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Prologue

THE small, old lady lay in the small, old
bed. She was sunken into the soft mattress,
surrounded by pillows and encompassed by a
thick, fluffy quilt. She looked thin and white, as
if she had already faded away, been completely
swallowed up by the soft whiteness that surrounded
her. She looked at Sid, and she blinked three
times.
ol am one hundred and eight y e
said.
Sid nodded. It was a lie. Charlotte Rowe was
born in June of 1910, ninety  -five years ago. Sid
paused, looked down at his notes. Before he
could choose his words, she told him:
oYou are here to discuss my Gif
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o0Yes. 6 Sid shifted. ol 6m wr
the history of Spiritualism I
oSpiritualism, 6 she said. (
the connection with the 1inne

that packages the mystic for mass consumption,
links the world of the Beyond with the personal
experience of Grace. 6 She sh
head to the side. O0We didnot
OSpiritism, 6 he said.

olt is not a subject to be
dangerous subject. ¢
0l dondot take it lightly. o

0OSpiritism. Delving with sp
o dm hoping youdl Ic olnevte rnsea trie@
Sid said, taking the tape recorder out of his

pocket.

She | ooked at the machine
at al | . |l tds so i mportant to
0Could you tell me about
di scovered your gift?6

ol am very tired. | wanted

|l ook at you. 6 She closed her
00Ohé you couldndoté just a f
She opened her eyes and ask
you go to church on Sundays ?¢
oWell, no, 6 Sid saiidi,6 uncom
0Good, 6 she said. oCome to
Sunday. 6 She closed her eyes
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Sid sat for a moment in silence before gathering
his papers and shutting off the tape recorder. As
he turned to leave, he thought he saw something
i an impression of fluttering A out of the corner
of his eye. The movement came from the mirror,

but when he turned, there was nothing.

Sid stepped out into the heat. It was stifling,
arid. His car was ten degrees hotter, and he
rolled down the windows and blasted the air,
cringing against touching the steering wheel. As he
drove back through Redlands, his disappointmen t
amplified. Redlands: a normal, modern, suburban
town. Only a subtle decay marked the transition
to the urban jungle to the west. At the easternmost
edge of the massive metropolitan Southern
California sprawl, Redlands lay at the beginning
of the desert, and the transition to the east was
marked by a different sort of decay, a gradual
sloughing off of civilization and bounty, until all
that was left were the plants and animals adapted
to deprivation. Surrounded by impoverished city to
the west and impoverished desert to the east,
Redlands existed as a minor oasis. Today, the
oasis seemed a mirage, barren in the heat.

The great orange groves that marked Redl ands®
history were now shrunken, crammed into not -
as-yet-built patches of land. Likewise, the quaint
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old buildings of downtown were cramped by a
dank, heavy, enclosed mall, by coldly utilitarian

strip malls, by poverty -symptomatic check cashing

businesses. The great old Victorian mansions
t hat were the peak of
years stood in hidden corners amid modern

styl e

growth. Bitsofthepast A Oohi st or i c 6 Red|

were like discarded snake skins, husks that

carried the shape of the past but were now dead.

They were too intertwined in the Starbucks, fast

food drive -thrus, discount stores. The present
had sapped all of the life out of the past.

Sid had always imagined that the land of
orange groves would be lush, filled with orange
glistening balls under deep green leaves. But
under all the asphalt, Redlands was desert, or
near enough to desert. The orange groves, what
was left of them, seemed sparse and dry, unable
to counter the natural heat and barrenness.
Sidds room was at the
and instead of heading to the sweltering
room, he parked the car and walked into one
of Redl andsd bars.

He ordered his first martini and sat staring at
the olive floating in the clear, cool liquid.

op i

OHey, 6 said a girl, sitt I
Sid drank down his martini i

going?6é6
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oGreat, great. o

0 Me , t oo. Bl oody Mary, pl ease.
hi m. ol used to be afraid to o
know. I figured when | got t oo
three in a row, and then, you Kkn
Sid laughed.

