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PREFACE

M cmoirs of the New Age is a book I didn’t write. These prayers

and stories came to me as though through magic, and I typed
feverishly in order to find out what would happen at the end of
each one. Every plot and ending always came as a complete
surprise.

I had had a psychic awakening in 1980, when I was thirty-
five, two years after a spiritual awakening that completely changed
my life’s mission from the pursuit of social change to the pursuit of
inner change. Through this psychic awakening, I discovered
another world, a larger universe of spiritual experience and
understanding. Suddenly I realized that I was an instrument of
divine consciousness, and, in this spirit, these stories and prayers
started to come to me in the early 1980s.

The title of the book came first: Memoirs of the New Age.
The prayers came to me as part of my healing work with clients. (I
am a spiritual teacher, intuitive counselor, consultant, and group
leader.) Each prayer flowed through me at the end of a session and
was written for a particular client in order to help him or her
transform. The stories and fables came whenever they wanted.
Most of the collection was written between 1981 and 1985, but I
didn’t put the book together until 1987, when I printed it out and
shared it with a few friends.

As you will discover in the About the Book section, this is a
collection that addresses our shifting relationship with God; by
God, I mean a universal manifestation of divine consciousness, a
manifestation to which we relate personally. God is the symbol of
how we feel about existence. Memoirs of the New Age was
informed by a notion that came to me in 1983, which was that God
is not perfect, that God is the totality of all being, flawed and
evolving, and that we are part of God in the process of evolution.
This idea was developed further in a book entitled Sacred Union:



The Healing of God, which I published in 2002. While a piece of
nonfiction, Sacred Union also includes prayers and fables, because
these are natural ways to express our human selves and
communicate with one another.

As this book has come together for publication, I realized
that I had to add two more sections: 7he Book of Yes and a short
story entitled “Coming Home.”

The Book of Yes, a small collection of poems with a few
fables, came in the early 1990s. . This collection starts with poetry
focused on the celebration of the female and the emerging
integration of the masculine and feminine; it also expresses the
intimate connection between sex and spirituality, which is all part
of the Oneness. The Book of Yes, being about humans, is also
about foolishness and human pain. While the poems are written
from a woman’s perspective, I hope they will touch the hearts of
men as well. The fables are universal. You may find yourself in
them.

Finally there is “Coming Home,” a stand-alone story that
came to me in 2004. It provides resolution of the struggle we find
throughout this volume, the struggle to reconcile ourselves with the
infinite—and it makes me cry every time I read it. I hope that
“Coming Home” helps us all remember who we really are and that
this remembering will ultimately enable us to find peace.

Love,
Beth Green
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D EDICATION

In August 1987, CBS News reported that major redwood reserves

had been purchased through a merger and that the new owner was
cutting down the ancient forest at a frightening pace.

This book is dedicated to those trees.

Upon learning of the deforestation
of the redwoods

Men
hack off God’s limbs
in the redwood forest...

Does no one hear
God scream?
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ABOUTTHE BOoOK

M cnoirs of the New Age is a book about our struggle to find a

new relationship with God. For that is what the “New Age” is
about: our struggle. And in that struggle to find a new relationship
with God, we struggle to find a new God. And in that struggle to
find a new God, we struggle with God him/herself.

We fight; we surrender; we challenge; we search; we bleed
and we cry. And so does God.

And then we glimpse. We glimpse a God as vulnerable as
we; a God who is the rapist as well as the saint; a God who is the
evening and the dawn, the tornado and the gentle breeze, the
molester and the molested. Because we are God, and God is the
totality of all being.

And as we are healed, God is healed. And as we are
wounded, God is wounded. And as we embrace this God, we
embrace a new relationship with God, a relationship of partnership
between our insides and our outsides, between heaven and earth,
among humankind and between humankind and our animal and
mineral brethren on the earth, a partnership between man and
woman, the rapist and the saint, the molester and the molested.

Because we are one. Because God is one.

As all new things begin with the old, I begin with the past.
And as entry to our past often comes through smells, our memoirs
start with the 1950s and the kitchen.



PRAYERI

Dear God,

In the night’s silence, I cry and know not why. Throughout the vast
expanse of my heart, I search for resting places. Where am I going,
and why do I fear not to know?

I pray. In the darkness, I find some comfort. No bright light
disturbs my peace.

Outside my window lies the earth, its green foliage black in the
blackness of night. I can always find rest in the earth’s arms, and

peace will be my bridegroom.

Amen.



THE KITCHEN

M iss O’Brien lies. She never lets me into the dollhouse. Never.

Nancy Berg has been in four times, and Teresa, three. And
everybody—everybody—gets to go in over and over. But she never
lets me. Never!”

[ sat at the kitchen table, as I did every day when my mother
came home from work, and I told her everything: that two times
three equals six, that I learned to spell three new words that day,
that the other children had funny names like Mary and Kathryn
and John—Gentile names.

My mother stood at the sink and pulled the guts out of the
chicken. I hated the smell. “I'll speak to her again,” she said, and I
knew she would.

“But maybe the teacher won’t like me if you tell her what I
told you.”

“No teacher is going to keep my daughter out of the
dollhouse,” she insisted.

At home there was no dollhouse, not even a small one. But
at school there was a big dollhouse, and it had magic in it.

“So, what else happened today?” she asked, throwing some
cut celery into the soup.

“You know Charles Feldman? The short boy with spots all
over his face? He threw up again in front of the whole class.” I was
glad it wasn’t me, but even so, | hated when Charles Feldman threw
up. It smelled bad, and I was afraid.

“It’s not his fault. He’s a sick boy,” she said.

“Uh-uh.” I shook my head in disagreement. “He’s scared.” I
got scared sometimes, too. “And you know what else? We had
those sirens again today, and we all got to go into the hall and sit
against the wall. Miss O’Brien said that we would be okay if the
Russians dropped bombs on our heads, but Mr. Irving said it



wasn’t true. And I heard some of the teachers talking in the hall.
They said Mr. Edelman got fired because of something he said.”

My mother stirred the soup, but I could tell she didn’t like
what I told her because her lips had gotten tight. And I knew it had
something to do with a man named McCarthy.

“I don’t like taking the bus home. I have to wait outside a
long time, and it’s cold, and the bus is always late.”

“T’ll speak to your father about getting you a warmer jacket
this weekend,” she said as she washed some potatoes.

I was ashamed, but I wouldn’t tell her. I would never tell
anybody. But it had happened again that day. Like every day, I had
to wait for the bus, and it was cold, and I felt it pressing and
pressing, so I pressed back, squeezing my legs together, trying to
hold it in. But the air was cold, and I couldn’t keep it in anymore.
The clear liquid started running down my legs, warm and wet, and
it disappeared into my socks and soaked my shoes. Then it got
cold, too, and when the bus came I was afraid to get on, afraid that
someone would see it flowing over the sides of my shoes, washing
the sidewalk.

My mother was setting the table. The house was warm and
smelled like barley soup and roasting chicken. I could hardly
remember what had happened at the bus stop.



PRAYERII

Decar God,
Welcome to my soul.

I have called upon you, and I call upon you again. I have
surrendered my illusions, and I do so again. I have offered you my
love, and I offer it again.

Be my witness. Every day has brought me grief. Every day a blade
pierces me from within my heart.

God, you are my friend. We have walked by the rivers together and
broken bread. I am your equal, and I am of your soul.

God, do not forget me this day. I am not complete, but I am
beginning. I am not healed, but I am awakening. I am not whole,
but I relinquish my edges and my decay to your care and to your
love.

Amen.



How RABBI SAVANAND A
LosT His CONGREGATION

In the year 1985, Rabbi J. Savananda, once known as Jerry

Freeman, closed the doors to the Temple Beth Aum for the last
time. There were few to mourn its loss.

“I don’t understand. I don’t understand at all,” wept Sama
Savananda, the rabbi’s wife, as she packed their belongings and
bade good-bye to their Bel Air home. “We were doing so well.
Everything was going so great.”

Rabbi Savananda shrugged his shoulders resignedly.
“Perhaps the Almighty has other plans for us.”

“For God’s sake, Jerry, don’t give me that crap,” retorted
Sama Savananda, whose name had once been Helen Freeman.
“Save it for the next congregation.”

“Next congregation? There won’t be a next congregation.
Who would hire a New Age rabbi with a history of child
molestation?”

“Don’t use that word, Jerry.” Helen stared at him angrily.

“Why not? I've been accused. We're being drummed out of
the community. We have no backers, no defenders.” The rabbi
glared at his clenched right hand as though it held Rama Rosen,
once known as George, the instigator of his downfall.

“Well, we know it’s not true,” said Helen defensively as she
carefully wrapped her amethyst crystals and packed them into a
specially lined case. “May the mother of the universe clear their
hearts of all negative vibrations against us and...”

“Please, not now,” Jerry pleaded, sitting on the edge of the
bed and holding his head heavily between his hands. “Do we have
to talk that drivel anymore?”

“Jesus,” Helen let slip. “You’re the one that got me into



this.”

Indeed, I am, thought Jerry as he scanned the past five
years. “Please, Helen,” he said, suddenly softer and letting his
tiredness show. “Please don’t dump on me now. I feel enough like
shit as it is.”

Rabbi Savananda touched his thinning hair, glanced down
at his slightly pot belly, and felt his full fifty years. Fifty years, and
he still felt like Jerry Freeman.

What a long journey he had made to get back to square one.
He couldn’t help but remember sitting in the congregation of his
father’s synagogue and watching his father pray, watching Rabbi
Julius Freeman invoke the enormous power of his god, the god of
the Jews, the god of Moses. How small he felt then. How frightened
of a god of long memory and ancient demands.

“I can’t” was an unknown expression in the Freeman
household. And “I can’t” was an impossible defense against Julius’s
insistence that Jerry be a rabbi.

“What is so important about being a rabbi?” he had
demanded of his mother. She had looked at him with disbelief.
How could her son not want to follow his father and his father’s
father and his father’s father’s father? Or so she had said; although
at some point, Jerry began to suspect that the generations of rabbis
were really generations of tailors, and that Julius had been the first
rabbi, not the latest, and that both his parents were taking
advantage of the Holocaust to embroider the past.

But, well, there was no one alive to dispute them. And, in
any case, Jerry had not been good at numbers, so accounting was
out, had not been artistic, so music was out, had not been
outstanding academically, so being a professor was out, and had
not been athletic, so running away and becoming a pitcher for the
Brooklyn Dodgers was out, out, out.

Jerry left Helen to her packing and went to the backyard,
where he stared wistfully at the swimming pool. It had been a
dream come true—leaving New York, coming to Los Angeles,
being hired by a small congregation in a remote part of the Valley,
and then eventually finding a wealthy congregation to support him.



No, not just him—him and Helen, his second wife.

Perhaps God was seeking his revenge by disgracing him and
Helen at the height of their prosperity. Perhaps he should never
have married for a second time. Perhaps he shouldn’t have married
a convert (although, hadn’t her conversion, in fact, increased the
number of Jews—this, in an era of falling numbers?). Perhaps his
becoming a New Age rabbi had left God in a bit of a rage.
Perhaps...

Rabbi Savananda. He laughed as he started to trot around
the pool, needing some stimulation. Actually, the plan had been
quite clever, something unexpected and beyond the hitherto
anticipated aptitude of little Jerry Freeman.

It had all started that afternoon in the study. (Rabbi
Savananda loved the expression “in the study.” Only men of wealth
and learning had studies.)

“Our situation is serious,” Rabbi Freeman had said to
Helen, his wife of two years, or at least that’s how he remembered
opening the conversation. “We’ve overspent totally. This house is
too expensive, our cars are too extravagant, we are behind with our
taxes, and we owe money on every credit card.

“We can’t go on like this. We face ruin and humiliation.”

What power he had felt announcing this bad news to his
wife. Yes, it had been humiliating to admit that his means were
more limited than their wants, but it was also exhilarating to
threaten her with the loss of everything. Had she wept? He tried to
remember a tear or two but couldn’t, because, indeed, there had
been none. Her response had been simple. “What are you going to
do about it, Jerry?”

Or was that the way it had happened at all? Had she been
the one who came to him, gravely, telling him that they were in
desperate straits and that she was looking for a job? A job? Her
skills were nil, her earnings would have been slim, and their wants
were enormous.

One thing he remembered for sure. He had sat for hours in
his study and had discussed the situation with God:

God, what the hell do you want from me? I got an



education, I became a rabbi.... Okay, a reform rabbi, not an
orthodox rabbi, but a rabbi nonetheless. I married a woman
suggested by my father. It wasn’t my fault we had no children, or
maybe it was, but surely it was not on purpose. Then she died after
thirteen years of marriage. What could I have done to prevent that?

So maybe, God, you didn’t care for me falling right away for
Helen. So I was forty-five and she was twenty-seven, and a shiksa, a
non-Jew, at that. She converted, didn’t she? We waited two years.
That was respectable, wasn'’t it?

For God’s sake, God (that always seemed like a funny
expression to Jerry), what in God'’s name do you want from me?

Jerry stopped his little run around the pool and plopped
himself, panting, on a lounge chair. Suppose he gave himself a
heart attack. Would that satisfy God?

God, you always had it in for me, ever since I was a kid and
you caught me masturbating in the bathroom. Why did you give
me a pentis If you didn’t want me to use it?

And why the hell did you give me HIM as a father? Him, the
great rabbi, Julius Freeman, the man everybody respected and
feared? The father I had to live up to? It was just like you to do that
to me, God.

That afternoon in the study, Rabbi Jerry Freeman had
hatched his plan. If your income is smaller than your wants (and
Helen had been a big part of this, he found himself frequently
reminding her), and you don’t want to let go of one sinful bit of
luxury you have accumulated for yourself, for the first time in your
life, at the age of forty-eight, when you know things could change
at any moment (didn’t his own father, the great Rabbi Julius
Freeman, die at fifty-three? And what had all his devoutness gotten
him?), then you must think of something—something creative,
something different, something unusual, something catchy,
something money-making.

“I don’t like it, Jerry,” Helen had said. “I think it would be
better to sell the house, the car, and the computer. I love you, and I
think we would be happy in a smaller house with more modest
possessions. And perhaps next year, when your contract is up, we



could ask the Board for a raise, and we could...”

No, he really didn’t remember it that way. That’s what
Helen always says she said, but did she?

“Look, Helen,” he was certain he had said. “Look at the TV
evangelists and the millions they pull in. Look at the weirdo
groups, the Ha-ray Hoohahs and the Universal This and Thats.
There’s a fortune in religion today, and the Jews are missing out.”

All right, God, it was exploitation! What the heck? Couldn’t
good people be brought into the synagogue through devious
means? We Jews have always been a pragmatic people.

“I don’t like it,” Helen claims to have said. “It’s cheap and
degrading, and I don’t think it will work.”

That was all he needed to provoke him. Jerry Freeman, the
follower, the one without ideas or guts or rebellion or self-esteem
or moxie.

“T’ll make it work,” he had said—or had he? And so Temple
Beth Aum was formed, a temple where the rule was that there were
no rules. And just suppose God didn’t like it, huh? Do you think he
is sitting up there caring whether his worshippers chant in Aramaic
or in Sanskrit or in nonsense syllables?

Why the hell shouldn’t you have liked it, God? I thought it
was a great idea. You never liked my ideas, did you? You always
sided with my father, didn’t you? You always wanted to keep me
down. Didn’t you?

Jerry began to feel dizzy, sitting by the pool, wondering
whether he had failed God or God had failed him. All right, so it
was a scam, a New Age synagogue that pulled together Jews from
all over the city, attracting people who had left the community
years before, because they hated the god they had found in the Five
Books of Moses, because they despised the old ways of their fathers
and grandfathers, because they felt trapped by the moralistic,
pompous asses who had control.

“I don’t give a damn!” yelled Jerry, at the top of his lungs. “I
don’t give a damn what you think, what you feel, how you judge
me. You never gave me anything but a headache on Yom Kippur.
You should thank me for bringing so many of the chosen people
back into any fold at all.”



That pig, Rama Rosen, that fraud, his name was really
George, what a jerk, what a...God damn him, he had no right to
discuss Jerry’s personal affairs with the Board, with his wife, with
the congregation. If there was anything Jerry hated, it was a tale
teller. Reminded him of Reuben Feuerstein. Reuben Feuerstein had
told Jerry’s father, the rabbi, that Jerry had been playing with Anna
Lehman by the trash cans in the alley behind the school, the holier-
than-thou Jewish school that the synagogue ran.

You had been responsible for that, too, God, hadn’t you?
Jerry jumped up, unable to contain his agitation. So what if he had
given Anna a little kiss and touched her under her skirt? Maybe she
had liked it. Maybe she had liked him!

He was not a child molester. He had kissed Rama’s little
daughter on the cheek, too. And why not?

She loved it. She squealed whenever she saw him coming.
She cooed, and she laughed, and she let him tickle her. Damn it,
her father was too damned busy to pay attention to her. A child of
her age needed attention. Seven years old. She was only seven years
old, and she needed someone to care for her.

Seven years old. He remembered being seven years old,
sitting in the damp room his father had set up as the school study
hall.

“Yussel,” his mother had called his father by that name.
“Don’t you think we should let Jerry come home a little earlier
tonight so we can all be together?” Or had she really said that?

Rabbi Savananda, Jerry Freeman, stood up and went into
the house. At least he had Helen. She had stood by him and would
continue to do so, if God himself abandoned him.

The house was empty. With leaden legs he dragged himself
up the interior stairs and looked for his wife’s overnight case. If it
were there, she was there. And it would be there. Or would it?



PRAYER 111

Dear God,

I am a child, walking over empty sands. The hot wind whips my
eyes, and my feet burn. Desire smolders within me and finds no
home with you.

