhis world.

"Both of them have done their impeccable best épare you for the great flight.

"Only if you are successful in awakening the douwbid crossing over into the abstract
will you meet again.

"If not, they will become memories that you willkabout with others for a while, or
keep to yourself, then gradually forget."

| swore to her that | would never forget Clara aarifted; that they would be a part of
me always, even if | never saw them again.

And although something in me knew that that wowddsb, | couldn't bear such a final
separation. | wanted to weep as | had done soyedkihy life.

But, somehow my sorcery pass with the crystalsvnadked: Weeping had fallen off
me.

Now when | really needed to cry, | couldn't.



| was hollow inside. | was what I've always beeavidcExcept that now | had no more
pretenses.

| remember what Clara had told me; that coldnesstgruelty or heartlessness, but
an unbending detachment.

At last | knew what it meant to be without pity.

"Don't focus on your loss," Nelida said, sensingmmod. "At least not for the time
being.

"Let's deal, rather, with helpful ways to gatheemgy to attempt the inevitable: the
abstract flight.

"You know now that you belong to us; to me in parar. You must try today to come
to my side of the house."

Nelida took off her shoes, and sat down in an aamatross from me.

In one graceful movement, she raised her kneesrtottest and planted her feet on the
seat.

Her full skirt was pulled over her calves so thalydher ankles and feet showed.
"Now, try not to be bashful, judgy or kinky," shaid.

Then before | could respond, she lifted her skid apread her legs apart.
"Look at my vagina,” she ordered:

"The hole between the legs of a woman is the etiergpening of the womb; an
organ that is at the same time powerful and resduk¢

To my horror, Nelida had no underwear on.
| could see right into her crotch.

| wanted to look away but | was mesmerized. | carity stare with my mouth half
open.

She was hairless, and her abdomen and legs wat@hdrsmooth with absolutely no
wrinkles or fat.

"Since I'm not in the world as a female, my womb haquired a different mood than
the mood of an average, undisciplined woman," Nedidid, without a hint of
embarrassment. "So you simply shouldn't see meder@gatory light."



She was indeed beautiful and | felt a jolt of sheery.

| was at least one third her age and | couldn'sipbshave looked that good in a
similar position.

In fact, | wouldn't dream of letting anyone seemaked. | always wore long
bathrobes, as if | had something to hide.

Remembering my own shyness, | politely looked aveay,not before | got an eyeful
of what | can only call sheer energy- the areamdwer vagina seemed to radiate a
force that if | stared at it made me dizzy.

| shut my eyes and didn't care what she thoughieof

Nelida's laughter was like an endless cascade t&rwsoft and bubbly.

"You are perfectly relaxed now," she said:

"Look at me again, and take a few deep breathbdoge yourself."

"Wait just a moment, Nelida," | said, struck by dad fear; not fear of looking at her
vagina, but of what | had just realized.

Showing me her nakedness had done something ingabé=to me: It had soothed
my anguish, and made me abandon all my prudishness.

In one instant, | had become extraordinarily faanilvith Nelida.
Stammering pitifully, 1 told her what | had justatized.

"That's exactly what the energy from the womb jgpmsed to do," Nelida said
cheerfully:

"Now really, you must look at me and breathe deeffier that, you can analyze
things to your heart's content.”

| did as she said, and felt no shyness at all.

Breathing in her energy made me feel strangelygonated as if a bond had formed
between us that needed no words.

"You can accomplish wonders by controlling anduating the energy from the
womb," Nelida said, pulling her skirt over her czdvagain.



Nelida explained that the womb's primary functismaproduction in order to
perpetuate our species.

But, she said, unbeknownst to women, the womblssosubtle and sophisticated
secondary functions; and it was these that she @ede interested in developing.

| was so pleased when Nelida had included me irsta¢ement that | actually
experienced a tickling sensation inside my stomach.

| listened attentively as she explained that thetmmportant secondary function of
the womb is to serve as a guiding unit for the deub

Whereas males have to rely on a mixture of reasdrirdent to guide their doubles,
females have at their disposal their womb; a pawedurce of energy with an
abundance of mysterious attributes and functiondgesigned to protect and nurture
the double.

"All this is possible, of course, if you have ridwrself of all the encumbering energy
men have left inside you," she said:

"A thorough recapitulation of all your sexual adywvill take care of that."

She emphasized that using the womb is an extrepoelgrful and direct method of
reaching the double.

She reminded me of the sorcery pass | had leametiich one breathes directly with
the opening of the vagina.

"The womb is the way female animals sense thingsraegulate their bodies," she
said:

"Through the womb, women can generate and storepowheir doubles to build or
destroy; or to become one with everything arourmanthi

Again | felt a tingle in my abdomen; a mild vibi@tithat spread this time to my
genitals and inner thighs.

"Another way of reaching the double, also callezldkher, besides using the energy of
the womb, is through movement,” Nelida continued:

"This is the reason why Clara taught you the sgrpasses.

"There are two passes that you must use todayefmape yourself adequately for what
is to come."



She walked to the closet, pulled out a straw nraplied it on the floor and told me to
lie on it.

When | was flat on my back, she asked me to ben&mags a bit, fold my arms
across my chest, and roll once to my right sidethed once to my left.

She made me repeat this movement seven timestolled, | was to slowly curl my
spine at the shoulders.

She told me then to sit cross-legged once moréefidor leaning my back against
the couch, while she took her seat on the armchair.

Slowly and softly, she inhaled through her nose.

Then she gracefully wiggled her left arm and hamdamd upward as if she were
boring a hole in the air with her hand. Then staelhed in, grasped something and
pulled her arm back, giving me the total impressiba long rope being retrieved
from a hole in the air.

She then did the same movements with her rightaananhand.
As she performed her sorcery pass, | recognizieddé a movement of the same
nature as the ones Clara had shown me, but it ilfasetht too; lighter, smoother,

more energetically charged.

Clara's sorcery passes were like martial art mowesnd@hey were graceful and filled
with internal strength.

Nelida's passes were ominous, threatening, andtyfte same time a pleasure to
watch: They radiated a nervous energy but they wetagitated.

While she executed her pass, Nehda's face waa hleautiful mask. Her features
were symmetrical, perfect.

Watching her exquisite movements done with utteofaless and detachment, |
remembered what Clara had said about Nelida hawongty.

"This pass is for gathering energy from the vastrieat lies just behind all that we
see," she said:

“Try making a hole. Reach behind the facade oblasiorms, and grasp the energy
that sustains us. Do it now."

| tried to replicate her swift, graceful movemeittst felt stiff and clumsy in
comparison.



| couldn't feel | was reaching through a hole arasging energy, not by any stretch of
the imagination.

Nevertheless, after | had finished the pass, Isteting and bursting with energy.

"It doesn't really take much to communicate or hethe ethereal body," Nelida went
on:

"Sound is a powerful way of attracting the ethé@dy's attention in addition to using
the womb and movement."

She explained that by systematically directing wdadour source of awareness- the
double- one can receive a manifestation of thatcsou

"Provided, of course, that we have enough eneslg"added:

"If we do, it may take only a few selected wordsa@ustained sound to open
something unthinkable in front of us."

"How exactly can we direct those words to the de@bl asked.
Nelida extended her arms in a sweeping gesture.
"The double is nearly infinite," she said:

"For just as the physical body is in communicatioth other physical bodies, the
double is in communication with the universal litece."

Abruptly Nelida stood up. "We've done our sorcesgges and also plenty of talking,"
she said. "Now let's see if we can act.

"l want you to stand in front of the door leadighe left side of the house.
"l want you to remain very quiet, but acutely awaf@verything around you."
| followed her down the hall to the door that h&sagys been closed.

Clara had explained to me that it was kept closeth &vhen all of the family members
were present in the house.

Since Clara had made me promise that | would neweer any circumstances try to
open it, no matter how curious | became, | nevet paich attention to the door.

As | looked at it now, | could see nothing unustialvas just a common wooden door
much like all the others in the house.



Nelida carefully opened it.

There was a hallway, just like the right-side haNwhat led to the other side of the
house.

"l want you to repeat one word," Nelida said, stagalose behind me:

"The word is 'intent." | want you to say 'intelht'de or four times or even more, but
bring it out from the depths of you."

"From the depths of me?"

"Allow the word to burst out from your midsectiosuld and clear.

"In fact, you should shout the word 'intent’ withyemur strength."

| hesitated.

| hated to shout and | disliked it when peopleeditheir voices at me. As a child, |
learned it was impolite to shout and | dreadedear hmy parents arguing in loud
voices.

"Don't be bashful,” Nelida said. "Shout as loud asdnany times as it's needed."

"How will I know when to stop?"

"You stop when something happens, or when | tall tgostop because nothing has
happened. Do it! Now!"

| said the word 'intent'. My voice sounded hesitéa¢ble, unsure. Even to my eatr, it
lacked conviction.

But, | kept on repeating it; each time with morgori

My voice became not deep but shrill and loud, urghhocked myself into a near faint
with a hair-raising scream that wasn't my own; gedl had heard it before.

It was the same shrill noise | had heard the dayaCand Manfred had dashed into the
house; leaving me under the tree.

| began to shiver, and became so dizzy that | sachgown on the spot and leaned
against the door frame.

"Don't move!" Nelida ordered; but it was too latevas already limp on the floor.



"Too bad you moved when you should have stayed Nefjda said sternly, but added
a smile when she saw | was about to pass out.

She squatted next to me, and rubbed my hands @kdmeevive me.

"What did you make me shout for?" | muttered, ginggning up against the wall.

"We were trying to catch the attention of your det/bNelida said:

"Seemingly, there are two levels to the universar@ness: the level of the visible, of
order, and of everything that can be thought oredirand the unmanifested level of

energy that creates and sustains all things.

"Because we rely on language and reason," Nelidaraeed, "it is the level of the
visible that we regard as reality.

"It appears to have an order, and is stable ardigiadle.

"Yet in actuality, it is elusive, temporary and eebanging. What we judge as
permanent reality is only the surface appearanea ainfathomable force."

| felt so drowsy, | could barely follow her wordsyawned several times to take in
more air.

Nelida laughed when | opened my eyes wide in aggxaated manner to give her the
impression | was paying full attention.

"What you and | want to do with all this shoutinglfe went on, "is to catch the
attention, not of the visible reality, but rathke tattention of the unseen; the force that
is the source of your existence; a force that waehwill carry you across the chasm.”

| wanted to listen to what she was saying, butange thought kept distracting me.

Just before | had slumped to the floor, | had caagilimpse of a rare sight.

| had noticed that the air in the hall behind tthabr was bubbling, just like it had in
the darkness of my room the first night | had slefhe house.

As Nelida continued speaking, | turned to look itite hallway again, but she moved
in front of me and blocked my view.

She bent over and picked up a leaf that, whiled sleouting, must have fallen out of
the protective bundle Clara had tied around my edtisn.

"Perhaps this leaf will help clarify things," sheds holding it up for me to see.



She talked fast, as if she knew my attention wasingaand she wanted to get as much
in as she could before my mind wandered off again.

"Its texture is dry and brittle: Its shape is #aid round: Its color is brown with a touch
of crimson.

"We can recognize it as a leaf because of our sepse instruments of perception,
and our thought that gives things names.

"Without them, the leaf is abstract, pure, undgfarated energy.

"The same unreal, ethereal energy that flows thrdhig leaf flows through and
sustains everything.

"We, like everything else, are real on the one hand only appearances on the
other."

She carefully put the leaf back on the floor aswfere so fragile that it would shatter
at the slightest touch.

Nelida paused for a moment as if to wait for my anio assimilate what she had said,
but my attention was again drawn through the o tb the hallway where | saw
filaments of light streaming through a large windatithe end of the hall.

| caught a fleeting glimpse of men and women; thahree or four people for an
instant had stuck their heads out of doors opeoinig the hallway.

They all seemed to have been awakened at once Ishowgs, and had poked their
heads out of their bedrooms to see what all thenoation was about.

"You're certainly undisciplined," Nelida barkedna¢. "Your attention span is much
too short.”

| tried to tell Nelida what | had seen, but shedsiddl me with one look.
| felt a chill going up my spine into my neck anended up shivering involuntarily.

It was then, as | sat there confused and defersselesd the strangest thought thus far
occurred to me:

Nelida seemed familiar to me because | had seem lzedream.

In fact, | had seen her not in one dream, butsergs of recurring dreams, and the
people in the hall...

"Don't let your mind go beyond this point!" Nelidaouted at me:



"Don't you dare: Do you hear me? Don't you damdader away!

"l want your undivided attention here with me."

She pulled me to my feet and told me to gather nty. w

| did my best to gather them because | was delynitdimidated by her.

| had always taken pride in believing that no ooeld dominate me, yet one look
from this woman could stop my thoughts and fill with awe and dread at the same
time.

Nelida gave me a firm knock on the top of my hedth & knuckle.

It sobered me up as easily as her shouts had leasete.

"I've been talking my head off because Clara aslsone that talking is the best way to
relax you and pique your interest,"” she said. "hiwgu ready to go through this door
at any cost."”

| told her that | had the certainty that | had skenin my dreams. And, that was not
all: 1 had the feeling that the people that hadgabtheir heads into the hall were also

known to me.

When | mentioned the people, Nelida stepped badksarutinized me as if looking
for markings on my body.

She was silent for a moment; perhaps considerirggtven or not to divulge
something.

"We are a group of sorcerers, as the nagual ana G&ve already told you.
"We are a lineage, but not a family lineage.
"In this house there are two branches of that ee&ach has eight members.