0So, what do you do?06 she asked
0l dm a student, 6 he said.
oU of R?6
ONo, I dm in Redlands doing resea
OSpooky. o
ONot so far.o
0Dondt wunderesti mate Deadl ands.
Deadlands, dead of nightlife, dead because of
the lifeless desert underneath it, dead because of
the ghosts that wandered the relics of its past.
OHave you been to the graveyar
| used to think it was a joke, until one night |
went out there with my friends. You know, we

were a |ittle drunk, but not wver)
some beers. And we were out there, having like a
picni c. That s when | saw her,

kind of hazy against one of the
O Mmh mm. 6 Si d dr ank down his

martini. Haunted Redlands, ghosts in the

mansions, ghosts on the roadways, ghosts

lurking in the cracks of the city as it sprouted

up to cover its past. Cold spots. Apparitions.
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Unexplai ned noises. OAnother ma

Sid awoke to the sound of his fan, burring in
the window, hoping to capture some of the
morning air before the hard heat descended. It
already smelled of heat, rising up from the
asphalt.

Somewhere in the middle of the evening, Sid
had lost track of himself and started dropping
memories around. He had them last night, but
this morning they seemed to have escaped him.
He knew there were some people he met: faces,
hands, and colors were impressed in his brain,
but no names.

He pulled himself out of bed and put on some
dark glasses. Sunday. One more day to try again.
He failed to escape the | an
glance as he grabbed a glass of orange juice on
his way out of the house.

Sidds head was throbbing, b
the south side of town, where the roads became
meandering and confused as they moved up into
the hills. Orange Blossom Road was at the very
base of the hills, on the east end of town, and
although you needed to wind through a series of
small, curving drives to get to it, once you
reached Orange Blossom, it stretched out
straight to the east through an orange orchard.
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Once y ou passed t he ono out | et
marked the beginning of the road, there was

nothing to see but orange trees, lined up with

geometric precision, so that there could be no

confusion between this manmade forest and a

wild one.

Unt il he first drove down this
realized that there were still any orchards that
size. Another pocket of history, hidden away.
Driving through it was eerie and unsettling. The
orchard was neither natural, nor was it the
comfortable bustle of civilization. Isolated but
systematic, strange but familiar i in other
words, uncanny.

Sid followed Orange Blossom Road to its
conclusion. At the end of the road, he passed
through the open wrought iron gates that stood
freely on either side of the road. The road continued
on, narrower and less well -kept, up a slight hill
and through more trees. The orange orchard
ended and was replaced by oak trees, hiding the
house until Sid was almost on top of it.

The house itself was not Victorian in style,
breaking the tradition of most other old houses
in Redlands. It was actually older, constructed of
stone. Built in the 1800s, its origin somewhat
lost in history, Sid believed it was referred to in
obscure records from the Estancia of the Mission
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San Gabriel ds Rancho San Be
1823. The writer of the notes was unknown i
certainly not Carlos Garcia (the majordomo of
the time), and there was some doubt about the
authenticity of the records. But the text was
intriguing:
The stranger went off to the east, although we
warned him against that place. The natives know
the unclean territory there. He insisted to build his
blasphemous temple of stone, with a tower but
not to God, and hinted that followers would join
him.
The original, of course, was in Spanish, and
Sid could find no records of a cult or colony, and
no legends from the local Native American tribes
to account for the entry (nt
nor the oOunclean territoryo)
but h e coul dnodt hel p i @
oOobl asphemous templ ed wewnh t h
stone structure that Miriam Rowe insisted had
an oOaura of spiritual power ,
than any other mystical pl ac:¢
The house was rambling and gray, peppered
with windows. The first story wound around the
hilltop, and sections of it had fallen to ruin, leaving
what looked like a low stone fence around areas
that once were rooms. The outlying edges were
decayed and falling down, but the central portion
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stood. The tower was there, a three  -story structure

topped by a belfry. There was no bell, just an
empty space where a bell was clearly intended
and may have once been. Possibly, the bell tower
was never finished, and no bell ever rung there.
The Rowes had kept a telescope in the tower,
where Professor and Madame Rowe looked up
into the stars for calculations both scientific and
metaphysical. There was no sign of a telescope
now, only birdsd nests.
seen a flutter of activity there.

