CPro[ogue

Another Eeaumfuf spring cfay welcomed with it an array of nature’s
g’éfts. The peeﬁing of newborn f[owers tﬁrougﬁ the now sqﬁenecf groumf
was one of many tﬁings Catherine a}o}o’reciatecf this time of the year. ‘But,
the best was yet to come. In her seventy-five years of ﬁfe, this evening
was the m’gﬁt she had ﬁcyaecf she’d still be around to see. She remembered
her mother te[[ing the stories Jaa,ssecf down to her from her mother, and so
on. The Sﬁowering of the Souls ﬁa}o}?enec[ on(y once every ﬁfry years or
so. Those who had lost a loved one would be sitting out on their Jaorcﬁes,
smncfing in fiefcfs or in their ym’Js, awaiting their return. Catherine
anxiousfy awaited the show on her back }oorcﬁ with a cup of tea.

As she sat in her chair, [ooEing to the sﬁy with the sun’s [igﬁt fac{ing
as ff it were on a dimmer switch, she remembered back to the nigﬁt her
ﬁfe had cﬁangec[. She tﬁougﬁt about how anxious she was on her twenty-
first Birtﬁafay and how she wasn’t sure how Sean would take the news of

her Being preghant. Looﬁing back, she wished she had told him ﬁefore the



accident. CMayBe he would have fougﬁt harder to recover. She syoﬁe to
him every cfay, never missing a visit in ﬁcyae of seeing some sort qf

cﬁange' But notﬁing ever cﬁangecf, especia((y her Eeing alone. T om’gﬁt

would be different, though. Tonight, she was hoping he would finally
find his way back to her.

As the light faded, the display of stars made their appearance.
First, ever so softly, but as the last bit of daylight was doused by the
velvet blackness that had overtaken the night sky, the stars shown more
brightly. Then out of nowhere, the first shooting star, said to be holding
onto the first soul, made its way across the sky. Catherine’s heart
fluttered in hopes it was her love making his way back to her. Then
another shot across the sky, and another, and another. Catherine sat up
half the night watching the display of different colored lights make their
way across the black canvas, then disappearing into nothing. She fought
to remain awake, but by three a.m., her eyes grew weary and she dipped

into a 6&3@9 sfumﬁer 2 OTL[y to 66 awaﬁenecf Ey an ear (y moming pﬁone

call.



“Hello, Catherine?” said a fami[iar voice on the other end.

Catherine’s heart Eegan to beat fast and her hands Begcm to shake.
With a quivering voice, Catherine responcfecf ﬁqufu[fy, “Yes, goocf
morning, ‘Ms. (jmcfy.”

ﬂﬁer a moment cf silence on the other end, Catherine had tﬁougﬁt
tﬁey [ost their connection. “Ms. (jmcfy, are you there?”

“Oh, yes, yes, sorry, Catherine. Catherine, T’'m ca[fing about Sean.
“Are you sitting down?”

T rying to steacfy her hands as she held the receiver, Catherine’s gm’}?
tigﬁtenecf as ff it were the ﬁfe[me she'd been ﬁofcfing onto for the past
ﬁﬁy years. “How is he?” She reg?oncﬁecf with a gﬁ’mmer qf ﬁope in her
voice.

‘Ms. (jmcfy syoée in a quiet, calm manner. “There’s been a cﬁange.”



Chapter One
The Awakening

The sun shone so brightly, that on any other morning Sean would
have welcomed its warmth on his face. But, as he attempted to open his
eves, he found it difficult to take in the light. Blinking, in hopes to help
his eyes adjust, he began to focus on his surroundings. With the blinds
pulled all the way up, he saw the very large window to the right of him
and he immediately knew he was not in his bedroom.

Sean thought back to the night before, trying to remember what
he'd done. He remembered getting off of work early, going home to
shower, and getting ready to meet Catherine. A smile drew across his face

just at the thought of her.

Remembering the ring he placed in his front pocket, he reached
down to retrieve it. His hand was met with an unfamiliar fabric. He
drew back the blankets and found himself dressed in blue, old man
pajamas. As he thought back to his plans the night before, he recalled
going out with Catherine for her birthday. Being that they both shared



the same birthday of January first, he felt destiny had played its part
and brought them together. The whole night was planned to make his
proposal perfect; dinner, a few drinks, a walk down by the lake, then he
was going to pop the question. Apparently he had one drink too many,
because he couldn’t recall ever actually proposing.

He couldn’t wait to hear how Catherine snuck him into her bedroom
without her father knowing. Then it suddenly occurred to him that if she
undressed him, she may have come across the ring in his pocket. Sean
needed to find his clothes as soon as possible to check for the ring. He
swung his legs over the side of the bed and sat up. The aches and pains
in his back were foreign. He even had difficulty sitting straight up,
finding his back wanting to stay in a permanent hunched over position.
As he stood, he felt a bit off balance, having to reach for the bed.

As he looked around the room, it was not what he expected a
twenty-one year old gir(’s room to look like. It was very plainly decorated
with just a bedside table and a [amp on top. A picture of a garden hung
on the wall. He slowly made his way to the door, praying the door’s



ﬁinges were oiled well enougﬁ not to creak. As he openecf the door, he
sfow[y stuck his head outside to listen for Catherine, or any sort of
movement in the house. He was confrontecf with a [ong ﬁa[[way with
doors mnning a[ong either side.

