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A coming of age thriller of mystics and
magic.

Nate's father died mysteriously when he
was twelve. His older brother knows the
truth but their mother had him committed
to a mental institution. As the Outviews
try to take over his mind, sixteen year



old Nate fears his turn is next.

During the search for his brother, Nate
and his three school friends fight to stay
alive. Along the way they encounter five
mystics who show Nate his lost powers,
teach the forgotten wisdom and reveal
his extraordinary destiny.

In time, Nate discovers that everything
he believed about his life is a lie, and
that the world contains secrets far more
beautiful than he could ever have
imagined, and evil far more terrifying
than he could ever have feared.

Across time and dimension they are after
him. ..

Review



". . . young adults who like reading
supernatural books may find a new
favorite with Outview" - Ashland Daily
Tidings.

From the Author

Outview's protagonist is a teenager who
lost his father young, suddenly finds
himself dealing with incredible power,
is in way over his head, must make
difficult choices and has people after
him. I was able to write him with unique
insight. My father died suddenly when I
was eight, then as a teen, the money and
fame gave me power, I worked in a
world beyond my years, made some bad
choices, and, after a long investigation,



served a year in federal prison because
of financial improprieties. Although,
Outview 1s a work of fiction and not
about me, to a great extent,
metaphorically told, it is my story.
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I kept running. Nine of us had sworn
our lives to protect the precious artifact
sewn inside my belt. Six were already
dead, maybe more. Struggling for breath,
I pushed through the tangled jungle
toward the majestic pyramid. That’s
when [ heard the horses. Scanning
wildly, I knew my life meant nothing
unless the treasure was protected. A
conquistador’s maniacal cry ripped the
air. The glint of a sword flashed; my
chest sliced open. I crawled a few feet
toward a deep, sacred pool. Soldiers
laughed as one pushed my gutted body



with his heavy blade. He teased me to
the edge of the limestone cliff, then
shoved its point through. Smiling, 1 fell
ninety feet before plunging into the
water.

A car horn startled me. The taste of
blood still filled my mouth, my body
screamed in pain. [ was losing my mind.
What the hell was going on? “My name
is Nathan Ryder. I'm sixteen. ’'m in
eleventh grade. This 1s Ashland, Oregon.
It’s Friday, September 12th . . . 7 I
repeated the mantra until the tragic scene
in that ancient Mayan pool receded and |
was fully back in the present. I had lived
through at least a hundred deaths since
the “Outviews” began a year ago.

I strained to get up off my bedroom



floor, a burning ache in my chest. I was
surprised to be already dressed for
school. Outviews weren’t mere dreams,
as their torment and physical impact
could last for days. The car horn blared
again. Kyle, my best friend, was waiting
in the driveway. I dashed out of the
house.

“Man, you look like hell. What
happened?” He greeted me with a
concerned look as I climbed into his old
Subaru Outback. Kyle was almost two
years older than me, but we’d been in
the same grade since he’d arrived from
Vietnam. Back then, his English was
pretty bad. When the other kids were
either ignoring or making fun of him, |
asked if I could take a picture of the



incredibly elaborate ancient city he was
sketching. The drawing was so realistic
you’d swear it was a photograph. He
wanted me to wait until it was finished,
which took another couple of days.
We’d been friends ever since.

“Rough night.” 1 riffled through the
CDs he kept in a shoebox. “Thich Nhat
Hanh, Einstein’s Theories, Stephen
Hawking . . . come on Kyle, don’t you
have any music in here?”

“Too much to learn, no time for
music, except maybe Mozart.”

“Kyle’s the only teenager I know
without any music on his iPod,” his
cousin, Linh, my other best friend, said
from the backseat. “Why was it another

rough night?”’



[ turned around and looked at her. She
was a grade behind us and didn’t look as
Asian as Kyle because her father was
Irish, but there was an exotic beauty that
disarmed me. Her name meant “gentle
spirit” in Vietnamese, which was fitting.
Her presence made me feel grounded,
and during these tumultuous times, being
with her was addicting.

“Just couldn’t sleep.” Normally, I told
them everything, but the Outviews were
too hard to explain, especially after what
had happened to my brother, Dustin.
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I struggled through the school day, but
at least it was Friday. Linh and Kyle
convinced me to come home with them.

“Nate, you really do look awful.”

“Thanks, Linh, you look great.” Her
long black hair in a ponytail, a few
strands dangled around her high
cheekbones.

“I’m sorry.” She put her hand on my
shoulder as we were getting in Kyle’s
car. “Oh, I just realized it’s your dad’s
birthday.” She closed her eyes and
hugged me.

“It’s not that, really.”

“How old would he have been?” Kyle
asked as he got in the driver’s seat and



slid a cigarette in his mouth. He never lit
it, but whenever he drove or worked on
his computer, he usually held one in his
lips; he said it reminded him of his dad.
We had that in common, losing our
fathers. It was part of our bond.

“Forty-seven today but— ”

“It wasn’t your fault,” Linh said.

“I killed him Linh. Whatever you say
or think doesn’t change it.”

“Nate, you’re the only one who
believes that.”

“Really? Ask my mom why she can
hardly look at me, why she works
around the clock so she doesn’t have to
be around me.”

“Your mom and dad built that
restaurant together. She’s just trying to



keep it going.”

“Linh, I know you like my mom, but
let’s get real. The Station is one of the
most successful restaurants in town.”

“How would you know? You never
even let us go,” Kyle said. “Have you
even been back in the four years since
the funeral?” He shot me one of his stern
looks, peering over his mirrored shades.
His mop of coal-black hair, shaggy and
unkempt, combined with the cigarette to
give him a tough guy image.

“What is this, gang up on Nate when
he’s down day? Let’s go.”

Kyle began the short drive to his
house.

“It wasn’t like I lost just my dad. The
whole family was obliterated that day.”



My voice cracked. “I was only twelve,
and all Mom cared about was me not
making a scene at her perfect funeral.”

“She was grieving too, Nate,” Linh
said.

“She’s always been so practical and
driven; get better grades, haircuts and
manners.”

“At least she makes the best
brownies,” Linh said.

“Yeah, well you eat them. I want my
dad back. He was the gentle one. He
was always encouraging me, more like a
friend. Everyone loved him. Two
hundred and twenty people jammed the
restaurant for the funeral . . . and they all
knew he was dead because of me.”

“No,” Kyle said.



“You weren’t there. The only one who
understood was Dustin. Some lady said
that my mother was never going to be
able to handle two teenage boys on her
own. She nailed that. It started right then:
Mom and I got into a huge fight, in front
of everyone.”

“What about?”” Linh asked.

“l don’t even remember. Dustin
swooped in and told Mom our aunt Rose
was looking for her. A minute later, he
and I were outside laughing. I can still
see his funny dunce expression when he
called the funeral another episode of The
Ryder Family In Crisis reality show.”
Dustin had always taken care of me like
that. I smiled just talking about it.

I tried not to think of the funeral, but



that day replayed regularly in my head. It
was a line that marked the end of my
childhood, of my family. The ever-
growing chasm between Mom and me
started then. It was the last day we were
allowed to see Aunt Rose, Dad’s sister.
And, it began the brutal march toward
the loss of Dustin. In truth, I’d been a
basket case ever since the funeral. The
Outviews were just the final piece to
shove me over the edge.

Something else happened at the
funeral, something that would make
going on without my dad and even the
Outviews seem trivial. Of the more than
two hundred guests listening to eulogies
that day, two were destined to impact my
life like colliding comets. One would



attempt to kill me many times, and the
other would try equally hard to save me .
.. but I didn’t know any of that then. I
was just a kid trying to get through my
shock and guilt.
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[ was happy to escape the car once we
arrived at Kyle and Linh’s house. It was
a restored Victorian near the Southern
Oregon University campus where his
uncle was a physics professor. His aunt,
a secretary at the Oregon Shakespeare
Festival, always got us free tickets.
We’d seen every play for three seasons.
I liked them, but Ba, Kyle’s
grandmother, made me a little nervous.
She was an old medicine woman or
something, and during the Vietnam War,
she took care of soldiers with herbal
remedies. For the past two years, they’d



been my “normal” family.

“Nate, when my parents were killed
in Vietnam by that explosion, I was
twelve, like you when your father died.”

“I know,” 1 said suddenly feeling
selfish.

“Everything was taken from me, too.
Everything.” He looked at me across the
car’s hood, pulling the cigarette from his
lips. “I spent almost a year in an
orphanage, before Ba and Linh’s dad got
me out and brought me to America.”
Lihn’s father was Kyle’s biggest hero,
and he was whom Kyle named himself
after once he decided his Asian name
was holding him back.

“Sorry man. I’m not a Zen master like
you.” I knew he was reminding me of his



story to make the point that I didn’t have
it all that bad. Kyle had been holding me
together for a long time, but even his
great patience had an end.

I followed him into the house. We
were on the steps to the attic when Linh
caught up to us, tapping my waist. “You
okay?”

I turned to face her. She stepped up so
we were inches apart on the narrow
staircase. “No, not even close. Are you
happy I’'m finally admitting it? And
surprise, today is the day you get to find
out how not okay I really am.” 1 had to
tell them; the Outviews were a secret |
couldn’t carry any longer.

A harsh glance told me she was hurt
but her answer came softly sweet.



“Yes.” She touched my hand. The
innocence of her face countered the
knowing in her dark eyes. “It’s your fear
making you lash out.” Linh was intuitive
that way. “Don’t worry, whatever it is,
we’ll help you. I promise.” She took two
deep breaths as if coaxing me to do the
same. | got one done before Kyle called
to us.

Kyle’s room was in the attic, or rather
it was the attic. He and Linh’s dad had
converted it into a spacious loft that
occupied the entire top floor of their old
house. It was one of my favorite places
to hang out. Other than the dormer
windows, all the available wall space
was lined and stacked with thousands of
books. His computer lived on a glass



desk near one end, his bed at the other
end. Three couches filled the middle of
the space, all facing each other with a
large triangular coffee table in the
center. Giant posters of Hubble Space
Telescope images covered the slanted
ceiling above the bookcases, along with
some of his more intricate drawings. |
walked past his five-thousand-piece all
white jigsaw puzzle and the matching
black one next to it. He’d been working
on them for years. “When are you going
to give up on these puzzles?” 1 asked.
Each was a little more than half done. “It
gives me a headache to look at them.”