The members of Clara's branch are the Graus, achémbers of my branch are the
Abelars.

Our origin is lost in time. We count ourselves lengrations.

| am a member of the generation in power, andrtiesns | can teach what my group
knows to someone who is like me; in this case, Yauw are an Abelar.”

She stood behind me and turned me in the direcfitine hallway.



"Now, no more talking. Face the hallway and shgatimthe word ‘intent.' | think you
are ready to meet all of us in person.”

| shouted "intent” three times.
This time my voice didn't screech, but resonatedIpbeyond the walls of the house.

On the third shout, the air in the hall began zal&. Billions of tiny bubbles sparkled
and glowed as if they had all lit up at the sanstant.

| heard a soft hum that reminded me of the souradrafiffled generator.

Its mesmeric purr drew me inside past the thresiwblere Nellda and | had been
standing.

My ears were plugged and | had to swallow repegtediinplug them.

Then the humming stopped and | found myself inniigdle of a hallway that was the
exact mirror image of the hallway in the right safehe house where my room was.

Only this hallway was full of people. They all hemime out of their rooms, and were
staring at me as if | had dropped in from anothengt; materializing right in front of
their very eyes.

Among them, at the far end of the hallway, | saar€l

She had a beaming smile and opened her arms mvitento come and embrace her.

Then | saw Manfred, pawing the floor. He was a9lyap see me as Clara was.

| ran toward them, but instead of feeling my stepshe wooden floor, | felt that | had
been catapulted in the air.

To my agony, | flew past Clara and Manfred andtedl other people in the hallway. |
had no control over my movements.

All I could do was shout Clara's and Manfred's nemeanguish as | flew past them
beyond the hall, beyond the house, beyond the &negshe hills into a blinding glare,
and finally into an absolutely black stillness.



Chapter 17

| was dreaming that | was digging the ground ingaeden when a sharp pain in my
neck awoke me.

Without opening my eyes, | groped for the pillowsrder to ease my neck into their
soft comfortable folds.

But my hands searched in vain.
| couldn't find the pillows: | couldn't even fedlet mattress.

| began swaying as if | had eaten or drunk too nthemight before, and was feeling
the unsettling effects of indigestion.

Gradually | opened my eyes.
Instead of seeing the ceiling or walls, | saw brescand green leaves.
When | tried to rise up, everything around me beganing.

| realized that | was not in my bed. | was suspédndamidair in some sort of leather
harness and it was | who was swaying, not the wemddind me.

| knew beyond a doubt that this was not a dream.

As my senses tried to make order out of chaosylteat | was hoisted with pulleys
into the highest branch of a tree.

The sensation of unexpectedly waking up restraioedpled with the realization that
there was nothing beneath me, created in one instalnysical terror of heights. | had
never been up in a tree in my life.

| began to scream for help. No one came to my eesou continued screaming until |
lost my voice.

Exhausted, | hung there like a limp carcass. Bpimgsically terrified had made me
lose control of my excretory functions. | was a mes

But screaming had drained me of my fears. | loakedind and slowly began to assess
my situation.

| noticed that my arms and hands were free, anchwh&ned my head downward, |
saw what was suspending me.

Thick brown leather belts were buckled around mistyahest and legs.



Around the trunk of the tree was another belt, Wwhicould reach if | stretched my
arms. That belt had the end of a rope and a paltaghed to it.

| saw then that all | bad to do to free myself w@selease the rope and let myself
down.

It took an excruciating effort to reach the ropd #men lower myself because my arms
and hands were trembling.

But once | was lying on the ground, | was abledmsgtakingly unbuckle the straps
from around my body and slip out of the harness.

| ran into the house calling for Clara.

| had a vague recollection that | wouldn't be ablénd her, but it was more of a
feeling than a conscious certainty.

Automatically, | began searching for her but Chass nowhere to be found and
neither was Manfred.

| became aware then that somehow everything hatgetok but | didn't know what or
when or even why things were different from the wagy used to be. All | knew was
that something had been irreparably broken.

| lapsed into a long inner monologue.

| said to myself how | wished that Clara hadn'tgoiff on one of her mysterious trips
precisely when | needed her most.

Then | reasoned that there might be other explansfior her absence. She might be
deliberately avoiding me or visiting with her rélais in the left side of the house.

Then | remembered meeting Nelida and | rusheddador of the left side hallway
and tried to open it, ignoring Clara's warning rreeetamper with that door.

| found it was locked. | called out to her throubk door a few times, then kicked it in
anger and went to my bedroom.

To my dismay, that door was locked too.

Frantically | tried opening the doors to the othedrooms in the hallway. All of them
were locked except one which was a sort of storagm or den.

| had never entered it: | had obeyed Clara's sjganstructions to keep out of it.



But that door had always remained ajar, and every I had passed by, | had peeked
inside.

This time | went in, calling out for Clara and Nfito show themselves.

The room was dark but filled to capacity with theshbizarre collection of objects |
had ever seen.

In fact, it was so crammed with grotesque scultuoexes and trunks that there was
hardly any room to move around.

Some light came in from a beautiful stained-glesg\Wwindow along the back wall. It
was a mellow glow that cast eerie shadows on albttjects in the room.

It made me think that this was the way storage ofrelegant but no longer in-
service ocean liners that have cruised the woret awst look like.

The floor underneath me suddenly began to swayeeak and the objects around me
also seemed to shift.

| let out an involuntary shriek and rushed outhef toom.

My heart was pounding so fast and loud that it te@keral minutes and quite a few
deep breaths to quiet it.

In the hallway, | noticed that the large walk-ios#t opposite to that storage room was
open and all my clothes were there, neatly placedamgers or folded on shelves.

Pinned to the sleeve of the jacket that Clara maghgme the first day | came to the
house was a note addressed to me.

It read, 'Taisha, the fact that you are reading tioite tells me that you have let
yourself down from the tree. Please follow my instions to the letter. Do not go
back to your old room, for it is locked. From now, gou will sleep in your harness, or
in the tree house. We have all gone on an extetngeed he whole house is in your
care. Do your best!

It was signed 'Nelida.’
Stunned, | stared at the note for a long time,irgpd again and again.
What did Nelida mean that the house was in my c@fie&t was | supposed to do there

all alone? The thought of sleeping in that horritdeness, hung like a side of beef,
gave me the eeriest feeling of all.



| wanted tears to flood my eyes. | wanted to feetysfor myself because they had left
me alone and angry with them for leaving withoutnuag me first, but | couldn't do
any of these.

| stomped around trying to work up momentum foamtrium. Again, | failed
miserably.

It was as if something inside me had been turnédchaking me indifferent and
incapable of expressing my familiar emotions.

But | did feel abandoned. My body began to shiweit always had just before | burst
out weeping.

However, what gushed out next was not a delugeastf but a stream of memories
and dreamlike visions.

| was hanging in that harness, looking down. Belpggple were standing at the foot
of the tree laughing and clapping.

They were shouting up at me trying to get my aibent
Then all of them made a sound in unison like adiooar, and left.
| knew that had been a dream.

But, | knew meeting Nelida had definitely not beedream. | had her note in my hand
to prove it.

What | wasn't certain of was why and how long | baén hanging from the tree.

Judging from the state of my clothes and how fagdshwas, | might have been there
for days. But how did | get up there?

| grabbed some of my clothes from the closet anaktwethe outhouse to wash and
change.

When | was clean again, it dawned on me that | héaivked in the kitchen.
| had a persistent hope that maybe Clara was #deaneg and hadn't heard me calling.

| pushed the door open, but the kitchen was dakerte



| poked around for food. | found a pot of my faverstew on the stove and wanted
desperately to believe that Clara had left it fa. m

| tasted it and gasped with a tearless sob.

The vegetables were finely sliced, not diced, dde was hardly any meat.
| knew that Clara hadn't made it and that she wagg

At first | didn't want to eat the stew, but | wasrtbly hungry.

| took my bowl! from the shelf, and filled it to thueim.

It was only after | had eaten and was assessingrasent situation that it occurred to
me there was one other place | had forgotten tk.loo

| hurried to the cave with the vague hope of figdlara or the nagual there.
But | found no one; not even Manfred.

The solitude of the cave and the hills gave me sulgeling of sadness that | would
have given anything in the world to be able to weep

| crawled inside the cave feeling the despair ofude that only yesterday knew how to
talk.

| wanted to die there on the spot, but insteadl beep.

When | woke up, | returned to the house.

Now that everyone was gone, | thought, | may a$ iwale too.

| walked to the place where my car was parked.

Clara had driven it constantly and serviced it gaaage in the city.
| started it to charge the battery, and to my felievorked perfectly.

After stuffing some of my things into an overnidjatg, | got as far as the back door
when a strong pang of guilt stopped me.

| reread Nelida's note.



In it she had asked me to take care of the housmiltn't just abandon it.

She had said to do my best. | felt that they hddisted me with a particular task, and
that | had to stay even if it was only to find eutat that task was.

| put my things back in the closet, and lay dowrtlmcouch to take stock of myself.

All the screaming | had done had definitely irr@tmy vocal cords. My throat was
terribly sore; but other than that, | seemed tinlgood physical condition.

Shock, fear and self-pity had passed; and allviaatleft was the certainty that
something monumental had happened to me in thdtadivay.

But try as | could, | couldn't remember what hapgakafter | had stepped over the
threshold.

Aside from these fundamental concerns, | also medserious immediate problem: |
wasn't certain how to start the wood-burning stove.

Clara had demonstrated over and over how to dwit| just couldn't get the knack of
it; perhaps because | never expected that | woane o start it myself.

One solution that occurred to me was to keep tieebiirning by feeding it all night. |
rushed to the kitchen to place more wood on tleeldf@fore it went out.

| also boiled more water and washed my bowl witme®f it.

The rest of the water | poured into the limestaherf which looked like a thick,
inverted cone.

The huge receptacle sat on a sturdy wrought-iramdsand, drop by drop, filtered the
boiled water.

From the receptacle where the water collected uthdgefilter, | poured a couple of
ladles into my mug.

| drank my fill of the cool, delicious water, thdecided to go back to the house.

Perhaps Clara or Nelida had left me other notéagaine more specifically what |
had to do.

| looked for keys to the bedroom doors.



In a hall cabinet, | found a set that were markét different names.

| picked one out that had Nelida's name on it. $ arprised to find that that key fit
my bedroom.

Then | picked out Clara's key, and tried it in ei#fint doors until | found the lock that
it fit.

| turned the key and the door opened, but wheariecto going inside her room and
shooping around, | couldn't do it.

| felt that even if she was gone, she was stilitiedtto her privacy.
| closed the door again, locked it and put the Kesk where | had found them.

| returned to the living room and sat on the fldegning my back against the sofa the
way Nelida had suggested | do when | was tense.

It definitely helped to calm my nerves. | thoughgetting in my car again and
leaving.

But | really had no desire to leave. | decideddoept the challenge and house-sit for
as long as they were gone; even if it was forever.

Since | had nothing else in particular to do, itwted to me that | could try reading.

| had recapitulated my early negative experiendés wooks, and | thought | would
test myself to see if my attitude toward them hiaanged.

| went to browse through the bookshelves. | fourat tnost of the books were in
German, some were in English and a few were in iSpan

| made a quick survey and saw that the majoritthefGerman books were on botany;
there were also some on zoology, geology, geograpbyoceanography.

On a different shelf, hidden from view, was a adiilen of astronomy books in
English.

The Spanish books, on a separate bookshelf, vieratlire, novels and poetry.

| decided that | would first read the books on@sbtmy, since the subject had always
fascinated me.



| picked out a thin book with plenty of picturesdamegan to leaf through it, but soon it
put me to sleep.

When | woke up, it was pitch black in the house Bhdd to grope my way in total
darkness to the back door.

On my way to the shed where the generator was dpuseticed light coming from
the kitchen.

| realized that someone must have already turnregenerator on.
Elated that perhaps Clara had come back, | rusiveart the kitchen.
As | approached, | heard soft singing in Spanish.

It wasn't Clara. It was a male voice, but not tagual's.

| continued with great trepidation. Before | reaghiee door, a man poked his head out
and, upon seeing me, let out a loud scream.

| screamed at the same time.

Apparently | had frightened him as much as he ltadesl me. He came out the door,
and for a moment, we just stood there staring e e¢her.

He was slim but not skinny; wiry yet muscular. Hasamy height or perhaps an inch
taller than I, about five eight. He was wearingebinechanic's coveralls, like those
worn by gas station attendants. He had a lightipimgomplexion. His hair was gray.
He had a pointed nose and chin, prominent cheekdand a small mouth.

His eyes were like those of a bird, dark and roygtdshining and animated. | could
hardly see the whites of his eyes.

As | stared at him, | had the impression that Inttdeoking at an old man, but at a
boy that had wrinkled due to an exotic disease.

There was something about him that was at oncaraddyoung; winning yet
unsettling.

| managed to ask him in my best high school Spawigiease tell me who he was and
to explain his presence in this house.



He stared at me curiously. "l speak English," hd,saith hardly an accent, "I've lived
for years in Arizona with Clara's relatives.

My name is Emilito. I'm the caretaker. And you miostthe tree dweller."
"l beg your pardon?”

"You are Taisha, aren't you?" he said, taking astps toward me. He moved with
ease and agility.

"Yes, | am. But what was that you said about madpaitree dweller?"