Sean stgo}aec[ out into the ﬁa((way, fee(ing even more confusecf than
when he awoke. This cfeﬁ’nite[y was not Catherine’s home. Wherever he
was, someone had to know where his clothes were. He made his way down
the ﬁa((way, noticing all the rooms were assigneof a number; one-twelve,
one-fourteen, one-sixteen, and so on. The }oface a}?pearecf to be deserted.
When he came to the end of the ﬁa(fway, it turned to the m’gﬁt and he
could make out some sort of sitting area at the far end. He turned down
the empty corridor; his bare feet coming in contact with the very clean,
very cold ffoor gave him an uneasy fee[ing. As he ajo]aroacﬁecf the
opening, he saw several couches and chairs in conversational groupings
with a table in the middle qf their circles. It was a (oﬁﬁy qf SOrts.

An older woman was stancfing at a desk to the ’rigﬁt. She ay}aearec[

to be Jmfeoccujoiecf with some sort of machine. Looéing out the f[oor to



ceifing windows that lined the oyyosi’re wall, he noticed sometﬁing. The
foot of snow cfum}?ecf on them the cfay Eefore had melted. Sean entered the
[oﬁﬁy, wa[ﬁing closer to the windows to get a better look. He caugﬁt the
attention of the woman at the desk.

“Oh dear. Mr. Shanahan?” said the woman as she came out from
behind the desk at a fair(y brisk pace.

“Do you know where my clothes are? Catherine ﬂ\/lcﬁ\fufty and 1
arrived last m’gﬁt, and 1 was woncfering 1f you ﬁa}?}oenecf to have seen her
this moming?” Sean reyﬁ’ecf, in a voice so rougﬁ he Ba're(y recognizecf it
as his own.

The woman had a concerned look on her face as she took him By his
arm and Beg(m to lead him back the way he had come. “I'm sure you
have a lot of questions and we'll answer them as best we can. But for
rigﬁt now, you’cf best be gem’ng back to your room. You need your rest. o

Sean had a bad fee[ing creeping up inside him. He stopyec[ dead in
his tracks. “Where’s Catherine? Where am 12” he asked, not a[fowing

tﬁe woman to taée ﬁlm anyfurtﬁer.



“All in goocf time, Mr. Shanahan.” The woman’s gnjg got a bit
tigﬁter on his arm as she a,ttem]atecf once again to lead him back towards
the hallway,

As Sean }m(fecf away f'rom the woman, he caugﬁt the r@cfection of an
old man in the window. He tﬁougﬁt ff she wouldn’t tell him where he was,
mayﬁe this older gentfeman would. As he turned to speaé with the man,
there was no one to be founc[ Sean turned back to the window. As he
raised his hand, so did the old man. It was then he remembered what
had ﬁap}oenecf the m’gﬁt Eefore and everytﬁing came back to him in a
whirlwind of memories.

“No, 1 couldn’t have ... that [ong?” Sean Wﬁisyerecf as he stared at
his wf(ection in the window.

He Eegcm to make his way for the door as the woman continued to
reach for his arm, trying to Jou[[ him back.

“You have to come back, Mr. Shanahan. It’s just a matter of time
Befm’e he fincfs you now that you've returned. Please, come back in and

we’ll try to ﬁgure sometﬁing out.”



But Sean didn’t listen. He went through the revolving door to the
outside world he last stood in fifty years before. The soft blue sky with its
gentle spring breeze carried the essence of lilies, lilacs, and other
assortments of spring flowers. Tears began streaming down his face. He
wiped them away with a liver-spotted, wrinkled hand.

“All this time! T've lost a [ifetime because of you!” yelled Sean,
cursing the sky.

With a sudden burst of determination, he began running down the
gravel road towards the hills. He needed to get to the small town nestled
there; the place he once lived.

A sudden rush of icy cold air hit his back. When Sean turned
around, he noticed the once blue sky was now dark gray with swirling
clouds. Behind him, streaks of lightning connecting the earth below with
the thunderous veil above, were tracking him [ike a hound dog tracks its

prize. Sean could feel the electricity in the ground.
Suddenly, a sharp pain caused him to clutch his chest with both
hands. He thought for sure he had been struck by lightning. The pain



radiated from his chest, down his left arm and up his neck. Sean dropped
to his knees, gasping for air. Falling over onto the gravel, face up towards
the sky, the irreqular beat of his heart penetrated his eardrums. In the
far distance, from behind the dark, swirling clouds, a ball of light
emerged. 1t was coming straight towards him. He knew he'd been beat.
The one he'd stayed hidden from all these years finally caught up with
him. Lying on the cold ground, helpless, Sean was prepared to accept the
fate he had tried to escape years before. Then a familiar voice entered his
head.

“Sean, come, we haven’t much time.”

“Laila?” Sean said, struggling to find the breath to push her name
past his [ips.

1t was at that moment Sean knew he hadn’r lost. He felt his soul
being pulled from him. Leaving the lifeless shell behind, the light that
now carried Sean’s soul shot across the sky [ike a shooting star. Thunder

and [igﬁtning ﬁ’ffecf the sﬁy, and a [a'rge, talon-like hand materialized,



attempting to gmﬁ the ball cf (igﬁt. Just Bm’e(y evacﬁ’ng its grasp, the
[igﬁt cﬁsa}?pearecf into the a,tmosyﬁere.
CKnowing he had faifecf to retrieve the giff Sean’s soul carried, a

tﬁumferous ﬁOW( emer; gecffrom tﬁe Sﬁy, cmc{ tﬁen a[[fe[[ Siﬁ?ﬂt