“It’s meditative. They help keep me
balanced, yin and yang.” As if he was
telling me this for the first time.



I scoffed.

“You just don’t have the patience for
it,” Kyle said.

I laughed. “Neither do you, or they
would have been finished a couple of
years ago.”

“You can help any time you want.”

As usual, Linh, Kyle and I each sat on
our own sofa.

There’d been almost no sleep in two
nights while I tried to avoid Outviews.
My brain was hardly working so I
avoided the subject, scared of their
reactions. | fell asleep in midsentence.

Saturday, September 13
Eleven hours later, I woke up. It was
two a.m. Linh was gone, and Kyle was



crashed in his bed. I stretched and stood
up; a note fell to the floor. I read it by
the light from his computer screen. Kyle
had sent a text to my mother from my
phone telling her 1 was sleeping over. |
realized that I’d slept for all those hours
without any Outviews. Sitting there in
the dark, the tears flowed like they
hadn’t since I was a child. I used a
pillow to muffle the wails because for
ten minutes [ cried, curled up in a fetal
position until exhausted, sleep captured
me again.

Some time later I awoke, still in
darkness. The familiar sick feeling
came, my eyes got heavy, and the room
blurred. Not again, I begged, as the
spiral and mist of an Outview started to



take me back to a place I didn’t know
but knew I did not want to go.

The woods were thick with smoke
and gunpowder. My faded uniform was
unmistakably Union, and off in the
distance canon fire boomed. Somehow
I’d been separated from my company. I
checked my musket and bayonet and
continued toward the battle. Halfway
down into a ravine I spotted a lone rebel
soldier, filling his canteen in the stream,
and trained my rifle.

“Hands up, you filthy reb

He turned slowly around. “My God,
Henry, is that you?”

“Kent?” I said. We’d grown up
together in the mountains of Virginia but
wound up on different sides. I looked

',7



around again to be sure we were alone
and then shuffled toward him. “Damn,
Kent, I hoped we wouldn’t meet again
until after the war.”

“Is 1t ever gonna end?”

I shook my head. Suddenly there was
noise above us.

“Those are your troops,” he said,
panicking,

Through the grime and dirt were the
eyes of my friend, my childhood. “Go!
Get on out of here.”

His eyes flashed silent thanks, then
instantly he turned and escaped down the
creek. I reached the top of the ravine and
a captain’s boot kicked my face sending
me rolling back down. Two fellow
Union soldiers quickly retrieved me.



“I just watched you let the enemy go.
You some kind of spy, private?” the
captain asked.

“No sir.” I spit dirt, blood, a tooth.

“You’re lying!”

Before I could respond, a bayonet
pierced my groin. Blood gushed with my
agonized scream. Another soldier set a
pistol to my head before the captain
stopped him.

“We don’t waste bullets on traitors.”
They tied ropes around my legs and
dragged me behind their horses.
Underbrush, rocks and fallen branches
gorged and ripped at me.

I heard a familiar voice from
somewhere else.

“Nate, Nate, are you all right? What’s



going on?” Kyle was shaking my
shoulders. He had saved me again. |
pushed myself up. The light was on.

“Oh God, Kyle, you brought me back.
Thanks, man,” I said, trying to find my
bearings.

“Back from where? What are you
talking about?”

“I wish I knew.” Then I realized Kyle
was Henry. It didn’t make sense.

“You’re really worrying me. You’ve
been acting seriously strange,” he said,
as if his stare could pull the answer out
of me.

“I need you to help me do something .

. 1t’s probably illegal, maybe even
dangerous.”

Kyle stood up and looked down at me,



tossed a fresh cigarette in.

“We’re friends. You know I’ll help
but you need to start talking. Illegal?
Dangerous? You better talk a lot.” His
look showed what I already knew. He
had an extreme fear of authorities. A
siren could make him hyperventilate, and
seeing someone in uniform would send
him into cold sweats and near paralysis.

[ didn’t want to mix Kyle up in my
troubles but couldn’t get out of them
without him. It was all so fantastical. |
was scared that telling him might harm
our friendship or worse, that speaking it
out loud would make the insanity real.
Kyle was the smartest person I knew. He
was in every advanced class our school
offered, even taking a few college



courses. If anyone could help me with
my wild plan and figure out what was
causing me to lose my mind, it was Kyle
—but only if he believed me.
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Linh came in, carrying a large tray of
food. She was like out of a dream,
breezy and glowing. The digital clock
showed it was just after six.

“Ba and I have been cooking since
five, so you better like it.”

“What did we do to deserve this?”

“I told her you’ve been sick and
stressed. She said good food would fix
you up.”

“Is it safe to eat?” I teased.

“Nate, don’t be mean. Ba loves you.”

I took a few bites of Xo1 Trung, sticky
rice with egg. “It’s so delicious I might



actually start to believe that.”

“Talk, Nate.” Kyle grabbed a Banh
Bao, a Vietnamese cake.

The food and especially the perfect
sleep had momentarily improved my
outlook. Although still reluctant to
reveal too much, I began with the
question that had consumed me for
months. “How do you really know if
you’re crazy or not? I mean, if you're
crazy, are you in any kind of state to
know you are?”’

“What are you talking about?” Kyle
squinted his eyes.

“I think I might be going crazy, lock-
me-up-because-I’'m-insane  kind  of
crazy.”

(.GWhy.ﬂ’



“For at least a year I’ve had these
nightmares, and they’re not your regular
wake-up-heart-pounding bad dreams.
They seem completely real like I'm
different people all the time. It’s totally
schizophrenic. And I hear voices, t00.”

“What do the voices say?”

“Mostly they say my name, like an
echoing whisper, but there’s a lot of
other stuff like ‘listen’ and ‘remember.’
Usually not more than a word or two at a
time.”

“They aren’t telling you to kill anyone
or yourself or anything crazy?”

“No.”

“Nate, you’re stressed out. You think
you killed your dad. I mean hearing
things, nightmares, not sleeping, and



what happened to Dustin . . . why don’t
you go talk to someone, a counselor?”

“I don’t want to wind up like Dustin.”

“That’s what this is all about isn’t it?”
Kyle asked. “You think you’re turning
into Dustin? Listen, Nate, that doesn’t
make you crazy. If you were crazy, |
would know. You’re a little strange,
actually a lot of strange, but not crazy.
Besides, you’re worse than crazy:
you’re a teenager.”

“Does your mom know what’s going
on?” Linh asked.

“She suspects, but I can’t trust her.”

“W}ly?”

“Mom’s the one who did it.”

“Wow. I thought it was a court-
ordered thing,” Linh said.



“Yeah, she got the court order.”

“That must have been so hard for
her.”

“Hard. How does a mother even do
that? All I know is every time I’ve tried
to bring it up she cries and refuses to
talk.

“Why?” Linh asked.

“For the same reason she won’t let me
see my dad’s sister. Because she only
cares about herself.” I paced the length
of the room. “I mean, she hears me
waking up in the night screaming. Even
in daytime you know how I get, zoned
out, freaked out. She’s gotta be thinking
I’m going crazy like Dustin did, but she
pretends nothing is happening.”

“Your mom must be terrified it’s



going to happen to you,” Linh said.

“I am too. But she’s never even
around. She only cares about the
restaurant.”

“Bad dreams and your subconscious
mind talking to you,” Kyle interrupted, “I
think you need to start meditating.”
Although Kyle occasionally talked about
how important meditation was, this was
the first time he suggested it. “I’'ll show
you how. It’s a challenge at first but
becomes easier. It’s a beautiful thing,
and it will help clear these troubles, I
promise.”

“Anything is worth a shot. But they’re
not just bad dreams.”

“What then?” Linh asked.

“It’s like Death is bullying me.”



“That’s just your guilt talking,” Linh
said. “Don’t you get that?”

“Sure I do. My dad is dead, it’s my
fault, and you’re the only two who don’t
believe it.”

“Meditation is better than counseling.
It keeps me sane in this crazy world,”
Kyle said.

The “troubles” I told them about were
only a sliver of the horror, but this
wasn’t the time for full disclosure. If
Kyle and Linh became as overwhelmed
as 1 was, there might be no way to
escape the madness.
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Kyle raised his voice an octave and
said, “It’s a scandal.”

Linh rolled her eyes.

Starting in eighth grade, Kyle and I
began making fun of all the gossip in
school by talking like two girls, in high
voices, “It’s a scandal. John broke up
with Cathy, then went out with Carol, but
Cathy was kissing John’s friend Brad.
It’s such a scandal . . . ” We’d crack
each other up.

We were both giggling when Linh
said, “You two should grow up! There’s
nothing funny about this.” That of course



sent us into a fit, but eventually we
calmed down.

“I told you my secret. Now you said
you’d help me.”

“Nate wants us to do something
dangerous and illegal,” Kyle told Linh.

“Potentially illegal and dangerous,” |
corrected.

“So I’'m going to wind up in jail for
hanging out with a couple of nine-year-
olds.”

“Tell us,” Kyle urged. I was sure he
sensed there was more going on, but he
was patient—Zen patient. He knew the
rest would come in time.

“I want to go see Dustin.”

“That’s 1llegal?”

“I want to get him out.”



“Oh.”

Kyle looked at Linh.

“It’s understandable you want to see
your brother, but you’re sixteen. They
aren’t going to let you take him home.
Do you actually want to break him out?”
Linh asked.

“Yes. He doesn’t belong in an
institution.”

“How do you know?” Kyle
challenged. “Why’s he in there?”

“Awhile after my dad died, Dustin
started getting paranoid. He was
smoking a bunch of pot at the time, so |
thought 1t was all about that. But it got
real bad, and my mother was very
worried. He’d have conversations with
himself—more like arguments—and



heard voices.” I glanced at Linh and saw
it register in her eyes. She knew where I
was coming from. “He stopped sleeping,
started blurting things like ‘they won’t
leave me alone,” and was always talking
about coded messages and secret
meanings in everything.”

“How old was he when it started?”
Kyle asked.

“Fifteen.”