God, why do you torment me? Turn your eyes onto our oneness,
and bring my groin into our secret places. Lead me to our stream,
and grant my soul everlasting coolness. Heal my eyes from the
driving sand, moisten my lips, and coat my feet with honey.

God, in my need for you I find humility, and in your need for me I
find our bond. Enter with me into the unknown, and wash my feet

with your comfort and your love.

Amen.



THE SIGN

I always wanted to be a nun. Not, mind you, because 1 was

religious. (In fact, for years I had wavered between mysticism and
atheism, both rejections of religion.) No, I had a more urgent
reason to choose the path: I wanted the habit, the nun’s habit.

Don’t think my reason for choosing the nunhood to be
shallow. Others of my age were dreaming about being nurses (this
was, after all, the 1950s), and they were motivated largely by the
pert white caps. And my mother’s generation was committing
perpetual suicide in order to fit into that summer’s bathing suits.
So, I was of the times.

My choice of nunhood was carefully made. First, wearing a
habit would eliminate one of my most agonizing problems: what to
wear? At the age of fourteen, I had a very limited wardrobe—
round-necked sweaters made of pilly orlon, skirts too tight to hide
a belly, last year’s cinch belt that was beginning to fray, and a fox-
tipped necktie, whose fuzzy ends had already worn out in the
seventh grade.

I would spend interminable moments staring into my
closet, hoping to discover some stunning outfit that I had somehow
forgotten I owned. Then, at last, I would have to give up hoping
and choose from among my meager options. Out would come the
blue skirt inherited last year from my Bronx cousin. In would go
my stomach as I tried to zip up. It was no use. The result was
always humiliating. I couldn’t even look at myself in the mirror.
Once, in fact, I had gone to school wearing my pajama bottoms
without realizing it, so afraid was I to see myself.

Wearing a habit would forever eliminate the problem of
choice in clothing. It would also make me an equal. How I tortured
myself as I compared myself to Ellen Snell. She was so slender, and
she had all the up-to-date fashions—pleated skirts with matching



sweaters one year, flared skirts and short-sleeved blouses the next.
All nuns wore habits, and no one could tell if their families were
rich or poor.

Now, if looking the same as everyone else were the only
consideration, I could have chosen any uniformed profession. I
could have become a waitress, a gym teacher, or a Catholic-school
student.

But sameness was not the sole criterion. Another element
was grace. Never having seen a nun in person, I was nonetheless
certain that they glided as they walked, that they were like glaciers,
heavy but graceful masses floating downstream. (I had never seen a
glacier, either.)

As a nun, I would be robed in black. I would move through
silent halls, my grace resulting not only from the flow of non-
revealing outerwear, but also from the uplifting of my soul.
(Spiritual persons were always elevated several inches off the
ground, their bodies suspended in the air by invisible wires through
the backs of their heads, which allowed them to float, yet to keep
their eyes modestly downcast.)

Another reason for my choosing the convent was my
longing for an ascetic life. First, the clothing: the elaborately simple
smocks, the starched collars, which nuns wore around their faces
rather than their necks, the heavy crucifixes—all these spoke of
discipline and mystery, both of which would set me free. And then
there was the romance of sleeping on boards, eating meager meals,
working in a garden while experiencing beatific visions. How my
heart longed to get away from the mundane, and how I feared
becoming an ordinary woman!

Yet there was one more reason to enter the convent, a
reason more powerful than any other, a reason that continually
fueled my burning desire. To inhabit the habit would hide my fat. I
knew that gross overweight would reveal itself despite the thickest
armor, but I hoped that a few rolls of flab here and there would
disappear under layers and pleats. (Anyway, hadn’t my mother told
me that black was thinning?)

I was ashamed of my fat. I was so stricken by its sight that
the word made me ill. I never told anyone how I felt. But I dieted



constantly, and my hope was that the habit would be my hiding
place and would relieve me forever of the fear of exposure. Only
one terror would remain: the thought of a double chin being
squeezed out of the headdress in much the same way layers of fat,
pushed up by girdles, take their revenge by forming a large
doughnut around the waist.

Once having decided on my calling, I needed to announce it
to the world. But how? Being Jewish, my parents would
automatically oppose my entering a convent. And still reeling from
the impact of the Holocaust and smarting from their own
experiences of anti-Semitism, they could hardly be expected to be
swayed by the argument that becoming a nun was the only way I
could hide my fat.

I decided against advising my parents. But another problem
could not be so easily sidestepped. Would the church accept me? I
barely believed in the Father, much less the Son or the Holy Ghost,
and from reading 7he Nun's Story, I knew that nuns were expected
to confess to their “superiors” any major conflicts they might have
with their vows. I anticipated few conflicts. Being fat, I would have
no lovers, living or dead, to haunt me. But what about my
innermost doubts about God? Would I have to confess them?
Would that stand in the way of my entire plan?

I had to do something drastic. I would have to seek a sign
from God, a sign that God existed and that Jesus was more than a
figure titillatingly draped over a cross. And I would have to receive
this sign in a church.

Consulting the yellow pages, I located the nearest Catholic
church (we lived in a “mixed” neighborhood in Queens, a section
of New York City) and planned my secret excursion. The church
had to be Catholic. This was not because I was planning to become
a Catholic nun (although that would have been a good reason), but
because reading Dostoyevsky had convinced me that spirituality
was associated with incense, dark churches, and flickering candles.
Russian Orthodox churches were not within walking distance, so
Roman Catholicism would have to do.

Once I had chosen the church, I faced the excruciating
question: what would I wear? (I couldn’t wait to become a nun so I



could be released from this accursed issue forever!) It was a spring
afternoon, and I was still dressed in my school clothes. Were they
appropriate? My blouse could be buttoned up to the neck (I
assumed modesty was important), but the sleeves were short, and I
would be bare-armed.

Were you permitted to enter a church with your arms
showing? I could cover up with that ugly pastel pink sweater, which
would also serve to hide the doughnut at my waist, but would the
priest (there would be a priest around, I imagined) be impressed by
a fourteen-year-old girl in a pink sweater? Of course, he would
know I was serious by the saddle shoes on my feet. (Normally I
envied the other girls, whose mothers allowed them to wear penny
loafers, which had no laces, but that day I felt grateful for my ugly
shoes, because ugly shoes were a sign of a girl who thought a lot, or
at least that was my hope.) But that pink sweater still bothered me.
Wearing it over a flared skirt forced open the bottom few buttons,
and that made me look dumpy.

Oh, what the heck! Any hypocritical freckle-faced,
redheaded Catholic girl could wear the right thing to church. Only
a person seeking God would be so unconcerned with her garments
as to go to church as she was, unaware of her appearance, oblivious
of the stares of the narrow-minded.

I took off the hot and uncomfortable pink sweater. Then, in
a moment of excitement, I threw off the saddle shoes and bobby
socks, determined to walk with naked feet through the streets of
Queens. Surely a priest, a man in touch with heaven’s music, would
understand this fervor and make contact with me, at least with his
eyes. (One of my secret desires, once I became a nun, was to seduce
a priest. The forbidden is always so attractive.)

The trip to the church was painful, not only because of my
anxiety about my reception (I had deliberately left my Jewish star
outside my blouse) and the fear that my search for a sign would be
in vain. My trip was painful mostly because of my feet. Walking
barefoot through the streets of Jerusalem did not hold up well in
the New York translation, and I was getting pebbles and bits of
glass stuck in the soles of my feet.

Somehow I lived through the trip. Eyes fixed on the ground



to avoid some of the more jagged bits and pieces, I found my way
through the unfamiliar part of the neighborhood where the
“others” lived—the non-Jews I mean.

At last I arrived, but the vision I saw was immediately
disappointing. The church was a plain wooden building, very
modern, very unromantic. Inside was a room, just a room, with far
too many electric lights and far too few candles, and the candles
that were lit illuminated gaudy statues painted in bright colors.
There was no darkness, no mystery, no smell of burning incense.

I spotted the main altar and was so disappointed with the
plastic look that I might even have turned away from the whole
adventure had I not suddenly been struck by the forbidden statue. I
saw Aim, with holes in his feet (how gross!), and I knew that a
choice had to be made. From the movies, I was aware that one was
expected to cross oneself before walking down the aisle. Would I,
could I, do it?

I did. T wondered if God saw me and if he approved. I
wondered if he would be angry because one of his Jewish daughters
had adopted a heathen tradition. It was thrilling.

I moved as gracefully as I could with my sore feet, and,
feeling a little embarrassed, though no one had seen me, I sat on
the right-hand side of the pews. I bumped my feet against a board
just in front of me and guessed immediately that this was a support
for kneeling. Should I? I did. My knees hurt.

Now I waited. I kept hoping to see a blue-eyed monk
wearing a long, black cassock. I wanted him to see me, to see my
Star of David, to wonder why I was there, bereft of shoes. He didn’t
come.

A woman entered behind me, and I took a quick look at
her. She was wearing ordinary clothes and an ordinary kerchief on
her head. She was doing something at a bowl situated in the front
of the church. (It resembled a bird bath.) I decided not to stare but
could feel her presence in a distant part of the room. I thought I
heard her move toward a side altar, light candles, and whisper. I
wondered if she had noticed me.

Then it was quiet again. I closed my eyes and suddenly felt
cold. I should have brought that pink sweater after all. It was chilly,



quite chilly.

God, 1 thought. Are you here? Do you know my thoughts?
Do you watch me when [ sit on the toilet? Can you smell my breath
when [ feel sick to my stomach? Do you love me? Do you think I'm
fat?

God! Why did you make me with a body that binds me to
the earth, to ugliness? Why did you make me petty and self-
conscious? Why are the children in India hungry? Why did you
give me Mr. Copland as a teacher, when you know he’s stupid and
hates me?

God, are you here? Do you see me in this place, feeling like
a fool? Do you know why I came? Is this where I belong? Why am I
such an awful person?

I sat for a long time, feeling the tension rising from my gut,
gripping my body from the inside. I thought so hard and pressed
my eyes together so tightly that I cried.

God, do you know that I'm here? Will you give me an
answer, a sign?

So many minutes passed; I don’t know how many. The
woman had gone. The afternoon was merging with the evening. I
telt very tired and wanted to go home. There had been no answer,
no flash of light, no voices, no sign.

I got up and retraced my steps to the aisle, to the door, and
out to the street. I hoped no one would see me, cold, shivering,
walking without shoes. I had to get home before my mother arrived
from work. She couldn’t see me like this—I would be exposed.

I walked along sadly, with my eyes once again fixed on the
ground, trying to avoid pebbles, splintered Coke bottles, spilled ice
cream.

A dog started barking at me and wouldn’t stop. Dogs scared
me, and | was afraid that if I looked at him he would growl and
attack. I glanced at him, but only long enough to see that he was a
stray, reddish brown, wandering the streets, just as I was.

He stopped barking, but he was still there. I turned the
corner, hoping to shake him, but he wouldn’t leave. Neither did he
come closer. I turned this corner, and then that. He just kept a few
feet behind me. Would he follow me home?



We came to my street, and I knew he would still be there.
Quickly I walked to my house and saw that the windows were still
dark. I was safe. No one was home. No one would discover my
secret.

I knew I had to face that dog. Pretending courage, I sat on
the steps in front of the house and turned to look into his face. He
had stopped, too, and was only about fifteen feet from me: a mangy
dog, as tall as my knees, with dripping eyes.

Is this a sign?1 asked myself. Dare I question that it is? The
dog turned away from me suddenly and started traveling back the
way we had come. I stared at him as he went to the corner and
disappeared.

It’s too cold to be sitting on these steps, 1 thought as I
unlocked the front door and felt the carpet beneath my feet.
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

By this time, I suppose you have figured out that I'm Jewish. Or

am I? (Now I’'m beginning to sound like Rabbi Savananda!)

I don’t think about being Jewish; I don’t practice the Jewish
religion (in fact, I have an alternate form of spirituality); I don’t
particularly hang out with Jewish people.

Yet, when I sit down to write, what comes out often sounds
Jewish—the tone, the style, and often the main characters. I didn’t
set out to be a “Jewish writer,” and I’m not even sure that [ want to
be. Yet there it is. Or, at least, there it sometimesis.

[ feel self-conscious about this. ’'m afraid you will think you
know me, that on the basis of three stories, you will categorize and
dismiss me. I want to tell you that I am more than you think—
much more.

I want you to continue reading, so you will see other parts
of me, so you will stop and wonder who I am, not assume, judge,
and condemn me to a dusty corner of your mind.

So I invite you to be in my world a while longer. Welcome
to part II, where our struggle to control and manipulate God
becomes more intense.



PRAYER IV

Dear God,

Open my heart, and let me sing. Jump with me like a monkey. Roar
with me like the subway. Run with me like time.

God, too long have I suffocated on my own judgments. Too long
have I measured my heart by your rule. Too long have I sought

your approval, instead of your love.

I, too, am. I, too, can be. I, too, can be one with thee. I, too, can
love. 1, too, can be loved.

I, too, can create. I, too, can allow myself to be created.

Amen.



THE MAGICIAN

The magician’s image hovered round her like a reflection in a

curved mirror, grotesque and distorted.

If she could find him, she would kill him. But she could
never see him, only his reflection.

Her blue eyes peered into the hand mirror. The pudgy face
seemed unable to hold any shape; the rosy skin, buffered from her
bones by layers of fat, hung disoriented.

She smiled at her image. In repose her face could look like a
child’s or like a middle-aged woman’s. On stage it could radiate
whatever she demanded: tenderness, joy, sexuality, pain.... Her
face had no will of its own; it became only what she wanted.

What a gift, what an extraordinary gift. But how difficult he
was making it for her to use it.

She must kill the magician. But how, if she could not find
him? Only his reflection appeared to her; and, then, not even this
was whole. Most often she saw only the dark coat, sometimes as
much as the whole garment, arms extended like a black crow; other
times she glimpsed only the torso, armless, whirling round in a
circle; and then there were those times when she spotted only a
black patch, and that, only out of the corner of her eye.

“Laura,” came a soft voice from the other side of the
dressing-room door. “Laura, are you coming?”

Laura felt annoyed by the man in the brown cloak leaning
against her door, his breath seeping through the cracks into her
room. He would want to see her, to see her face. He had no idea
what it would cost her to compose it.

“Not now,” she said. “Later.”
%%



“Later,” said the mother softly, hypnotizing her baby,
Laura, with the gentle side-to-side movement of the small wooden
cradle. “Later you’ll know.”

The old mother began to hum a low-pitched tune, her long
nose and pointed chin in marked contrast to the sweet-faced baby
she had borne.

“They say,” she cried out suddenly, “they say, ‘How can an
old witch like you have such a beautiful baby? They mock my
scarred face, my thin hair.” The old woman laughed now. “How
can an old witch like me have such a beautiful baby?” she now
repeated softly. Wouldn't they like to know?

She started humming again, humming and rocking the
cradle. Her baby was beautiful, beautiful through and through.
And her baby would stay that way.

%%

“Laura,” the man in the brown cloak knocked tentatively
and whispered through the door. “Laura, are you ready now?”

“Yes, in a minute,” was the gay reply.

From his shoulders through his gut, John’s muscles relaxed.
He never knew how it would be with Laura—how long it would
take for her to come out of her dressing room, or if she would be
affectionate or scornful. This night it seemed that she was all right,
even happy.

“Where are you taking me tonight, my love?” she asked, as
the door opened and her body warmed the air near him.

“Somewhere quiet,” he said and rushed on to explain. “I
know you don’t really wish to be alone with me, but tonight, well, I
have a reason. Some idea I had. Well, not I alone, but it has come
up, an idea to help you.”

“Help me? You? What are you saying, John?”

“With the magician. I have an idea, or rather someone has
approached me.... Let’s not talk about it here. Please, Laura, let me
help you. Let’s go somewhere quiet, private, so we can talk.”

Laura laughed in a half-mocking way. “You are going to
help me with the magician, are you? The magician, who even now
hears every word you say. What are you thinking?” She shook her
head and brushed him with her shoulder as she started toward the



theater exit. “What nonsense.”

“Laura, please, let me try,” pleaded the young man,
following her to the door and out into the winter air.

“No!” she shouted with a vehemence that astounded him.
“TI won’t talk about it, not with you, not with anyone.” The young
woman’s fear penetrated his stomach like a blade. “No.”

%%

“No, I said no!” the old woman exclaimed with a horror
that would never leave her face. “No, I will never give it to you.
Who told you about the crystal? It must have been your damned
uncle. Where is that magician?” the old woman’s tone was
dangerous. “What did he tell you? Why did he tell you? Why have
you turned to him, rather than to me?” The old woman pushed her
young daughter away with unearthly strength.

“I want it, and you can’t stop me from getting it,” Laura
shouted at her mother.

“Oh, but I can,” the old woman said. “But I can.”
%

“Laura, are you ready yet?” the stage manager called into
her room, his impatience mounting. “The people are waiting.
They’ve been waiting for hours. You simply can’t keep doing this.”

Laura bit her knuckles. “Damn you, Uncle,” she cried in her
guts. “Let me out of this room.” She glanced in the mirror over her
dresser and saw the black crow, the magician’s black coat. Then the
image was gone. “I know it’s you, and I know why you’re doing
this. But it can’t change anything. It can’t. Damn you, Uncle, I'm
not fourteen anymore, a child for you to play with.”

%%

“Laura,” her mother pleaded, exhausted. “Please listen to
me. You are only fourteen, just a child, a child for him to play with.
How little you understand, and how much you will have to regret.
Don’t take what he offers, and don’t ask me for more. If you follow
his way, you will pay for eternity.”