Now, he looked up and saw the outline of a
face, someone peeking over the railing. When he
took off his sunglasses and squinted against the

glaring sun, it was gone.

seen it.

The door was opened for Sid by Nanette
Goddard, caretaker to the house and caregiver
Charlotte Rowe. He had written to her, arranging
his visit, and he had built up a picture of her in

his mind, an older woman, but still good -looking,

thin and slightly weathered, with light hair and
darkened skin wrinkled by laughter and sun.

Someone who smoked cigarettes in a non  -vulgar

way, who drank red wine. Perhaps it was just his
image of a Frenchwoman.

Nanette was younger than he had thought
and overweight A not obese, but round. Her face

But
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was round to match her figure, and she looked

as if she would have a tendency to giggle, but

di dnodt . Her VOoi ce, t hough,

mi g ht i magine a Frenchwoman

surprisingly deep and soft and heavily accented.
Nanetteds eyes brightened w

0 Mi ss Rowe has been very an

again, 6 she said. 0She doesng¢
course. 6 She brought Sid in t
the |l arge fireplace. oO0OWait he

The Rowes did extensive work on the interior
of the house, making it into a home that would
be acceptable to Miriam Rowe, née Silver, of the
weal thy Chicago Silver fami|l
luxurious, even by the standards of the 1920s, it
certainly seemed comfortable enough. From the
outside, it looked cold, slightly prison -like.
Inside, the stone of the walls was plastered,
painted, and wallpapered, although a bit stained
and peeling. There were wood moldings and trim,
and the only hint of stone was the large fireplace
in the main sitting room. There were few pieces
of heirloom furniture, and the cheap utilitarian
substitutes looked out of place.

Sid wandered around the room while he waited,
absorbing the atmosphere. He felt unusually calm
in that room. He expected  knick -knacks, antique
photographs, and strange objects, but the room
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was oddly sparse. It had the air of a room whose
contents had been given up over time, in favor of
survival.
When Nanette returned, Sid was standing in
front of the empty fireplace, staring thoughtfully
at the black ashes.
oCome wup, 6 she said simply, an
up the curving staircase of the bell tower.
oOWhy would Miss Rowe want a bed
of these stairs?06 Sid asked.
0The room was the nursery when
chil d. 't is sentimental .o
The narrow stone staircase ended in a crescen t-
shaped entryway. Nanette and Sid passed
through a door into a round room directly below
the bell tower, and there was Charlotte Rowe,
lying in her childhood twin bed surrounded by
fluffy blankets and pillows. There were no real
furnishings in the room except the bed and,
across from it, the huge and elaborately framed
mirror. Sid caught hi msel f stari
image instead of looking at the woman herself,
and he turned his head toward the bed.
Nanette left, and Sid sat down, starting up his
tape recorder.
OFeeling better today, I hope, 6
oBetter, | suppose, 06 she said. ¢
ol t hought I saw you in the b
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right above this room, isnot
0The bell tower ?26 Charlotte
her. 6 She went silent, stari |
didnot I i ke t o ask wh o oher

Nanette had come rushing down the stairs from the
top of the tower. Perhaps Charlotte was up to her
old mediumistic trickery, fashioning apparitions in
the tower. Sid shifted uncomfortably in his seat.
Charlotte turned to him, and her eyes were
sharp and bright. o0l suppose
to tell you everything. 6

Sid didndt show up agemesterhool
started. Instead, his roommate Martin received a tape,
a manuscript, and a note. The tape was hours of
static, with what sounded like it could be muted,
murmured conversation in the background. Repeated,
in a lower register, like a drum beat, was what
sounded |li ke a voice saying, O
Then, there was the note:

Tuesday, September 13, 2005
Marty,
Take this manuscript and guard it with
your life. Try to verify any aspects possible
and check authenticity.