“Nelida told me that you live in the big tree by thiont door of the main house. Is that
true?"

| nodded automatically, and it was only then thia¢¢ame aware of something so
obvious that only a thick-headed ape could haveedis

The tree was on the forbidden front part of thedagtiihe east; the part of the grounds
that | could only see from my observation posthia hills.

That revelation sent a surge of excitement thraugtbecause | realized, too, that |
was now free to explore terrain that had always lwemied me.

My delight was cut short when Emilito shook his th@a if he felt sorry for me. "What
did you do, you poor girl?" he asked, patting mgwdter gently.

"l didn't do anything," | said, taking a step back.

The clear implication was that | had done sometkngng for which | had been
strung up in the tree as a form of punishment.

"Now, now, | didn't mean to pry," he said, smiling:

"You don't have to fight with me. I'm nobody impamt. I'm merely the caretaker; a
hired hand. I'm not one of them."

"l don't care who you are," | snapped. "I'm tellywy, | didn't do anything."

"Well, if you don't want to talk about it, it's aight with me," he said, turning his back
to reenter the kitchen.

"There's nothing to talk about," | yelled, wanttiogget, in the last word.

| had no problem in yelling at him, a thing | wontdhave dared to do if he had been
young and handsome.



| surprised myself again by shouting, "Don't give aahard time. I'm the boss. Nelida
asked me to take care of this house. She saidlserinote."

He jumped as if struck by lightning. "You are a idedne,” he muttered.

Then he cleared his throat and shouted at me, tHoua'dare to come any closer. |
might be old, but I'm plenty tough. To work heresdi't include risking my neck or
being insulted by idiots. I'll quit."

| didn't know what had come over me.

"Wait a minute," | said apologetically. "I didn'tean to raise my voice, but I'm
extremely nervous. Clara and Nelida left me hetéaout any warning or

explanation.”

"Well, I didn't mean to shout either," he saidthe same apologetic tone | had used. "I
was only trying to figure why they strung you ugdoe they left.

"That's the reason | asked if you had done somgthinong. | didn't mean to pry."
"But | assure you, sir, | didn't do anything, be&ane.”

"Why are you a tree dweller, then? These peopleemgserious. They wouldn't do
this to you just for the hell of it.

"Besides, it's obvious that you are one of therildlida leaves you notes saying to
take care of the house, you have to be buddy-bualtiyher. She doesn't give the time
of the day to anyone."

"The truth is," | said, "that | don't know why th&ft me in the tree.

"l was with Nelida in the left side of the houseddhen the next thing | knew, | woke
up with my neck bent all out of shape and hangiogifthat tree. | was terrified."

Remembering my anguish upon finding myself alon#) everyone gone, | couldn't
help becoming agitated again.

| began to shake and sweat right in front of tkigrge man.

"You were in the left side of the house?" His eygdened, and the surprise on his
face seemed genuine.

"For an instant | was there, but then everythingtimack," | said.

"And what did you see?"



"l saw people in the hallway. Lots of them."

"How many, would you say?"

"The hallway was full of people. Maybe twenty oirtj"
"That many, huh? How strange!"

"Why is that strange, sir?"

"Because there weren't that many people in theavholse. There were only ten
people here at that time. | know, because I'm #netaker."

"What does this all mean?"

"Il be damned if | know! But to me, it seems thia¢re is something very wrong with
you."

My stomach knotted as a familiar cloud of doomledtover me.

It was the exact sensation | had had as a childerdoctor's office when they found
out | had mononucleosis.

| had no idea what that was, but | knew | was domnegand from the grim looks on
everyone's face, they seemed to know it too.

When they were going to give me a shot of penigilliscreamed so hard that |
fainted.

"Now, now," the caretaker said gently. "There'suse in being so upset.
"l didn't mean to hurt your feelings.

"Let me tell you what | know about that harnessybait will make things clear for
you.

"They use it when the person they are treatingvull... a bit off his or her rocker; if
you know what | mean."

"What do you mean, sir?"

"Call me Emilito," he said, smiling. "But, pleaskn't call me 'sir." Or you can refer to
me as the caretaker, just as everyone refers toMathael Abelar as the nagual.



"Now, let's go into the kitchen, and sit at theléalwhere we can talk more
comfortably."

| followed him into the kitchen and sat down.
He poured warm water he had heated on the stoweriptmug and brought it to me.
"Now, about the harness," he began, sitting dowtherbench opposite me:

"It's supposed to cure mental maladies, and thegllysput people in it after they've
gone off the deep end."

"But I'm not crazy," | protested. "If you or anyoekse is going to insinuate that | am,
I'm leaving."

"But you must be crazy," he reasoned.
"That does it. I'm going back to the house." | gtap to leave.
The caretaker stopped me. "Wait, Taisha. | dideamto say that you're crazy.

"There may be another explanation," he said, iareitiatory tone. "These people
mean very well.

"They probably thought that you should reinforcairymental power while they are
away, not cure you from a mental disease.

"That's why they put you in the harness. It's mytféor jumping to the wrong
conclusion. Please accept my apologies.”

| was more than willing to let bygones be bygores] sat down at the table again.

Besides, | needed to be on good terms with thaaleebecause he obviously knew
how to light the stove.

Also, | didn't have the energy to continue feelafitended.

Besides, at this point, | felt he was right. | veagzy. | just didn't want the caretaker to
know it.

"Do you live nearby, Emilito?" | asked, trying tousd at ease.
"No. | live here in the house. My room is across flall from your closet.”

"You mean you live in that storage room full of gtures and things?" | gasped. "And
how do you know where my closet is?"



"Clara told me," he replied with a grin.
"But if you live here, how come I've never seen yoound?"

"Ah, that's because you and | obviously keep diifiéihours. To tell you the truth, I've
never seen you either."

"How is that possible, Emilito? I've been heredwer a year."
"And I've been here for forty years, on and off."
We both laughed out loud at the absurdity of whatwvere saying.

What | found unsettling was that at a very deeplliéknew that it was this person's
presence | had so often sensed in the house.

"I know, Emilito, that you have been watching miesaid bluntly:
"Don't deny it, and don't ask me how | know it.

"What's more, | also know that you knew who | wdsew you saw me outside the
kitchen door. Isn't that so?"

Emilito sighed and nodded. "You're right, Taishdid recognize you.
"But you still gave me a genuine fright."

"But how did you recognize me?"

"I've been watching you from my room.

"But don't get angry. | never thought that you vabigdel me watching you. My
humble apologies if | made you feel uncomfortable.”

| wanted to ask him why he had been watching rhepkd that he would say that he
found me beautiful or at least interesting, butteour conversation short and said
that since it was dark, he felt obliged to helphmest myself up into the tree.

"Let me make a suggestion,” he said. "Sleep irirtfehouse instead of the harness.
It's a thrilling experience.

"l, too, once was an occupant of that tree housariextended stay, although it was
guite a long time ago."



Before we left, Emilito served me a bowl of deliggosoup and a stack of flour
tortillas.

We ate in complete silence.

| had tried to talk to him, but he said that corsusg while eating was bad for the
digestion.

| told him that Clara and | always chatted endledsiring our meals.
"Her body and mine aren't even remotely alike,rhatered.
"She's made of iron, so she can do anything shésviarmer body.

"l, on the other hand, can't take any chances muitlpuny little body. And neither can
you."

| liked him for including me among the little bodjealthough | had hoped what he
meant was that | was frail rather than puny.

After dinner, he walked me very solicitously throufe main house to the front door.

| had never been in that section of the house] detiberately slowed my pace, trying
to take in as much of it as | could.

| saw an enormous dining room with a long banqaletetand a china cabinet full of
crystal goblets, champagne glasses and dishes.

Next to the dining room was a study. As | pass@mtla glimpse of a massive
mahogany desk and bookcases filled with booksdiine wall.

Another room had electric lights on but | could®@e inside because its door was only
slightly ajar. | heard muffled voices coming fronside.

"Who's in there, Emilito?" | asked excitedly.

"Nobody," he said. "That whispering you heard s wind. It plays strange tricks on
the ears as it blows through the shutters."

| gave him a who-are-you-kidding stare, and heagdlly opened the door for me to
look inside.

He was right: The room was empty. It was just a@oliving room, similar to the one
on the right side of the house.



However, when | looked closer | noticed somethidd o the shadows cast on the
floor.

A shudder went through me, for | knew the shadows=wrong. | could have sworn
that they were agitated, shimmering, dancing, et was no wind or movement in
the room.

In a whisper, | told Emilito what | noticed.

He laughed and patted me on the back. "You souadtlgxike Clara," he said. "But
that's good.

"I'd be worried if you sounded like Nelida. Do ykmiow that she has power in her
pussy?"

The way he said that, his tone of voice and theuasrbirdlike wonder in his eyes
struck me as so funny that | began to laugh, nearge point of tears.

My laughter vanished as suddenly as it had beguif,aaswitch inside me had been
turned off.

That Worried me; and it worried Emilito too, for leoked at me warily as if
guestioning my mental stability.

He unlatched the main door and led me out frontre/tiee tree was.

He helped me put on the harness and showed medhosetthe pulleys to hoist
myself up in a sitting position.

He gave me a small flashlight and | pulled myself u
From the top branches, | could vaguely see a wotderhouse.

It was close to the place where | had first awallenghe harness, but | hadn't seen it
then because of my extreme fright, and becausk thieafoliage that surrounded it.

From the ground, the caretaker beamed his flaghdigectly onto the structure and
yelled up after me, "There's a maritime flashligiside, Taisha, but don't use it too
long. And in the morning, before you come downsbee to disconnect its batteries."”

He held his flashlight in place until | crawled ora small landing in front of the tree
house and finished unhooking the harness.

"Good night. I'm leaving now," he called up. "Pl@aisdreams."



| thought | heard him chuckling as he moved hise#light away and headed for
the main house.

| entered the tree house using my own weak flashdgd | searched for what he
called the maritime flashlight.

It was a huge light that was fixed to a shelf; loa floor there was a large square
battery in a casing nailed to the boards. | coretkeittto the light and turned it on.

The tree house was one tiny room with a small dadatform that served as both a
bed and a low table. It had a sleeping bag rolfedmutop of it.

The structure had windows all around, with hingledtters that could be propped open
by thick sticks that lay on the floor.

In the corner of the room was a chamber pot thatdide a basket that had a lid
attached to one side.

After this cursory examination of the room, | disoected the big flashlight and
crawled into the sleeping bag.

It was absolutely dark.
| could hear the crickets and the hum of the stremtine distance.
Nearby, the wind rustled the leaves and gentlyeddke whole house.

As | listened to the sounds, unknown fears begamter my awareness and | fell prey
to physical sensations | had never felt before.

Total darkness distorted and masked the soundsmamdments so thoroughly that |
felt them as if they were coming from inside my od

Every time the house shook, the soles of my fegted.
Whenever the house creaked, the inner part of mgkiwitched.
The back of my neck popped whenever a branch sdappe
Then fear entered my body as a tremor in my toes.

The vibration rose to my feet and then to my legpsil my entire lower body shook
out of control.

| became drowsy and disoriented. | didn't know \eltee door or the flashlight were.



| began to feel the house tilting. It was barelycpetible at first, but it became more
noticeable until it seemed that the floor was imeti at a forty-five degree angle.

| let out a scream as | felt the platform tilt evaore.

The thought of having to hoist myself down petdfime. | was certain | would die by
falling from the tree.

On the other hand, the sensation of being tiltesl secadramatic that | was sure | would
slide off the platform and out the door.

At one point the incline was so acute that | fslifd were actually standing up instead
of lying down.

| screamed at every sudden movement, holding on¢oof the beams on the side to
keep from sliding.

The whole tree house seemed to be coming apart.

| became nauseous from the motion. The swayingegaking grew so intense that |
knew this would be my last night on earth.

Just when | had completely given up all hope ofipgithrough, something
inconceivable came to my rescue.

A light spilled out from within me. It poured odtrobugh all the openings of my body.

The light was a heavy luminous fluid that fixed toghe platform by covering me like
a shiny armor.

It constricted my larynx and subdued my screamsitlalso opened my chest area so
| could breathe easier.

It soothed my nervous stomach and stopped thershakimy legs.
The light illuminated the entire room so | coule $be door a few feet in front of me.

As | basked in its glow, | grew calm. All my fearsd concerns vanished so that
nothing mattered anymore.

| lay perfectly still and tranquil until the dawmdke.

Totally refreshed, | hoisted myself down and wenhie kitchen to make breakfast.



Chapter 18

.| found a plate of tamales on the kitchen table.
| knew that Emilito had prepared them, but he wasmywhere in sight.

| poured some water into my mug and ate all theatasy hoping that the caretaker had
already had his breakfast.

After | washed the plate, | went to work in the g&ble garden, but | tired easily.

| made myself a nest of leaves under a tree, theGlara had showed me, and sat on
it to rest.

For a while, | watched the swaying branches ofttbe across from me, and the
motion of those branches brought me back to mylbbibd.

| must have been four or five years old; | was gnatp onto a handful of willow
branches.

It wasn't that | was remembering it: | was actudtigre.

My feet were dangling beneath me, barely touchivegground. | was swinging. |
screamed with delight as my brothers took turnsimgsme.

Then they jumped up to grab higher branches; brgtheir knees up, they swung
back and forth, putting their feet down only to Ipudf the ground to gain momentum
for another ride.