“And you started seeing things and
hearing voices at fifteen, too?”

“Yes.”

They both stared.

“I remember what he was like. And
it’s been increasing a lot since I turned
sixteen.”

“But he smoked tons of weed and who



knows what else. You won’t even take
aspirin.”

“Yeah, he’s the main reason I don’t.
Maybe drugs and alcohol made
everything more intense for him, or he
might have been using them to numb
himself or to escape the voices and
visions.”

“You’re not Dustin.”

“Not yet, but he was fine, too.” I
paused to hold in the emotion. “Then at
some point he lost touch with the real
world, or at least my mom thought he
did. T need to talk to him. I need my
brother. We have to get him out.”

Linh saw me fighting tears.

“What was the final straw that got him
committed?” Kyle asked.



“He freaked out, said he had to go
back and take care of some things. The
only way he believed he could get
‘there’ was to kill himself.”

“He tried?”

“The day after he turned sixteen he
drove to Mount Shasta, did some coke
and started hiking higher and higher in
just a t-shirt and shorts.”

“Was he going to jump?”

“No, he was going to freeze himself to
death. He said that’s the way the Incas
did it.”

“Wow, that’s almost cool if it wasn’t
so tragic,” Kyle said. “So what
happened?”

“The coke kept him up so he
continued hiking and climbing almost all



night. There was only a crescent moon,
so mostly he was stumbling around in the
dark, but he kept heading up. Sometime
before dawn, he finally collapsed and
fell asleep. And he would have gotten
his wish and froze to death if it hadn’t
been for two hikers who found him a
few hours later.”

“How’d he get to the institution?”

“He told my mother the whole story
and said he was going to find another
way to get back. She didn’t know what
to do, so she had him committed.”

“Putting her own son in a mental
institution. That’s totally cold,” Kyle
said. “Even so, tough lady.”

“I heard her on the phone right after it
happened, when she didn’t know 1 was



listening, telling her friend about how
terrible it had been. Mom said Dustin
kept screaming for her to help him while
they worked to get the straitjacket on. He
flung the orderlies and doctors off like
blankets, crying ‘Mom, Mom, I’m not
crazy. Don’t let them do this.” Mom told
her friend that it was worse than the day
our dad died.”

“That’s so sad,” Linh said.

“For Dustin.”

“For all three of you.”

“She said it was only temporary, but
every month I asked her when Dustin is
coming home.”

“And?”

“After twenty-four evasive answers,
it’s pretty clear his ‘temporary’



hospitalization is permanent.”

“And she won’t allow you to visit?
You’ve haven’t seen him in all this
time?”’

I shook my head.

“I’ll take you to Dustin, but why do
we have to break him out?” Kyle asked.

“Because my brother might be the
only one who can understand. I need to
know exactly what happened to him.
He’ll never reveal his secrets while
medicated in an institution.”

“What secrets? It sounds like he may
have really needed professional help.”

“Whatever. Don’t you get 1t? He’s my
only brother. He was my great protector,
and I watched him twist into a desperate,
hollow, angry stranger. We need to help



him.” I raised my voice, hands shaking,
“We need to save him.”

“Don’t you mean help you and save
you?” Kyle asked.

“Yes!” I shouted. “If he’s crazy then
that means I am, too.” I smeared my eyes
before tears could escape. “You guys
gotta help me, please!”

“Where 1s he?” Kyle asked. “Why
don’t we go visit him and then decide
what to do after we know what we’re
dealing with? I mean, you haven’t seen
him in two years. He could be a raging
lunatic.”

“I don’t know where he 1s.”

“Seriously?”

“She won’t tell me where he i1s. She’s
afraid I’ll try to find him, and it’s true. I



would have run away but there was
nowhere to go.”

“How are we supposed to find
Dustin?”

“Whenever my mom goes, it’s always
a day-trip. So how many mental
institutions could there be within a half-
day’s drive from Ashland?”

It turned out there were four. After a
few minutes on the Internet, we
narrowed it down to a private facility in
Roseburg, the most obvious choice, and
about a two-hour drive.

“Mountain View Psychiatric Hospital,
Providing Quality Care Since 1957.
Inpatient  psychiatric  services for
children, adolescents, adults, and
geriatric patients, providing a safe place



where compassionate, quality care
supports recovery from mental illness
and addiction,” the description read.

“Sounds like a great place. Maybe
they’re helping him,” Kyle said.

“Two years? It doesn’t take two
years,” I said.

“Kyle, Nate’s our best friend,
Dustin’s his brother. It’s family. We
have to go,” Linh said.

“Road trip!” Kyle shouted. A three-
day weekend was coming up at school; it
would be the perfect time. Early in the
summer we’d all gone camping and
were sure our parents would let us go
again.

“Visiting hours are 8 a.m. to 8 p.m.,
seven days a week,” Linh said, looking



up from her iPad. “Shouldn’t we call to
make sure he’s there?”

“Yes, you should.” I dialed the
number and handed my cell phone to her.
“Tell them you’re Jennifer Ryder and
you’d like to speak to your son, Dustin
Ryder.”

“What if they put me through to him?”

“Not a chance,” I said. It took less
than three minutes to prove me wrong, as
she shoved the phone at me and I said
hello to my brother for the first time in
more than two years. “Dustin, it’s Nate.”

“Long time, Dude. How’s it going,
brother? Is something wrong with
Mom?”

“No, Mom’s fine. She doesn’t know
I’m calling. Hey, you sound normal.”



“You caught me at the right time of
day. ’'m at my clearest in the morning
but they’re gonna hit me with a round of
meds in a few minutes. Why doesn’t
Mom know?”’

“She won’t let me visit or contact you.
It’s like she’s afraid I’'m going to catch
what you have.”

“Isn’t that why you’re calling?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean; you’re
seeing things all the time now, aren’t
you?”

I was too surprised to answer.

“And you hear the voices?”

“How did you know?” I whispered.

“I’ve been waiting for you, brother.
How are you handling it? Better than me,



I hope.”

“It’s gotten kind of crazy lately.”

“Hey, don’t say that word around
me.”

“Sorry.”

“Nate, I’'m kidding.”

“m coming to see you next
weekend.”

“It might be a rough trip.”

“What do you mean?”

“I wish I had time to explain, but I
hear the nurse coming to drug me up
right now. Just be extra careful. I won’t
be in any condition to help.”

“What are you talking about?”

“And Nate, whenever it get’s really
bad, you have to let go and trust
yourself. That’s where the good is. If



you feel it inside and it soothes you, then
you know it’s okay. Trusting anything
else gets tricky.” I heard something in
the background and then he said, “Bye,
Mom, see you next weekend.”

“What do you think he meant?” I
asked after filling them in.

“He may not have meant anything
real. He 1s in a mental hospital.” Kyle
raised his eyebrows. “Not to be rude,
but he could actually be crazy.”

“I know my brother, and he sounded
totally sane. He shouldn’t be in there.”

“I hope you’re right.”

I did, too.

Our parents agreed to our camping
trip. All I had to do was keep my head
together for another week.



Talking to Dustin had made me feel
much better. Maybe he really wasn’t
crazy, which meant maybe I wasn’t. But
his warnings worried me. What did he
mean by “it could be a rough trip?”’



6

The Outviews came almost nightly,
but they had begun invading my waking
hours, too. Linh and Kyle didn’t
understand they weren’t nightmares. I
hadn’t either, but that hope shattered on a
beautiful morning last July. Digging a
hole in the backyard for a new fence
post, I was suddenly standing over a
freshly dug grave in the rain. I turned
trying to figure out what was happening.
It was still a sunny day; the backyard and
our house were normal. I looked back at
the ground, and there, instead of my
posthole, was the grave and a muddy
puddle at the bottom as the rain grew
heavier. It was a nightmare in broad



daylight. Both scenes were happening
simultaneously. Which one did I belong
in? When I focused on the grave, the
backyard faded away. Looking back at
my house, the grave receded. I had an
eerie feeling that the “me” standing by
the grave wasn’t really me. I mean, it
was, but not Nathan Ryder. It was
another time. There were three horses
tied to nearby trees and two men with
rifles a little farther back. A third with a
pistol was yelling at me.

“Jump on down there, Wesley,” he
said motioning to the grave.

“Hell no! You ain’t burying me alive,
Brett,” I shouted back. The voice
startled me because it vibrated inside my
body, but I heard it as clearly as my



neighbor’s radio at the same time.

“Yes, I am,” he yelled angrily. Water
dripped from the brim of his cowboy
hat.

I started shouting at him louder. “If
you’ve got to kill me then I reckon that’s
what you’re gonna do, but have some
decency, man.” The rain picked up.

“How dare you talk about decency!”
He pulled the trigger. The “me” by the
grave and the “me” in the backyard both
went down when the bullet tore into my
knee. I looked back toward the house
and up at the blue sunny sky, but my
references were blurring because, at the
same time, I was wet from the rain. Brett
shot my other knee. I screamed out in
both the past and the present, and then he



pushed me down into the grave.
Crashing hard in two inches of muddy
water, one of my arms snapped under my
weight. A scraping sound competed with
the falling rain while dirt came from
above as they dumped in shovels full in
a slow steady rhythm. My agony gave
way to the terror of being buried alive.
Once the earth covered my face I
stopped screaming, unable to tell what
was up or down. The pressure from the
mud numbed all pain, as the crushing
force stole my breath and finished me
off.

Kyle found me passed out next to the
fence. I lied to him and said something
about the post hitting my head. It took
almost two days to stop favoring my



right arm and walk without a limp. I still
haven’t gotten over the emotional
impact. That was the day the Outviews
invaded my real life, and being awake
hadn’t felt safe since.

I wasn’t just being vague about the
Outviews. I hadn’t told Kyle and Linh
many other things. No matter how close
we were, if they knew everything, the
only way they’d agree to go to Mountain
View Psychiatric Hospital would be if |
stayed as a patient. I’d seen “pops” over
people’s heads all the time—sudden
bursts of color the size of a pencil eraser
would go off like a tiny firework
display, bright and vivid, highly
saturated. They even occurred when I
was alone and just thinking about things.



I was figuring out if there was a pattern
to the colors: red pops seemed to be a
warning or happen around anger, while
hanging out with Linh usually brought
clear or bright aqua pops. I wanted to
keep a list, but there was too much going
on.