Sid



Chapter One:
Family History

~

mean, the Serpent. That is i in the

beginning. Which is as good a place to start as
any. The Serpent looks at me, and he is wrapped
around the tree branch, not tightly, just rather
devil-may-care almost flirtatiously wrapped
around the tree branch, his tongue darting at
the air. oTake the fruit, d he
knowl edge. 0

What am | thinking? About banishment,
damnation, the meaning and power of God? Or,
perhaps, about the loving nature of a forgiving,
all powerful God who has planned for the best in
the best of all possible worlds. Because beyond

D ARKNESS is what | see. In his eyes. |
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the barrier in the world of souls, all is happiness
and light.

No. | am looking into the darkness of the
serpentds eyes, and |
fresh, clean, sweet smell. And | feel hunger. Pure
hunger. The crispness, the coolness of the fruit
on a hot summer day. Nothing is more pure and
i nescapabl e than that.
youdre offered a piece
sweet, the first luscious bite, and the juice that

streams down your chin.

consequences to that, can there? A simple,
unthinking, naive girl, just a babe, in a garden,
eating a fruit. After all, I have no fear of a kind
God. | have no knowledge of good and evil. Yet.
And itds delicious.
Then | wake up from the dream. But perhaps
that is a little too far back to start, after all.

Miriam Silver was an ardent believer. At nine,

she became an Adventi st , an

horror, she refused to eat flesh. That is what she

Wh e n
of I

Ther

call ed it ofl esho. She ear

parents to give up tobacco, tea, coffee and meat,
so that they woul dnodt
and leave her an orphan.

After two months of this behavior, she had a
vision from God. He told her that He would

ruin
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protect her and her family from the evils of eating
meat, but expressly forbade, for the faithful, the
eating of carrots except when baked with butter
and brown sugar. Though this divine intervention
was welcomed with relief by the Silver household,
the episode was an indicator of the things to
come.

Miriam took up popular movements as they
came across her notice: suffrage, temperance,
American Holiness evangelism, populism, self -
sufficiency. She also took up various and sundry
cures and patent medicines: Orange Wine
Stomach Bitters, Wonderful Little Liver Pills,
Laudanum, French Arsenic Complexion Wafers,
Cod Liver Oil, Castor Qil, Olive Oil. There were
Amazing Cures for All Your llls, including A but
certainly not limited to i thinness of the blood,
nerves, weariness, diabetes, skin lacking in
firmnes s, dissatisfaction, asthma, insomnia and
exhaustion. Each cure seemed better than the
last, promising a bounty of health and wellness,
and Miriam begged her family to try these
miracle elixirs.

Increasingly, as time went on, Miriam developed
her own unique patchwork of beliefs, advice and
medicinal wisdom. Through visions from God,
experimentation with various concoctions and
the teachings of sundry fanatics, she cobbled
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toget her Errant My sticism,
that travels outside the bounds of the limits of
our minds, that truly passes beyond human
understanding. 6

In 1908, Miriam Silver met Charles Rowe, a
practitioner in the young field of psychoanalysis.
Miriam had | eft her familyos
receiving a vision encouraging her to an evangelical
mission in New York. She lived on an allowance
from her father, acquiring a small shop with an
apartment above. From this shop, she distributed
pamphlets, peddled medicinal cures and meddled
in mysterious services which were not recorded.
Although mystic folk medicine has a long and
twisted history of spectacular success, Miriam
was never successful.

She fervently argued the dangers of cigarettes
and cigars, demonstrating the proper way to
smoke with a pipe to the glory and goodness of
God. Unfortunately, her pipe -smoking method,
which had come to her in a dream, was strange
looking, awkward and embarrassing in public.
She joyously advi sed on God
baking special cakes, which were invariably flat
and rather soggy. She proselytized on the benefits
of her own patent elixir, which though high in
alcohol content, tasted strongly of garlic.