As soon as it ended, | breathed in everything | iglging; the joy, the laughter, the
sounds, the feelings | had for my brothers.

| swept the past away with a turning motion of nead.
Gradually, my eyelids grew heavy.

| slumped down on my nest of leaves, and fell amsound sleep.

| was awakened by a sharp poke in my ribs.

The caretaker was nudging me with a walking stick.



"Wake up, it's already afternoon," he said. "Digoti sleep well last night in the tree
house?"

As | opened my eyes, a beam of light kindled tketop with orange hues.
The caretaker's face, too, was lit up by an edoe ¢that made him look ominous.

He had on the same blue coveralls he had wornahéefore, and tied to his belt
were three gourds.

| sat up and watched as he carefully removed thgpst of the largest gourd, lifted it
to his mouth, and took a gulp. Then he smacketigasvith satisfaction.

"Didn't you sleep well last night?" he asked agpagring at me curiously.

"Are you kidding?" | moaned. "l can truthfully sayvas one of the worst nights of
my life."

A torrent of whining complaints began pouring otibhe.
| stopped, horrified, when | realized that | souhglest like my mother.

Whenever | would ask her how she had slept, shédagiue me a similar discourse of
discontent.

| had hated her for that, and to think | was ddimg same thing!

"Please, Emilito, forgive me for my petty outburs$tsaid.™It's true that | didn't sleep a
wink, but I'm fine."

"I heard you screaming like a banshee," he venttitegdought you were either having
nightmares or falling out of the tree."

"l thought | was falling out of the tree," | saidanting sympathy. "I nearly died of
fright.

"But then a strange thing happened and | got thrdhg night."

"What strange thing happened?" he asked, curigtisgsdown on the ground a safe
distance from me.

| saw no reason not to tell him, so | describedammuch detail as | could the events of
the night, culminating with the light that camesave me.

Emilito listened with genuine interest, noddindreg appropriate times as if he
understood the feelings | was describing.



“I'm very glad to hear that you are so resourcéhd,said. "l really didn't expect you
to make it through the night. | thought you woudaht.

What this all boils down to is that you're not asl loff as they said you were."
"Who said | was bad off?"

“Nelida and the nagual. They left me specific instions not to interfere with your
healing.

“That's why | didn't come to help you last nightee though | was greatly tempted- if
for no other reason than to get some peace antd'quie

He took another gulp from his gourd. "Do you wantake a swig?" he offered,
holding it out for me to take.

"What's in the gourd?" | asked, wondering if it viigsior; in which case, | wouldn't
have minded having a sip.

He hesitated for a moment, then he turned the gopsale down and gave it a few
strong shakes.

"It's empty," | scoffed. "You were trying to tricke."

He shook his head. "It only seems empty," he retbrt

"It's filled to the brim with the strangest drinkall.

"Now, do you or don't you want to drink from it?"

"I don't know," | said.

For an instant, | wondered if he was toying with. i@eeing him in his neatly ironed
blue coveralls with gourds tied to his belt, | iad impression that he was an escapee
from a mental institution.

He shrugged and stared at me; wide-eyed.

| watched as he recorked the gourd, and secusslyittio his belt with a thin leather
thong.

"All right, let me have a sip," | said, driven byr@sity, and a sudden urge to find out
what his game was.

He uncorked the gourd again, and handed it to me.



| shook it and peered inside. It was indeed empty.

But, when | put it to my lips, | had a most unfaanloral sensation.

Whatever flowed into my mouth was somehow liquigk, ibwasn't anything like
water. It was more like a dry, almost bitter presghat suffocated me for an instant,

and then filled my throat and my entire body witbo®l warmth.

It occurred to me that the gourd had a fine powkat had gotten into my mouth. To
find out if that was true, | shook it onto the pabfimmy hand, but nothing came out.

The caretaker said, noting my surprise, "Theretling in the gourd that the eyes can
see."

| took another imaginary sip, and was jolted neatlyof my shoes.
Something electric flowed through me and made reg togle.

The tingling went up my legs to my spine like antiging bolt, and when it entered my
head | nearly passed out.

| saw the caretaker jumping up and down laughike & prankster.
| grabbed onto the ground to steady myself withhagds.

When | had somewhat regained my equilibrium, | comtfed him angrily. "What the
hell is in this gourd?" | demanded.

In a serious tone, he said, "What's in it is calietnt.

"Clara told you a little about it. It's now up tcerto tell you a bit more."

"What do you mean that it's now up to you, Emilito?

"I mean that I'm your new usher. Clara did parthatt work and | must do the rest."
My first reaction was simply not to believe him.

He himself had said that he was merely a hired laawdnot part of the group. It was
obvious that this was a prank, and | wasn't goiniglf for any more of his tricks.

"You're just pulling my leg, Emilito," | said, foirmy a laugh.

"I am now," he said, and leaped over and actuaiyegny leg a yank.



Before | could get up, he celebrated his own jokéulgging my leg again.

He was so animated that he hopped around in atsggposition like a rabbit;
laughing playfully.

"You don't like your teacher to pull your leg?" dgiggled.
| didn't like him to touch me, period, and defifytaot my leg.
But | didn't like Clara to touch me either.

| began to toy with the idea of why | didn't like be touched. Despite my having
recapitulated all my encounters with people, myifigeregarding physical contact was
as strong as ever.

| filed this problem away for future examinatiorchese the caretaker had settled
down, and was beginning to explain something tkeaded all my attention.

“I'm your teacher,” | heard him say. "Besides Cl&talida and the nagual, you have
me to guide you."

"You're a mass of misinformation, that's what yoey'al snapped. "You yourself told
me that you're merely a hired caretaker. So whassusiness that you're my
teacher?"

"It's true. | really am your other teacher," hedsseriously.

"What could you possibly have to teach me?" | sboudlisliking the prospect
immensely.

"What | have to teach you is called 'stalking wilik double,™
bird.

he said, blinking like a

"Where are Clara and Nelida?" | demanded.
"They are gone. Nelida said that in her note, tisime?"
"I know they are gone, but where exactly did the¢'g

"Oh, they went to India," he said with a grin thaiked like an uncomfortable desire
to burst out laughing.

"Then they won't be back for months,"” | said, feglvicious.

"Right. You and | are alone. Not even the dog i€he



"You have, therefore, two options open to you.

"You can either pack your junk and leave, or yon i@main here with me and settle
down to work.

"l don't advise you to do the former, because yanitchave any place to go."

"l don't have any intention of leaving," | informédn. "Nelida left me in charge to
take care of the house and that's what I'm goirptd

"Good, I'm glad you've decided to follow the soersrintent,” he said.
Since it must have been obvious to him that | hadrderstood, he explained that the
intent of sorcerers differs from that of averagepse in that sorcerers have learned to

focus their attention with infinitely more forcedaprecision.

"If you are my teacher, can you give me a conaegtample to illustrate what you
mean?" | asked, staring at him.

He thought for a moment as he looked around.
His face lit up and he pointed at the house. "Tioigse is a good example," he said:

"It is the result of the intent of countless soezerwho amassed energy and pooled it
over many generations.

"By now, this house is no longer just a physicaldure, but a fantastic field of
energy.

"The house itself could be destroyed ten times,onvkich it has been, but the essence
of the sorcerers' intent is still intact because ihdestructible."

"What happens when the sorcerers want to leavaskdd. "Is their power trapped
here forever?"

"If the spirit tells them to leave,” Emilito saitthey are capable of lifting off the intent
from the present spot where the house stands anthglit somewhere else.”

"l have to agree that the house is really spookgdid and told him how it had resisted
my detailed measurements and calculations.

"What makes this house spooky is not the dispesiticthe rooms or walls or patios,"
the caretaker remarked, "but the intent that gelo@isof sorcerers poured into it.

"In other words, the mystery of this house is ttstany of the countless sorcerers
whose intent went into building it.



"You see, they not only intended it, but constrdateghemselves, brick by brick, stone
by stone.

"Even you have already contributed your intent yowak work to it."

"What could my contribution be?" | asked, sincertalyen aback by Emilito's
statement. "You can't possibly mean that crookedegapath I laid."

He said, laughing, "No one in his right mind coaddl that a contribution. No. You've
made a few others."

He remarked that on the mundane level of bricksstingttures, he considered my
contribution to be the careful electric wiring, thipe fitting, and the cement casing for
the water pump | had installed to pump water fromgtream up the hill to the
vegetable garden.

"On the more ethereal level of energy flow," he tv@m "I can tell you in all sincerity
that one of your contributions is that never betwige we witnessed in this house
anyone merging her intent with Manfred."

At that moment something popped into my mind. "po@ the one who can call him
'toad’ to his face?" | asked. "Clara once told ha someone could do it."

The caretaker's face beamed as he nodded. "Yedd'one.

"l found Manfred when he was a puppy. He had bé&ereabandoned or he had run
away; perhaps from a motor home in the area.

"When | found him he was almost dead."

"Where did you find him?" | asked.

"On Highway 8, about sixty miles from Gila Bend,iZima.

"I had stopped on the side of the road to go tdtehes and | actually pissed on him.

"He was lying there almost dead from dehydratiohatimpressed me the most was
that he had not run onto the highway as he coulé dane so easily.

"And, of course, that he was lying right where Invt piss.”
"Then what happened?" | asked.

| was so overtaken with sympathy for poor Manfrgudight that | forgot all my anger
at the caretaker.



"l took Manfred home and put him in water, but didet him drink," the caretaker
said:

"And then | offered him to the sorcerers' intent."

Emilito said that it was up to the sorcerers' ibterdecide not only whether Manfred
lived or died, but whether Manfred would be a dogamething else.

He lived and became something more than a dog.

"The same thing happened to you," he continuedytdahat's why the two of you
got along so well.

"The nagual found you spiritually dehydrated, retmynake a shambles of your life.

"Since he was in the drive-in movie with Nelidawds up to them to offer you to the
sorcerers' intent, which they did."

"How did they offer me to the sorcerers' intentasked.

"Didn't they already tell you?" he asked, surprised

| considered for a moment before replying, "l domitk so."

"The nagual and Nelida called intent out loud, oalat right there by the concession
stand, and announced that they were putting tiveis on the line for you without

hesitation or regrets; without holding anything thac

"And both of them knew at once that they couldaketyou with them at that time, but
would have to follow you around wherever you went.

"So you can say now that the sorcerers' intent yaakin.

"The nagual's and Nelida's invocation worked. Latlere you are! Talking to yours
truly.”

He looked at me to see if | was following his arguntn
| stared back with a silent plea for a more preeiseidation of the sorcerers' intent.
He shifted to a more personal level and said fita¢ would take all the things | had

said to Clara about myself as an example of intemydie would conclude that my
intent is one of total defeat.



He said that | had, in a sustained fashion, alwatgnded to be a crazy, desperate
loser.

"Clara told me everything you told her about yolirsee said, clicking his tongue:

"For instance, | would say that you jumped inta #r@na in Japan not to demonstrate
your martial arts skills, but to prove to the watiéht your intent is to lose."

He pounced on me, saying that everything | did taaged by defeat.

Therefore the most important thing | had to do meas to set up a new intent.

He explained that this new intent was called sers2intent because it isn't just the
intent of doing something new, but the intent ahijog something already established:

an intent that reaches out to us through thousahgsars of human toil.

He said that in that sorcerers' intent there wasaln for defeat, for sorcerers have
only one path open to them: to succeed in whaténsr do.

But in order to have such a powerful and clear yiswvcerers have to reset their total
being, and that takes both understanding and power.

Understanding comes from recapitulating their Ih\aesd power gathers from their
impeccable acts.

Emilito looked at me and tapped his gourd.
He explained that in his gourd he had stored hpernable feelings, and that he had
given me that sorcerers' intent to drink in ordecdunteract my defeatist attitude and

prepare me for his instruction.

He said something else, but | couldn't pay attentohim; his voice began to make
me feel drowsy.

My body got heavy all of a sudden.
As | focused on his face, | saw only a whitish hdike fog in the twilight.

| heard him tell me to lie down and cast out myeeglal net by gradually relaxing my
muscles.

| knew what he wanted me to do and automaticallgyieed his instructions.

| lay down and began moving my awareness from raydpward to my ankles,
calves, knees, thighs, abdomen and back.



Then | relaxed my arms, shoulders, neck and head.

As | moved my awareness to the various parts obady, | felt myself become more
and more drowsy and heavy.

Then the caretaker ordered me to make small catlot&mvise circles with my eyes
allowing them to roll back and up into my head.

| continued relaxing until my breathing became stowd rhythmic, expanding and
contracting by itself.

| was concentrating on the lulling waves of my lineéey, when he whispered that |
should move my awareness out of my forehead ta@eps far above me as | could,
and there make a small opening.

"What kind of opening?" | muttered.

"Just an opening. A hole."

"A hole into what?"

"A hole into the nothingness your net is susperaetihe replied. "If you can move
your awareness outside your body, you'll realize there is blackness all around you.
Try to pierce that blackness; make a hole in it."

"l don't think | can," | said, tensing up.

"Of course you can," he assured me. "Rememberesmgcare never defeated, they
can only succeed."

He leaned toward me and in a whisper said that bftad made the opening, | should
roll my body up like a scroll and allow myself te batapulted along a line extending
from the crown of my head into the blackness.

"But I'm lying down," | protested feebly. "The crawef my head is nearly against the
ground. Shouldn't | be standing up?"

"The blackness is all around us," he said. "Evemweifare standing on our heads, it is
still there."

He changed his tone to a hard command and ordezed place my concentration on
the hole | had just made and to let my thoughtsfaalihgs flow through that opening.