I sat in my room feeling guilty for not
being completely open with my friends. I
often thought out my problems while
cropping and enhancing photos on the
computer. Everyone knew me as a
photographer because I always had a
camera with me. The summer after sixth
grade I started selling photos online and
in a few shops around town, making
enough money for regular upgrades to
my cameras and laptop, plus some



savings for a car.

Staring at a recent photo of several
deer reminded me of shapeshifting. We
studied it in eighth-grade history class.
Shapeshifting was a big deal in Native
American song and dance ceremonies,
hunting, healing, and warfare. With me it
was different; hallucinations were
attacking my sanity. Out of the corner of
my eye, there’d be a large deer with a
full rack of antlers, but then looking
again, it turned out to be simply a brown
bush. An eagle in a tree would really be
an old trash bag caught in branches. A
running lion was actually corn stalks
rippling in the wind. The first look was
fleeting but crystal clear—no question
I’d just seen a giant tortoise, but it was



really a small dumpster. When it started
happening twenty times a day, every day,
I knew there was more to it. Either I was
crazy or | really did see a coyote in the
school cafeteria or a giraffe in my front
yard. If no one else saw those animals,
then I had to face the explanation:
insanity was closing in.

I was unable to concentrate on the
photo. My thoughts continued to seek
meaning in the shapeshifting episodes. I
got up from the computer and paced the
room.

The rushing sound of a tornado sent
me to the floor. But as usual, nothing
happened, no air moved and it didn’t last
long, it was just the “wind noise.” The
first time I heard it was about two years



earlier and maybe a week before Dustin
went up Shasta to kill himself. He and I
were hiking together. We did it less and
less as he became more estranged, but
this had been one of his rare clear days.
We were about two miles into a three-
mile hike when I heard the sound, a
strong wind whizzing past my ear. My
hair even moved, but other than an inch
around my head, the air was still. After
the third time, Dustin noticed me rubbing
my ears.

“I keep getting this sort of sound in my
ears,” I said.

“You, too? Get used to it, little
brother.”

“What do you mean?”

“I started hearing it when I was



fourteen, too. I asked Dad about it. And
it was the weirdest thing.” Dustin
stopped walking and looked at me. “Dad
started crying.”

“Why? What did you say to him?”’

“All T said was, ‘Dad, I keep hearing
the wind in my ear and I feel like a
hummingbird is flying around my head.’
He pulled me in a hug and started
sobbing, saying, ‘oh no, oh no, I’m sorry,
Dusty, ’'m sorry.” I didn’t know what he
was talking about or why he got so
upset.”

“Didn’t you ask him what was
wrong?”

“Course I did. He said I hadn’t done
anything wrong and we needed to have a
long talk, but it would have to wait



because he was late for work.”

I grabbed Dustin’s shoulder. “And?”

“He said he wanted to take me
somewhere and show me something, that
we’d talk on the way.” Dustin’s eyes
were filling. “We never had that talk,
Nate. Dad died two days later.”

The guilt was nauseating. Dad had
wanted to take Dustin on the Grizzly
Peak hike alone. I begged and begged to
go until he finally gave in. Not only had |
caused his death by going, but I had
prevented him from telling Dustin some
great secret, from showing him
something important. I sat down on the
trail. “What was he going to tell you?
Show you?” I asked weakly. My head
throbbed.



“I wish I knew. He was pretty upset
when I asked him about the sound. I had
the feeling that he heard it, too. Like he
was all torn up because he passed it on
to me or something.” Dustin was looking
up at the trees but seemed to be staring
much farther away. “He was distraught.
You would have thought I’d said the
army was shipping me out to fight some
horrible foreign war.” He paused and
spoke softly, almost to himself, “And in
a way that’s what it’s been like.”

Looking at Dustin was like looking in
a mirror, same hazel eyes flecked with
gold, and sandy brown hair, but he was
taller and solid where I was lanky. I
could almost see him fading away as he
stood there, battling memories and angst.



“Dustin, what’s been going on with
you? You’ve really been freaking Mom
out.”

“Mom’s been a wreck ever since Dad
died. She thinks she’s going to blow it
and disappoint him or worse, letus
down.”

“She’s doing okay.”

“Glad you think so. The problem is
she doesn’t believe anything I say. She
thinks I’m just a burnout and tripping all
the time.”

“Well, aren’t you?”

“Only when I need to.”

“That seems like all the time.” With
that he sparked a bowl and offered me a
hit. “Whatever,” I said.

“You have no idea what it’s like.



Everything’s coming in at me, and now |
have you to worry about on top of all
that.”

“Don’t worry about me,” I said. “Try
getting your own life figured out.”

“You sound like Mom. Neither one of
you knows what’s going on.”

“Because you won’t talk about it. Why
don’t you try telling me?”’

“Why don’t you try growing up and
not be such a mama’s boy? Then maybe
you could make up your own mind.
Anytime [ try to talk about it, everyone
thinks I’m crazy.”

“I don’t think you’re crazy, I just think
you’re a big freak.”

“How did you get to be so immature?”

“I’m fourteen, what’s your excuse?”



“Never mind, Nate, they’ll come for
you, too, and you’ll have a chance to
deal with all this. Maybe then you’ll
understand your older brother isn’t such
a crazy freak.”

When we got home, Dustin split off
and headed toward town. I had a chest
pain and curled up next to a sequoia until
it went away. After that, I only saw him
a few times before he got committed.
Today was the first real conversation
we’ve had since that day in the woods.

[ continued pacing in my room,
switched back to working on photos,
read about the San Francisco 49ers
online and did almost anything I could to
avoid sleep. Mom saw my light on and
came in. She appeared to have aged ten



years in the four years since the funeral.
There was a little gray mixed in the long
blond strands. Her thin face was still
pretty, but lines had etched a history of
recent SOrrows.

“Make sure you email me your route,
which campsites, Kyle’s plate number
and all that good stuff.” Mom was
efficient. “Hey, when you’re next in
town, come by the restaurant. Josh
would love to see you.”

“Sure, I'll try.”

“You know, Josh and your dad were
good friends, more than just partners. He
has always adored you and hardly sees
you anymore.”

“I know Mom, I said I’ll try.” The
truth was I thought Josh was a pretty



cool guy. He and my parents started the
restaurant together before 1 could walk,
and I literally grew up in the place. Mom
probably thought I was avoiding him, but
it was actually the restaurant I was
avoiding. Dad died there.

It was located near the university
campus and although its official name
was The Radio Station, everyone called
it “the Station.” It served healthy
sandwiches, gourmet burgers with each
dish named after a different musician,
from Adele to Townes Van Zandt. It may
have been most famous for wild desserts
like Caramel Crisis, Chocolate Disaster
or Die By Pie. The ceiling was covered
with authentic album covers from old
vinyl LPs. Framed concert posters, ticket



collections, and other music
memorabilia decorated the walls. An
authentic radio  broadcast studio,
complete with an on-air light, sent tunes
out to the dining area. Huge screens
showed vintage concerts, and a marquee
out front listed them as if they were live,
like “THE BEATLES tonight.” The
place was usually packed with college
students and hip locals; the kids at my
school considered it a cool spot.

Her once soft eyes were now hard. I
wanted to tell her I was scared. Couldn’t
she see how lost I was? But Dustin had
tried talking to her, too.

“I've been worried about you,” she
said. “Do you want to talk?”

“Not tonight, Mom, I’m really tired.”



“Okay, let’s find time though.” 1
thought she said we should talk only
because she believed it was what a
mother should say and was probably
hoping to coast to my eighteenth birthday
so her job would be done. She’d be rid
of the responsibility of both her sons.

I lost another duel with sleep and was
out soon after she left. [ was a grown
man, running along a beach. The sea was
an odd shade of purple. Some kind of
drone, the size of a six-pack of sodas,
was chasing me as yellow marble-sized
projectiles rained down. Another drone
closed in from the opposite direction. |
darted toward a cliff, dove into a small
cave, and waited until the craft flew in
after me. I threw a stone and smashed it.



More drones flew to the cave, but I was
already half way up the cliff on an old,
primitive trail. When I reached the top,
the sight was stunning. A futuristic city
of pale reds and blues, silver towers
rose out of an expansive, manicured
forest that looked like an endless garden.
“Where am I1?” Or, rather, “When am 1?”
More attackers came from the beach,
yellow marbles zinged at me. Desperate
to escape, I ran toward the cliff’s edge.
The yellow buckshot ripped across my
arms and back. I fell for what seems like
minutes before my head split open on a
boulder.

Instantly, I was in my room, heart
pounding, reeling from the pain in my
back and an intense headache. “My name



is Nathan Ryder, I'm sixteen, I’'m in
eleventh grade . . . ” I repeated my
mantra. Why do I always see death?
What are the Outviews trying to tell me?



7

Sunday, September 14

Kyle pulled up as the sun lit the
morning sky, and we headed to the park.
There were a few joggers and an old
man walking a dog, but otherwise we
had Lithia Park to ourselves. A hundred
acres of shallow canyon land, an
enchanted forest stretching around
rushing Ashland Creek, seemed from a
Tolkien book. Trees made me feel safe,
and sometimes when the Outviews were
especially bad, 1 thought about sleeping
in the park. The ponderosa pine bark
smelled of vanilla and reminded me of
my mom. The strong, smooth cinnamon-
colored bark of the madrone felt like my



dad, and the scrub oaks had always been
Dustin in their tough scrappy gentleness.
The alders, laurels, conifers, willows,
maples, and sycamores were friends.
Even though I’d grown up in the park, I
usually found new places to explore but
not that morning. I knew where Kyle was
headed as soon as we crossed the road
at the second duck pond: the Japanese
garden.

The park had history. It was known
how each trail had been created, who
designed the duck ponds a hundred years
ago, even why a certain flower was put
next to a stonewall. But lost to time was
the origin of the Japanese garden. Black
pines, red pines, Japanese maples,
persimmons, isu, and other exotic trees



and shrubs looked a thousand years old.

Kyle explained that his daily
meditations were split between the
garden, an abandoned pear orchard, and
home. He also did regular walking
meditations, which I didn’t know were
possible.