Miriam became, in equal measures, more
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depressed and fanatical as she failed to gain a
following among the forlorn. She began exhibiting
hysterical symptoms, which she attributed to
Godds visitations on her. She
turn her head to the left and was compelled to
touch the shop doorknob once every ten minutes.
When one morning she awoke with the impression
that her right hand was a great balloon, and was
thereafter unable to lift or carry anything with it,
she determined that this could not possibly be
construed as a gift from God and contacted a
psychoanalyst.

As a patient on Charl es Rowe ¢

struggled to untangle the complicated mesh of
her unconscious mind. Miriam Silver was, by far,

Professor Roweds mo st fascinati |

he became convinced that this earnest and
beautiful girl was indeed gifted with visions from
God.
0These visions,dé he told her
through the disguising mechanisms of the mind.
The Mind of God is so beyond the mind of man
that His Word is treated as an ill -repressed
memory, and dream -like, comes to you represented
symbolically, as messages about carrots or cigars. o]
Professor Rowe disagreed fundamentally with
the Freudian emphasis on sexuality, and
particularly the formulating influence of infantile
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sexuality, that oxymoronic concept. In Miriam
Silver, he saw the promise of a revelation in
understanding not only the human mind, but in
a greater scope, the fundamental nature of the
universe.

ols it not true, 6 he wrote
nature of dreams is well -documented throughout
the world, and in ancient cultures? Dr. Freud
dismisses these prophetic qualities in favor of
degrading, animalistic explanations. There is no
doubt that in the heritage of man, the spiritual is
the essence that defines and controls all human
behavior. The metaphysical pervades every culture
and every aspect of life, but it defies human
explanation. Why is this? Because the metaphysical
comes to us garbled and distorted, in a code that
must be broken. We have so many competing
and various definitions of God and explanations
of the universe that the mind becomes boggled.
The ancient Greeks and Romans had their
pantheons of mythic characters. The native African
tribes have their strange masks depicting the
preternatural element. The far eastern cultures
have their own mythic traditions that defy western
understanding. Even our blessed Christianity is
broken and shattered into diverse sects.

OWe <cannot understand the
because it comes to us perverted through the
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nature of our imperfect mind. Dr. Freud is
greater than he can allow himself to believe, in
that he has stumbled upon the keys that will
allow us to solve this great mystery through the
undeni able power of psychoanalys

In 1909, Dr. Sigmund Freud gave a series of
five lectures on psychoanalysis at Clark University.
Charles Rowe attended these lectures, bringing
Miriam Silver with him. They registered at a
Worchester, Massachusetts inn as Professor and
Mrs. Charles Rowe, and explaining that she
suffered from blinding headaches, Miriam spent
the trip confined to their hotel room. Professor
Rowe attended only the lectures by Freud and
stood in the back of the lecture hall, with his
head lowered and eyes closed, so that those
around him thought he might be sleeping.

At the end of the first lecture, the quiet and
unobtrusive man was first to the exit, and
rushed away across town to his hotel. He arrived
and burst open the room door in a fervor.

oOMiriam, 6 he said.

She lay on the bed in a silent posture, her
arms crossed on her chest. When Professor Rowe
burst in, she opened her eyes and languidly
turned to him.

ol can see, 0 she said. ol can
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my mindds eye. He gl ows wit
that he wil!/ never know! o
Charles rushed to the bedside.
ol can feel the power rushi
an ocean | et | oose upon our ¢
oYes, Charles, it is the po
olt is everywhere around us
OAnd in us. o
The two fell together on the bed in a passion
of ecstasy.

