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[EXCERPT]

……….By this time Steven Conrad was well on his way, preparing for his 'journey.'  His contorted body, curled and quivering on the hardwood floor, wasn't a pretty sight, just like he warned her: his eyes bulging, his facial veins protruding through his translucent skin, he was undergoing a major metamorphosis--His long white-gray hair was getting shorter in length and gradually the color changed to a shiny black.  The same was happening to his closely trimmed white beard as his very facial features were altering: his nose developed a hook and became wider at the base, his handsome cheekbones were diminishing under his new skin, his bushy gray eyebrows turning black and thin, like two small arches contouring his now protruding forehead.


As Mary Campbell was watching him wide-eyed, frozen in her stance, a strong wind suddenly entered the room whirling around Steven's body, tearing off all his clothes, sucking them upwards into the large opening above the room.   


A moment later, Steven's entire translucent, transformed naked body started jolting and rising about three feet from the floor.  Circling in midair, his hands stretched outward in a crucifix position, his new face calm and frozen now, he gradually gained height.  He levitated for another few moments.  It was as if Steven's powerful will was trying to delay his departure.


"I love you too, Mary-Campbell-from-the-Big-Apple .. .Take good care of yourself . . ."His voice sounded distorted, almost inhuman, as he was trepidating in midair in his own living room.  


Mary instinctively knew that it was him behind this alienated camouflage, trying to say good-bye to her.  


". . . I got--ta . . . go . . . no---w . . .," he forced it out with great difficulty and a moment later, his body shot upwards through the roof opening with the speed of a popped cork from a good-quality champagne.


Mary Campbell watched him literally pulverize into the bright sunshine.  Within seconds the strong wind that was wrapped around Steven's body disappeared from the room, replaced by a deadly and calm silence.  


Mary Campbell's pounding heart was the only sound.


Curled up on the hardwood floor, she cried silently for several minutes, her mind and soul caught at a strange crossroad of longings and powerful emotions, tearing her apart, making her feel insignificant.  The solitude taking the best of her, making her feel miserable, she suddenly recalled Steven's last words:  "Take good care of yourself  . . ."


With a visible effort she shook herself loose from the tentacles of depression

gnawing at her soul and stood up from the hard floor, grabbing her jacket and cigarettes from the coffee table.   Looking at the house and its surroundings, taking it all in, she sighed once and walked out from the house, locking the front door behind her.


She drove fast and dangerously through the small town, nearly colliding head-on with a yellow school bus, the driver screaming profanities at her, she looked at the little faces in the windows of the bus, a pang of fear in her heart, she headed straight for the Aishihik airport where she had an open ticket for New York City.


Not having any major connecting flights for another two hours, her muscles and mind driven by fierce, frightening energies, she hopped on a float plain leaving within minutes to a small town from where she had to connect to another airport that could take her back to the Big Apple.


It didn't matter.  Her ferocious, almost brutal energies wouldn't subside.  She had to be moving, possibly flying.  Up in the clear sky, deep in the punctured ozone layers, higher and higher, closer to her deep-seated yearnings, eyes wide-open seeing things and visions -- unclear and frightening -- and sounds--loud, nearly rupturing her eardrums -- 

shrapnel exploding, bullets flying with a sharp whistle, a torn and bloody human limb flying inches away from her face, close to her heart--a deep PANG of pain in her chest -- ancestral sadness--closer to Steven Conrad--one more time--then silence.


A feeling of emptiness and lack of gravity, suspended in viscous fears paralyzing 

her motion, a deeper silence yet, so complete, it punched her violently at the center of her soul, deep down on a molecular level of her very being: then NOTHING.