Again my muscles tightened because | hadn't magéale.

The caretaker urged me to relax; to let go anéiadtfeel as if | had made that hole.



"Throw out everything that's inside you," he sdallow your thoughts, feelings and
memories to flow out."

As | relaxed and released the tension from my bbbt a surge of energy push
through me.

| was being turned inside out: Everything was bgialied out from the top of my
head; rushing along a line like an inverted casuadiaterfall.

At the end of that line, | sensed an opening.

"Let yourself go even deeper," he whispered in ary €ffer your whole being to
nothingness."

| did my best to follow his suggestions.

Whatever thoughts arose in my mind instantly joitteglcascade at the top of my
head.

| vaguely heard the caretaker say that if | wamtechove, | only needed to give
myself the directive and the line would pull me wéeer | wanted to go.

Before | could give myself the command, | felt atye but persistent tugging on my
left side.

| relaxed and allowed this sensation to continue.

At first, only my head seemed to be pulled to #fe then the rest of my body slowly
rolled to the left.

| felt as if | were falling sideways, yet | sengbdt my body had not moved at all.
| heard a dull sound behind my neck, and saw tleaiog grow larger.

| wanted to crawl inside, to squeeze through it disdppear.

| experienced a deep stirring inside me.

My awareness began moving along the line at theciaf my head and slipped
through the opening.

| felt as if | were inside a gigantic cavern. I&wety walls enveloped me.

It was dark, but my attention was caught by a lwesaent dot. It flickered on and off
like a beacon, appearing and disappearing whendgeused on it.



The area in front of me became illuminated by d@ense light, then gradually
everything became dark again.

My breathing seemed to cease altogether and nglth®wor images disturbed the
blackness.

| no longer felt my body. My last thought was thatad dissolved.

| felt a hollow popping sound.

My thoughts returned to me all at once, tumblingzd@n me like a mountain of
debris, and with them came the awareness of tlinbas of the ground, the stiffness

of my body, and some insect biting my ankle.

| opened my eyes and looked around: The caretadetdken my shoes and socks off,
and was poking the soles of my feet with a sticketove me.

| wanted to tell him what had happened, but he kln® head.
"Don't talk or move until you're solid again," hamued.
He told me to close my eyes and breathe with myaesch.

| lay on the ground until | felt | had regained styength, then | sat up and leaned my
back against a tree trunk.

"You opened a crack in the blackness and your @osiid to the left and then went
through it," the caretaker said before | had askedanything.

| admitted, "I definitely felt a force pulling mand | saw an intense light."

"That force was your double coming out," he sagif e knew exactly what | was
referring to. "And the light was the eye of the dlgu

"Since you've been recapitulating for over a ygau've also been, at the same time,
casting your energy lines; and now they're begiptinmove by themselves.

"But because you're still involved in talking amahking, those energy lines don't
move as easily and completely as they are goisgitweday.”

| had no idea what he meant when he said that bkad casting my energy lines as |
recapitulated. | asked him to explain.

"What's there to explain?" he said. "It's a matfeznergy.



"The more energy you call back through recapitntgtthe easier it is for that
recovered energy to nourish your double.

"Sending energy to the double is what we call ogsyour energy lines.
"Someone who sees energy will see it as lines ogwmin of the physical body."
| asked, "But what does that mean to someone |&evhp doesn't see?"

"The greater your energy," he explained, "the gmewbur capacity to perceive
extraordinary things."

"l think what has happened to me is that the greateenergy becomes, the crazier |
get," | said without trying to be facetious.

"Don't run yourself down in such a casual mannes,temarked:
"Perception is the ultimate mystery because italiounexplainable.

"Sorcerers as human beings are perceiving creatuiesvhat they perceive is neither
good nor evil. Everything is just perception.

“If human beings, through discipline, can percenare than is normally permitted,
more power to them. Do you see what | mean?"

He refused to say one more word about it.
Instead, he took me through the house then outanédoor to my tree.

He pointed to the top branches and said that bedhissparticular tree had living
guarters in it, it was equipped with a lightninglro

“In this area, lightning is sudden and dangerolis,8aid. "There are lightning storms
even without a drop of rain.

"So when it does rain, or when there are too mamyutonimbus clouds in the sky, go
to the tree house."

"When there are too many what in the sky?" | asked.
Emilito laughed and gently patted me on the back.

He said, "When the nagual Julian put me in a toaesé, he told me the same thing;
but at that time | didn't dare to ask him what heant, and he didn't tell me either.

"I found out much later that he meant thunderclguds



He laughed at my look of dismay. "Is there any @augj lightning striking the tree?" |
asked.

"Well, there is, but your tree is safe," he replifdow get up there while it's still
light."

Before | hoisted myself up, he gave me a sack ¢huwts that were cracked, but not
shelled.

He said that if | had to be a tree dweller, | haeat like a squirrel, little bits at a time
and nothing at night.

That was fine with me, | told him, because | naeally liked to eat anyway.
"Do you like to shit?" he asked, chuckling:

"l hope not, because the worst part about living tree house is when you have to
evacuate your bowels.

"Human excrement is difficult to deal with. My ptslophy is that the less you have of
it, the better off you are."

He found his statements so utterly funny that heotkxl over laughing.

Still chuckling, he turned around and left me toger over his philosophy.



Chapter 19

That night it rained, and there was thunder anuttigg.

But there is no way on earth for me to explain whafas like to be in a tree house
while bolt after bolt of lightning ripped throughet sky and fell on the trees around
me.

My fear was indescribable. | screamed even haldar k had the first night when | felt
my platform bed tilting.

It was an animal fright, and it paralyzed me.

The only thought that occurred to me was that lkamatural coward, and when
tension is too great | always pass out.

| didn't regain consciousness until around noomt day.

When | let myself down, | found Emilito waiting fome; sitting on a low branch with
his feet nearly touching the ground.

"You look like a bat from hell,” he commented. "Wihappened to you last night?"
"I nearly died of fright," | said.

| wasn't going to pretend toughness or play atdaircontrol. | felt like | must have
looked; like a living rag.

| said to him that for the first time in my lifehad commiserated with soldiers in
battle: | had felt the same fear they must expegesmhen bombs explode all around
them.

"l disagree," he said. "Your fear last night wasmewmore intense.

"Whatever was shooting at you wasn't human. Sobealelvel of the double, it was a
gigantic fear."

"Please, Emilito, explain to me what you mean at.th

"Your double is about to become aware; so undeditions of stress, like last night, it
becomes partially aware, but also totally frighténe

"It's not used to perceiving the world. Your bodayla/our mind are accustomed to it,
but your double isn't."

| was certain that if | had been prepared for toens, | would have relaxed.



If my fear and my thoughts about the storm hadiérfered, some force inside me
would have come completely out of my body, and gpsimight have even stood up,
moved around, or come down from the tree.

What frightened me most was the sensation of bedoged up; trapped inside my
body.

"When we enter into absolute darkness where threra@adistractions,"” the caretaker
said, "the double takes over.

"It stretches its ethereal limbs, opens its lumseye, and looks around.

"Sometimes experiencing it can be even more frightethan what you felt last
night."

"The double won't be that frightening," | assuréd.H'I'm ready for it."

"You aren't ready for anything yet," he retorteldin"sure your screams last night
could have been heard all the way to Tucson."

His comment annoyed me.
There was something about him | didn't like, baouldn't pinpoint what it was.

Perhaps it was because he looked so odd. He vmaanly. He seemed to be the mere
shadow of a man, and yet he was deceptively strong.

But what really bothered me was that he didn'tetpush him around, and that
irritated my competitive side no end.

In a surge of anger | asked him belligerently, "Hiave you run me down every time
| say something you don't like!"

The moment | said that | regretted it, and apolegigrofusely for my aggressiveness.
"l don't know why | get so irritated with you," hded up confessing.

"Don't feel bad," he said. "It's because you seoeseething about me that you can't
explain. As you yourself put it, I'm not manly."

"l didn't say that," | protested.

From his look, he obviously didn't believe me. '8@tirse you did," he insisted. "You
said it to my double just a moment ago.

"My double never ever makes mistakes or misintésgiengs."



My nervousness and embarrassment reached their peak

| didn't know what to say. My face was red and raghptrembled. | couldn't
understand what had caused my exaggerated reaction.

The caretaker's voice broke into my thoughts.
"You are reacting like that because your doubjgeiseiving my double," he said:

"Your physical body is frightened because its garesopening, and new perceptions
are flowing in.

"If you think you feel bad now, imagine how muchrg@it'll be when all your gates
are open."

He spoke so convincingly that | wondered if he wgist.

"Animals and infants," he continued, "have no peoblperceiving the double, and
they are often disturbed by it."

| mentioned that animals didn't particularly like mnd that, except for Manfred, the
feeling was mutual.

"Animals don't like you," he clarified, "becausarsmof your body gates have never
been completely closed and your double is struggbncome out.

"Be prepared. For now that you're deliberatelyndtag it, they're going to fling open.

"One of these days your double is going to awakatance, and you might find
yourself across the patio without having walkedrdve

| had to laugh, mostly out of nervousness andeaatisurdity of what he was
suggesting.

"And what about children, especially infants?" B&esd. "Don't they holler when you
pick them up?"

They usually did, but | didn't tell the caretaker.

"Babies like me," | lied, knowing too well that thew times | had been around infants,
they had begun to cry as soon as | came near them.

| had always told myself that it was because | déaick maternal instinct.

The caretaker shook his head in disbelief.



| challenged him to explain how animals and infarasld sense the double when |
didn't know it existed myself.

In fact, until Clara and the nagual told me abguthad never heard of such a thing.
Nor had | ever met anyone who knew about it.

He rebuffed me, saying that what animals and isfaghse has nothing to do with
knowing, but with the fact that they have the eqept to sense it: their open gates.

He added that those gates are permanently receptaremals, but that human beings
close theirs as soon as they begin to talk andk @l their rational side takes over.

Thus far, | had given the caretaker my full attemtbecause Clara had told me that no
matter who might be talking to me and no mattertwigamight be saying, the exercise
is to listen.

But the more | listened to Emilito, the more anreby®ecame, until | found myself in
the throes of a bona-flde rage.

"l don't believe any of this,” | said. "Why do ysay that you're my teacher, anyway?
You still haven't made that clear."”

The caretaker laughed. "I certainly didn't voluntes the post,” he said.
"Then who appointed you?"
After a thoughtful pause, he said, "It's a longicltd circumstances.

"The first link of this chain was set when the nalgound you naked with your legs
up in the air." He burst out laughing, with a dhsitdlike sound.

| resented immensely his insulting sense of hutite@et to the point, Emilito, and tell
me what's going on," | yelled.

"I'm sorry, | thought you'd enjoy an account of ydoings, but | see | was wrong.
We, on the other hand, have enjoyed ourselves irsehgmith your antics.

"For years we have laughed at the tribulationskardships John Michael Abelar
inherited because he walked into the wrong roomfandd a naked girl, when all he
wanted to do was to piss.”

He doubled up laughing.

| didn't see the humor of it. My fury was so gigarthat | wanted to lash out at him
with a few punches and well-placed kicks.



He looked at me and moved back, undoubtedly sehsimg about to explode.

"Don't you find it hilarious that John Michael htxdgo through hell with the problem
he inherited, just because he wanted to piss?

"The nagual and | have that in common: Whereadyl faund a half-dead puppy, he
found a completely crazed girl; and we both arpaasible for them for the rest of our
lives.

"Seeing what happened to us, the members of oty gar so scared that they vowed
never to take another leak again before they clitakd rechecked the place.”

He burst out laughing so hard he had to pace bad¢kath to keep from choking.
Seeing that | wasn't even smiling, he quieted down.

"Well... let's continue then," he said, composingdelf. "Once the first link was cast;
when he found you with your legs up, it was theuadg duty to mark you, which he
promptly did.

"Then he had to keep track of you. He used CladaN=lida to help him.

"The first time he and Nelida came to visit you was summer you had graduated
from high school, and worked as a camp counselarmountain resort."”

"Is it true that he found me through an energy olet@' | asked, trying not to sound
patronizing.

"Absolutely. He had marked your double with somdisfenergy so he could follow
your movements," he said.

"l don't remember ever seeing them," | said.

"That's because you always believed you were hawogrring dreams. But the two of
them actually came to see you in the flesh.

"They continued to visit you many times over thange especially Nelida.

"Then, when you came to live in Arizona followingMla's suggestions, all of us had
a chance to visit you."

"Wait a minute. This is getting too bizarre.

"How could | follow her suggestion when | don't avemember meeting her?"



"Believe me, she kept telling you to live in Arizgrand you did; but of course you
thought you were deciding it yourself."

As the caretaker talked, my mind flashed back &b period of my life.
| remembered thinking that Arizona was the placensh should be.

| did the southern horizon gazing technique to dke@vhere to get a job, and | received
the strongest feeling that | should head for Tucson

| even had a dream in which someone was telling sheuld work in a bookstore.

| wasn't fond of books and it was odd that | shdagdvorking with them, but when |
got to Tucson | went directly to a bookstore witllalp Wanted' sign. | took the job
typing up order forms, working the cash registad ahelving books.

"Whoever came to see you," Emilito went on, "alwpyied your double, so you have
only a vague dreamlike memory of us with the exoepof Nelida. You know her as
you know the back of your hand."

So many people came into that bookstore, but | @ggemembered an elegantly
dressed, beautiful woman who came in once andddtkene in a friendly way.