Stunned by her mother’s tone, Laura became quiet herself,
and fear replaced her anger and demands.

“It’s too late, Mother. I have already made the bargain.”



The evening was quiet. Laura, her hair rank like a wet mop,
lay rigid on her bed. She had been a success that night: her voice
had the power of darkness; her face, the sweetness of light. At first
the audience had been angry, angry because of the wait that was
beginning to become her trademark. But, then, with the first sound
of her song, they were transfixed. How could they even remember
their anger, once they could smell her body and feel her radiance?

It had cost her, as it had been costing her for months now.
It took more energy to create the illusions, and it was beyond her
strength to move when he tried to prevent her. It was the magician.
He was trying to paralyze, to destroy her.

“You can’t have me, Uncle,” she cried out within her. “Even
if you kill me.”

The air moved around her angrily.

“I know you are here,” she continued in defiance. “And I
know how you can drain me. But you can’t have me; you’ll never
have me as you once did. You turned me against my mother. You
turned me against myself. Never again can I love or respect you.
You sealed your own fate and mine as well.”

Laura was silent again, her thoughts embedded in her
bitterness.

“You always try to make me responsible, don’t you, Laura?”
A man’s voice seemed to surround her, a voice she was too weak to
deflect.

“Can you blame me?” she snapped. “You were always after
me about that crystal. You kept telling me of a power even greater
than your own, if I had but the courage to grab it. You showed me
pictures of my mother, as she once was, of her beauty and gifts far
more penetrating than mine. You told me how much greater I
could be if we could combine her powers with yours. You
instigated me, and you destroyed me and her.”

“Such drama, my dear,” came the whiny voice. “And such
ingratitude. After all, I was right, wasn’t I? If you wouldn’t fight me,



the farthest galaxies would be asking you to perform.”

“Perform for what? To give you even more power over
me?” Laura smelled her own sweat and felt sick. She hated his voice
violating her in this way, but she was too weak, too weak to resist.

“Give up struggling, Laura, you’ve lost it all,” the magician
laughed. “As long as you live, you’ll never be free of me. And if you
die, you’ll rot in hell.”

“Laura,” came a soft voice at the door. “Laura, let me in,
please. Let me talk to you. Let me help you.”

“For heaven’s sake, John, help me by leaving me alone,” her
voice was weary.

“But, Laura, I know a way, a way to free you.”

“Free me?” she laughed, feeling as though there were a knife
at the base of her lungs.

“Just let me talk to you. Can’t I come in?”

“No,” she said quickly. “Don’t come in. 'm not able....
Talk to me through the door, if you must.”

“I have been approached again, Laura, approached by that
man, no, more than a man, a great warlock.”

“Oh, don’t be naive, John. What good can this do? Uncle
can hear every word you say.”

“It doesn’t matter what he hears, Laura. This magician has
far more power than your uncle.”

Laura lifted her head slightly. Was there a chance?

“Come in the door, then, but keep the room dark. I can’t
have you see me now.”

The young man obeyed, quietly entering, placing himself
far away, timid, respectful, hoping finally to please his beloved.

“What sort of a magician is this man?” Laura asked.

“A man of wisdom and power. A man acquainted with the
world and its ways. A man not bound by our rules.”

“And what have you promised him for his help?” she asked
scornfully, fully aware of the prices she had paid.

“He has asked for nothing.”

“Don’t lie,” Laura said testily. “No magician will help for
nothing. Either you or I must pay. Now what is the price? That I
now sing his song rather than Uncle’s? Please,” she shook her head.



“Why trade a weaker master for a stronger one?”

“But there is no price, Laura.”

“Then you are deceived, dear John, he is not a magician. Go
away; the man is powerless.”

“All right, then, my life is the price,” the young man said
with anguish. “But what is my life compared to your eternal
entrapment?”

“Oh, John, dear John. You don’t know what you're saying.
You are not giving up your life for my freedom. You are giving up
your freedom as well. What kind of death do you think he would
grant you? A death that would move you from pain to bliss, or even
oblivion? You would be trading my entrapment for yours, my
friend, and even I wonder if that price is not too high.”

“Just meet with him, Laura. He has the power to shut your
uncle’s ears. Let him tell you of his plan. Meet him tonight.”
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“Meet her tonight. Confront her,” the uncle said, nuzzling
his face into her breast.

“But how can I? What can I say?” the young girl asked. “She
knows someone has told me about her past, and she already
suspects you. What will her next questions be? You promised me,
Uncle, you promised me that she would never know about us.”

“Don’t be distressed, my child,” the magician said, his
smooth hand caressing her other breast. “Don’t think I am the only
one who remembers your mother as she once was—beautiful,
radiant, gifted beyond your imagination. Everyone wondered what
happened to her, why she chose that hideous face and fate when
you were born.”

“I don’t know. I think she’ll be suspicious,” said the young
girl warily, already showing that her new knowledge had brought
her some cunning. “My mother has already noticed changes in me,
and she suspects ’'m getting some power from you. She’s changing
toward me. She never admires my beauty anymore; she never revels
in my talent, in my singing; she never speaks of my future.”

Laura sat up in the bed and looked directly at her uncle.
“Tell me, Uncle, why is my mother as hideous as she is? If I go on
with you, if I get the crystal, will that happen to me, too?”



“Nonsense, child,” the old man comforted the frightened
girl. “Power and ugliness do not walk hand in hand. Look how
much more beautiful you are now than you were, and I have just
begun to share with you what I have. And look at me. Is my face
pockmarked and scarred? Do I have a pointy old nose? Of course
not. I don’t know why she gave up her powers and her magic.
Nobody knows. But that’s when her humiliation began, not before.

“If you want what she once had, demand it. Ask her why
she has stolen your birthright. Ask her where she has hidden the
crystal. And demand that she show you how to become its master.”

“Are you sure it will make me strong, Uncle? I don’t want
to lose my mother’s love. I don’t want to feel more alone. Yet I
could risk it all, if the crystal will bring me to my destiny.”

“It will. It will make you stronger than a thousand
horsemen, more beloved than the heavens, your voice more
captivating than love.... This was your mother before you were
born, my child, and this could be you.”
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“Is this the place where we are to meet?” asked Laura,
shivering in her gauze dress, despite the warm summer air.

“No, a bit farther into the forest,” John said, touching her

elbow.

“Then this is far enough,” she said, turning to John
suddenly.

“What do you mean, ‘far enough’? Am I not to meet him
with you?”

“No. I don’t want to be responsible for another death. Go
away. I'll meet with him alone. Anyway, it will be better for me. He
and I will speak more freely.”

The man in the brown cloak took Laura’s hands. “I'm
afraid for you, Laura. I don’t feel right about leaving you.”

“Don’t be a child, John. I am not without protection, much
more than you can offer. Just go; let me do this myself.”

Laura moved quickly away. John tried to follow but
couldn’t. Frustrated and afraid, John pressed against the invisible
force.

“Don’t force me to abandon you, Laura,” the young man



pleaded. “Don’t force me to abandon you.”
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“Don’t force me to abandon you, my child,” the old mother
cried as her daughter approached her menacingly.

“What do you mean, ‘abandon me,” Mother? Up till now,
you have abandoned me, abandoned me to a life of isolation and
ridicule. Up till now, you have given me nothing—no standing in
life, no friends, no excitement, no secret gifts—nothing that should
be mine. And you threaten to abandon me now? Only Uncle has
cared for me, for my rightful place in the world. Only he seems to
care what I want.” The girl was hysterical, and her mother’s fear
inflamed her own.

“You don’t understand, Laura. You don’t understand what
my sacrifice has meant.”

“Sacrifice? How can you talk to me of sacrifice? You have
stolen my birthright, hidden me away, cut me off from society,
made us the object of whispers and scorn. You are depriving me of
my future. Only Uncle cares, only he has given me anything worth
having.”

“Your uncle, your uncle,” the old witch almost spit out.
“He has given nothing and taken everything. I gave you life. I gave
you a chance to own your own beauty and your own gifts. I have
protected you, don’t you see that? Protected you from everything
but him. I should have killed him when he entered our doors six
months ago.”

“I don’t understand you, and I can’t wait any longer. Give
me the crystal. It is my right!”

“Your right? Your right to pain, to be owned by forces
beyond your imagination. Listen to me, Laura, when you were
born, I swore to give it up—the position and the power—so that
you would have a chance for a different kind of life. I swore I would
never use that power again, or else I would forfeit my life. If you
use your uncle’s power against me, you force me to use my own.”

Laura was no longer listening. A knife was in her hand.
Where had it come from? Why was she holding it? She looked at
her mother, lying in her bed, waiting for her daughter to act, to
do—what? Did her mother know what she was going to do before



she sensed her own purpose and destiny?

“What is happening to me?” Laura cried.

Laura approached her mother quickly. “Where is the
crystal?” she asked, huskily, gazing down at her mother, still lying
in her bed. “Give it to me, or I'll use this.”

The daughter trembled as she gazed down into her mother’s
face. A power greater than her own seemed to move her through
time and space, a power that had entered her body through her
uncle’s touch.

“The crystal,” she demanded. “Give it to me.”

“The crystal?” the old hag seemed to mock her. “I have
crushed it with my mind.”

Laura glanced wildly around the room. Fragments of crystal
seemed to shower upon her.

“Stop!” she screamed. “Why are you denying me? What are
you forcing me to do?”

As though propelled by a giant force, Laura’s arm crashed
down on the limp body of her mother, now a mass of wrinkles and
stringy hair. “Stop it! Stop it!” she screamed, out of control.

“I will protect you into eternity,” the mother’s voice seemed
projected from above. “You will be his in this life. That I cannot
prevent. But you’ll never have the crystal and entry into more
powerful places. And from your death into the millennium, you
will be mine.”

“Mother,” shrieked the frightened girl, waving her bloodied
knife before her face. “Mother!”

“With my last words,” her mother’s voice was almost
inaudible, “I seal your fate, and you will one day be returned to a
state of innocence.”
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Laura stepped carefully through the woods. Instinctively
she knew where she was going: a tree marked with the blood of a
wolf.

Finding it, she leaned against the powerful trunk and
listened to the night sounds. She feared many things: her uncle, the
more powerful magician. Yet she couldn’t care. Weary from
struggling against her uncle, drained by her illicit use of power,



haunted by memories, she was once again willing to risk
everything.

A cooing sound came. That was the signal, she was sure.
Her heart hurt with a sharp pain. Her legs moved her quickly, at a
tempo designed to outrun her panic. The cooing came from here,
from there.

“Where are you, master magician, where are you? Make
yourself seen!”

Laura began to move even faster, sometimes tripping, but
following the sound.

“Reveal yourself, mighty magician.” she cried, now running
madly. “Come to me tonight!”

A scream filled the forest night. It was Laura’s. The
magician had revealed himself in the darkness, had revealed
himself in form: a mighty tree, which suddenly appeared, a mighty
tree, now with a slender body crumpled at its base, the body of a
supplicant crushed by the power of its collision with its savior.

“You always were greedy, my child,” the magician laughed.
“Only greed could have rendered you such a fool.”

The uncle grinned at his final victory over Laura’s mother.

Her resistance and independence had annoyed him, and her scorn
had needed to be defeated.
%

Thick mist covered the forest floor, as a little girl enjoyed
the dawn, picking flowers.

At the base of a tree, the child saw a figure draped in gauze.
A woman, she thought, judging by the dress.

Pulling back the gauze headdress, the child screamed in
fright: a monstrous animal, dead, in a gauze gown. Convulsed with
fear, the child ached to scream but could not.

“Don’t be afraid,” a mother’s voice was heard in the mist.
“This is not a monster, but a sweet young girl in a state of
innocence.”

The child felt immediately calmed. She saw no monster, her
perceptions transformed by the mother’s presence. Instead, she
began to hum a soft tune and rock the body in her arms. After a
time, she gently stroked the monster’s face; then, out of respect, she



covered the head once again with gauze.

The child sat with the monster for many hours, lending it
her strength and her caring. She was its witness, its minister, and its
lover, as it slowly—mind, body, and spirit—dissolved into the
mist, leaving only a gauze gown lying on the grass.



PRAYER YV

Dear God,

Morning comes to those who greet it. Let me be among them.
Night brings rest to those who fear not to close their eyes. I fear.
Holding my head in my hands, I gaze upon the stars. A carriage
passes under my window. Who comes at this time of night? I hope

it is my father.

I walk down the stairs and stand at the door, but the carriage has
already passed. Don’t let my dreams pass with it.

Amen.



THE OLD WOMAN
AND THE SEER

Long ago, there lived a warlord who governed a rich province in

northern China. One day the warlord’s guards brought to him an
old woman, who bore across her shoulders a yoke from which
hung two water pails.

“What do we have here?” asked the warlord, his
multicolored silk robe in dazzling contrast to her drab peasant
dress.

“My lord, this woman was caught among the chickens,
trying to steal their food,” said one of the guards, who stood
proudly beside his captive.

“Oh?” bellowed the great lord, twisting his mustache. “Do
you dare to steal from me, knowing that such theft is punishable by
death?”

The old woman sagged before the warlord’s gaze. With
head bowed, she tried to gesture with her hands, but could speak
no words in her defense.

As the lord was about to order her execution, a young
woman hurried into the great hall.

“What is it, Winter Lily? What can be the matter that brings
you into my hall when I sit in council?”

“My lord,” said the woman, who had recently become one
of the great lord’s wives, “I have an urgent favor to ask of you.
Please show your mercy and spare the old woman. Though you
surely have the right to kill her, spare her this once, for she is my
mother.”

The lord considered for a moment his young wife’s plea.
She was a good girl; meek, willing to please. He had paid very little



for her—her father had been grateful that her future had been
assured—and he was inclined to demonstrate his magnanimity.

“Very well, little wife, your wish is granted. I shall not have
her killed. Guards, take the old woman away until I decide her
fate.”

Winter Lily and her mother both expressed their
appreciation, and the great lord dismissed the assemblage.

As the lord rested on his chair, a fat young child entered the
room, laughing and screeching.

“Ah, my little snow pea,” said the man, extending his arms
to his youngest son. “Come sit with me and have some sweets.”
With that, the child ran to his father and climbed into his lap.

The swish of a robe attracted the great lord’s attention to
the entrance of a slender elderly man in a robe of crimson.

“My lord, may I speak?” asked the sage.

“What is it, Magician?” said the lord gruffly. “Can’t you see
that ’'m busy?”

“Yes, my lord, forgive the disturbance, but I have a very
grave matter to advise you of.”

“Well, what is it?” asked the lord with annoyance. “And
speak quickly.”

“My lord,” said the sage. “Because of your great heart and
infinite mercy, you have made a dire error. The woman you have
spared today will bring about your death. This I have seen.”

“This you have seen,” mocked the great lord. “Do you
expect me to alter my course and humiliate myself before all my
subjects? Do you wish me to disappoint my new wife? Do you want
me to tremble before the power of an old woman and make myself
the object of everyone’s scorn?

“Magician, you have been wrong too many times. Be gone
before I become angry.”

With that the seer left.

That night the great lord had a terrifying dream. In the
morning he called for the sage.

“Magician, come before me! Last night I had a terrible
dream. I was in my room, and all was dark because it was night.
Suddenly the floor became covered with blood, and soon the blood



began to fill the whole chamber. I would soon drown. I dipped my
finger in the blood and started to write words on the wall, but
because of the darkness, I could not read the words I wrote. Tell
me, Magician,” said the great lord uneasily, “what is the meaning of
this dream?”

The sage thought for a moment and then spoke plainly.
“The dream means that you will drown, great lord! It is that old
woman; she is the cause. Listen to me and you will be saved.”

The lord became furious with the seer. Never would he
admit to fearing an old woman (though he made a mental note to
double her guard).

“What foolishness you talk, Magician. You are trying to
unnerve me and gain power over me. You have put your fingers
into too many pots, and I will end your meddling. Guards!” he
bellowed. “Take this vermin away and cut off his fingers. Blood,
you shall see blood, and the meaning of my dream....”

With his order, the deed was done.

That night the lord had another dreadful dream: that he lay
in his bed in the night and that hundreds of tongues circled his
head, wagging at him derisively.

In the morning he called for the seer.

“Magician, come here. I have had a dreadful dream, and I
want to know the meaning of it. I have dreamed that I lay alone in
my room and that hundreds of tongues wagged at me. Tell me
now. What does this mean?”

The seer perceived that the great lord had become
extremely frightened. Once again he gave his master a warning.

“My lord, those wagging tongues are rejoicing after your
death. It is the old woman, my lord. Heed my words and kill her
now.”

The great lord’s anger reflected his mounting fear.

“You expect a proud warrior to tremble before an old
woman? Magician, you have been wrong one too many times. You
have wagged your own tongue once too often. Guards, come! Take
him away, and cut out his tongue.”

Heedless of the seer’s pleas, the guards took the old man
away, and the deed was done.



That night the great lord had another dream: that his room
was filled with eyeballs that stared at him from all directions. By
this time, the lord was afraid as he had never been afraid before.

“Magician,” he called. “Stand before me now and tell me
the meaning of my dream!”

The seer was brought before the lord, and he heard the
dream, but he could not speak, because the lord had cut out his
tongue, and he could not write, because the lord had cut off his
fingers.

“Put the pen between his toes,” demanded the ruler in a
rage. “I will not be made a fool of!”

With that, the sage was helped to the floor, and a quill was
put between his toes.

The man thought well before he wrote. Were he to bear
more ominous news, perhaps he would lose his eyes.

“My lord,” wrote the seer with trembling toes. “These are
the eyes of the multitude who admire you in your greatest
procession.” With that the sage dropped the pen and awaited the
lord’s reply.

