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Her beautiful white flowers called to me like silken bells.  I couldn’t resist the thrill she promised, so I 

went to her.  Carlos said she could give me the gift of flight – and flying is what I wanted.  Away from myself.  

Away from the hell that was my life.

I took the whole plant, chopping leaves, seeds, flowers, stems, and roots into a mixture that I boiled, 

wondering just how it would taste.

Once it cooled, I found out.

I climbed into bed to wait for her and in a short time She came for me; a strong, sudden breeze that 

swept up everything in its path until I too was whisked away, taking flight, letting her carry me on her wings. . 

. 

. . . Until I awoke with a jolt, heart hammering, adrenaline pumping.  

What the hell was that?  

Sitting up, I took a deep breath.  

Down in the cellar.  

I swung my feet over the edge of the bed and stood, torn between the desire to investigate and the urge 

to run until I felt it coming toward me again like a cat stalking a sparrow.  I shivered, waiting for it to pounce, 

but it only whispered in many voices, barely audible at first, then rising in volume, until they boomed through 

me.

Laughing, sighing, wailing -- with a familiarity that hung just beyond the reach of my awareness.  

Calling.  Drawing me down to the cellar.  I left the bedroom, heading for the kitchen at the end of the hall until 

I stopped at the top of the cellar stairs where they beckoned with greater urgency.

A faint blue light shimmered beneath the door, throbbing with the heartbeat that pounded in my ears.  

Nostalgia enveloped me and the voices rushed through my mind again like the wind passing over reeds in a 

pond, rattling them in its wake.  Mom, Dad, Grandma, Joey.

Fear and exhilaration overwhelmed me. Stumbling across the kitchen, I lunged toward the door until 

my hand found the knob, then I froze, unable to take another step.

Something rose up deep within me, confronting the obsession of the voices, canceling them out until 

they returned -- stronger.  The power inside me rallied, and the voices came again, repeating the exchange over 

and over, each force confronting the other with increasing rapidity, until my mind raced aimlessly.



I turned the knob and pushed.

The dank smell of mildew assaulted me, then the door swung noiselessly on its hinges as though 

pulled by an unseen force.

     They were all there, glowing; translucent, yet solid. Gesturing for me to join them.  Their mouths moved as 

they spoke, but no words came.  The cold trickle down the small of my back and the prickling sensation that 

danced across my scalp were the last physical sensations I remembered.

Like stepping off a cliff, I plummeted into a dark abyss.  My hands flew out, desperate for something 

solid, but I only twisted, tumbled, and screamed as the darkness claimed me for its own.

I opened my eyes back in my bedroom.  The feeble light of the approaching day filtered in through the 

curtains, making my disheveled bed barely visible in the gray, predawn shadows.  Leaning over it, I gazed into 

my eyes, wide in lifeless terror, and my mouth -- gaping in its own silent scream.
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