“Let’s see if we can calm down those
voices of yours. Meditation is the art of
silencing the mind,” he said softly.
“When the mind 1is quiet, your
concentration is increased, and you
experience inner peace.”

“That’s all I want.”

“It can be elusive. You have a lot of
turmoil.”

“You’re telling me.”

“Before she died, my mother taught



me to meditate. I’ll teach you the same
way.” He pointed to a rock at the base of
a Japanese maple. “Sit here and keep
your back straight. Try to concentrate on
only one thing; it’s harder than you think.
Focus on this flower. No matter where
your mind goes, keep bringing it back to
this flower.”

I tried for almost an hour, surprised
by how difficult it was to empty my
cluttered mind. Every time I got close,
the words “family” and “past” echoed in
my head. Then came waves of deep
sadness and a harsh feeling of
loneliness.

On the way back to his house, Kyle
repeated that, “getting to silent mind is
very hard, it will take time.”



“Kyle, I gotta say I didn’t enjoy that.”

“You’ll learn to. Did you like it when
you first fell in the river? No, but now
you love to swim. Does a baby like her
first breath of air? No, she is terrified,
but there is no life without breathing.
Meditation is like that.”

“I might be in trouble then.”

“Practice. Everything is practice.”

“Kyle, are you really seventeen?
Sometimes you seem more like seventy-
seven.”

“You can take control of your mind,”
Kyle said, ignoring my question. “You
need to throw unwanted thoughts out.
You’re not a bunch of thoughts. They
aren’t in charge.”

“Then what 1s?”



“You are, your real self, your higher
self.”

“I'm not sure, but aren’t those just
different ways of saying my soul? Are
you getting religious on me?

“Religion isn’t real, but you are.”

Driving to his place, Kyle suddenly
pulled into a random driveway gasping.
I turned just in time to see an Ashland
patrol car cruise past. Kyle closed his
eyes and breathed deeply. He wouldn’t
talk about it, all I knew was he’d been
treated roughly in jail with his parents
not long before their deaths.

Back 1n his attic room, he handed me
a copy ofThe Essential Writings of
Thich Nhat Hanh. “Read this. He’s a
Vietnamese Buddhist monk and peace



activist who lives in exile. Martin Luther
King, Jr. nominated him for the Nobel
Peace Prize and the Dalai Lama said,
‘he shows us the connection between
personal inner peace and peace on
earth.” I think he’s one of the most
important people on the planet.”

Linh joined us, and we told her what
had happened at the garden.

“I just kept hearing the words ‘family’
and ‘past.’ I couldn’t make them go
away.”

“Often when I meditate an answer
comes to me.” Kyle’s eyes gleamed.

“You're like consumed by these
voices and nightmares and your brother
went through some of the same stuff,
right?” Linh said. “Maybe it’s a family



thing. Let’s search your family’s past
online.”

“My mom was adopted.”

“Then 1t’1l be easier because we only
have one side to research.”

“My dad had a sister, my aunt Rose,
the one we’re not allowed to talk to.”

“What a scandal.” Kyle and I started
laughing.

“Why are boys so immature?”’

I grabbed the flip-flops off her feet
and tossed them toward the stairs. “Who
you calling immature?” She couldn’t
help but giggle.

We looked up the name Montgomery
Ryder. Before long, a page showing his
date of death came up.

“What was your dad’s middle



initial?” Kyle asked.

“It’s ‘B,” why?”

“Because a few Montgomery Ryders
died around that time . . . Look at this.”
Linh pointed to the screen. “Including
your dad, eleven different people named
Montgomery Ryder died within five
weeks of each other!”

“Unbelievable!” Kyle said.

“That can’t be right,” I said.

“Yeah. See, Montgomery A. Ryder,
sixty-three, from Baltimore, June 19;
Montgomery J. Ryder, thirty-four, from
Poughkeepsie, New York, June 23;
Montgomery F.  Ryder, fifty-six,
Sarasota, Florida, June 25. It goes on to
the last one, Montgomery L. Ryder, fifty-
one, died on July 27 in Wichita, Kansas.



It has your dad’s date of death as June
28.”

“That is way spooky,” I said. “I mean,
eleven Montgomery Ryders—it’s not
like John Smith or Tom Johnson. It’s not
a common name.”

“Let’s see how many died the year
before,” Kyle said, as he navigated the
page.

“None,” I said reading the results,
“check the year after.”

“None again,” Kyle said. After
checking all the years since and ten
years prior, we found only one other
Montgomery Ryder death nine years
before my dad died. Then we checked
for any Montgomery Ryders currently
living,



“Oh my God,” Linh said, as we all
stared at the monitor. Not one
Montgomery Ryder was alive today.

“It’s too weird,” Kyle added.

“Guys, I think something is really
wrong here.” I felt sick. “Come on, there
were only eleven people on the planet
with my dad’s name and they all died
when he did? All of them?”

Kyle started pulling up obituaries.
Within half an hour we had printed
copies of every one of them. Their ages
ranged from thirty-one to seventy-four.
Three died in accidents and eight of
natural causes, either stroke or heart
attack. “Nate, how exactly did your
father die? Like where was he and who
was he with?” Kyle pressed.






8

Monday, September 15

Every month during the school year I
had to meet with my guidance counselor,
Mrs. Little, whose duty was to make
sure I was coping with all my
“problems™: the death of my father,
being raised by a single mom, and,
especially, having a brother in the nut
house. Today was our first meeting of
my junior year. She had also been
Dustin’s counselor, so she was extra
worried and cautious about me.

“Good morning, Nathan. How are you
doing, pal?” She must have been my
mom’s age but dressed and acted like a
generation or two back. Her brown hair



done in alovely 1950s style always
amused me.

“Fine.”

“Are you really?”

“I’'m good, really good.”

“Okay. And how’s your mother?”” she
asked in an uncaring tone.

“She’s good, t00.”

“Did you enjoy your summer?”’

“Yeah, it was nice.”

“Okay. I need to ask you some serious
questions. Just take your time and try to
answer truthfully.” She started typing as
she talked, turning the monitor so I
couldn’t see it. “You know we’ve
touched on these issues before, but now
that you’re the same age, well, at that
age when your brother’s difficulties got



out of hand, we need to keep a close
eye.”
I nodded.

“Nathan, do you think you are able to
easily tell the difference between real
and unreal experiences?”

Absolutely not, 1 thought. “Yes
ma’am,” I answered.

She stared for a moment to be sure she
believed me. I didn’t think she was
convinced. “Okay, and have you
experienced any instances of seeing
things that were not there?”

Just about every day. “No.”

“No hallucinations of any kind?”

“No.”

“Good.” She  half-smiled and
continued to peck away on the keyboard.



“What about hearing things? Voices?
Strange music?”

“Mrs. Little, I'm a teenager, I hear
strange music all the time.”

Another half smile. “Not what I mean,
Nathan. I think you know I meant inside
your head, voices or sounds that weren’t
real, that no one else could hear, just
you.”

What would happen if I told her about
the wvoices? Just ask Dustin. “No,
ma’am.”

“You look tired. Are you having
trouble sleeping Nathan?”

“No, I stayed up too late over the
weekend.”

“Are you using drugs of any kind?”

“No.”



“Are you sure, Nathan, because your
brother sat in that very chair and said no
to the same question less than a week
before he was, well, sent away.”

“I’m not Dustin, Mrs. Little.”

“Of course not, but do you ever think
you are him?”

Oh my God. How did she get this job?
“Aren’t you supposed to be helping
me?”’

“Do you believe I am trying to hurt
you? Do you believe anyone is trying to
harm you? Do you think people are out
to get you?”

“That’s not what I meant.”

“Nathan, the fact is that your grades
are not what they should be. You test
well, but the last few years you’ve



barely maintained a C average.”

“I’ve always gotten As in history.”

“Yes, well . .. ” She dismissed it as if
history didn’t count for some reason.
“You’re having trouble paying attention
in class, and some of your teachers say
your thoughts jump around and that you
seem distant. Schizophrenia has been
found to occur more frequently in teens
with a family history of the disease. It’s
much better if we can catch it early, not
when it’s too late.” She paused to make
eye contact. “Like with your brother.”

“Do you have any more questions for
me, Mrs. Little? I’d like to get back to
class.”

“You can go, Nathan, but please try
and remember I’m on your side. You can



come to me anytime.”

Faking a “thank you, Mrs. Little”
would have been a good idea, but not
slamming the door behind me was as
much as | could muster.

After school I rushed over to Sam’s
house, a geologist who lived across the
street, two houses down. I’d taken care
of his lawn since I was eleven or
twelve. With everything going on, I
completely forgot to cut his grass over
the weekend. It wasn’t like he would fire
me or anything—we were buddies—but
I wanted him to know it would be
covered.

“Hey, how was school?” he greeted
me, while pulling a laptop case out of



his car.

“Sam, sorry I didn’t get your grass
done this weekend.” I pushed my mower
up his driveway.

He Ilooked over his yard and
shrugged. “I don’t think they’ll kick me
out of the neighborhood. No worries.”

“How was Canada?” He was often
going to exotic locations around the
world—the Ukraine, Alaska, South
America, North Africa—always in
pursuit of oil.

“Cold. I'm home for a couple of
weeks and then back out again.”

“Where you headed next?”

“North Dakota, I’'m afraid,” he sighed,
as if it was the most awful place he
could think of. He was away more than



he was home and in addition to paying
me to do all his yard work, he gave me
an extra fifty dollars a month to keep an
eye on the place, take in mail, water
house plants, feed his fish, that type of
thing. But it was cool because Sam had a
massive DVD collection and didn’t mind
me borrowing them. We were both huge
classic film fans—Hitchcock, Spaghetti
Westerns, Steve McQueen—our taste
identical.

“Is Lisa going to be staying here next
trip, or do you need me?”

“No, she’s coming with me and . . .
it’s Liz.”

“Sorry, I can’t keep them all straight,”
I said, half serious, but we both laughed.
Sam was a bit of a womanizer, and



sometimes one of them would stay at his
place when he was away.

“Hey, let’s catch up later. I’ve got to
get changed for a date.”

“Liz?”

“Kristy.”