“Magician!” screamed the enraged lord. “You lie. You know
of some evil portent, but you will not warn me. Guards, take him
away, and chop off his head!”

With that, the magician was taken away and never seen
again.

Now it came to pass that evening that the lord had dinner
with his young wife, Winter Lily, and she took the moment to pour
a powerful sleeping potion into his tea. As they retired to his room,
he fell fast asleep, and the great house was silent.

Winter Lily was not by nature a violent girl, but her
husband frightened her, and she was concerned for her mother’s
life. So, in the darkness of his chamber, she opened the sleeping
man’s mouth and poured water down his throat until he drowned.
When the deed was done, she ran from his room and hid in the
courtyard, fearing the worst for herself and her mother.

In the morning the great lord’s body was found by the
guards. When his death was announced, a great sound of rejoicing
filled the palace, the street, and the whole province. The girl’s name



was praised, and from every corner came the sounds of people in
celebration.

Soon there was arranged a tremendous procession, replete
with dancers and acrobats, and people joined from near and far.
And masses of folk came and gazed upon the procession with
admiration, as the great lord was taken to his funeral pyre and
released from this earth.



PRAYER VI

Dear God,

I see the mirror, and my image confronts me. I am you, God, and
you are my abuser. I am you, God, and you are my abused.

God, lover and molester, I acknowledge myself in you, my male
and my female, my abuser and my abused.

God, take my hand, and lead me down the path of wonder. Help
me own my parts and my creations.

God, I am here and take my place among your creatures. I,
weightless, heavy, solitary, enmeshed, joined, and alone.

God,

Bless me in my wholeness.

Bless me in my fragmentation.

Bless me in my loneliness and in my faith.

Amen.



Dedicated fo all women who hope their children will be
exceptional.

THE EXCEPTIONAL CHILD

One day in Queens Village, a daughter was born to Abe and

Miriam Goldstein. From the moment of her daughter’s birth,
Miriam was sure that this was an exceptional child.

Even while pregnant, Miriam had begun to hope. That was
because of the gypsy.

“Normally I would not have dreamed of consulting such a
woman,” Miriam explained to Abe just after the child was born
(she had been embarrassed to tell him before). “But that day, when
I was out shopping, I saw a fortune-teller’s sign on the street, and
something compelled me to go into the house.

“l asked her to read my palm—something I wouldn’t
ordinarily have done (that’s exceptional in itself, don’t you
think?)—and Abe, all of a sudden, she looked straight into my eyes
and said, ‘Are you ready for some portentous news?’

“Of course, I got a little scared, although I didn’t really
believe her, and I said, ‘What news? And then this gypsy woman
leaned very close to me and in a dark voice she said, ‘You will have
an exceptional child.’

“An exceptional child? I wanted to know what she meant,
but she wouldn’t say any more. I got a little upset, and maybe a
little excited about the whole thing, and I tried to forget about it.
And actually I did, at least I pretty much did, until today.”

It was no wonder that Miriam’s mind flashed back to the
gypsy’s words the day of her daughter’s birth. It was no wonder,
because in her arms lay a child, an exceptional child, perhaps even
more than exceptional. In her arms lay a child born with a full head
of thick red hair.

Now, to you this might not seem so exceptional. Aren’t
thousands, perhaps millions of children, born with red hair every
year? Yes, but not into the Goldstein family. Miriam had brown



curly hair interspersed with a few strands of gray (she was not a
young woman, having married late and already borne four sons).
And Abe was even darker, with olive skin and straight black hair.
As far back as they knew, all the relatives had brown, black, or
occasionally, dirty blond hair, but never, never had a redhead been
born to either side of the family.

But this was not all that made the child exceptional. There
was another sign, even more dramatic: a strange birthmark—a six-
pointed star, the Star of David—prominently positioned on the
young girl’s forehead, right between her eyes.

Miriam had already understood the meaning of these
wonders, even before Abe came to visit her and the child. As you
can imagine, she was both excited and nervous as she pondered on
how to explain it all to her husband. As soon as he had seated
himself next to her on the hospital bed, she plunged in.

“Look, Abe,” she said, lifting the girl toward him. “We have
been blessed with an exceptional child.”Abe seemed stunned by the
sight of the redheaded baby girl.

“What can this mean?” he asked, his voice so alarmed that
suddenly Miriam feared that he might suspect her of some
transgression.

“Abe, no, you don’t think I, no....” And quickly she
recounted the story of the gypsy, of what she had said and of what
she had prophesied. And nervously she began to hint at something
greater still.

Abe began to feel uncomfortable with his wife’s
innuendoes. “Okay, Miriam,” he said, a bit disparagingly, “perhaps
she is an unusual child, perhaps even exceptional. But you’re not
suggesting...?”

Miriam nodded her head. “That’s exactly what I am
suggesting.” And quickly, before she lost the courage to do so, she
whispered to him, “It’s a miracle child. It must be the Messiah.”

“The Messiah?” Abe was aghast at this thought. It seemed
almost sacrilegious...a female messiah, a redhead, their child?
...Miriam must have lost her mind.

“What else could it be?” Miriam demanded. “Is there any
other explanation for the red hair and the birthmark? Could this



child have been conceived in the normal way? Well, could she?

“And anyway,” she continued with a little smirk, “it’s
almost a miracle that I got pregnant at all. At my age, indeed, to be
a new mother.”

With this logic, Abe could not argue, and in the end he had
to agree.

“What shall we do?” he asked his wife almost reverently,
because, after all, hadn’t she given birth to the miracle child?
“Should we announce this news to the rabbi?” (They had not been
in a synagogue since their son David’s bar mitzvah two years
before.) “Should we call the newspapers? What should we do?”

Miriam shook her head. “Our way is clear. We should keep
the birth of this child a secret for as long as we can. We’ve got to
take care of her and protect her, God only knows how. And we’ve
got to educate her, prepare her for the tasks she will be called on to
perform. Oh God, Abe, I don’t know—but we’ll get signs and that
sort of thing.”

By this time, Miriam was beside herself with excitement.
Her family had always discounted her, because she was a bit
homely and had married late. No one had ever paid much
attention to her, except for Abe—at least not until now.

“And when it is her time to reveal herself,” Miriam
continued, warming to the topic, “and I assume that a messiah
would do that sort of thing, don’t you? Well, then, she will receive a
sign from God, don’t you think?”

“How should I know?” shrugged Abe, being inexperienced
in the raising of messiahs. “I suppose she will be able to perform
miracles and that sort of thing. I suppose she will be able to prove
who she is. Oh, God, this is nuts!”

The astonished couple discussed and discussed, and then
finally acknowledged that the truth was the truth, and the truth had
to be faced.

“Hers will not be an easy life,” Abe commented
prophetically. And the couple embraced, now bound together not
only by almost twenty years of marriage and four sons, but also by
the birth and secret of their miracle child.

Now, Abe and Miriam had never been particularly



religious, not as far as formal religion was concerned, but both had
always had a strong belief in God. So, when confronted with their
appointment as guardians of God’s special child, they were willing
to do whatever seemed necessary for this awesome task, whatever
the consequences. So, when they brought the child home, they
treated her with the utmost care and swore to protect her.

But their task proved more difficult than they anticipated.
The first problem was their sons. The oldest, David, was not much
of an obstacle, but neither was he a help. Being a fifteen-year-old
boy, he interested himself mostly in baseball and girls. He spent
little time around the house and relieved little of the burden. They
explained that his sister was very exceptional, and so he didn’t
bother her, but he didn’t protect her either. This all changed on his
eighteenth birthday, when the Goldsteins decided to tell him the
truth. From this time forward, David devoted his life to his sister.

While David pretty much ignored the child in her first few
years of life, the three younger sons reacted differently. Still of the
age where they craved almost constant attention, and accustomed
as they were to being doted upon by their devoted parents, they
resented the total reversal in their fortunes. The new baby was
given the most extraordinary attention, and the boys were furious.
They tried to beat up the miracle child, when their mother wasn’t
looking, and they even dropped frogs into her crib.

Abe and Miriam began to fear the child would be harmed.
And that would mean disaster, not only for their red-haired child,
but for their sons as well. (Who knows how the Almighty would
react to an assault on her?)

So, to protect both the baby and their boys, the Goldsteins
locked the little girl in her room and watched her day and night.
The other children were not permitted to enter the room without
supervision, and even other adults were watched. Quickly people
sensed they were not welcome, and visits were rare.

Then there was the gossip, and lots of it. Everyone knew
Miriam had to have had an affair.

“How do you suppose Abe and Miriam had a redheaded
child?” commented the neighbors, eager for the chance to show
how worldly wise they were. “How could they humiliate the family



like this?” was the judgment of relatives, anxious to distance
themselves from the offending pair.

With all the gossip, Abe and Miriam became even more
withdrawn and protective of their daughter. Their sons began to
suffer verbal abuse at school and on the block, and business at the
couple’s candy store started to suffer. In desperation, they turned
to the local rabbi for advice. It was Abe who spoke.

“Rabbi, we have been given a gift from God, a very
exceptional child, even, may I say, a miracle. This child could not
have been born simply from our flesh. Regard, not just the red hair,
but—" (and he lifted the child from the basket in which they had
tenderly carried her) “this birthmark, the sign of God on her very
forehead.” The rabbi, who was very nearsighted and had just eaten
garlic, bent low over the child and breathed into her face, making
her cry. Miriam looked disapprovingly at Abe.

“Well,” the rabbi commented, “I see a little mark on her
forehead, and I see the hair, but frankly,” at this point he sat back
up and winked, “I see more hanky-panky than miracle around
here. And if you are suggesting that the Messiah for whom we have
waited for thousands of years is a little redheaded girl, I think
you’re crazy, messhugeh. And let me add to you, Abe, as a friend as
well as a rabbi, I think you should question your wife a little more
carefully.”

And again he winked, whereupon Abe covered the basket,
shook his head, placed his arm around his exhausted wife, and
asked to be excused, because there was nothing more to say. God
himself would deal with that old windbag.

And so it came to pass that Abe, Miriam, the four boys, and
the miracle child moved away from the neighborhood where the
Goldsteins had lived for so many years. “I can’t stand it anymore,”
Miriam had said. “The gossip, the looks; this is no atmosphere to
raise our daughter. We’ll have to sell everything and move to a
place where nobody knows us, where nobody will think it so
strange to have a redheaded daughter, where we can live in peace
and nurture our daughter until she is ready to announce herself to
the world.”

Miriam was right. With all the gossip and maliciousness,



business had been off and continued to go down. And so Abe and
Miriam sold everything they owned—their modest home, their
candy store. And they sold cheap, because everyone knew of their
desperate situation.

Through some distant relative they heard of a small town
near Cleveland, Ohio, where they were able to buy a little grocery
store. And gathering up the pitiful proceeds of their liquidation,
they fled from the gossip and the pain and made their way west.

The trip was stressful for them all. The Goldsteins were
tense about their daughter, fearing the travel would injure her (it
didn’t). They were also sad to leave everything they had known in
life. For the boys, the move meant the loss of their friends and the
city way of life. Their only consolation was that, perhaps, in this
new town, people wouldn’t find out just how weird their parents
had become.

“Shit,” commented Sam, the twelve-year-old, when his
parents were out of earshot. “Why did this have to happen to us?
Mom and Dad have gone nuts. And it’s all because of that little
brat.” And he and his brother Martin would probably have
strangled the little girl had Abe and Miriam not watched her every
moment during the trip.

Once in the town of Burton, Ohio, things settled down into
a routine. They bought a big, old wooden house and gave the
prime room to their daughter. The four boys were divided between
two smaller bedrooms, and the Goldsteins moved into a tiny space,
whose only advantage was that it lay between the nursery and their
sons. The grocery store stocked and organized, Abe and Miriam
alternated between running the store and guarding their daughter.
The boys settled down to going to school and throwing knives with
their new pals; for, despite the difference in their backgrounds, the
boys managed to make new friends.

One big advantage of moving into the country was that the
area was deemed safe enough for the redheaded child to be let out
to play. The Goldsteins now had a big yard, and she could be
outside in the fresh air, as long as she was under the scrutiny of one
of her parents.

And, yes, she was, indeed, turning into an exceptional child.



Except for her occasional temper tantrums, she was very much like
an adult in her demeanor. She was exceptionally tall for her age and
spoke little, except when she addressed her doll, Betty, who was her
constant companion.

The Goldsteins’ material fortunes hardly prospered. The
store wasn’t popular and neither were they. Partly from their own
choice (one of them had to be with the child at all times) and partly
because the neighbors thought Jews strange—and there was
nothing about the Goldsteins’ behavior to counter this opinion—
the couple stayed pretty much to themselves. Their only
consolation, aside from the knowledge that they were doing God’s
will, was that their oldest son David, who had been let in on the
secret when he was eighteen, had come to share his parents’
concern. He had stopped going out with boys from school, and,
when he graduated from high school, he abandoned thoughts of
college, took a job in a gas station to help keep the family going,
and spent his free time guarding his little sister, with whom he
hardly dared to speak.

When the child reached the age of five, the rhythm of their
lives changed. The crisis was school. How were they to give this
child an education?

David, who traveled more widely in the world than did his
parents, located a small private school in Cleveland. It was a kind of
experimental school, where, he felt, she would be spared some of
the regimentation and incompetence that she would certainly have
encountered in the local schoolhouse.

The child’s school then became the focus of the family’s life:
someone to drive her back and forth, all their funds to pay for
tuition. The dent in the already slim family budget was felt
immediately by them. “Just because of her, we can’t get nothing
around here,” remarked Martin, who was now thirteen. “When do
I get a new pair of jeans? What about a new bike? Nobody gives a
shit what I want.” Miriam tried to explain as best she could, but she
suffered bitterly. There was, after all, nothing she could do or say.
She watched her three younger sons get increasingly wild and
alienated from their home. But her hands were tied.

School was also a difficult adjustment for the little girl.



Never having been with children her age, and never having played
with girls at all, she felt ill at ease; frequently she came home crying,
because the other children taunted her. At these moments, Miriam
felt she had to speak.

“My darling daughter. You are too young to understand,
but there is a reason that yours is not an easy life. You are special,
very special. And someday these other children will look at you
with wonder and wish they had been your friends. They hate you
only because you are better. Now dry your eyes and think how
beautiful your future will be.”

Somehow the child began to understand. She seemed to
sense that her mother was right, that she would have an important
destiny. She began to spend more and more time sitting still,
thinking, no longer playing with her doll, Betty, no longer singing
to herself, as she used to in her room.

Even at school, her mind seemed detached from her
surroundings, and quickly her teachers began to notice something
exceptional about her. Was she a genius? A moron? The teachers
wondered and discussed the case among themselves. Eventually
they decided to approach the child’s parents, so a kindly, middle-
aged teacher, Miss Winter, was chosen for the task.

The Goldsteins were in a quandary. What should they say?
The teacher before them seemed concerned for their daughter,
even respectful. She reported that their daughter seemed strange,
yet exceptionally thoughtful. What was the child’s history? How
should she be approached?

Miriam knew a decision had to be made. “May I speak to
my husband alone?” she said, as she and Abe excused themselves
and left Miss Winter at the kitchen table drinking tea.

“Abe,” Miriam said, clutching her husband’s arm, “Maybe
this is help from God. Maybe we have found someone to confide
in, to help us care for our daughter.” Through this type of
reasoning and after some brief discussion, the couple decided to
turn to the kind Miss Winter for help.

When Miriam and Abe had finished recounting their story,
Miss Winter looked stunned and confused. “I don’t know what to
say,” she admitted. “Of course, to me, a red-haired girl is nothing



exceptional. But I understand what you’re saying. A common
duckling born into a family of geese is a miracle, too.

“And, naturally, I've noticed that birthmark: very, very
unusual. And I've also been aware of your child’s exceptional
character. But really. Well, this is a bit of a shock, and I don’t know
what to think. But I can’t say for sure that it is not true.”

Abe and Miriam smiled at each other. They had not been
wrong in confiding in this teacher. She was at least considering the
question. And, after some further discussion, Miss Winter even
seemed to be believing.

“What an honor it would be, of course, if it were true, to be
one of the child’s teachers, if I could call myself her teacher,” Miss
Winter was saying. “Of course, I am a Christian, and I would say
that I have always been a religious woman, and I have prayed for
the Second Coming. Haven’t we all? But I never dreamed that the
child would be right here in Burton, Ohio, and I never expected a
girl.... And Jewish. But I suppose that shouldn’t be so surprising.
Well, of course, God works in mysterious ways....”

And so the conversation went, so that by the time Miss
Winter had finished her tea, she was convinced and ready to
dedicate herself to the protection and nurturing of the exceptional
child.

“I would like your permission,” she said with dignity, “to
share this news with some of the other teachers—not all, of course,
but a select few, those who would be able and willing, no, more
than willing, to help, to further your child’s development. And I
assure you that I will be very discreet, indeed.”

Abe and Miriam agreed at once, and that is how it was that
a few people in the surrounding area came to know about the
miracle child.

Now under the tutelage of some very devoted teachers, the
child received her education about the world. She was taught the
history of religion in depth. (Wouldn’t she need to understand the
masses all over the world in order to help convert them?) And she
was given the freedom to pick and choose among other subjects, so
that she had time, too, for meditation and deep thought.

And the child herself became more and more exceptional,



more and more introspective, silent and amazed at herself and her
destiny. And she began to spend more and more hours listening for
God’s voice, because, although no one told her in so many words,
she began to understand from their attitude just who she was.

And so the years passed pleasantly and quietly. She went to
school, had private lessons, and came home. Now that she was
getting older and needing less protection, she began to eat at the
table with the rest of the family, so she felt less alone. And there was
always David, the very protective David, who kept her company,
though he said few words.