It was so unusual because no one else paid amyiattéo me. She might very well
have been Nelida.

At a deep level everything Emilito had said madessebut to my rational mind it
seemed so far-fetched that | would have to be d@abglieve him.

"What you're saying is pure horse manure,” | saidie defensively than | had
intended.

My harsh reaction didn't perturb him in the least.

He stretched his arms above his head and rotaged ithcircles. "If what | said is
really just a pile of manure, | dare you to exphaimat's happening to you," he
challenged with a grin:

"And don't try to be a little girl with me and gat weepy and flustered.”

| heard my cracking voice yell, "You're full of shyou God damn-" but my burning
fury ended right then.

| couldn't believe | was shouting profanities.



Immediately | began to apologize, saying that | wasaccustomed to shouting or
using foul language. | assured him that | had eared in a most civil way, by a
well-mannered mother who wouldn't dream of raidieg voice.

The caretaker laughed and lifted a hand to stopg'Breugh apologizing,” he said:

"It's your double that's talking. It's always diraad to the point, and since you have
never allowed it expression, it is full of hatrewaitterness."

He explained that at that moment my double wasexfy unstable due to being
bombarded by thunder and lightning, but especally to the events of five days ago
when Nelida pushed me into the left hallway soudlddegin the sorcerers' crossing.

"Five days ago!" | gasped. "You mean | was hangiritpe tree for two days and two
nights?"

"You were there exactly two days and three nigltts,%aid with a malevolent smirk.
"We took turns hoisting ourselves up there to §geu were all right. You were out
but doing fine, so we left you alone."

"But why was | strapped that way?"

"You failed miserably trying to accomplish a maneuwe call the abstract flight or
the sorcerers' crossing," he said. "The attempetEpyour energy reserves."

He clarified that it wasn't actually a failure oly art, but rather a premature attempt
that had ended in complete disaster.

"What would have happened if | had succeededXdds

He assured me that success would not have put menore advantageous position
but that it would have served as a point of depayta sort of lure, or a beacon that
would have accurately marked the way for a futumetwhen | would have to make
the final flight all by myself.

"You are now using the energy of all of us," he in@m "We are all compelled to help
you.

"In fact, you're using the energy of all the soecsrthat have preceded us and once
lived in this house. You're living off their magic.

"It is exactly as if you were lying on a magic cairghat takes you to incredible places;
places that exist only in the magical carpet's.path

"But | still don't understand why | am here," |&adlls it just because the nagual John
Michael Abelar made a mistake and found me?"



“No, it's not quite that simple,” he said, lookiaigme squarely:

"In fact, John Michael isn't really your nagual.

"There is a new nagual and a new era. You are abmeaf the new nagual's party.”
"What are you saying, Emilito? What new party? VWeacides that?"

"Power. The spirit. That boundless force out thtereides all that.

"For us, the proof that you belong to the new sngour total similarity with Nelida.

"She was in her youth just like you are now; topbet that she, too, used up all her
reserve energy when she first attempted the ab$ligid.

"And just like you, she nearly died."
"You mean | could have actually died attemptind:inilito?"

"Certainly. Not because the sorcerers' flight islangerous, but because you are so
unstable.

Someone else doing the same thing would have mgotign a bellyache, but not you.
"You, like Nelida, have to exaggerate everythirgysu nearly died.

"After that, the only way to restore you was bywieg you up in the tree off the
ground for whatever time it took for you to comeytaur senses. There was nothing
else we could have done."

Incredible as it sounded, wha had happened gradoadjan making sense to me.

Something had gone dreadfully wrong during my enteuwith Nelida. Something in
me had been out of control.

"l let you drink from my intent gourd yesterdayfiod out if your double is still
unstable,” Emilito explained:

"It is! The only way to buttress your double is hwéctivity, and like it or not, I'm the
only one who can guide your double in this activity

"This is the reason I'm your teacher; or rathamlthe teacher of your double."

"What do you think happened to me with Nelida?5ked, still uncertain as to what
exactly went wrong.



"You mean what didn't happen,” he corrected meu"Were supposed to cross the
chasm gently and harmoniously and wake up your léaolfull awareness in the left
hallway."

He went into a convoluted explanation of what thag hoped would happen.

Under Nelida's direction | was supposed to shiftamareness back and forth between
my body and my double.

This shifting was to have erased all the naturaids developed through life; barriers
that separate the physical body from the double.

The sorcerers' plan, he said, was to allow me tagguainted with all of them in
person since my double already knew them.

But because of my craziness, | didn't cross geartty harmoniously.

In other words, the awareness my double acquirdchbthing to do with the daily
awareness of my body.

This resulted in a sensation that | was flying eadldn't stop. All my reserve energy
drained out of me without any restraint and my deuwtent berserk.

"l regret to tell you this, Emilito, but | don't darstand what you're talking about," |
said.

"The sorcerers' crossing consists of shifting tivaraness of daily life, which the
physical body possesses, to the double," he replied

"Listen carefully. The awareness of daily life isat we want to shift from the body to
the double. The awareness of daily life!"

"But what does that mean, Emilito?"

"It means that we are after sobriety, measure rob/e are not interested in
craziness and helter-skelter results."

"But what does it mean in my case?" | insisted.

"You indulged in your excesses and didn't shiftryawareness of daily life to your
double."

"What did | do?"

"You imbued your double with an unknown, uncontable awareness."



"Regardless of what you say, Emilito, it's impobsiior me to believe all this,” | said.
"In fact, it's really inconceivable."

"Naturally, it's inconceivable," he agreed. "Biityou're after something conceivable,
you don't have to sit here holding on to your dewdtiouting at me. Something
conceivable for you is to be naked and with yogslap."

He flashed a lecherous smile that gave me theschill

But before | could defend myself, he changed hpession to one of utter
seriousness.

He said softly, "To draw out the double gently &admoniously, and shift to it our
awareness of daily life is something without palallo do that is something
inconceivable.

"Now let's do something thoroughly conceivable.'4 gb and eat breakfast.”



Chapter 20

“The important point is to know that we are limitegicause our physical body
controls our awareness.

"But if we can turn it around so that our doublaftols our awareness, we can do
practically anything we can imagine."

My third night in the tree house was like campirg. o
| simply slipped into the sleeping bag, fell ints@und sleep and woke up at dawn.

Lowering myself down was easier too. | had gottenknack of moving the ropes and
pulleys without straining my back and shoulders.

"This is the last day of your transition phase,"ilEmannounced after we had eaten
breakfast. "You have much work to do. But you'rdyandustrious, so it won't be too
difficult.”

"What do you mean by a transition phase?"

"Yours is a six-day transition from the last timeuytalked to Clara till now.

"Don't forget, you have spent six nights in thetiree during which you were
unconscious; the other three nights you were aware.

"Sorcerers always count events in sets of threes."
"Do | also have to do things in sets of threes&sKed.

"Certainly,” he said, "You're Nelida's heir, areqgti? You're the continuation of her
line."

He gave me a sly grin and added. "But for now yavehto do whatever | do.
Remember, for however long it takes, I'm your gtfide

Hearing Emilito say that made me swallow hard.

Whereas | had felt a twitch of pride whenever Neeliscluded me with her in any of
her statements, | didn't like it one bit when theetaker joined me with him.

Noticing my discomfort, he assured me that foraagid anyone's control had placed
us together to fulfill a specific task.



Therefore, we had to abide by the rule becausenthsithe way things were done in
his sorcery tradition.

"Clara prepared your physical side by teachingtgotecapitulate, and by loosening
your gates with the sorcery passes," he explained:

"My job is to help solidify your double, and thezath it 'stalking.

He assured me that no one else could teach medstalk with the double except
himself.

"Can you explain what stalking with the double is@asked.

"Of course | can, but it would not be wise to tabout it because stalking means
doing, not talking about doing.

"Besides, you already know what it means sincehaue done it."
"Where and when have | done it?"

"The first night you slept in the tree house," Etoikaid, "when you were about to die
of fright.

"On that occasion your reason was at a loss agwaid handle the situation, so
circumstances forced you to depend on your double.

"It was your double that came to your rescue.olvBd out of the gates that your fear
had thrown wide open. | call that stalking with theuble.

"The nagual and Nelida are the masters of the @oautdl they'll give you the finishing
touches," he went on, "provided | do the rough work

"So it's up to me to get you ready for them, jusd It was up to Clara to get you ready
for me.

"And unless | get you ready, they won't be ablddanything at all with you."
"Why couldn't Clara continue being my teacher?sKeal, taking a sip of water.

He peered at me, then he blinked like a bird. thi&srule to have two ushers,” Emilito
said. "Every one of us had two ushers, includingetfy

"But, my final teacher was a nagual. That is atsorule."

Emilito explained that the nagual Julian Grau watsamly his teacher, but the teacher
of each of the sixteen members of the household.



The nagual Julian, together with his own teacheotlzer nagual by the name of Elias
Abelar- had found each of the members one by améhalped them on their way to
freedom.

"Why is it that the names Grau and Abelar keepemunring?"

"Those are power names," Emilio explained:

"Every generation of sorcerers uses them, with eagual's name following an
alternate-generation rule.

"That means that John Michael Abelar inheritedrthme from Ellas Abelar; but the
new nagual, the one that will come after John MatiAdelar, will inherit the name
Grau from Julian Grau. That's the rule for the radgl

"Why did Nelida say that | am an Abelar?"

"Because you are just like her, and the rule dagsyou will inherit her last name or
her first name; or, if you wish, you can inheritlhmames. She herself inherited both
names from her predecessor."

"Who decided on that rule and why have it in thistfplace?" | asked.

"The rule is a code by which sorcerers live to kiksemm becoming arbitrary or
whimsical.

"They have to adhere to the precepts set up fon thecause the precepts were made
by the spirit itself.

"This is what | was told and | have no reason toldat."

Emilito said that his other teacher was a womanathalia. He described her as the
most exquisite woman anyone could ever imagindiagi®n this earth.

"l think Nelida is the most exquisite being," | kked out, but stopped myself from
saying more: Otherwise | would have sounded just EEmilito; totally overcome with
absolute devotion.

Emilito leaned across the kitchen table and withdlr of a conspirator about to reveal
a secret said, "l agree with you.

"But wait until Nelida really gets hold of you: Tingou'll love her as if there's no
tomorrow."



His words didn't surprise me for he had correctigessed something | already felt: |
loved Nellda as if I had known her forever; ashié svere the mother | never really
had.

| told him that she was to me the kindest, mosubfea and impeccable being | had
ever encountered; this in spite of the fact thdil arfew days ago | didn't even know
she existed.

"But of course you knew her," Emilito protestedv&Ey one of us came to see you,
and Nelida saw you more often than anyone.

"When you came here with Clara, Nelida had taughtgndless things already."
| asked uneasily, "What do you think she's taugh®'m

He scratched the top of his head for a moment, shéh "She taught you, for
example, to call your double for advice."

"You say that | did that during my first night inet tree house, but | don't know what |
did."

"Of course you do. You have always done it.

"What about your technique of relaxing and lookatghe southern horizon to ask for
advice?"

The moment he said this, something cleared in nrmgdmi

| had completely forgotten about some dreams IHaatlover the years in which a
beautiful, mysterious lady used to talk to me aaVvé gifts for me on my bedside
table.

Once | dreamt that she left an opal ring and amdthne a gold bracelet with a tiny
heart charm.

Sometimes she would sit on the edge of my bedeahdhe things that upon
awakening | would begin to do like gazing at thateern horizon; or wearing certain
colors; or even styling my hair a certain way tvas more becoming.

When | felt sad or alone, she would soothe and oadmfie and whisper sweet
nothings in my ear.



The thing | remember most vividly was that she tolel that she loved me for what |
was. She used those exact words, "l love you fatwhbu are.”

Then she would rub my back where | was tense okstmy head and tousle my hair.

| realized that it was because of her that | didmht my mother to touch me. | didn't
want anyone to touch me except that lady.

When | woke up after any of these dreams, my fgelias that nothing in the world
mattered as long as that lady held me in her heart.

| always thought that those were my fantasy dreams.
Having gone to Catholic schools, | even thoughhpps she was the Blessed Virgin or
one of the saints that kept on appearing to madlldeen taught that all good things

come from them.

At one time, | even thought she was my fairy godmaotbut never in my wildest
imagination did | think that such a being reallysted.

"That was not the Virgin or a saint, you idiot," Hto laughed. "That was our Nelida.

"And she really did give you those jewels. Youlid them in the box under the
platform in the tree house.

"They were given to her by her predecessor. Nowpsisses them on to you."

"You mean that opal ring really exists?" | gasped.

Emilito nodded. "Go see for yourself. Nelida tolé to tell you-"

Before he could finish his statement, | ran outhefkitchen to the front of the house.
With record speed, | hoisted myself up to the treese.

There, in a silk box hidden under the platform, avexquisite jewels. | recognized the
opal ring that had red fire in it and the gold chdiracelet; and there were other rings,

a gold watch, and a diamond necklace.

| took out the gold bracelet with the heart andipah, and for the first time since
Clara left, | found my eyes filled with tears.



They were not tears of self-pity or sadness, bshekr joy and elation because now |
knew beyond a doubt that the beautiful lady hadoeein merely a dream.

| called out Nelida's name and thanked her atdpet my voice for all her favors.

| promised to change, to be different and do whextt&milito told me, anything, as
long as | could see and talk to her again.

When | let myself down | found Emilito standing the door in the kitchen.

| showed him the bracelet and rings and asked lesmihwas possible for me to have
seen the same jewels years ago in my dreams.