“Hope you keep them all on a
spreadsheet.” I laughed.

“Good 1dea.” He smiled, as he went
inside.

It was always nice when he was back
home. Sam filled in for my dad and
older brother in the most relaxed way.
And there were plenty of weeks when I
saw him more than my mom. He was in
his mid-forties, about the same age my
dad would have been. Other than his
short hair, he even looked a little like



him, six-one, six-two, a fit, avid jogger.
Dustin used to say, “Dad probably sent
Sam to keep an eye on us.”
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Tuesday, September 16

Amber Mayes was seventeen and one
of the prettiest girls at Ashland High.
She was a senior and I, a mere junior, so
she was out of my league even if she
wasn’t the daughter of a movie star.
Everyone seemed to know that her father
had bought her a perfectly restored
vintage 1969 VW convertible bug on the
day he filed for divorce. Because her
mother, Ivy Mayes, was a well-known
actress currently on a TV series shooting
in Portland, most of the horrible divorce
details were covered on the Internet,



cable news, and worst of all, in the local
newspaper. Amber and I had been in
classes together for half our lives but
were never really close. I was walking a
block from school when she pulled over
in her turquoise bug, “Nate, you need a
ride?”

I didn’t mind walking, but Amber was
truly irresistible, even if she was only
being nice to me because her older sister
had been dating Dustin at the time of his
breakdown. Now we shared the bond of
“broken home, family in crisis.”

“I’d never miss a chance to ride in the
coolest car in town.” I regretted my
words as soon as they were out. She
didn’t think the car was cool.

“How long ’til you get your license?”



she asked, as we cruised up the street
with the top down.

“In like nine months. My mom is
making me wait until ’'m seventeen on
account of Dustin freaking out right after
he got his.” I knew it was precisely 264
days, but I didn’t want to sound like a
ninth grader.

“Well, if I still have this guilt-mobile
on your birthday, maybe I’ll sell it to you
cheap.”

“Cool.” Just then a moose jumped in
front of the car. “Watch it,” I yelled, as I
braced my hand on the dashboard.

Amber stomped the brakes, “What?”
she shouted.

[ don’t know what it really was, a sign
for the park, a low-hanging branch, it



didn’t matter; I’d clearly seen a moose,
but nothing was there. With just about
anyone else I would have made up some
excuse, but for some reason I found it
impossible to lie to Amber. “I thought |
saw a moose.”

“A moose in downtown Ashland? Do
you see moose often?”” she asked, with
not a trace of sarcasm. She resumed
driving and turned off the main road to
cut over to my street.

“No, first time it’s been a moose.”

“You mean this happens often?”

“Yeah, well, it’s no big deal. My eyes
just play tricks on me every so often.”

“Have you ever looked up any of the
animals?”

“Why would 1?”



“To see what they mean. Animals all
have meanings. Maybe your guides are
trying to give you a message,” Amber
had a bit of a reputation, some kids
called her “New Age Mayes” because of
her not-so-secret obsession with
psychics, reincarnation, and crystals.

“You’ve lost me.”

Amber pulled over and started
playing with her 1Phone. “Here you go,”
she read, “The moose is predominately a
solitary anmimal known to have an
uncanny ability to camouflage itself,
otherwise known as shapeshifting.” She
looked up at me. “It’s the symbol of
creativity and dynamic forms of intuition
and illumination. This is the important
part. The moose teaches us the ability to



move from the outer to the inner world.”

“Why is that the important part?”

“l don’t know, Nate. Do you?”
Amber’s green eyes filled with
excitement. But this was nothing new.
They always looked like she was seeing
some spectacular party that only she’d
been invited to; it was part of what made
her so dazzling,

“How would I know?”

“Nate, I don’t think about things
before I say them. I just let it flow. You
should try it. I feel like you’re always
censoring yourself.”

“Look, I’'m dealing with a lot of stuff
right now, and I don’t need a bunch of
recycled Hollywood psychological
garbage thrown at me.”



“Wow! There you go. Does that feel
better?”

“It would take a lot more than that to
make me feel better.”

“How long have you been seeing
animals?”

“It’s no big deal.”

“Yeah, you said that already. That’s
how I know it is a big deal.”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Why, what are you afraid of?”

“I’mnot afraid.”

“Do you think you’re going to end up
like Dustin?”

“Do you think you’re going to end up
like your mother?”

“I think I liked you better when you
censored yourself.”



“Imsorry.”

“Let’s go to my house.”

“No, I really should get home.”

“Too bad because I'm kidnapping
you.” Her mother wasn’t home; she
never was. Her sister was a freshman at
the Academy of Art University in San
Francisco, studying acting. Amber
mostly lived by herself with an old
housekeeper who had come by three
times a week since she was six.

The house was fancy but not
overdone. The real money came from
her father. He was a “money manager,”
and several of his clients were well-
known Hollywood stars. They also had a
place on the Oregon coast, a condo in
Los Angeles, and something in Mexico.



“Dad’s been living in LA for a while
now.”

“Sorry about the divorce and
everything.”

“Me too, but Dad isn’t the deepest guy
in the world, and Mom was born a
messed-up drama queen, so it was bound
to happen.”

I started to nod then stopped. “Now
who’s censoring themselves?” 1 said.
“That’s like a quote you’d give to a
tabloid reporter.”

“No, I’d tell tabloid reporters to go
screw themselves.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, even though
she wasn’t being funny. We climbed the
stairs and sailed down the hall to her
bedroom. It was big with its own



bathroom and balcony. “Nice scenery,” |
said, surveying the whole town and the
mountains beyond.

“Tell me the last animal you saw
before the moose.”

“Why won’t you let this go?”

“Because I want you to know you’re
not crazy.”

“You mean not like Dustin? Well, 1
know I’m not crazy.”

“Do you?” She stared into my eyes so
long that I wanted to run away, I wanted
to hug her, I wanted to cry. “It’s okay,
Nate. You can tell me. I can help.” She
took my hand in both of hers. It was
jarring. I was sitting with the hottest girl
1n school on her bed, alone in her house,
and she was holding my hand in hers and



talking softly to me. If I wasn’t days
from losing my mind, I might have
thought I’d won the lottery, might have
tried something I shouldn’t have.

Instead I started to tremble. “Oh God,
I wish you could.” My voice was
shaking,

“I can.”

And 1 believed her. She wrapped a
blanket around me, and I realized in my
crumbling weakness that strangely
Amber Mayes might be my last chance.
“What do you most want, Nate?”

“Ashland.”

“What do you mean?”

“Sometimes, it’s like my life is
slipping away. Not like I’'m dying but
that who I am, in Ashland in the present



time, this sixteen year-old,” 1 said,
pointing to myself, “is fading out.”

“To where?”

“It’s like I'm losing my life in
Ashland and falling into a web of
nightmares.”

“Tell me about them.” She had her
arm around me rubbing my back. “Just
breathe slow and deep and let it go.” 1
told her about three Outviews before I
was too drained to say more. She went
to her bookshelf and pulled down a
book. Twenty Cases Suggestive of
Reincarnation.

“Do you know what it i1s?”” she asked.
“Do you believe in it?”

“I’ve never really thought about 1t.”

She looked at me, bewildered. “Well,



I do. And I think you’ve been seeing
your past lives.”

“Is that even possible?”

“Read that book.”

“Why is everyone giving me books to
read all of a sudden?”

“I could give you two dozen books
about it, but this one is by a scientist. Dr.
Ian Peterson was a biochemist and
professor of psychiatry at the University
of Virginia. He spent decades traveling
the world, interviewing kids who had
memories of past lives.”

“You mean there are more like me?”

“Well, his work focused around
children between two and four. A child
would start saying things to his parents
or siblings about a life he led in another



time and place. And these kids want to
go back to those other lives because they
miss people or need to finish something.
When the parents start looking into the
facts and descriptions the child has
given, they find out he is right. Some of
these kids are two, and they can
perfectly describe places they have
never been to and people they have
never met.”

“That’s crazy.”

“No! It’s not. And you’re not crazy.
You’re doing the same thing. Somehow a
channel has opened up, and you’re able
to tap into your past lives.”

“So, how do we keep living all these
lives?”

“Because we’re energy. We’re not the



flesh and bones sitting here. Our souls
go on and on. They just keep switching
vehicles. Your body is nothing more than
a vehicle for this particular trip called
Nathan Ryder.”

“You’re blowing my mind, Amber.”

“You’re blowing my mind. You don’t
know how lucky you are to be able to
see what you see.”

“You call it luck. I call it a curse.”

“I wish T could do it. The kids
Stevenson studied—and he investigated
hundreds of cases—are too young to
know how to develop it. They lose their
abilities about the time they start formal
schooling.”

“Yeah, they probably have counselors
like Mrs. Little.”



“I’m serious. This is real. Stevenson
followed strict scientific protocols. He
was published in prestigious journals
and released like six books. He’s a
modern Galileo.”

If she was right and reincarnation was
real, then maybe I wasn’t going crazy,
and that was a relief. Waves of tension
left my body. She made it all sound so
believable. But if I was falling back into
past lives, then where was that going to
end? What was that going to do to me?

“Nate, you have to start writing down
your Outviews.”

“W}ly?”

“It’1l help you get to the point where
you can control them. I’ve read other
books where people are able to regress



themselves at will and even choose
where and when to go.”

“Why would I want to do that?”

“Why wouldn’t you? There are so
many things you can do once you figure
out how to handle this.”

“How am I supposed to handle or
even understand this monumental
metaphysical stuff when I can’t even
handle being a teenager?”

She took me home, making me
promise to keep a journal of Outviews.
After the time spent in Amber’s
bedroom, I knew my life would never be
the same again. She had opened a new
world to me, given me something other
than insanity to explain what was
happening. And, my God, what if it was



true?
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Ten minutes later there was a knock
on my door. I thought it was Amber
returning, but it was Linh. She had
walked over to check on me. “Tell me
about what happened the day before your
dad died, why you think it was your
fault.”

Normally I would have refused and
changed the subject—it had come up
before—but this time [ was drained from
the session with Amber, and it just came
pouring out. “Dad, Dustin, and I had
been hiking up Grizzly Peak. As always,
Dustin wanted to go off trail, and we
made our way down into a steep bowl
and up the other side to a far ridge



where the terrain got tough. An area of
scree caught me by surprise, and I
sprained my ankle pretty bad. Dad
carried me on his back all the way to the
car. The next morning at work, he had a
heart attack.”