The younger boys, whose anger made them difficult to be
with, were hardly home anymore, because they were either in the
streets with their friends or in and out of institutions for juvenile
offenders.

And so it went, with the teachers confiding in each other
one by one, and with them confiding in their families and best
friends, and with the best friends confiding in their best friends.
And in this way, as God must have intended, without lifting a
finger, the miracle child was becoming known among the good
people of Ohio. And slowly the news began to spread from one
town to another, not only in the Midwest, but as far away as Japan,
and stories were being told of things that she was reported to have
said and done.

And the child, who was now an adolescent, was receiving
letters from all over the world—Iletters blessing her, letters
requesting that she pray for Marjorie Kornreich’s sick daughter, or
Mabel Henderson’s dying father. And Miriam’s Aunt Rose sent a
letter saying she always knew the child was special. And clergymen
across the country were talking about the miracle child and taking
sides one way or another—although little was actually seen or
heard from her, because she spoke to no one outside her small
circle, and she saw few of the letters, because her parents reasoned
she was not yet ready for a public life.

But donations were accepted, which enabled the Goldsteins
to move into a better house, more suitable for the miracle child.
And they were able to sell the failing business, so that now they and
David could begin to rest a little easier as they carried out their



awesome responsibility for God.

Then, one day, the child, who was now a beautiful teenager,
six feet in height (her parents were only five-foot-two), approached
Abe and Miriam, with her usual solemn demeanor, and she spoke
directly to them.

“I have received a message from God,” she said. “In exactly
three months, on my fifteenth birthday, I will speak to the world.”
With this, she returned to her room, where she continued to
meditate and commune with God, though about these
conversations nothing specific is known.

Having been given the word they had waited fifteen years to
hear, Abe and Miriam started using the contacts that had been
developing through no effort of their own. And through some
devotée who lived all the way in Los Angeles, an interview was
arranged on the Ronny Larson Show;, the biggest nighttime talk
show in the nation.

The child would appear and be interviewed briefly. Most
important, she was to announce her message to the world,
whatever that message might be. For, as close as they were to their
child, neither Abe nor Miriam would have thought to ask her to
give them the message before she delivered it to the rest of
humanity.

The Goldstein home and the homes of the devoted teachers
were full of excitement, phones ringing, letters arriving,
expectations high. And while the child was sheltered from all
distractions, Abe, Miriam, and David, along with a few others,
prepared for the trip.

Yet, despite their protection, the child did not look well.
She was pale, and she showed circles under her eyes and chewed
her nails. When questioned gently, she said the trouble was nothing
she could share, and she would return to her room and to the
voices and visions that by then had become her only true
companions.

Finally the day of the show approached. The child and her
disciples, as they began to think of themselves, were flown to Los
Angeles and housed in a fully equipped high-rise apartment



vacated for them by one of the child’s admirers. Never had the
family known such luxury!

On the evening itself, they were ushered into makeup
rooms and waiting rooms, and questioned and pre-interviewed.
The family protected the child as much as possible. No, she would
not answer any questions now. No, they could not darken with
makeup the Star of David between her eyes. No, she would not
grant any private audiences.

Despite the family’s efforts, the child seemed shaken by the
strange environment. Did she still want to go through with the
show? She did.

As the moment approached, Abe and Miriam sat holding
their daughter’s hand, and then accompanied her onto the set in
front of the cameras. The show was to be broadcast live—the child
had insisted—and Abe and Miriam were nervous.

But they need not have been, because God must have been
with their daughter that night. She sat before the interviewer and
looked straight into his eyes. She was solemn, answering with nods
and a few dignified words his few questions about her upbringing,
Miriam and Abe restraining themselves from adding comments
about the great sacrifices they had made.

Then she said simply, “The time has come for me to reveal
myself and my mission. I am the daughter of God, conceived by
him. I have come to save your souls from the apocalypse that
approaches. In three months the world will end. There will be
earthquakes, tornadoes, fires, and rains. The stock market will
crash. The phone system will cease functioning. Everything we’ve
known will change. All those who believe in me will be saved.
Those who do not will find themselves in the fires of hell. This,
God has revealed to me.”

Shaking with emotion, the girl became silent. She would say
no more, but sat still as the people around her started to argue and
carry on. There was so much chaos that the family was ushered out
of the studio to their secret apartment for their own safety.

From then on, they remained hidden, while David and
some of the teachers set up offices so that calls and letters could be
accepted and the next three month’s work could be accomplished.



The child herself stayed in her room for days on end, fasting and
weeping.

And then one day, while Miriam sat alone in the living
room, the child sequestered in a far room as usual, the doorbell
rang. When she opened the door, Miriam was confronted by an
amazing sight: a man of six-foot-four, with shocking red hair and a
Star of David on his forehead between his eyes.

“May I come in?” he asked the stunned mother, who,
coming to her senses, pulled him in the door.

“Who are you and how did you find out where we are?” she
was finally able to ask.

“Well, to begin with, a little money will go a long way, so
that’s how I found you. But let me start by telling you how glad I
am to be here. I’'ve been searching for you for fifteen years.” And
the man explained succinctly how the hospital had made a switch
so many years ago, how they had given Miriam his daughter and
had given his wife Miriam’s little girl, and how by the time they
became suspicious and tried to find the Goldsteins, the family had
disappeared, left New York, and dropped out of sight.

And he would never have pursued it further had he not
seen his daughter on the TV show, saying strange things, which
alarmed him considerably. He was concerned and had to see her
and find out what he could do about it.

“But how do you know it’s your daughter?” Miriam almost
screamed, although she had immediately perceived the truth.

“Why, the birthmark, a family trait, a shamrock on her
forehead between her eyes. As you can see, I have the same one.
And here, by the way, let me show you a photo of your daughter.
She looks just like you.”

Through tearful eyes, Miriam looked down at the picture
being shown her. There was a child, about fifteen years old, plump,
healthy-looking, with brown curly hair and a long but pointed
nose. It did, indeed, look almost like Miriam herself.

“Your wife,” said Miriam breathlessly. “Does she know
you'’re here?”

“Nobody knows yet,” he said in a way that Miriam took as a
warning. “I've just come to Los Angeles on a business trip, and,



when I saw the program, I knew I had to find you.”

“Oh, I see,” Miriam said with relief. “Well, as long as you’re
here, why not have a cup of tea while you're waiting for my—I
mean, your—daughter to come home.” No way would Miriam
admit that the child was in the house. “I don’t know how I could
have been so rude as to not offer you something before.”

With that, a recomposed Miriam bustled into the kitchen
and brewed some tea for the visitor. “And what about a little
schnapps to go with it?” She did not wait for the answer but poured
in a generous dose of liquid from the cabinet under the sink. “It’s
very special liqueur for a very special occasion.” She smiled stiffly
and added lots of sugar.

Strange tasting, he thought, but not wanting to offend her,
and assuming it was some Jewish liqueur, he waited till it cooled a
bit and gulped it down as fast as he could. “And now,” he said,
“when can I see my daughter and what is this business about her
being like Jesus, and what shall we do about...?” But he never
finished his questions, because, after a few gasps, he slumped on
the sofa and was dead.

Now Miriam was not a weak woman, not with all the work
she had done in her life. So, old as she was, she gathered her
strength and dragged the man’s body to a window. With all her
force, she first lifted the body onto a chair, and then opened the
window and pushed the body out, head first. They may find the
body, she thought, but they’ll never see the birthmark.

Then Miriam closed the window, washed out the cup,
replaced the insecticide under the sink, and sat down on the sofa.
“My child was a miracle,” she kept mumbling, over and over. “My
child was a miracle.”
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ABOUT WINTER

My friend Irene tells me that the Catholics call it the winter of the

soul. I call it abandonment—when you have trusted God, when
you have become so intimate that any shift in the relationship, any
argument, any pulling away by him/her/it or you leads to
incredible pain.

To love God and yet to be truthful with God, not pandering
or denying or complimenting or placating or bargaining or cajoling
or manipulating, is a terrifying prospect. We are, after all,
dependent on these God forces we cannot begin to fathom. We are
so vulnerable and life, so unpredictable, that we want, we need, to
believe in an order and in an understanding—and we need to
believe that we can be in harmony with that order so that we can
feel safe in an unsafe world.

In fact, to know God and this fragment of God that we call
earth and life, and to love that God as we experience him/her/it, is
no less difficult than to know mankind and love us. In fact, it is
identical. And to know and see the earth’s pain, to live in this world
and be of it, and still to feel loved by God, why, that is an even
greater trick.

Part III opens with a new intimacy with God, an intimacy
that brings with it a new honesty, an honesty that brings with it a
new pain. The format of this part of the book is a little different—a
prayer, a story; a story, a prayer—so don’t bring your copy back to
the bookstore, and excuse my inconsistency.

I hesitate to let you go, to let you go on to read part III,
because in it I bare my very soul. Yet I trust you, as I trust God, to
feel with me the pain of our human condition.

Please continue.



PRAYER VII

Mother/Father God,

I have spoken for you everywhere. I've placed myself within
mocking distance of all. I have uttered both nonsense and wisdom;
I’ve exaggerated, understated, shouted, and been silent.

I have been your voice, God, because our spirits were lovers. But
now I feel our connection shifting, and I'm afraid.

Do you still want my hand in yours? Is my touch imperative? Do
you need me? Why is your call so faint?

Once your mind called mine and I became a stick among snakes, a
drop of water in the rapids, a stone in the rockslide. I always felt
centered in your spirit and so, safe.

But now my center of gravity moves down. I am in my body and
lost. Am I deep within your body, God? Are these the contours of
your bowels, or am I abandoned?

God, mother/father, touch my genitals with yours. Soothe my cold
flesh with your warmth. Mingle your semen with my blood, and
rest me in your womb.

Reassure me, God. Call to me. Let me feel you in my arms. Center
in my soul, where the sun is the rain, the heavens are the earth, and

sexuality and violence are one.

Amen.



GUEST SPOT

Can you imagine her excitement when Amy Larson confirmed

with his agent that God would appear on her show? The closest her
father, Ronny, had gotten was an interview with a two-bit false
messiah ten years before.

“'m so tired of being my father’s daughter, of being
compared to Ronny Larson, legendary late-night talk show host,”
Amy confided to Gail Strick, her executive producer.

“This is my chance to surpass the bastard, and I can’t wait.”

“Let’s make sure all the TVs in his mansion are tuned in to
the show,” Gail jumped in gleefully, “so he can’t miss it.”

It was no wonder that Amy was anxious to show up her
father. An institution on late-night TV, he had consistently refused
to retire until a stroke had leveled him in his mid-sixties. His
daughter, Amy, who had co-hosted (hah! it was more like she was
the butt of his jokes) for fifteen years, had only then been allowed
to step into the prime spot, and that with misgivings by the studio.

“How do we know how she’ll go over without her father?”
worried the harried studio executives, who had to move swiftly to
cope with Ronny’s stroke. In the end they had little choice but to
try her, yet they kept their eyes tuned to the viewer ratings, ready at
any time to boot her out.

I showed them, she gloated. Three years had passed, and
she still had her grip on the audience—not, perhaps, as had her
father, but more so than the other networks” competition.

“This is going to put me in solid,” Amy continued to Gail.
“Nobody will ever be able to belittle me again.”

This seemed true enough. God was a difficult guest to book.
In fact, except for brief and unexpected drop-ins at churches,
synagogues, mosques, and cemeteries, he hadn’t made a public
appearance in thousands of years.



“What a coup!” Gail shook her head in amazement. “How
did you swing it?”

Amy paused a moment. She would have loved to exaggerate
the story, embroider the truth, but she was too close to Gail, and so
in the end she opted for the facts.

“Swear not to tell anyone,” she whispered. Gail nodded.

“I didn’t. I mean, I did, but I didn’t. They called me.”

Gail was even more impressed with the truth than she
would have been with a lie. “You mean,” she said, shocked, “you
didn’t have to go after him?”

Amy shook her head and continued to explain. “One
afternoon I got a message on my desk that God’s agent had called.
Well, I returned the call immediately, and there it was. He had
asked for a half hour on my show.”

Gail flapped her sculptured nails over her lips. She had
never... “So you didn’t go after him, convince him, send him tapes
of your interviews.... God, I'm so impressed. He must love your
work!”

Amy felt suddenly even more excited with herself. She had
thought an elaborate story about her pursuit of God and her
incredible booking skills would show her to be at the epitome of
her craft, but the truth alone had amazed a seasoned professional.
At that moment, she decided to make the true story the public one.

If getting God on the show was easy, preparing for the
taping was not. Amy was obsessed with perfection, and she held
endless meetings with lighting engineers, wardrobe specialists, and
makeup people. How should the stage be lit? What kind of makeup
would God want? How should she be dressed?

God’s agent assured her that no special lighting would be
necessary, that if God needed something unusual, he could
produce it on the spot. (What a gas!) And as far as her own
appearance was concerned, the agent said God didn’t much care.

A new anxiety began to plague her. “I'm beginning to
wonder,” she said privately to Gail, “if God has actually ever seen
my show. His agent doesn’t seem concerned about the details and
shows no interest in me.” By this time Amy had started to bite her
nails. (Marcel could cover up that kind of indiscretion, she assured



herself.)

“Nah,” Gail comforted. “Maybe it’s the opposite. Maybe
he’s so confident in your abilities, he thinks all these preparations
unnecessary.”

Amy wasn’t convinced.

Long hours were spent with her wardrobe consultant. “I
don’t recommend anything too sexy,” Edith had advised. “Let’s go
with classic styling, a tailored look with a hint of femininity, a
touch of color.” At that moment Edith’s genius seemed to take off.
She started fluttering around, touching Amy’s sleeve, tugging at her
skirt waist. She was into her vision, and Amy surrendered
gratefully.

As it always does, the waiting and planning came to an end,
and Amy prepared herself for the taping by consuming three cups
of coffee and two whole-wheat croissants. (Great, a stomachache!)

The afternoon of the taping, God’s agent arranged all the
details with Amy. They confirmed all agreements: no commercial
breaks (that would impress the competition and the audience!);
God’s preference for his left side (important for promotional
pictures), and so on. God would not rehearse, the agent insisted,
and Amy agreed, against her better instincts. In fact, God wouldn’t
appear until the last minute, something Amy found almost
intolerable. What could she do, though? This was a guest worth
making exceptions for.

Lights, cameras—everything was ready—and the moment
had arrived. Amy was, by now, very excited. She had never seen
God, and neither had most other people. She got the signal to
begin. She knew then he was backstage, ready to come on.

“My first guest is well known to all of you,” Amy addressed
the camera breathlessly. “He’s millions, perhaps billions of years
old, has seen every fad come and go, and is responsible for more
than anyone else on earth. With no further ado, let me introduce—
in his very first television appearance—God.”

The audience and crew strained toward the stage. Nobody
had actually seen God on the set, and there was an unspoken fear
that the whole thing might be a hoax.

But all was well. It was not a hoax—though when God



actually walked on stage, Amy was both relieved to see him and
disappointed by what she saw. What had she expected? A man in a
beard with robes? She didn’t know. But a middle-aged guy in a
jogging suit felt undistinguished, irreverent. Amy bit her lip and
stood up to greet him.

“How do you do, God,” she feigned cordiality as she
masked her fear that people in the viewing audience would think
this wasn’t the real God.

“Don’t be disappointed, Amy,” God assured her, as though
he had read her mind. “By the end of this evening everyone will
know I am God.”

Blushing, she tried to laugh off his comments as she showed
him to his seat. But, truthfully, she was relieved. If he could read
minds, he might make a splash.

“Well, I guess I didn’t expect such a good-looking man,”
Amy tried to cover up her embarrassment that God had seen
through her. “And you are a good-looking man. Am I right?” Amy
asked the live audience, who had been handpicked by the public
relations department—an audience comprised of important
members of the press, plastic surgeons, family members of major
sponsors, a rock star or two. The group howled with delight, and
the applause broke Amy’s tension.

“So, God, what do you have to say for yourself?” was Amy’s
opening, her thought being that her “natural” style, her normal
irreverence, would be most effective.

“Well, actually,” God replied, “quite a lot.” And with that
remark, the middle-aged man in the jogging suit literally
transformed himself into the spitting image of Amy herself—
tailored look and all.

“Is this a trick?” a shaken but delighted host shouted with
glee. (With this kind of stuff on the show, who could doubt her
guest’s authenticity?)

“Not at all,” God/Amy replied in Amy’s characteristically
caustic voice. “I thought it best that you first become acquainted
with the God within you.”

“I don’t know,” Amy tried to sound funny, despite her
discomfort. “You’re making fun of me.”



“Really, 'm not,” God/Amy reassured her. “God is within
you. All religions agree on that. Right, audience?”

The audience screamed with laughter, and always the show
person, Amy composed herself quickly and went for the advantage.
“Okay, God.” Everyone laughed as Amy addressed herself as God.
“What do you think of the state of television today? Is that a good
question for God in the form of Amy?” The crowd roared with
enjoyment.

“It stinks,” God/Amy remarked calmly. “Especially my
show. You might think that my purpose is to interview people, to
give them a chance to speak for themselves. But most of the time,
I’'m too scared of them to let them shine.”

“Hey, that’s not true,” Amy started to protest.

“But, then, if my father had had the time to show me a little
more attention, if he had helped me develop my own self-
esteem...”

“I don’t want to hear this shit,” Amy blurted out. “T've
already dealt with all this in therapy.”

“Yes, my therapy. I've been just about as phony there as
everywhere else. For instance, I’ve never admitted to Dr. Braun that
my mother felt so lonely, she molested me and my brother
when...”

“Stop it!” Amy shouted. “This is a dirty trick. That’s not
true. Thank God this is taped.”