"Sorcerers are extremely mysterious beings," Eondéid, "because most of the time
they act from the energy of their double.

"Nelida is a great stalker. She stalks in dreams.

"Her power is so unique that she can not only partsherself, but bring things with
her.

"That's how she could visit you, and that's whyeme is Abelar.

"Abelar to us means stalker, and Grau means dred&ii¢he sorcerers in this house
are either dreamers or stalkers."

"What's the difference, Emilito?"

"Stalkers plan and act out their plans. They comaind invent, and change things
whether they are awake or in dreams.

"Dreamers move onward without any plan or thoughey jump into the reality of the
world or into the reality of dreams."

"All this is incomprehensible to me, Emilito," lidaexamining the opal ring in the
light.

"I'm guiding you so it will become comprehensiblEphilito replied. "And to help me
guide you, you must do what I tell you.

"Everything | will say, do, or recommend that yowid either the exact replica of
what my two teachers told me or it is somethinggraed on what they said."

He leaned closer to me. "You may not believe this,Whispered, "but you and | are
basically alike."



"In what way, Emilito?"

"We are both a bit insane," he said with a mosbasiface. "Pay close attention and
remember this. In order for you and me to be sardjave to work like demons at
balancing, not the body or the mind, but the dotible

| saw no point in arguing or agreeing with him, hatl sat down at the kitchen table
again, | asked him, "How can we be sure that wagtancing the double?"

"By opening our gates," he replied. "The first gaten the sole of the foot, at the base
of the big toe."

He reached under the table and grabbed my leftdiodtn one incredibly swift
maneuver, he removed my shoe and sock.

Then using his index finger and thumb as a visgrhesed the round protuberance of
my big toe at the sole of my foot and the toe jainthe top of my foot.

The sharp pain and the surprise made me screaankeyg my foot away so forcefully
that | bumped my knee on the underside of the table

| stood up and yelled, "What the hell do you thyaki're doing!"

He ignored my angry outburst and said, "I'm pomtut the gates to you according to
the rule, so pay close attention."

He stood up and moved around to my side.

"The second gate is the area that includes thesaud the inner part of the knee," he
said bending over and stroking my legs.

"The third is at the sexual organs and tailbone."

Before | could move away, he slid his warm hands my crotch and lifted me up a
bit as he gave me a firm squeeze.

| fought him off but he grabbed my lower back.

"The fourth and the most important is in the aretne kidneys," he said.
Unconcerned with my vexation, he pushed me dowtherbench again.
He moved his hands up my back. | cringed, but felidé's sake I let him.

"The fifth point is in between the shoulder blatdé® said.



"The sixth is at the base of the skull, and thees#vis at the crown of the head."
To isolate the last point, his knuckles descended bn the very top of my head.

He moved back to his side of the table and sat ddMvaur first or second centers are
open, we transmit a certain kind of force that peopay find intolerable," he went on:

"On the other hand, if the third and fourth gatesrat as closed as they are supposed
to be, we transmit a certain force that people fivitl most appealing.”

| knew for a fact that the caretaker's lower centegre wide open because | found him
as obnoxious and intolerable as anyone could be.

Half jokingly and partly out of guilt for feelindné way | did toward him, | admitted
that people didn't take to me easily. | had alwtagsight it was a lack of social grace
for which | felt | had to compensate by being extcaommodating.

"It's only natural," he said, agreeing. "You hawael hhe gates in your feet and calves
partially open all your life.

"Another consequence of those lower centers bgieq @s that you have trouble
walking."

"Wait just a moment,” | said, "there's nothing wgamith the way | walk. | practice
martial arts. Clara told me that | move smoothlg gracefully."

At that he burst out laughing. "You can practiceat@ver you please,” he retorted,
"you still drag your feet when you walk. You havead man's shuffle."

Emilito was worse than Clara. At least she hadgtlaee to laugh with me, not at me.
He had absolutely no sympathy for my feelings. k&qd on me the way older
children pick on younger, weaker ones who haveefertes.

"You're not offended, are you?" he asked, peeringeaa

"Me, offended? Of course not." | was seething.

"Good. Clara assured me that you have rid youddetiost of your self-pity and self-
importance through your recapitulation.

"Recapitulating your life, especially your sex Jifeas loosened some of your gates
even more.

"The cracking sound you hear at the back of yogknethe moment when your right
and left sides have separated.



"This leaves a gap directly in the middle of yoodip where the energy rises to the
neck; the place where the sound is heard. Hednaigpop means that your double is
about to become aware."

"What should | do when | hear it?"

"To know what to do isn't that important becausdls very little we can do," he said.
"We can either remain seated with our eyes shutieotan get up and move about.

"The important point is to know that we are limiteecause our physical body controls
our awareness.

"But if we can turn it around so that our doublafrols our awareness, we can do
practically anything we can imagine."

He stood up and came toward me. "Now, you are oioiggto trick me into talking
about things the way you did Clara and Nelida,saiel:

"You can only learn about the double by doing.tatking to you only because your
transition phase hasn't ended yet."

He took me by the arm and without another wordpdaetically dragged me to the
back of the house.

There he positioned me under a tree, with the fopyhead a few inches below a
low, thick branch.

He said that he was going to see if | could progettmy double again, this time in full
awareness, with the help of the tree.

| seriously doubted | would be able to project auything, and | told him so.

He insisted that if | intended it, my double woplgsh out from inside me and expand
beyond the boundaries of my physical body.

"What am | supposed to do, exactly?" | asked, hgppig would show me a procedure
that was part of the sorcerers' rule.

He told me to close my eyes and concentrate onresthing.

As | relaxed, | was to intend a force to flow updrantil | could touch the top
branches with a feeling that came out of the gatee crown of my head.

He said that this was going to be fairly easy ferlmecause | was going to use my
friend the tree for support.



The tree's energy, he explained, would form a m&bn my awareness to expand.

After a time of concentrating on my breath, | felibrating energy rising up my back,
trying to push out of the top of my head.

Then something opened inside me.

Every time | inhaled, a line elongated to the tbphe tree. When | exhaled, the line
was pulled down into my body again.

The feeling of reaching the top of the tree becatrenger with my every breath until
| truly believed that my body expanded, becomintgisand voluminous as the tree.

At one point, a profound affection and empathythar tree enveloped me. It was at
that same moment that something surged up my batkat my head, and | found
myself viewing the world from the top branches.

This sensation lasted only an instant, for it wiasughted by the caretaker's voice
commanding me to come down and flow inside my beagiyin.

| felt something like a waterfall; an effervesceflosving downward entering the top
of my head and filling my body with a familiar wattm

"You don't want to stay mixed with the tree toodgrhe told me when | opened my
eyes.

| had an overwhelming desire to embrace the treethe caretaker pulled me by the
arm to a large boulder some distance away, whergaivdown.

He pointed out that aided by an outside forcehis ¢ase uniting my awareness with
the tree, one can easily make the double expand.

However, because it's easy, we run the risk oirsgayerged with the tree too long in
which case we might sap the tree of the vital enéngeeds to maintain itself in a
strong and healthy state; or we might leave sonmipbwn energy behind by
becoming emotionally attached to the tree.

"One can merge with anything," he explained:

"If whatever or whomever you merge with is stropgur energy will be enhanced as
it was whenever you merged with the magician, Maohfr

"But if it is sick or weak, stay away.



"In any case, you must do the exercise sparingtabse like everything else, it is a
double-edged sword. Outside energy is always diffefrom our own, often
antagonistic to it."

| listened attentively to what the caretaker said.

One thing stood out from everything else, and kdsKTell me, Emilito, why did you
call Manfred a magician?"

"That's our way of acknowledging his uniqueness.
"Manfred to us can not be anything else but a niagic

"He's more than a sorcerer. He would be a sordenerhad lived among his kind. He
lives among human beings; and human sorcererstatAhd he is par with them.

"Only a consummate magician could accomplish teat.f
| asked him if | would ever see Manfred again.

The caretaker crossed his index finger over hsihpsuch an exaggerated fashion that
| kept quiet and didn't press him for an answer.

He picked up a twig and drew an oval shape ondftegsound.

Then he added a horizontal line that transectaddwvay.

Pointing to the two partitions he explained tha& double is divided into a lower and
an upper section which correspond roughly in thesigal body to the abdomen and
chest cavities.

Two different currents of energy circulate in thése sections.

In the lower one circulates the original energyhae while still in the womb.

In the upper section circulates the thought energgh enters the body at birth with
the first breath.

He said that thought energy is enhanced by experiand rises upward into the head.

The original energy sinks down into the genitabare



Usually in life these two energies become separatéte double, causing weaknesses
and unbalance in the physical body.

He drew another line, this time down the centehefelliptical shape, dividing it
lengthwise into two, which, he stated, correspdndse right and left sides of the
body.

These two sides also have two specific patterrenefgy circulation.

In the right side, energy circulates up on thetmbpart of the double, and down on
the back of it.

On the left side, energy circulates down on thatltbpart of the double, and up on the
back.

He explained that the error many people make whamgtto seek the double is to
apply to it the rules of the physical body; seelimdrain it, for example, as if it were
made of muscle and bone.

He assured me that there is no way to conditiomthdle through physical exercises.

"The easiest way to resolve this problem is to sEpahe two," the caretaker
explained:

"Only when they are undeniably separate can awasdih@v from one to the other.

"That is what sorcerers do so that they can dispaiith the nonsense of rituals,
incantations and elaborate breathing techniqueésatieasupposed to unify them."

"But what about the breaths and sorcery passe£thed taught me? Are they
nonsense too?"

"No. She taught you only things that would help geparate your body and your
double. Therefore, the breaths and sorcery passeadlaiseful for our purpose.”

He said that perhaps our greatest human fallamybglieve that our health and well-
being is in the realm of the body when, in essetieecontrol of our lives is in the
realm of the double.

This fallacy stems from the fact that the body calstour awareness.



He added that ordinarily our awareness is placeth®@®nergy that circulates in the
right side of the double, which results in our gpilo think and reason and be
effective in dealing with ideas and people.

Sometimes accidentally, but more often due to imgirawareness can shift to the
energy that circulates in the left side of the dewthich results in behavior not so
conducive to intellectual pursuits or dealing wpople.

"When awareness is turned steadily to the left efdbe double, the double is fleshed
out and emerges.

Then we are capable of performing inconceivablésfea

This shouldn't be surprising because the doulberngnergy source. The physical
body is merely the receptacle where that energyhan placed.”

| asked him if there are some people who can ftfoeis awareness on either side of
the double at will.

He nodded. "Sorcerers can do that," he replied:

"The day you can do that, you'll be a sorceresssgiu

He said that some people can shift their awaretoetb® right or the left side of the
double after they have successfully completed bis¢ract flight simply by

manipulating the flow of their breath.

Such people can practice sorcery or martial arteadily as they can manipulate
intricate academic constructs.

He emphasized, however, that because of the myastelrypower inherent on the left;
our urge to turn awareness steadily to the lesta trap infinitely more deadly than the
attractions of the world of everyday life.

"The real hope for us lies in the center," he sad¢ching my forehead and the center
of my chest, "because in the wall that dividesttixe sides of the double is a hidden
door that opens into a third, thin, secret companim

"Only when this door opens can one experienceftagglom."

He grabbed my arm and pulled me off the rock. "Yiansition time is nearly up," he
said, hurrying me back into the house. "No moreetior explanations. We'll leave the
transition phase behind us with one hell of a b&uame, let's go to my room."

| stopped dead in my tracks.



| was no longer merely ill at ease, | felt threaten

No matter how eccentric Emilito might be; and ndterahow much he talked about
the ethereal double, he was still a male, and thmaony of his hand grasping my
private parts in the kitchen was much too vivid.

| knew that it hadn't been an impersonal touch ipdoz the purpose of
demonstration, either: | had clearly sensed hisvidien he touched me.

The caretaker peered at me with cold eyes. "Wiahéhl do you mean that you
sensed my lust when | touched you?"

| could only stare back at him with my mouth gapiHg had voiced my thought
verbatim.

A surge of shame went through me, accompanieddmydashiver that spread over my
entire body.

| blurted out some lame apologies. | told him thag¢ed to fantasize that | was so
beautiful that all men found me irresistible.

"To recapitulate means to burn all that," he s&f@u haven't done a thorough job.
"This, no doubt, is the reason you cracked whilemapting the sorcerers' crossing."
He turned around and walked away from the house.

He said, "It's not time yet to show you what | aadnind.

“No. You need to do much more work to clean up yamir Much more.

"And from now on, you'll have to be twice as calgtfoo; you will have to run twice
as hard because you can not afford any more sBg-up



Chapter 21

Emilito ended my transition period right then; akimg me for having misread his
thoughts.

From then on he dropped his whimsical air of a kstar and became a most
demanding taskmaster.

There were no more lengthy explanations of the tioabother aspects of sorcery,
hence no more solace stemming from intellectuaétstending.

There was only work; pragmatic and demanding.

Every day for months from morning until night, 1 wid be steeped in activity until,
exhausted, | went to sleep in the tree house.

Besides continuing to practice kung fu and workimthe garden, | was put in charge
of cooking lunch and dinner.

Emilito showed me how to light the stove; and howptepare some simple dishes- a
thing that my mother had tried to do but had fadedpletely.

Because | had other duties, | would usually puthelingredients into one pot on the
stove to cook, then come back later when it wae tioreat.