“Oh, Nate. It wasn’t your fault. I know
as a twelve-year-old it may have seemed
like it, but he—"

“You sound like Dustin. He told me
over and over that it wasn’t my fault.”

“Dustin was there, and he was older.
Why didn’t you believe him?”’

“Because he told me at the funeral that
we would get through this and that he
wouldn’t let me forget about Dad. And
he lied. We aren’t getting through it. Our
family is destroyed. And I can’t



remember everything. My dad is fading
away. All the hikes he took us on,
camping, the music he made us listen to,
it’s all lumped together.”

She held me without saying anything.
Minutes passed.

“Im sorry I’'m such a mess. I didn’t
want you to see me cry.” I rubbed my
eyes.

“Don’t be dumb.”

After she left my plan was to search
reincarnation on the Internet, but I was
fried, so I put my iPod on shuffle, turned
up the volume, and went for a walk.
“Unwell,” an old Matchbox 20 song,
came on and immediately threw my
thoughts back to Dustin.

[ was convinced that before Dustin



was locked up he must have been going
through the same stuff. He couldn’t deal
with Outviews and voices, and then
drugs complicated his reality-bending
fog. For two years he’d been shut away
and wasn’t even crazy. What had they
been doing to him all that time? How
much of him was left? Did he still have
Outviews or any of the other “problems”
that [ hadn’t been brave enough to share
with Kyle, Linh, or even Amber?
Tomorrow it was time to tell them
everything.

Sam was getting mail from his box. I
pulled out my earbuds when he waved.

“Look what I just got in the mail.” He
ripped open the bubble mailer.
“Blindman.” He held up the DVD.



“1971. Starring Tony Anthony.”

“I’'ve always wanted to see that. You
know one of the Mexican outlaws is
played by Ringo Starr!”

“I know, fresh off the break up of the
Beatles, and it’s supposed to be a pretty
cool movie. Want to borrow it?”

“Yeah, thanks! But you see it first; I
won’t have a chance until next week
sometime. Hey Sam, can I ask you
something?”

“Sure.” His look reflected confusion
in my sudden change of mood.

“Do you believe in reincarnation?”’

“Wow.” He chuckled. “Little early in
the day for such a deep subject.”

“Seriously.”

“Seriously? Okay. Yes, I think I do.”



“Really? Why?”

“Why do people believe in anything
beyond this life? Fear. Faith. I don’t
know. I think there’s too much going on
in our heads to just have it end when we
die. You should read this book, hold
on.” He ran inside his house.

Great, someone else giving me a book
to read, I thought. He jogged back out
and handed me the book, Reincarnation,
An East-West Anthology, edited by
Joseph Head and S. L. Cranston.

“Do you remember Mindy?”

“That pretty blond you were dating for
a long time?”

“That’s right.”

“What ever happened to her? I always
thought her name was Mandy.”



He laughed. “You really can’t keep
them straight can you? That’s funny. She
married a chiropractor in Medford last
year. But anyway, she was big into
reincarnation and said this was a great
intro into the topic. This book is a
collection of thoughts and writings of
well-known people throughout history—

scientists, statesmen, theologians,
philosophers, and poets. It’s definitely
enlightening.”

“Thanks!”

“Hey, Nate, are you all right?
Everything okay?” Sam knew what
happened to Dustin, and I could see the
concern on his face.

“Yeah. I’ve been having some strange
dreams lately, and then I met this girl at



school who’s all into reincarnation. . . ”

“You, too, huh?” He gave my back a
little shove, laughing.

[ laughed, too. In the right
circumstances, Sam could have a serious
conversation. We’d had some about my
dad and Dustin in the past, but this
wasn’t the time for either of us.
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Wednesday, September 17

After school I made the dreaded walk
to the Station to meet Amber, Kyle, and
Linh. I arrived early to talk with my
parents’ old friend and partner, Josh.
The scents of my childhood— fresh-
baked bread, chocolate and pastries,
ground coffee and musty beer on tap—
relaxed me. It seemed like Dad was in
the back doing inventory, as if he might
walk out any minute.

Seventeen years earlier, Dad had been
thirty and Mom just twenty-six when
they started the place with Josh, who
was still at the university then. He’d
been their college connection ever since,



keeping the Station relevant and popular,
staying up on the latest music, having a
knack for harnessing hip and cool.

“Nate, wow. Six months?” Josh
grabbed my arm.

“Yeah, sorry I haven’t been around
much.”

“Jeez, you’ve grown.” He stood back.
“I can’t get over how much you look like
your dad.” Only in the last year had he
stop sporting a ponytail and kept his
beard trimmed close. Jeans, fluorescent
tees, and a ball cap from some nearby
vineyard were his uniform. Even at
Dad’s funeral, he showed up in a faded
black pair but substituted a black shirt.
“If I was your age, [ wouldn’t be hanging
out at my mom’s business either.”



“How’s it been going anyway?”’

“We’re busier than ever. Bet you
don’t see your mom much because she’s
constantly here putting out one fire or
another.” He’d always been skinny, but |
noticed the beginning of a beer gut or,
knowing the desserts at the Station,
maybe a cake gut.

“Josh, can we talk about something
for a minute, in private?”

“Sure.” He motioned for me to follow
him. We walked past Mom’s office. She
smiled and waved, clearly pleased that |
had listened and had come to see Josh.

I closed the door behind me. “When
my dad died, you were here with him,
right?”

“Yeah,” he hesitated.



“Did you find him?”

“Yes, 1 did.”

“Can you tell me about it?”

“Nate, what’s going on?”

“I want to know. Please.”

“All right. It was early on a Monday
morning. | think there were only three or
four of us here. Your dad came in from
out back and was moving kegs around,
then there was a clatter-banging noise. I
ran back to see what happened, and there
he was, collapsed on the ground. A
couple of kegs had tumbled down. One
was still rolling. Your dad only lasted
another minute or so while I was yelling
for someone to call 911.”

“Did he say anything?”

Josh got up from his chair and came



closer to me, leaning on the edge of the
desk.

“No, I mean I don’t think he could
have. It was a massive heart attack, and
he was gasping a little but was already
gone. I’m sorry. You know it was just
awful.”

“Why was he outside? You said just
before it happened he came in from out
back.”

“I don’t know. Maybe he was taking
some trash out to the dumpster. I never
really thought about it.” Josh walked
over to look at a picture of my parents
and him, taken on the opening day of the
restaurant. “We were all so young.”

I got up to look at the photo I’d seen a
million times.



“Was anything strange happening in
the weeks or months before he died?”

“What do you mean?”” He studied me.

“I don’t know what I mean, Josh.”

“There was something that always
bothered me. Your dad was pretty edgy
one day, so I asked what was wrong, and
he told me that a very close friend had
just died. The strange part, though, was
that this old friend was a day away from
going public about something and—"

“What was 1t?” I interrupted.

“He didn’t say, just that the guy was
going to blow the whistle on some huge
corruption or cover-up. He mentioned a
name. It was kind of unusual, so I've
remembered it. ‘Lightyear.” Anyway, he
said his friend died of a brain aneurism



the night before he was to give testimony
or be interviewed by the media or
something. You know your dad; he
didn’t believe in coincidences.”

“When was this?”

“About three weeks before your dad
died, I guess.”

“Did you tell my mom?”’

“I didn’t see any reason to bother
her.”

“Didn’t you find it strange that his
friend died on the eve of blowing the
whistle and Dad dies a few weeks later?
Maybe Dad was involved, too.”

“No, come on, don’t turn this into
some cloak-and-dagger thing. Your dad
wouldn’t even take part in a poker game.
There was an autopsy; everything was



kosher.” He saw my expression of
concern. “I did do an Internet search on
the guy’s name, but nothing came up. It
was just a coincidence.”

“I thought you didn’t believe in
coincidences.”

“No, it was your dad that didn’t
believe in them. Just because something
is strange doesn’t mean it’s wrong. You
know what [ mean?”

[ didn’t know what he meant.
Something was wrong,

“Do you remember Dad’s friend’s
name?”’

“Sure. Lee Duncan.”

“Do me a huge favor? Don’t tell my
mom we talked about all this. It might
upset her.”



“Yeah, I’ve got your back. But listen,
she’s been worried, and your dad would
want me to be here for you. And I am. Is
everything cool? You’d tell me, right?”

“Everything’s fine.”

“Come to me anytime about whatever.
’m not your mom; I’'m your friend.
Okay?” He patted my shoulder.

“I know.” I pointed to the monitors.
“My friends are out there. I’'m gonna join
them.”

Mom was still on the phone. Another
wave and smile; I was back on her good
list.
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Amber, Kyle, and Linh were filling
out music requests for the DJ. The
waitress carried them off to a slot in the
studio as I joined them.

“So?”” Kyle asked.

“Josh said a few weeks before his
death, Dad was worried about a close
friend who was planning to go public or
testify about something big and then died
of a brain aneurism the night before.”

“It keeps getting weirder,” Kyle said.
“It’s like a conspiracy.”

“You have no idea,” I said. “You guys
are probably wondering what Amber’s



doing here. She can explain it much
better.” They both knew who she was,
but we’d never hung out. Amber talked
for more than ten minutes before anyone
else spoke. Kyle and Linh had studied
enough Buddhism that they were more
open to reincarnation than I was. Our
food came, Kyle had a Tracy Chapman,
Linh the Pearl Jam, Amber the Adele,
and a David Bowie with extra cheese
for me.

“I call them Outviews because it’s
like I go out of myself and see a view of
another person, another place
another time.”

“How many have you had?” Linh
asked.

“Hundreds, I don’t know.”



“Are they always awful?”

“Pretty much. I die in each one.”

“It’s like a punishment,” Kyle’s voice
became low, “to have to relive a
hundred deaths. Why?” he looked at
Amber.