With that, God began to change, and the God/Amy image
dissolved into the image of her mother. Amy’s relief was tinged
with fear. What was God up to now?

“But it is true, and you know it.” God/her mother
confirmed. “And what else could I have done—Ilocked up in that
Beverly Hills mansion, day and night, ignored and humiliated by
your father?”

“I don’t want to hear this!” Amy protested. “This is my
show, and it’s beginning to sound like some two-bit psychology
interview.”

“You’re right,” a gruff, male voice caught her attention,
because God/her mother had before her eyes turned into a sea
captain. “People in therapy are always digging into the past. A self-



centered bunch, I tell you. All they ever think about is how they
feel. When I was a lad, we had more serious things to worry about
like making a living. In fact, at ten years old, I was working on the
docks and being beaten every night by my drunken dad. I brought
my son up the same way. I suppose the sins of the fathers are
visited on the son.”

“Oh, give me a break, God,” Amy groaned. “You’re giving
me one platitude after another.”

God’s form changed again, and he was now a dove with the
seductive voice of a female porno star.

“What do you want, Amy? This is God in action. 'm the
totality of all being. Everyone knows that. This is the truth, plus I'm
giving you the show of a lifetime. Yes or no, folks?”

The audience started to laugh and burst into applause.
What a spectacle! Sure they had expected God to be different, but
what a thrill this show was turning out to be.

“Questions. Let’s ask God some questions,” an audience
member called out, taking advantage of Amy’s loss of control of the
interview.

“All right,” the dove replied. “I'm game.”

Amy felt surrender to be appropriate. “Okay, folks,” she
shouted over the excitement. And calling to a stagehand, she said,
“Mary, go out there with the wandering mike. Let’s give these
people a great show.

“But first, God, do me a favor and turn into a person or an
angel or something. It’s hard to listen to a dove.”

The audience applauded, and God cooperated. In a flash
God had turned into an old man with a beard. Screams of delight
were heard through the studio.

“Okay,” Amy said, regaining her good humor. “The lady in
the corner over there with the blue blouse. Yes, you. Why, it’s
Madelaine Jeff, wife of the famous rock star, The Jeff Plane!” The
audience applauded.

Madelaine was handed the mike and spoke shyly. “Well,
God, I want to know whether Jeff and I are going to have a boy or a
girl.”

“Great question,” Amy shouted. (The newspapers had been



speculating for months.)

God shrugged his shoulders. “You’ll have one or the other,
or maybe a little of both. Why do you care?”

“Why kind of an answer is that, God?” Amy challenged the
old man. “If that’s the kind of stuff you’re going to say, who needs
you? Am I right, audience?”

The audience booed the old man. A well-known
orthodontist could contain himself no more. He jumped up from
his seat and started screaming without a microphone. “It’s always
like this with you, God. Ask for a little help, and what do you get:
games, platitudes, evasions. You’re no help. You never have been.
You took my wife and baby last year in an accident, and you never
even said you were sorry. You bastard, I could kill you.”

God seemed taken aback. “I am sorry, and I feel your pain;
but, at the same time, ’'m not sorry, not in the sense that you
mean. At the time of their death...”

But God couldn’t finish his sentence, because once again
someone had jumped up and demanded his attention.

“And what about the state of the economy? It’s a shambles,
and what are you doing about it?” demanded one of Amy’s
sponsors, who had recently suffered a big loss in the market.

“Well, 'm not really doing anything about it. 'm letting
the whole business run its course. How else are you going to learn,
except by experiencing the consequences of your mistakes? But
understand that you are part of me, and I am with you....”

“Well that’s fine for you,” piped up a diminutive old
woman with a gray bun on the top of her head. “You sit up there
and tell us to have faith and do our part. You don’t have to suffer
the consequences. We do.”

“But I do,” God defended himself. “I am you, and I feel
what you feel, but I am also more than you, so I don’t let myself...”

“And what about the damned war in the Middle East?”
screamed a forty-year-old man whose eyes looked crossed. “I lost a
son there. We've all lost someone or something.”

Amy sat dumbfounded in her seat. This was not the show
she had envisioned. God was looking smaller and smaller as the
crowd was getting more hostile. She was losing control.



“Now, folks, let’s give God a chance,” Amy interrupted,
hoping to bring a sense of order. “Let him speak.”

“Speak! Speak! Speak!” the crowd started to chant, wanting,
craving for one moment to have the answer, the explanation, an
apology.

Suddenly God transformed himself into the lady with the
gray bun. “Speak, speak, speak,” she was chanting in her tiny,
pained voice.

The crowd was silenced by the sight. There was now no one
left to ask. The old woman couldn’t answer their questions. “I want
my money back,” was the complaint from the back of the room.

“You can’t have your money back,” Amy snapped,
humiliated. “You didn’t pay to get in.”

That broke the tension. Thank God, the audience laughed,
and everyone began to relax.

But where was God? In the uproar, he/she/it had
disappeared.

“Where the hell did he go?” Amy asked, looking under her
desk and behind the curtain.

A parakeet appeared on a swing above her head. “You want
me to speak,” it said angrily, “but you don’t want to hear me. You
want to know that I am with you, but you don’t want to know that
I am of you, that your powerlessness is my powerlessness, that your
wounds are my wounds, that your sickness makes me sick, too.
You want me to be close, yet you want me remote, perfect. You
want to be free, yet you want me to fix it—you, me, everything. I
have only one reply.” And with that, a bird turd splashed onto
Amy’s classically tailored blouse.

“I do have feelings,” the bird continued. “And you hurt
them.”

“Jesus Christ,” Amy groaned. “A temperamental god. A god
with feelings. Now something new to worry about.”

Gail Strick rushed onto the stage. She looked wild.

“Stop hurting him. I can’t stand it,” she cried, looking
protectively toward the bird. “I want you, God, and I want your
love. For the rest of it, we can work it out.”

The bird came down and turned into Gail’s image.



“I'love you,” God said, as Gail embraced herself.
“I love you, too,” was Gail’s reply.



ANGRY PRAYER

A slap in the face. That’s what it was. After all we had been through
together.

I packed my things. What else could I do? A toothbrush, my
natural toothpaste (it had no chemicals, so Ae would never use it!),
a bra (when was the last time I had worn it?), some clothes, sanitary
napkins, what else? What else? I had to make my absence felt.

I sat down on the unmade bed and stared into the
bathroom. Jesus Christ, Good God Almighty, fuckin’ bastard, son
of a bitch, asshole.

Was I being a jerk? Maybe there was nothing to it? Maybe
there was. How could you ever know? How could you ever be sure?
I felt betrayed, but maybe I was mistaken. He had always been
faithful, or so I believed.

When [ was five years old, I had taken a walk with my
father. We were in the park, and I saw a dead squirrel on the
ground. Insects walked in and out of its eyes. Good God Almighty,
why? I should have known, I should have known right then that
God couldn’t be trusted, that he could turn on you in a minute.

And now, where could I go? What could I do? How could I
get away from the pain without putting a needle in my arm?

“You fucking son of a bitch! You...” My words felt so
impotent. [ wanted to hurt him and to hurt him bad. I wanted God
to feel, to know, how much he had hurt me. I wanted him to
experience, to suffer as I had, over and over.

What a con! He talked of love and protection; he talked of
me being him and him being me; he hinted about eternal bliss. Yet
he, yes, you God, you were and are a liar and a con man. And I
have been a fool, worse, a whore. I gave myself to you, and the
price was cheap. And all the time you were laughing. Because you
have always known what I have denied—that we are not equal, that
you hold the trump cards, that you have the power, and this whore



has pretended that I've liked it, that I have felt satisfied, protected,
and safe in your lousy, stinking world. I've sold out my integrity,
my intelligence, fuck, my common sense just in order to believe
that you loved me, that I was special to you—very special.

God, you louse, and where do I go from here? I pack up and
move where? How do I ever get away from my need for you?



PRAYER VIl

God,
Let’s be friends.

Amen.
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Dedicated fo those who think there are no miracles, as well as fo
the many who don’t krow what fo do with the miracles when they
come.

THE PEARL

One day, as was his habit, an old fisherman went to the ocean,

hoping to dig up some clams. His walk was slow and painful;
arthritis had plagued him for years.

The old man sighed with self-pity. What a fate for a once
strong and upright man, to spend his days digging in the dirt! Years
in the cold sea had reduced him to this, and what could ever restore
him?

The morning was early, and, as he approached the beach, he
saw that he was alone—alone, at least, as far as human
companionship was concerned, for, in fact, on the beach was an
object, which appeared to have been washed up on the shore, just
at the water’s edge.

He approached the object eagerly, cautiously, and
curiously, none of which was surprising when you consider that the
object was a clam—not just a clam, but a clam half the size of a
man. Though the edge of the waves washed over it again and again,
the clam was stuck in the wet sand and the old fisherman, taking a
deep breath of salt air, had to dig in his heels and resist the
undertow as he struggled to dislodge the clam from its sandy home.

Finally, and after great effort, the crippled fisherman
dragged the giant clam farther up the beach, where he could
indulge his amazement. The shell was perfect, beautifully fluted
and ivory in color. It seemed almost to glow. Suddenly moved by
an irresistible impulse, the man grabbed the shell’s lips and parted
them abruptly. Inside was a sight more marvelous than that of the
shell itself. Inside was a pearl—a giant pearl with a diameter at least
a foot long.

A pearl inside a clam! What a wonder. But there was no
time to waste on wonder, for someone else, younger and stronger,



might come up on the beach and rob the old man of his
extraordinary treasure.

Hurriedly the old man placed the pearl in a net, which he
kept with him as a memory of the old days, and, while he hated to
do so, he left the shell abandoned on the beach; too weak was he to
carry them all to his home. And strange to tell, the shell was never
seen again, perhaps washed out to sea.

The fisherman quickly arrived home, living as he did very
near the beach, and out he pulled the pearl so he could examine it
more closely. The pearl was a marvel, perfectly round and with a
slightly pinkish-gray hue. And more amazing yet was its feel,
because it was warm, its warmth as though it had just emerged
from its mother’s body—steady, constant, undaunted by the cold
and dampness of the fisherman’s poor home.

Almost without thinking, the old man wrapped his body
around the pearl, so drawn was he to its warmth, and soon he fell
into a dreamlike state, where he saw all that transpired around him,
yet felt nothing. His eyes remained forever open, yet he
experienced no disturbance and felt perfectly at rest.

Hours later the fisherman’s wife came home from the
market. She was surprised to see her husband back so early and
even more surprised to see him wrapped serenely around a great,
pinkish-gray object.

Still clutching the pearl, the fisherman roused himself
enough to apprise his wife of what had happened that morning.
She remarked that his face looked exceptionally well; that, in fact,
he appeared years younger than he had that morning. Inspired by
her comments, the fisherman started to test his limbs, bending and
unbending fingers, flexing his knees. It was a miracle. His pains
were diminishing, and his strength returning. Soon his arthritis
would be totally gone.

Now, the fisherman’s wife was no fool, and immediately she
began to suggest ways they could turn their new fortune to great
advantage. They could sell the pearl; but then, of course, they
would profit from it only once. They could build a temple for it,
attracting people from near and far; and soon thousands would
make their pilgrimage, coming to be healed by its incredible



powers. What a life they could have, wealthy and respectable.

The woman’s excitement was quite understandable. From a
poor family, she had been married off to the fisherman when she
was but a girl, and he, a mature man. When he had become
prematurely crippled and embittered, the couple had quickly been
reduced to poverty. The young wife had gained nothing from the
marriage except a husband too old and ill to provide for any of her
needs. Resigned to her fate, she had stuck with him, and now,
perhaps, her loyalty would bring her her due.

But the fisherman seemed very little to notice his wife’s
excited plans. “Nonsense,” he said, wrapping himself ever more
tightly around the pearl. “Now that I am feeling young and strong,
I have no intention of letting this pearl go. If I were to share it with
others, perhaps its powers might be used up. If I were to let it out
of my arms, perhaps I might even shrivel up again. What kind of a
fool do you take me for?”

With that, the question was settled forever in the
fisherman’s mind. Indeed, never in his lifetime did he let the pearl
out of his arms.

The fisherman’s wife now faced the worst calamity of her
life. At first her husband carried the pearl with him while
functioning minimally as a normal man, but soon he ceased
working or caring for anything. After all, he was never hungry or
thirsty or in need of any sustenance. He seemed to live on air and
even preferred the touch of the pearl to the touch of his wife.

The poor woman tried to think of ways to get the pearl
away from him, but now, straight and strong as a bull, the
fisherman could fight ten men with one arm (the other arm
clutching the pearl). Cajoling was equally useless, for what leverage
did she have with a man who needed nothing?

The fisherman’s wife found herself crying every day. The
other women in town were baffled, but tried to comfort and advise
her. “Don’t cry so much,” they would say. “You’ll wrinkle your
face. Don’t tear all the time at these old handkerchiefs. You’ll wear
out your fingers.”

The woman cared little for such warnings. She sought only
to learn how to separate her husband from the pearl. Soon she sent



out the word near and far that whoever saved her husband from
the pearl’s spell would be richly rewarded. She offered the pearl
itself as a prize, and what a prize it was—offering people youth and
good health.

But no one would help her. Her husband was too strong for
any of them; and, truth to tell, nobody wanted the pearl. “Sure, I'd
like to be young and strong again,” they would say, wagging their
heads. “But what’s the point if you become like a dead man? No,
not me. Let somebody else try.”

The fisherman’s wife had to find ways to live. She took in
laundry, cared for others’ children (sighing that she would never
have her own—her husband would never give her any, and it
seemed he would never die!), she did any kind of work she could.
And she cried, and she cried—cried for the loss of her husband,
limited as he had been, cried for her barrenness, cried for her
pitiful existence.

In time, the woman became prematurely old, her face
wrinkled from crying, her hands gnarled from tearing and twisting,
twisting and tearing, her back bent from self-pity.

The fisherman hardly noticed. Having found health and
contentment clutching the pearl, he had long lost interest in the
rest of his life. Only when he saw his belongings being removed to
another’s house did he pay attention, and then, just for a moment.
He saw his wife, so crippled with arthritis that she could do
nothing but sit in a chair. He noticed a kindly neighbor taking
them into her house.

“I think you’re a fool,” the neighbor’s friends had said, “a
fool to let that evil in your house. That pearl is the work of the
devil, and you know it. Someone should have the guts to get it
away from that man and throw it back into the sea.”

The neighbor shrugged her shoulders, unconcerned. An
elderly woman, her children had gone far away, and her husband
had died years ago. She had enough money to support their meager
needs and she was too old to be afraid. “I don’t believe in the devil
and I believe kindness a virtue. If I become ill and die for my
troubles, well, I have lived long enough anyway.”

And so the now-young fisherman and his now-old wife



were moved into the home of the neighbor, and the years passed
quietly. The old neighbor suggested once or twice to the
fisherman’s wife that she might try to embrace the pearl herself—
even though her husband was clutching it—just to see if it would
heal her own crippled limbs. But the wife, like everyone else, was
too afraid. “Better to be crippled like this,” she said, “than to be
healed like that.” And so, instead, she sat and cried and became
ever more wrinkled and crippled and sad and small.

Eventually the old neighbor died. Now with no one to feed
and care for her, the fisherman’s wife died as well, right in her
rocking chair. The fisherman noticed vaguely that his wife had
expired. For a fleeting moment, he considered moving, but that
consideration passed without action. He hadn’t moved in years,
and now he couldn’t. Wrapped around his pearl, needing nothing,
he had hardly noticed the changes, even in himself. Though still
appearing young and strong, slowly he was turning into stone,
atrophying in his heart and body from a lack of feelings and a lack
of motion.

In a short time, the fisherman found, with his wife gone,
that he didn’t even need to breathe anymore. So content was he
that soon he, too, perished.

Following his death, those who saw his body were amazed.
He looked like a statue of a perfectly proportioned young man
curled as though around something.

But the object he had been clutching was gone! Where was
the pearl?

While the pearl’s whereabouts was a mystery, its seeming
disappearance was a relief. Who would have been willing to touch
it, anyway? Still, the discovery of the bodies created its own panic.
The townspeople would certainly bury the old women, but what of
the man? If they touched his body, would some of the evil
contaminate them as well?

After great debate, a few souls were volunteered to do the
dirty work, and, with great caution, so their hands would not
directly touch the body, the fisherman was buried in a circular
coffin that accommodated his form, which remained forever in its
last position—as though there were a giant pearl in its arms.



Over the following years, the fisherman, his wife, and even
the giant pearl were forgotten or relegated to folklore. The few who
remembered were considered senile.

Yet there will always been those who seek the pearl, though
they know not what to do with it.

There is a story, however, which circulates among a few,
and here’s how it goes. Just after the fisherman had turned to stone
but before his body had been discovered, a crippled old dog had
entered the house and found the man and the pearl. Thinking it a
ball, the old dog knocked the pearl about with its paw. Playing
more joyfully all the time, the old dog turned young and strong and
rolled the pearl around the house, out the door and into the fields.

Now healed and happy as a puppy, the dog played
innocently with the pearl, rolling it through the meadows and
fields. Wherever they went, the dog and the pearl, the fields grew
strong and the flowers bloomed.

It is said that somewhere in the mountains, far from the old
fishing village, is a meadow where the grass is always green, and the
plants and animals never die. No animal eats another, for they all
seem to live on light and air. In that hidden place, it is said, rests a
beautiful pearl.



PRAYER IX

Greetings to my God, to my universe!

Lead me to my place and let me rest there, secure in your love and
in your trust.

Never let me go, though I may wander.
Never drop me from your arms, though I may seek the morning

and not know that I have found it.