After several weeks of making the same stew, lagoerfect blend of flavors.
Emilito said that | turned out to be, if not a fpigood cook, at least one whose food is
edible. | took this as a compliment, because ngthimad made in my entire life, from

poundcake to meatloaf, had been edible.

We ate our meals in total silence; a silence teawvbuld break if he wanted to tell me
something.

But, if | wanted to converse, he would tap his stoito remind me of his delicate
digestion.

Most of my time was still devoted to recapitulating

Emilito had instructed me to go over the same evant people | had recapitulated
before, except that this time | was to do it in tie® house.

Hoisting myself up to the tree house every day nmaddose my initial fear of heights.

| relished being outdoors, especially in the ldteraoons; the time | set aside for this
particular task.



Under Clara's supervision, | had recapitulated daik cave. The mood of that
recapitulation was heavy, earthy, somber and daéeifying.

My recapitulation under Emilito's guidance in theethouse was dominated by a new
mood. It was light, airy, transparent.

| remembered things with an unprecedented clantigh my added energy, or the
influence of being off the ground, | was able tmeanber infinitely more detail.

Everything was more vivid and pronounced, and ééssged with the self-pity,
moroseness, fear or regret that had characteriygor@vious recapitulation.

Clara had asked me to write on the ground the nadeach person | had encountered
in my life, then erase it with my hand after | Haéathed in the memories associated
with that person.

Emilito, on the other hand, had me write the naofgseople on dry leaves and then
light a match to them after | had finished breaghiimeverything | had recollected
about them.

He had given me a special device to incineratéetinees.

It was a twelve-inch metal cube with neatly perfedaround, small holes on all sides.
Half of one side of the box was fitted with a glddse a tiny window. There was a
sharp pin in the center of the underside of theQid the side with the window, there
was a lever that slid in and out where one coudtefaa match and strike it from the
outside against a rough surface inside the box #féelid was closed.

“In order to avoid starting a blaze," Emilito exipked, "you have to pierce the dry leaf
with the pin on the lid so when you close the ilidyill be suspended in the middle of
the box. Then look inside the box through itsdiglass window and, using the handle,
strike your match and place it under the leaf aatttvit burn to cinders.”

As | gazed at the flames consuming each leaf, Itvalsaw in the energy of the fire
with my eyes; always being careful not to inhale $moke.

He instructed me to put the ashes from the leaxtesa metal urn and the used
matches into a paper sack.

Each of the matchsticks represented the husk gi¢hson whose name had been
written on the dry leaf that had been disintegrdtgthat particular match.

When the urn was full, | was to empty it from te of the tree, letting the wind
scatter the ashes in all directions.



| was instructed to lower the burnt matchsticka jpaper bag on a separate rope; and
Emilito, handling the bag with a pair of tongs, Wbput it in a special basket he
always used for that purpose.

He was careful never to touch the matches or tgeMa best guess was that he
buried them somewhere in the hills, or perhapsetbfisem in the stream to let the
water disintegrate them.

Disposing of the matches, he had assured me, wds#l act in the process of
breaking the ties with the world.

After about three months of recapitulating in tftermoons, Emilito abruptly changed
my work schedule.

"I'm tired of eating your boring stew," he said anerning as he hoisted up some food
he had prepared for me.

| was overjoyed, not only because | might haveaetiine to spend in the tree house,
but because | genuinely liked eating food cookeddiypeone else.

The first time | tasted his cooking, | had the katrtainty that Clara had never cooked
the food she had served me.

The real cook had always been Emilito. He madegthimith a special zest that always
made whatever he cooked a delight to eat.

Every morning around seven, Emilito would be stagdit the foot of the tree ready to
hoist up some food he had packed in a basket.

After eating breakfast in the tree house, | usuakyt back to my recapitulation,
which, once | had been freed from the dread of waking something unpleasant, was
now more than ever like an exciting adventure @exation and insight.

The more of my past | breathed in, the lighter txadr | felt.

As | broke off old, past links, | began forming nenes.

In this instance, my new links were with the unidpeeng that was guiding me.

Emilito, although stern and determined to make #uael kept my nose to the
grindstone, was in essence as light as a feather.

At first, | was surprised that both he and Clard blaimed that | was like them. But
upon a deeper examination, | had to agree thaslasgonderous as Clara and as
flighty, if not as insane, as Emilito.



Once | became accustomed to his oddity, | foundifference between Emilito and
Clara, or the nagual, or even Manfred.

My feelings for them overlapped so that | begafe# affection for Emilito and very
naturally one day | began to rejoice in calling Htmilito.

The first time we met, Emilito had said to me thsthame was Emilito- the Spanish
diminutive for Emilio.

It had seemed ridiculous to me to call a mature titda Emilio,' so | did it
reluctantly.

But as | got to know him better, | couldn't coneedf addressing him in any other
way.

Whenever | thought about the four of them, theygadrin my mind.
But, I could never merge them with Nelida.

She was special to me and | held her forever @paiabove everyone else even
though | had seen her only once in the real world.

| felt that the day | had focused my eyes on Her [dond that already existed between
us became formalized. That single encounter irdéiy world awareness, no matter
how fleeting, had been enough to make that bonelstndctible and everlasting.

One day after we had our lunch in the kitchen, Eonilanded me a package.

As | held it against me, | knew it was from Nelida.

| tried to find a return address on it but thereswwane.

Attached to the package was a cartoon drawingwadraan puckering up her lips to
kiss.

Inside, written in Nelida's handwriting, were thegards.
'Kiss the tree.'

| ripped open the package and found a pair ofleather ankle-high shoes that laced
up the front. The soles were fitted with rubbelatte

| held them up for Emilito to see. | couldn't coiveewhat they were used for.

"Those are your tree-climbing shoes," Emilito saidgdding in recognition:



"Nelida knew you have an affinity for trees in gpaf your fear of falling.
"The cleats are made of rubber so you won't darttag&ee bark."

The arrival of the package seemed to be the sign&milito to give me detailed
instructions on tree climbing.

So far, | had only used the harness to hoist mygetb the tree house; although
sometimes | dozed off or slept in the harness bw/é@re lying strapped in a hammock.

| had never actually climbed the tree except far vary low branch from which | had
hung while propping my feet on another branch.

"Now is the time to find out what you're made df¢' said in a no-nonsense tone.
"Your new task won't be difficult, but if you domgjive it your total concentration, it
could prove to be fatal.

"You need to apply all your newly stored energjetarn what | have to show you."
He told me to wait for him by the grove of tallésein front of the house.
Moments later, Emilito met me, carrying a long thaix.

He opened it and took out several safety beltdemgths of soft rock-climbing rope.

He strapped a belt to my waist and affixed anotloager belt to it by means of safety
hooks used in mountaineering.

Putting a similar belt around himself, he showedhow to climb a tree by hooking
the longer belt around the tree trunk and usimg i& support to move up along the
trunk.

He climbed with swift and precise movements.

Along the way, he looped ropes on the branchesdors his position.

The end result was a web of ropes that allowedthimove safely around the tree
from one side to the other.

He came down as agilely as he had climbed up.

"Be sure all the ropes and knots are secure,"ide"%ou can't have any major
mistakes here.

"Little mistakes are correctable: Big ones arelfata



"My goodness, am | supposed to do what you ju2'didsked, really astonished.
It wasn't that | was any longer afraid of heights.

| simply didn't feel | had the patience to tiethk hooks and ropes in place. It had
taken me quite a while just to get used to goingmgh down the tree in the harness.

Emilito nodded and laughed cheerfully.

"This is a real challenge," he admitted, "but opoe get the hang of it, I'm sure you
will agree it's worth it.

"You'll see what | mean."
He handed me a length of rope and he patiently sdone how to tie and untie knots.

He showed me how to use pieces of rubber hosemmythlimbing rope pulled through
them in order not to bruise the tree bark wherop&a a rope around a branch to set
up a new rope line to climb.

He showed me how to maneuver my feet to maintailbatgnce; and how to avoid
disturbing birds' nests in the process of climbing.

For the following three months | worked under fesstant supervision, confining
myself to the lower branches.

| achieved a respectable control of the equipmamaugh calluses on my hands so that
| no longer needed to wear gloves; and enough nvanakbility and balance in my
movements so that Emilito let me venture into tighér branches.

| meticulously practiced on them the same maneuveasl learned on the lower
branches; and one day without even trying forrgadched the top of the tree | was
climbing.

Later that day, Emilito presented me with whatdid e was his most meaningful
gift to me.

It was a set of three green jungle camouflage digeaad matching caps, obviously
bought in an army surplus store in the States.

Dressed in jungle fatigues, | lived in the grovdailftrees clustered by the front of the
house.

| came down only to go to the bathroom and, occesdip, to have a meal with
Emilito.



| climbed any tree | wanted, provided it was higloegh.

There were only a few trees | would not climb; dmes that were very old and would
find my presence an intrusion, or the really yoongs that weren't strong enough to
tolerate my ropes and movement.

| preferred youthful, vigorous trees, for they mawake happy and optimistic.

Yet, some of the older ones were desirable tocathiey had so much more to tell.

The only tree that Emilito allowed me to sleep weimight was the one with the tree
house in it because it was fitted with a lightning.

| slept on my platform bed, or secured in the leatiarness.

Or, at times | slept strapped in a simple way @naach of my choosing.
Some of my favorite branches were thick and freenfprotuberances.
| would lie on one face down.

Resting my head on a small pillow | always brougintvith me, | embraced the
branch with arms and legs; maintaining a precaruisxhilarating balance.

Of course | always made certain that a rope wasttieny waist and secured to a
higher branch, just in case | lost my balance wasdleep.

The feeling | had developed for the trees was beyoords.

| had the certainty that | was able to absorb thmeiods, know their age, their insights
and what they sensed.

| could communicate with a tree directly througbeasation that came out from the
inside of my body.

Often, communication began with a spilling forthpofre affection almost as intense as
what | felt for Manfred; an affection that came ofime always unexpectedly and
unsolicited.

Then | could feel the tree's roots descendingtimeoearth.



| knew whether they needed water and which roote wgtending toward the
underground water source.

| could tell what it felt like to live seeking lighanticipating it, intending it; and what
it felt like to feel heat, cold or be ravaged kyhiining and storms.

| learned what it was like never to be able to moffene's destined spot; to be silent;
to sense through the bark, and the roots; anda&eright through the leaves.

| knew beyond the shadow of doubt that trees fagl.p

And | also knew that once communication is engageés pour themselves out in
affection.

As | was seated on a sturdy limb with my back ngstn the tree trunk, my
recapitulation took on an altogether different mood

| could remember the minutest details of my lifperxences without fear of any
coarse emotional involvement.

| would laugh my head off at things that at oneetinad been deep traumas for me.
| found my obsessions no longer capable of evokeifypity.

| saw everything from a different perspective; asthe urbanite | had always been,
but as the carefree and abandoned tree dweller liaat become.

One night, while we were still eating a rabbit stevad made, Emilito surprised me
by talking to me animatedly.

He asked me to remain seated after dinner becausachsomething to tell me.
This was so out of the ordinary that | grew exciteth anticipation.

The only beings | had talked to for months had kbertrees and the birds. | prepared
myself for something monumental.

"You've been a tree dweller for over six months fidve began. "It's time to find out
what you've done up there.

"Let's go into the house. | have something to skiow"

"What do you have to show me, Emilito?" | askedheenbering the time he had
wanted to show me something in his room and | k&adsed to follow him.



The name Emilito suited him to perfection.
He had become a most cherished being to me, kesManfred.

One of the lofty insights | had received while gexd in the high branches of a tree
was that Emilito was not human at all.

Whether he had once been a human being and thattéaaon had wiped all that
away, | could only speculate.

His nonhumanness was a barrier that impeded aryomecrossing over to him for a
subjective exchange.

No average person could ever enter into what Eorttibught, felt or witnessed.

But if Emilito so desired, he could cross over ny af us and share with us our
subjective states.

His nonhumanness was something | had sensed f@firshtime | encountered him
at the kitchen door.

Now | was able to be at ease with him; and althdugéas still separated by that
barrier, | could marvel at his achievement.

| asked Emilito again, since he hadn't answeredwhat he was going to show me.
"What | have to show is of ultimate importance,"dagd:

"But how you will see it will depend on you. It Wdepend on whether you have
acquired the silence and balance of the trees."

We hurriedly walked across the dark patio to thesieo
| followed him through the hallway to the door a$ hoom.

It made me doubly nervous to see him stand thera long moment and take deep
breaths as if to compose himself for what was toeo

"All right, let's go in," he said, gently tugginge sleeve of my shirt:



"A word of caution.

"Don't stare at anything in the room. Look at whkateyou want, but scan the things
lightly, using only quick glances."

He opened the door and we entered his extravagant.r

Living in the trees had made me completely forpetfirst time | had walked into that
room the day Clara and Nelida had left.

Now | was again startled by the bizarre objects fiad it.

The first things | saw were four floor lamps; onéhee center of each wall.

| couldn't even begin to conceive what kind of |antipey were.

The room and everything in it was illuminated byeamie, mellow amber light.

| was familiar enough with electrical equipmenktow that no standard light bulb,
even if it were seen through a lampshade madeeaintbst unusual tissue, could ever

give off that kind of light.

| felt Emilito take my arm to help me step ovewatthigh fence that parceled a small
square area in the southwest corner of the room.

"Welcome to my cave," he said with a grin as weséel into the partitioned area.

In that square there was a long table half hiddea black curtain, and a row of four
most unusual 