Three months later, Charles Rowe and Miriam
Silver were wed in New York by a justice of the
peace, and in 1910 Miriam Rowe gave birth to a
baby girl, six pounds and two ounces. She was
named Charlotte Abigail Silver Rowe, and her
overjoyed parents showered her with every
affection.
OWe expect great t hings fr
whispered to her newborn girl, when the baby
was first |l aid in her arms.
Soon little Charlotte grew into a vibrant toddler
with silken blonde hair, cornflower blue eyes
and a winning, constant smile. The small family
was inseparable, and Professor Rowe saw his
psychoanalytic patients in an office on the
ground floor of their brownstone.
Professor Roweds science C
mysticism was the constant topic of conversation
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in the household. Through his sessions with his
patients and consultation with his helpmeet,
he came to focus his practice on the aspect of

memory.
0 Wh a't is this beauti ful t hing,
patting his smal.l daughter on t

biological mechanism of memory: the memory of

a moment of love, the memory of my physical

and psychical person, the memory of your physical

and psychical person, my dear. So that the

memories in her mind are the memories of a

memory, another level in this complex recording

of the past on the present. 0
Though his small practice grew, finding new

patients every month, he found no publisher

for his lengthy and convoluted semi -mystical

arguments. He spent long evenings composing

an ever -lengthening volume documenting his

case studies and extrapolating experiments in

the supernatural that would allow mankind to

converse with God.
On May 22, 1915, Charles Rowe burst excitedly

into the sitting room on the second floor of the

brownstone, where his wife sat reading to their

young child.
OMiriam, 6 he said, 0l have done
Charles had been spending long nights for the

| ast sever al weeks in the browns
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which was set up as a workshop for both wood-
working and mechanical tinkering. Charles Rowe
had never been truly clever with his hands, but
his father and brothers were all accomplished in
these manly, mechanical skills, which were
valued in his family beyond the more bookish
qualities that Charles exuded. As a result,
Charles admired the making of things and aspired
to complement his intellectual exercises with
practical machinery.
When he pronounced his success in the sitting
room, his wife looked up from the fable she was
reading and smiled.
00f <course, dear, 6 she saic
at anything you put your mi n:¢t
o0This is beyond anything |
for! o
0 Wh a't is it darling?6 she
been incredibly secretive about his project, and
his wife had not pried into his work.
ol t i s wha't y ou and I h a
dreamed over, for years. It is the mechanism for
tal king with God. 6
Miriam stood up, almost dropping her child
on its head.
oCharles! Truly?5é6
o0Yes, yes. Come see it.o
Miriam held the <child to |
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Charlotte, 6 she said, oyour f ath
man in the history of knowl edge
quiet child by nature, smiled at her mother.

oWel |, come on, 6 said Charl es,

the pudding. o
He led the way down the two flights of stairs
to the basement workshop. Along the largest wall
there was constructed a large scaffolding, from
floor to ceiling and from end to end. It was three
feet deep and composed of thin wooden timbers
crisscrossing |like an asymmetric
Complicating the structure was a secondary
crisscross of copper wire, moving along and
among the beams. Sometimes the wires would
follow the pattern of the wood, and then one wire
at a random spot would break the pattern and
streak off through its three  -dimensional space
at its own random -seeming angle. Among and
between these two interweaving webs were small
pockets, bulges of machinery that formed nodules,
sometimes on wires, sometimes on wood. Some
nodules contained lights or dials, and others
seemed to be simply lumps of metal. Some were
spherical, some square, and some completely
irregular in shape.
oCharles, itds amazing, 6 said N
oCan you f eel the energy emana
he asked.
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0OYes, 6 she said, hol ding C
holy energy. 6
Charles walked over to the machinery and

caressed it with his hand. C
that cul minates my | ife work.
OHow does it work?d6 Miriam
ol will show you. No, wait.

this occasion well. Go to the kitchen and get
Mary and Bridgett. o
Miriam rushed upstairs again and summoned
the two maids, who were at work peeling potatoes
oOBut the potatoes cannot S
into the water, 6 said Bridge
girl.
oDamn the potatoes, 6 said M
my | anguage, but this is i mp:¢
The three women and one child descended
the stairs again, to find Charles adjusting dials
and buttons.
oWhat will happen, my dear ?
ol do not precisely Kknow,
cannot precisely tell you that, but you will see a
dramatic result. o
He turned to them.
0On this day, 6 he said, owe
Then he turned back to his great machine
and flipped a switch on the wall within the
structur e. A low humming filled the room.