You are my source, my love, and my comfort. For we are one,
though you seem the master, and I, the servant.

God, above me, around me, and within me, hear my prayer. Hold
me in your light and bring me peace.

Amen.



AMEN

Decar Beth,

Awaken to the sounds of my heart. Let my love course through
your body and your soul. Let my healing bring you new energy and
new life.

We are one and cannot be separated. I have held you in mine arms
and brought you peace. I have looked into your eyes and seen my
soul. I have touched your heart and felt my own.

Be not afraid to walk in the valley, for the valley is created by the
mountain and is inseparable from it; yes, though I seem the master,
and you, the servant.

Wonder of my heart, heed my words, because I make you a
promise this day. I will never let you go, though you may wander. I
will hold you in mine arms, though you may seek the morning and
never know that you have found it. In your slightest sigh, I hear
your prayer, because your prayer is my prayer, because we are one.

You have cried to me that you need my love, as the parched earth
needs the rain. Body of my body, being of my being, I, too, need
your love as the parched earth needs the rain, as the bride needs her
groom, as the gentle creatures need their kin.

Promise me this day that you will never let me go, though I may
wander, that you will never drop me from your arms, though I may
seem to turn against your trusting heart.

Dearest child, friend, lover, parent, mate, there is no karma where
there is love. Let us open the oceans of deception to our naked eyes,



and let us feel our vulnerability to each other’s caress.
And so be it.

Your God
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D EDICATION

To those of us who still dare to long for sacred union.



INVOCATION TO MY MALE SELF

I call you Dahvid'.
Be my lover.

Spread over me, like butter and honey on hot toast.
Seep into me, like maple syrup on hot buttermilk pancakes.
Coat me, like hot fudge on coffee ice cream.

United we are in God’s covenant of pain and separation.
United we are in God/dess’s covenant of ecstasy and
illumination.

Dahvid,

Look into my eyes so that I may see love.

Touch me, so that I may become pleasure.

Breathe in me, so that I may melt down to my pubic hair,
golden in the beam of God/dess’s smile.

Let the angel of light accompany us home to the center of
God/dess’s genitals,

And let us burst forth throughout the universes carrying
God/dess’s love and the pleasure of his/her caress.

Yes!

' Dahvid—(pronounced “Dah-Veed”) is the male form of “beloved” in Hebrew.



MY NAME IS BETH YA

My name is Beth Ya’,
House of God.
Dwell in me.

Fill my corners with your powerful breath, which savagely shapes
and

reshapes the dunes and gently fills the baby’s lungs and
becomes the

first cry of insistent life.

Sit on my velvet lap and brag about your day’s exploits,
the stars you created with your eye,
the planets that expired in a moment of your forgetfulness,
the kitten you rescued through a sentimental fireman.

Rest in your house.
Eat from my larder.
Drink my wine.
Hear my music.
Doze.

As Sabbath comes, I'll awaken you and invite you to lay on my
silken body

and sleep,
Your snores vibrating through all the universes where the Tibetan
monks

can still be heard.

Yes!

2 Beth means “house of” in Hebrew; it has a feminine connotation. Yzis one of
the terms for the male aspect of God in the same language.



MY NAME IS BETH

My name is Beth’,
House of,
And I can furnish myself as I choose.

I can be the House of Light
and shoot beyond God/dess into infinity.

I can be the House of Grain
and let hungry people feed at my navel.

Today I choose to be the House of Love.

Foolish redheaded man,

This song is for me.

I sat on your lap, and you made me promises you didn’t keep.
Yet I feel only love, because I excrete the rest.

A redheaded Buddha drops from my anus.

I wipe it away without regret.

How can I live with nothing to complain about?

I am the House of Laughter.

Yes!

% Beth means “house of” in Hebrew and has a feminine connotation.



CELEBRATION OF MY FEMALE SELF

I call you Shoshana,
Lily of the Valley.
Open to me.

Let me enter your lips and explore your deep moist caves.
Streaming down your throat, I am dazzled by blue sapphires
that illumine my way
to your heart,
pulsing,
revealing an emerald stone,
Healing my soul.

[ am crying.
Never have I known so much love.

Shoshana,
Let me penetrate you.
Deeply I flow up throw your vaginal lips to the
Ruby universe
Where I rest and move,
move and rest,
in rhythm with your breath and the universal heartbeat
where [ am completed,
energized,
and explode into crystals
that return to myself.
I am at peace.

Somewhere high above your head is a brilliant diamond.
I bask in its light,
Reveling in the golden vibration

* Shoshana means “lily in the valley” in Hebrew.



of my own body in harmony with yours

Yes!



SHOSHANA/D AHVID

I sing you flowers,
Shoshana/Dahvid’.

I sing you flowers, because it rained today,
and you sit alone in the corner with no one to show you
the fruits of your tears.

Men praise you,
Shoshana/Dahvid.

Men praise your priestess,
but do not touch.

I touch you, beautiful woman with flames in your eyes
I touch your priestess and your soft body.
[ am not afraid.

If the footsteps of no man dares enter your temple,
I will always remain,
Yours,

faithfully,
yourself.

I sing you flowers,
Shoshana/Dahvid.

Raise your drooping heart, and open it like a vase,
ready to receive my song,
your song,

> Shoshana is feminine and means “lily of the valley” in Hebrew. Dahvid
(pronounced “Dah-Veed”) is the male form of “beloved” in the same language.
The two names together refer to a woman who has integrated the male and
female aspects.



our song.

Yes!



TORTILLA CHIPS

Tortilla chips on the counter,
Beckoning to me like the sirens luring men to their death,
Why do you torment me?

A salty crunch...
Who would it hurt?

except me,

making myself sick,

my body turning away from me in disgust.
How could I damage it so,

all my stomach’s acids running to its defense?

I could bite my nails instead,
or pace,

or cry.

My beautiful female body sits alone and empty.
I have no more resources.
I’m tired of loving myself.

I call out to God/dess to fill me from the inside.
Mother/father god, lover, I am too empty.

I hold myself and pray to feel the rushing of my own love
like white water coursing through my being

Until I feel full

And can laugh at the bag of tortilla chips,
laying forlornly on the counter,
alone.

Yes!



Dedjcated 1o all my sisters who suffer from painful intercourse.

SHELVED COFFEE

Like a tin of unopened coffee,
[ am shelved.
No one inhales my aroma.

For years we made love
And then we didn’t.
We couldn’t.

I couldn’t.

Husband,
I miss your touch.

You, standing in the shower,
Caring for your needs, like a teenage boy with no girl,
I, rigid on the bed,

pretending I don’t know.

“Of course, Darling, it doesn’t matter. I love you, anyway.
[ know it’s not your fault. Maybe it will get better.”

We hug and kiss,
a little,
always afraid to ignite a need that will lead to
Me, crying,
You, ashamed.

Now you are gone.

Too many years of silence and disappointment,
Your stoicism broke you.

Other reasons, too.

No one’s fault.



Maybe I'm relieved.

The years pass.
I sit and watch
Too many men’s backs to my face,
as they flee from the woman
who dares to ask for love,
as though she deserved it just for being,
Waiting for the one who doesn’t care,
So that we can begin another charade,
With him standing in the shower like a teenage boy
without a girl,
And me pretending not to know.

I am a sexual being/
1l am a woman!

Does everyone hear me?

I stand in the woods, surrounded by the loving forest and
have sex with God’s earth.

A beautiful female spirit, the live oak stretches its limbs
toward both me and heaven, embracing and welcoming me
with no hesitation or judgment.

She feels no pain.

The masculine pine allows me to lean against it and feel its
hardness and support.
He feels no disappointment.

The winter grass vibrates to the eye, to the touch.
The winter sun observes and approves.

Like a tin of coffee opened, I am inhaled by the earth,
my aroma sensed and appreciated.
[ am loved.



[ am enough.

In my house, on a counter, sit some white pills,
Pills that make great promises.

Dear God/dess,

Hold these pills to their promise,
For the love of me.

For the love of woman.

Yes!



THE WEDDING

The High Priestess sat at her dressing table preparing for her

wedding. Gowned in gold with a golden headdress as well, she lined
her eyes in the fashion of her times. For eons she had been alone. A
healer she had been, a holder of secret wisdom, a link to the
unknown. But never had she been a wife. It was foretold so, and so
it had been.

One day her best friend had approached her.

“Why must you be alone on the earth, wedded only to the
gods and goddesses? Surely you, the essence of the female spirit,
must have a mate somewhere, and together you can laugh and
dance and make love and be a powerful force for the light.”

The High Priestess had thought and meditated and
considered her good friend’s words. In the moment she realized
her friend to be right, she reached deep into herself, the heavens
and the earth, and she danced the dance of sacred union, inviting
her mate to join her body, mind, and spirit.

That evening, the High Priest had appeared to her in a
vision, the clearest vision she had ever had. A man with black eyes
and a golden crown, he had sat with her, had soothed her lonely
heart, and had promised to return so that they could be wed.

Today was that day (the date had come to her in a vision,
too), and the High Priestess rejoiced, because her loneliness would
soon be over.

Suddenly a man in golden armor and a black beard
appeared at her door, as though to block her.

“What are you doing here, Father?” she asked.

“T've come to get you,” he replied.

She barely looked at him through her mirror as she
continued to apply her makeup.



“Nonsense,” she said. “This is my wedding day. Don’t block
the door.”

“You must come with me,” he said. “I own you.”

“How is that?” she asked, revealing a little concern in her
voice.

“I have bought you,” he replied.

“With what?” With that, she ceased her labors and turned
to gaze at him at the door.

“With your soul. I have bought you with your own soul.
When you danced the dance of sacred union, I gave you back your
soul. But in return you belong to me.

“Without your soul, you cannot marry. But now, with your
soul, you can marry only me, because I own you, and I will never
let you go.”

The High Priestess and her father stared into each others’
eyes, stalemated. It was true. At birth, she had lost her soul and,
therefore, her body. Why had she given it away? Why had she given
it to him?

She tried to remember. There had been a tunnel, long and
dark. A black-bearded man stood at the end with outstretched
arms. He needed her. He had no soul of his own. How could she
refuse him, her own father’s deepest need?

The High Priestess began to cry in despair. After thousands
of years, she was still destined to be unwed. She would refuse to
marry her father, but she could never wed another.

In that moment the voice of her best friend came to her.

“What a foolish thought,” she remarked. “Your soul
belongs to you. It can never be given away. Tell him your soul is
yours and always has been, and then send him away.”

With that, the High Priestess felt elated again and full of
compassion for the other.

“Father, I was wrong to deceive you,” she said. “You never
had my soul, because it was never mine to give, only mine to
express. I belong solely to myself, Father, solely to myself.”

The vast dark-bearded man in the golden armor began to
scream cries of pain, cries of despair.



“Father, don’t be afraid. You have my love. Isn’t that
enough?”

But her father wouldn’t hear. In a moment, he had shrunk
to a tiny size, and soon he disappeared, in search of another whose
soul he could steal.

Fruitlessly she called out to him, to tell him that he, too,
had his soul and didn’t need another’s. But the sounds of his
wailing and the sounds of his desperate pursuit drowned out her
voice, and his sad search continued.

Releasing him with love, feeling free and happy, the High
Priestess finished dressing and proceeded to the banquet hall,
where her friends had gathered. Excited and beautiful, she sat on
her bridal chair, draped with white cloth. All complimented her
that day and all were expectant.

As night began to reveal itself, the High Priestess began to
feel great pain.

“Where is my future husband? I am left here, abandoned,
humiliated, and alone.”

Her dearest friend came and sat by her.

“Oh, my beauty,” she said, “you have four choices this day.
One is to accept that the High Priestess loves only the gods and that
she is content. The second is to believe that she has no mate,
though she yearns for one. The third is to believe that she has a
mate, but that her vision of him and this day were wrong. And the
fourth is to believe that she has a groom, but that he is detained.
Which do you prefer?”

The High Priestess thought hard. “For thousands of years I
have been alone. To convince myself that  am content would mean
to lie to myself and deny the feelings gifted to me by the gods. I
cannot choose this. To feel this yearning yet to believe I have no
mate would mean that the gods are cruel and my destiny is eternal
suffering. I cannot choose this. To have seen my mate in my mind’s
eye and to disbelieve in the existence of him and our union would
mean I can no longer trust my own vision. I cannot choose this. So,
truly, I have only one choice: to believe that he is detained. But how
foolish this seems.”



“Not at all,” her friend explained. “He may be detained by
the sun, the wind, the water, or the earth.”

“How so?” the High Priestess asked.

“The sun creates fire; the fire, conflagration; the
conflagration, great chaos. With great chaos and the need for his
help to save both animals and humankind, he could easily be
detained.”

“And the wind?”

“The wind blows in the rain, the rain creates storms, the
storms create floods. With great floods and storms and the need for
his help to save both animals and humankind, he could easily be
detained.”

“And the water?”

“Water creates great rivers, and rivers have rapids, and
rapids need to be crossed or circumvented. And with rapids and
the needs of others to be helped across or around, he could easily
be detained.”

“And the earth?”

“From deep within the earth come volcanoes, and with
volcanoes come lava, and with lava. great suffering. And with the
lava and the needs of others, he could easily be detained.”

The High Priestess agreed.

“In fact, my dear one, beloved of God, with every moment
of delay, your groom honors you. See what inconceivable troubles,
travails, and tribulations he is facing to come to meet his bride. Be
patient and feel loved.”

The High Priestess knew that feeling loved was one of the
earth’s greatest treasures. So she chose to feel loved, sent her guests
home with pride and honor, and worked happily as she kept her
heart open to her coming mate.

For years, she felt honored by her beloved’s labors to reach
her. Every once in a while she would see him in a vision, forging
rivers, slaying dragons, scaling mountains, strengthening himself
for their union. But, one day, she opened her third eye and saw the
High Priest in the arms of a young woman whose golden hair lay
across his chest.



“Oh, my friend,” she cried out with pain. “He is not facing
dragons for me. He is deceiving me with another woman—a
younger one, at that. I have no mate. I have always been alone, and
I always will be.”

“Well, you could see it that way,” the friend sympathized.
“But, truly, I see it otherwise.”

“But how?”

“What, my friend, is a greater obstacle than a man’s own
self-doubt? Surely you see that he is in this woman’s arms because
he doubts that he is worthy of you. He must face this self-doubt
and conquer it before he can come to you and make you his bride.
Instead of despairing, you should be honored that he is willing to
face the greatest demons, those within, as he prepares himself for
his time with you.”

“Ah, T see,” the High Priestess said, now glowing happily
again. “I am honored by his time in her arms, because I know he is
confronting his destiny and facing the demons within. Now I can
be patient again, because I feel that his love is still with me.”

Singing, chanting, and doing the sacred dance, the High
Priestess continued her life and work, secure that her lover would
be with her shortly and her celibacy would end.

After many years, however, the High Priestess’s skin began
to shrivel and dry, and her hair began to gray.

“My friend,” she finally cried one day. “I know now that I
have been deceived. Look how I age, and still my lover doesn’t
come. [ am alone, and I shall always be.”

“Well, you might see things this way,” the true friend
explained. “But I—I see matters in a whole different light.”

“How?” the High Priestess asked, almost incredulous.

“Your beloved, the High Priest, is no ordinary man. What
greater proof can he show you of his love than to come to you
when you are old? He is waiting until your magnificent beauty of
the flesh is less dazzling, so that he can prove to you that he is ready
for your union of body, mind, and spirit.”

The High Priestess thought and doubted, thought and
doubted. Yet, finally, she was convinced. Either she was truly



content alone in her place of power—which she was not. Or the
universe was perverse—which it was not. Or her mate was
honoring her with his delay. The alternative was anger and despair,
doubt and self-doubt, from now until eternity, and this was a
choice she would not make.

Finally the High Priestess died. On her grave lay a rose that
was every day fresh. And on her tombstone were these words:

“Someday will come my groom, the High Priest. We were
betrothed at the beginning of time, and long have I waited for him
to come. He has faced the crises of circumstance, the demon of
self-doubt, and the lure of superficial beauty. Now he challenges
himself with the illusion of death. How honored I am that he walks
this hard path so that we can realize our sacred union. I yet have
faith that he will come.”

One day a young man came by the grave and knelt. A man
with black eyes and a golden crown, he knew the words were for
him. He picked up the rose and pressed it into his heart.

“My beloved,” he said. “I have waited for you so long. How
honored I am that for our union you overcame the belief that you
belonged only to the gods. How honored I am that for our union
you released yourself from the hold of the Father. How honored I
am that for our union you faced the temptation to despair, the
demons of doubt and self-doubt, the dragons of jealousy and
bitterness, the power of vanity, and even the illusion of death.”

With that, he took the rose into his heart and died.

The High Priest and the High Priestess took each other’s
hands, as two golden beams of light illumined the dark night of the
human soul. There was rejoicing, and the earth was bathed in the
healing balm of their love and their faith. The heavens and earth
joined together, the male and the female, the human and the
divine.

And all of us felt more at peace, because each one of us is
the High Priest and the High Priestess, because that day was, is, and
always will be the day of our wedding, the day of the realization of
our sacred union.

Yes!






AMNESIA

I have finally found the cure for amnesia,” announced the

Magician to the entire kingdom, gathered expectantly in the Great
Hall.

“A cure for amnesia?” the King replied quizzically. “What
do we need that for? None of us has it.”

The King looked about, as though hoping for corroboration
from the court and entire community.

“Of course we have it,” the Magician exploded, “but none
of us remembers.”

“Well, this is ridiculous,” the Queen spat out testily. “If we
don’t know we have it, and it doesn’t seem to be bothering anyone,
whatever reason is there to cure it?”

Everyone murmured and sighed and agreed. What
outlandish idea had the Magician come up with now?

“Let’s hear him out,” the Princess said. She had always
considered herself his favorite and she wasn’t inclined to see him
humiliated—at least not so easily.

“But don’t you see,” the Magician said, “just because you
don’t remember you forgot doesn’t mean you haven’t forgotten to
remember.”

Indeed, he had a point, the people began to acknowledge.
But what exactly the point was, they weren’t sure.

“Look, old friend,” the King said with some sincerity, “I
know you are a wise fellow. And if I didn’t trust you, I surely would
not have called this assembly from far and wide. But, truly, I don’t
get it. I just don’t get it.” The young people laughed to hear the
King using their vernacular.

“Let me explain,” the Magician’s voice revealed both
impatience and the willingness to make himself clear. “We have all



forgotten so many things that we don’t remember what we have
forgotten. But I have discovered a sure and safe way of restoring
memory to everyone, indeed, everyone.”

At that, the entire community gasped, so impressed were
they that the new discovery would be for them, too.

“And with our memories restored, we shall be ever so much
more wise and powerful and useful on this earth,” the Magician
continued.

The King had to consider his good counselor’s words.

“Well, you say it is safe and absolutely reliable, but how do
we know that?” he asked. “After all, I have the responsibility to
protect all of us—my family, court, and subjects, you know. And
that’s a grave responsibility, indeed.”

With that everyone agreed, and all were pleased to be
reminded that they were the King’s top concern.

“Well, I think we should test it,” the Magician replied. “And
I would be happy to test it on myself—that is, with your
permission, of course.”

“Oh, no,” the young Princess protested immediately. “What
if something terrible happened to you? No, I couldn’t stand that.
And besides, who would advise my father, if you lost your mind?”

With that all agreed.

“Well, indeed, I am sure I would not lose my mind. And, in
fact, I expect to be wiser still. But may I say, Sire,” the Magician
turned respectfully to his king, “I was myself thinking that it would
be more appropriate for the King himself to be the first, because
you, Sire, are, in fact, our leader and should be the most wise.”

The King began to smile, suggesting the possibility of
assent.

“That is simply out of the question,” the Queen protested.
“We can’t afford to take the risk. Perhaps our son should be the
first.” With that, she smiled benignly at her only son. “He will, after
all, be inheriting the crown.”

“Nonsense,” the King interrupted. “If something bad came
of this, we would never forgive ourselves. Nor would it seem fitting
that my son be wiser than I, though even for but a moment.”



“Well, of course, I could take it,” piped up the Princess. “I
am not destined to lead, being but a woman. And so my sacrifice
would not be so dangerous.”

“Out of the question,” her brother quickly interjected. “Not
only would your loss be a tragedy of unimaginable proportion, but
it wouldn’t be right, would it, Father, for a woman to be the wisest
in the kingdom.”

“Indeed,” the King assented, “which also eliminates your
mother.”

“Well, perhaps,” the High Counselor began to speak
modestly, “the experiment should be upon my head. None of Your
Graces would then be endangered, and should the experiment
work, then, of course...”

“A ridiculous idea,” the High Treasurer exploded. “You are
the least trustworthy of the group. How do we know you wouldn’t
use your knowledge to seize power? Now, I, on the other hand,
have no such ambitions....”

“Excuse me,” the Magician remarked, “I would like to state
the obvious, which is that if a member of the family is not chosen, I
believe that the risky business should fall upon me.”

“Risky business? Now it’s a risky business?” the High
Treasurer exploded. “What’s risky is letting you have any more
power than you already have.”

“I find that highly offensive,” the Magician remarked.
“After all, I could simply have given the cure to myself in the first
place. But you can see how respectful I am of the family and its
rightful place. Did I not bring this to the attention of you, Sire, and
the entire community before acting?”

The King raised his hand to end the discussion. “Yes,
indeed, you have shown yourself to be very reliable. And just so, I
refuse to have your sanity put in jeopardy.”

“Well, what about the little orphan boy,” the Princess
suggested, pointing to a small child, who had attracted her fancy.

“No way,” the Prince rebutted. “I can see it now. You
suggest him, and then get control of him, so that you can rule when
Father dies.”



The King turned angrily to his son. “I'm not near death
yet,” he said. “But I do think that a foolish idea. What if this
remedy works, and a commoner becomes the wisest man in the
kingdom? Who knows what mischief would be afoot?”

“Well, the milkmaid then,” the Queen suggested. “Surely
no one thinks that she could take over the kingdom.”

The High Counselor riled. “Giving a woman such power?
What a ridiculous idea!”

“Well, what do you suggest, Lord High Counselor?” the
Queen said angrily. “Do you think it better to use a dog?”

“That would be fortunate, indeed,” the High Counselor
went on. “We would have a dog wiser than our king. Who knows
what would happen next? Would we all be placed on the leash?”

The King turned warningly to the Counselor. His feud with
the Queen had simmered for years. But to have it break out
publicly in this way was an unforgivable offense.

“I beg your pardon, Your Highness,” the High Counselor
bowed quickly. “I meant no offense. Just my concern for your
welfare made my tongue wag too quickly.”

“Well, perhaps, we should test this cure on an outsider,” the
King’s eldest nephew jumped into the fray. “If something terrible
happened to him, we wouldn’t care. And if he became wise, no one
among us would have unfair power. “

“An absurd notion,” the Queen snapped, still embarrassed
by the High Counselor’s rebuke of her. “Suppose that creature
refused us the cure and took power over us all?”

With that, the group sat silent. The balance of power could
be maintained only if the cure were given to the King. And yet to
give it to the King was to risk his demise or disability, which would,
in turn, upset the entire order of their universe.

“Well, let us think upon this,” the King wisely said.

So all returned to their normal life, and soon the cure for
amnesia was all but forgotten.

All but forgotten, because the Magician remembered. And
every once in a green moon, the Magician thought to approach the



King again. But each time, the King turned a deaf ear and suggested
that the Magician, too, forget.

One day many years later, long after the old king had died
and been replaced by his son, a new magician replaced his old and
now mentally enfeebled father.

On the day of his appointment, before the entire kingdom,
the young magician said, “Oh, King, among my father’s papers I
have found a wondrous cure for amnesia.”

“Amnesia? Who has amnesia?” the young king said. “Why, I
am young and strong and my faculties are in their prime.”

“Oh, yes, that’s true,” the young magician replied. “But I do
believe that my father discovered that we have forgotten that we
don’t remember and that, therefore, we can’t remember that we
have forgotten.”

“Nonsense,” the new king said, with condescension. “You
are young and new. If your father had made such a discovery, he
would surely have told us long ago. And we, who have been here all
along,” and he pointed to his sister and advisors and mother and
friends and subjects, “we surely would remember.

“A cure for amnesia,” he continued. “What a ludicrous
thought. I hope that you will forget this idea and that your future
suggestions will be more to the point.”

And with that, the young magician laughed himself, partly
out of embarrassment and partly out of nervousness.

“You are perfectly right, Your Highness. I suppose I have
misunderstood my father’s ancient ramblings.”

And with that, the magician and all involved quickly forgot.

Yes!



TO MY HUSBAND

I call you Husband,

And your eyes and tongue startle me.

Your eyes shine blue light throughout my soul,

Searching for secrets,

Asking questions that stretch into infinity.

Your tongue tests my crevices,

Seeking to know if sweetness pervades me, or if it only
masks a more bitter taste.

Husband, we were children when we hurt one another. Now we
stand under the waterfall, our falsehoods washing away
like playground dirt running off in the rain.

Let us trust each other.

Let us love each other.

Let us have the intensity of new love,
the integrity of ancient love,
the innocence of first love,
the depth of lasting love,
the commitment of eternal love.

Let us vibrate to a song that reaches us from the
future, rather than from the past.

Let us surrender to the cosmic orgasm, which ejaculates
God’s love throughout the universe,

His coming joining us in a sticky embrace.

Let us be happy.

Yes!
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CoMING HOME

Lord Maitreya® held my hand as we sat by the stream.

“It’s time to go,” he said.

“That sounds a bit trite, doesn’t it?” I said with the
belligerence born of fear. “Isn’t there something more profound
you can say as you send me on my way, something that makes my
trip seem more special, more purposeful? You know, like, ‘“Thank
you for your willingness to save Planet Earth.” Or, ‘There is
gratitude throughout the universe that you are taking your turn in
the vast cauldron of chaos.” Or something like that. Can’t we at
least pretend that this is a great and noble thing I am about to do?”

He laughed his loving, knowing laugh. I knew, of course,
how ridiculous I seemed, but the need to be special was one of my
particular flaws. In fact, overcoming it was the main purpose for
my trip, though I kept wishing to forget that fact and give myself a
purpose more estimable in my own eyes.

“I really don’t want to leave,” I finally said quietly and
plaintively. “I'm afraid.”

“Of what?” he asked, though he fully knew the answer.

I shrugged my shoulders. Everyone knew the earth was a
vale of pain. “All right, ’'m going.” My head hung low. I felt that I
was going to vomit. I made myself small and pathetic in the hopes
of a reprieve. But none came.

“You will come home again,” he smiled, chucking me
under the chin. God, I hated to be patronized, though I had been
acting like a child and inviting it. “After a long, miserable life on

% Lord Maitreya is the name given to a world teacher existing on the spiritual
plane. Some believe he has come to help humanity achieve a higher level of
consciousness and peace. In that tradition, he is considered one of the ascended
masters who exists beyond the physical plane.



earth, we all come home,” I replied petulantly. Lord Maitreya
shook his massive mane of hair, silver and billowing out from his
equally massive face. “That’s not what I mean,” he said. “Not at
all.”

“What do you mean then? That I will come home again?”
But he was gone.

%

The cold was terrible, and the lights shone in my eyes. My
mother felt dead, and I struggled against the antiseptic hands that
ushered me into life. They felt rough and abrupt. The noise was
excruciating after nine months in my underwater chamber where
sound was a vibration that resonated through my body, rather than
through these little organs attached to my head. I wanted to die.
Instead, I gasped for breath. I gasped for breath despite myself,
despite my intentions to resist this assault on my solitude. I gasped
for breath in direct violation of my own will, which was to refuse
final entry into the life I feared. This gasping for breath chilled my
soul, knowing as I now did that I was trapped by a body, an
instinct, a destiny that I could not override.

To my horror, I felt helpless over myself. All the way
through the dark passage, I had been compelled by physical forces
within me. My spirit rebelled. It disowned this body so alien to me,
this physical entity that had, against my wishes, cooperated with
the earthquake that had shattered my complacency and sent me
rupturing into the world.

I cried out in indignation. The doctor and nurses smiled
and laughed, self-satisfied that they had brought another healthy
baby into their world. In their arrogance, they assumed this was the
cry of life, the affirmation of my arrival. It wasn’t. It was my outcry
against life, the outcry of a soul terrified to face the cruelty of an
alien place, where walked beings who wore barbed wire around
their hearts.

“Look, it’s a girl,” someone said as he tried to pass me on to
my mother. But she was gone, having passed out an hour before.

Lord Maitreya sat with me in the nursery. The noise of all
those babies further shattered my already overwrought nervous



system. I tried not to breathe, but could not manage, once again
overruled by the human instinct that now fully dominated me.

“I hate you,” I screamed at Lord Maitreya. “I hate all of you.
I’ve lost myself.”

“It’s not your fault,” he said. “It’s not your fault.”

I could now but barely remember the soothing sound of the
stream. | had memories of damp ground, but I could not recall the
time or place. The image of a huge snake tormented me. It would
surely find me helpless in this crib. It would penetrate me with its
venomous attitude. My God! It already had!

Somewhere I knew was a gate so overgrown with vegetation
that it was a wall of green. Perhaps behind that gate was a hole into
which I could drop.

I flung myself about the crib, hoping to suffocate myself. I
couldn’t.

“So you want to be a human?” I heard in what seemed
malicious tones. Was this conversation a memory or was it actual?

“I never said that I did,” I protested angrily, in case this was
the present. “I never said I wanted to be a human.” But, by now,
my memory was so weak, that [ wasn’t sure this was the truth.

The sound of the stream—for a moment, I heard it again
and began to quiet. And with that momentary quietness, I was able
to listen, and what I heard were the screams and gurgles of the
other babies. For a blessed moment, I came out of myself and felt
relief.

“Can you beat this?” I heard from the crib next to mine. I
turned to notice a male child with a marvelous laugh emitting from
his throat.

“What?” I asked, rather nastily.

“This, all this, what a gas!”

[ didn’t get it.

“All this stimulation,” he continued. “All these sights and
sounds and smells and feelings.”

“Well, what about them?” I demanded.

“What a gas!” he repeated. “A trip, a playground for
experience, the beginning of a new journey.”



“I hope you pee on yourself,” T attacked defensively. I
supposed he thought he was better than me, more evolved,
enjoying the voyage, that sort of crap.

I said again, a little louder, “I hope you pee on yourself.”

“I already have,” he giggled. Now I sulked silently. My head
hurt from all my wailing and flailing. Didn’t anyone ever get fed
around here?

[ sat by the stream with my old friend, DK.”

“Have a ball,” he had said. The baby in the next crib
reminded me of DK and his good nature. In contrast, I felt puny
and bratty and ashamed and small. How could this other child be
so willing, so open, when I—one of the more elevated beings, I had
believed—Ilay there so resistant to my own fate?

“He’s a boy,” came a comment from a crib farther down.

The girl baby laughed. “They say this is a man’s world, so
why shouldn’t he be jazzed? He’ll probably become a rolling stone
and leave you with the babies to care for.”

I liked that. Finally I felt justified in my bad temper, and
having comforted myself with this thought, I fell asleep, perhaps
never to awaken again.

%%

A baby lay in her mother’s arms, hearing the comforting
heartbeat of her mother’s breast. The soft covers embraced her.
Somewhere inside there was a deep unease, a searching for a
memory she could not bring to thought. But there was also a joy, as
she smelled her mother’s body and felt momentarily safe.

“What a beautiful little girl,” her mother affirmed, pleased
with her labors, despite the grueling hours. The baby slept. Only
when she felt close to her mother could she fully rest, was she fully
sure of her safety from the demons and monsters that stalked the
world. In her dreams, she would sometimes hear the calming
sound of the stream, but the sound was fading, and she would
awaken to the sharp pangs of hunger. Welcome to Planet Earth.

7 DK refers to Djwhal Khul, another of the legendary ascended masters existing
on a different plane.



She had mostly forgotten there was another place.
%%

A woman came to the stream and expressed joy.

“This land is incredible,” she said. “We have to have it.”
Her tired and overstressed face looked hopefully at her partner’s as
she barely took in the glory of the place.

“I don’t think we can afford it,” he replied, though he, too,
had been taken by the cradle of trees and the rush of the water.

“There’s no way,” she said with more certainty than she had
had in years, “no way that this land is not mine. I feel peace here.
We must try.”

The woman was tired and frayed, but she could feel herself
sinking into a deep place, a place from which she could not allow
herself to be snatched again.

“I must try.” Fifty-three years she had roamed this earth,
crying out for her home. She could not let it go. And she did not.

%%

Lord Maitreya held my hand as we sat at the stream. I

remembered.



AFTERWORD

When I was sixteen years old, I wrote a letter to the New York

Times about my youthful fears of nuclear proliferation. That was in
1961. The letter was reprinted and spread around the world, and
from the responses I received, I discovered for the first time that I
was not alone. That is the power of the word: the power to connect.

[ pray that, through this book, you and I have connected
and that we have been reminded of this simple fact: that no matter
the appearance of our differences, on some level, we are one. And
since we are one, we are not alone with our fears, our dreams, our
delusions, and our aspirations. We are not alone in our insecurities
and self-judgments. We are not alone in our pettiness, self-
centeredness, and weaknesses, and we are not alone in our struggle
to reconcile ourselves to who we are and to transcend who we seem
to be, even in the face of our flaws and our foolishness.

For, in the end, we must come to a place of love for our
human selves, because that is who we are. Or is it? At the end of
our last story, “Coming Home,” and throughout this book, we
remember something else about ourselves: our greatness and
courage, our willingness to face the challenges of life, the eternal
connection we have to the infinite, a connection we feel when some
memory deep within us is sparked by a sound, a smell, a word, an
association. We remember that we are, in fact, a part of God, and
that God is One.

Thank you for being there and inspiring me to reach out to
you, and thank you for spending time with me in the magical
universe we have just shared. If you have connected with these
prayers, poems, and short stories, I would love to hear from you.
Please visit www.thestream.org, and click on Our Founder.



And if you have you enjoyed sharing this magical world,
please come again. You can read my short novel, 7he
Autobiography of Mary Magdalene, where we go on an engrossing
voyage with a remarkable woman who is just like us. If you were
intrigued by the concept of the evolving God, please read my book,
Sacred Union: The Healing of God. While a book of “nonfiction,”
the manuscript is also full of myths, stories, fables, and dialogues
among the different aspects of consciousness itself. If you enjoy
hearing from a consciousness greater than our own, check out
God’s Little Aphorisms, a small book of one-liners from The
Source, each with its own anecdote that reveals its depth and
meaning.

And, finally, if you would like to work with me on self-
awareness and transcendence, please look into the comprehensive
volume, Living with Reality: A Book of Wisdom, where I share
some of what I have learned about human consciousness and how
to become who we really are. You can find links to all these books,
as well as information about my music, counseling, workshops and
consulting work, at the website of the spiritual community I
founded, The Stream, www.thestream.org.

Once we have touched hearts, it’s hard to let go. I'm already
at work on another book of stories, and I hope to continue to find
a way for us to touch one another while I am still alive and beyond.

Bless you, and perhaps we will meet in person someday.
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and to work with others. And what makes Beth’s story even more
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