“I’ve been reading nonstop since Nate
told me, and it seems that the most
common entry point into a past life is
through its death, a kind of backdoor.
But with practice, he can get deeper into
the lifetime. Eventually he could go to
any point in a life and not even need to
bother with the end.” Amber’s light
strawberry blonde hair fell below her
shoulder, and her cheerleader looks
belied her knowledge of the esoteric
subject. “There’s a ton of research and



case histories of people doing just that.”

“That sure would be easier because
Kyle’s right, they do feel like
punishment, actually more like torture,” I
said. “Maybe now you’re less likely to
think I’'m whacked out, so I can tell you
everything else that’s been happening to
me.”

“There’s more?” Linh asked.

“I was hoping,” Amber added.

Kyle rubbed his hands together. “It’s a
scandal.”

“Scandal,” I added.

Amber looked confused.

“Don’t mind them Amber, they’re
really a pair of clowns.”

“I always liked the circus,” she
grinned.



“Trust me, this one’s not Ringling
Brothers; it’s more like Dingaling
Brothers.”

Everyone laughed. Normally I would
have tossed one of my fries at Linh, but I
didn’t want to act so juvenile in front of
Amber.

“We’re waiting,” Amber said.

“I remember feeling different from
other kids even before kindergarten. It
was as if everyone else knew what to do
and how to fit in except me,” I began.

“I still feel that way,” Linh said.

“But at the same time I used to think
that everyone saw and heard what I did.
When 1 figured out they didn’t, I was
around six or so. That’s when it stopped,
or | stopped paying attention, and it went



away.”

“Like what?” Kyle asked, sipping his
tea.

“Movement, almost seeing someone in
the trees. Shadows moving
independently, lights, hard to describe
but like little points and trails of light in
the woods, the grass, shimmering around
people and plants. I don’t remember
everything, but I can still recall the
feeling. It was joyous, magical, like
discovering where you left a treasure
you’d forgotten about.”

“I can just picture you as this cute
little kid playing among the fairies,”
Linh said.

“Then a couple of years ago the
premonitions started. At first I hardly



noticed them. A thought would flash into
my head for no reason at all, like Rick
Barnes isn’t going to be at school today.
Sure enough, he’d stay home sick. I
would always look at the phone three
seconds before it rang. Or knowing
which nights Mom would be home late.
Recently though, it’s been bigger stuff
and farther in advance. About a month
ago, a picture of an older woman in the
hospital came into my head. It was our
neighbor, a crazy artist with about
twenty cats. Two weeks ago, an
ambulance picked her up. For a while,
they weren’t sure she was going to live,
but I knew she’d be fine because there
was an image of her coming home in my
head almost a week before. And I see



colors around people and—"

“You see auras?” Amber asked.

Kyle was doodling on a napkin, only
his doodles always looked like they
should be framed.

“An aura is your psychic energy
body,” Amber explained. “Edgar Cayce,
a famous psychic, called it the
weathervane of your soul. It’s like a halo
that surrounds your whole body.
Everyone has one, even nonliving
things.”

“They’re in motion and change colors.
Sometimes . . . 7 I stopped as the
waitress came over, “they’re an inch
thick but they grow and contract so they
can be like two feet in places.”

Then I told them about the pops and



the shapeshifting. It was a lot to take in,
and for me too, hearing it all at once.

“Anything else? Can you read minds?
Time travel?” Kyle demanded, smiling.

“Nothing really useful like that” I
said.

“Give yourself some time, Nate,”
Amber said. “You don’t know what
you're capable of yet. You're
awesome.”

I caught Kyle and Linh exchanging a
look; they didn’t seem convinced.

“It’s not like I'm a comic book
superhero. 1 just want to know why this
is happening to me. Why not you, Kyle,
with all your meditating and quantum
physics? Or you, Amber, with your
million new age books and palm



reading?”’

“I don’t read palms.”

“You know what I mean.”

“You can develop all these abilities
into something so powerful,” Amber
said.

“I think he’d be happy to just have the
Outviews stop,” Linh said.

“Why would he want them to stop?”
Amber was shocked.

“They’re not fun!” Kyle shot back.

“Let’s talk about Lee Duncan and
Lightyear,” 1 said, trying to change the
subject.

“It’s exhausting being your friend,
Nate.” Kyle had a strangely amused yet
serious look.

Mom stopped by and scooped up the



check the waitress had left. Everyone
thanked her. She scoffed. “You kids
come as often as you want. Nate’s
friends are always welcome. Besides,
we’ve got out-of-towners who eat here
more often than my own son.” She was
smiling, but I still felt the zing. Mom
called a server over with a tray of
desserts and wouldn’t take no for an
answer. It’d been a long time since I
tasted a Vanilla Waterfall and missed
them. Amber and Linh split a Sunrise
Cake Sunset, and Kyle had the Mint
Happiness.

Once Mom was safely back in the
employee area, I told them everything
Josh said. We explored possible
explanations, but with the timing of Lee



Duncan’s unexpected death, his telling
my dad secrets before he also suddenly
died along with everyone else in the
world with his name, it was extremely
suspicious. Fifty minutes later, we
walked out of the Station very tired and
each convinced that my father had
probably been murdered.
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Just as Josh had said, nothing useful
came up when we searched Lee Duncan,
even when adding the word Lightyear.
Kyle suggested I meditate on them, but
nothing happened.

“Patience,” he said, more than once.

Maybe I wanted to alleviate my guilt
of being responsible for my dad’s death,
but there were too many coincidences.
Obviously, someone killed him and Lee
Duncan to silence them. The facts that he
died with people around who apparently
didn’t see anything unusual and the
autopsy confirmed cause of death as a



massive heart attack made me feel like a
crazy conspiracy theorist. But I was
getting used to being crazy, so I decided
to figure out what Lightyear was and
learn more about Lee Duncan.

I started meditating four times daily,
in the morning, before bed and two other
times whenever it could be worked in.
Amber suggested calling on my guides.
She said we all have them, but most
people use the name guardian angels.
Some think they are dead friends and
relatives, but Amber thought it was
deeper than that. Apparently, entities
from another dimension are able to help
us. Amber was hitting me with so much
information that it occurred to me that
“New Age Mayes” might be a little nuts



herself, but at this point I didn’t have any
other great options. Besides, for the first
time in years, something felt right.
Finally, who 1 was started to make
sense.

Later, while bringing our trashcan in
from the curb, I saw Sam again. He
walked across and asked if I’d read the
reincarnation book. “I skimmed it but
haven’t gotten into it yet.”

“I know how much you like history.
You may be surprised to know how
many famous people believed in
reincarnation.  Benjamin  Franklin,
Napoleon, Gandhi, General Patton,
Thoreau, Socrates, Henry Ford, on and
on.”

“I had no idea.”



“You’re not alone. You’re not crazy.
For some reason you’re able to see
something most of us can’t.”

In the middle of the night I woke to
whirling stars and the spinning trees.
When had 1 fallen asleep? When had I
woken? Was | awake? Nothing mattered.
I was going again. Amber’s sparkling
eyes shined across times that I did not
remember [ had forgotten. The Outviews
were a familiar strangeness now, and the
distant screams that always
accompanied them had taken on a
musical quality. This one was the first
time | knew someone going into it.
Where was I going and could I stop?
Would I get back? That was the question



that terrified me most: what if I just
didn’t come back to this lifetime?
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Thursday, September 18

Third-period was English  with
weaselly Mr. James, who held the
distinction of being the least favorite
teacher of my entire school career. What
are the odds that Dustin sat in the same
chair and also had him during third
period, two years earlier? Most of the
time Mr. James called me Dustin, but he
said it almost like “Dis-gus-tin.” He
would call on me only when he was sure
I couldn’t answer, like that day. “Dustin,
in the Adventures of Huckleberry Finn,
Huck uses several aliases. Will you



please tell me one of them?”

There had been no time to read this
when Kyle expected me to consume
Thich Nhat Hanh, Amber had four books
she said must be read, and then there
was the book from Sam. “It’s Nathan,
Mr. James, and [—"

He cut me off, “Incorrect Mr. Ryder,
Huck Finn did not use Nathan as an
alias. Who can tell Dustin the right
answer?” And I thought I was crazy.

Luckily fourth-period history was my
favorite subject with the best teacher,
Mr. Anderson. He had a way of making
history cool and exciting, not like some
boring stuff that already happened. He
showed us how events, even thousands
of years ago, not only affected us today



but were similar to current events. “The
same things keep happening again and
again,” he’d always say. “It takes
humans a very long time to learn.” He
was my youngest teacher—I’'m sure he
wasn’t thirty yet. Sometimes I’d miss
lunch because he and I would get into a
long conversation about the Vikings or
the American Revolutionary War. Kyle
told me I was Mr. A’s favorite student.

I was leaving the cafeteria to head for
fifth-period French class when Mrs.
Little stopped me in the hall. “Nathan,
there’s some testing I’d like you to come
in for next week.”

“Is 1t required?”

“What does that mean?”

“Is it voluntary or mandatory?”



“It’s something | think could give us
some insight . . . something that would
benefit you.”

“No, thanks.”

“What does that mean?” For a high
school guidance counselor, she sure had
a hard time understanding high school
kids.

I gave her my best incredulous look.
“I’m not interested in your test.”

“You don’t understand. This isn’t
anything that would affect your grades.
I’m simply recommending—"

“I’'m going to be late for French.” I
moved away, enjoying her exasperated
look.

After school, 1 again searched



unsuccessfully for Lee Duncan online. It
was time to see if anything in my dad’s
stuff might help. A dream the night
before showed an image of his desk. It
whispered something just before a huge
red  wrecking  ball completely
demolished it. It had to be a message, I
thought. There must be something in
there that can help me.

A few years before, Mom had cleared
out a lot of his things but pretty much
ignored the study, a small room off their
bedroom still stacked with books and
papers. His desk was more like a
dresser but the slanted top folded down.
I searched for a while, finding nothing of
interest until a thought popped into my
head to look behind the small drawers



that held paper clips and rubber bands.
There seemed to be too much space
between them and the back of the desk.
My fingers touched a tiny metal circle in
the wood that I couldn’t see from the
front. I pushed it and a false panel swung
open. It was a small cavity, maybe big
enough for a paperback book.

Pulling out my discovery, four small
pieces of gray stationery written in my
dad’s handwriting, Three were in some
sort of foreign language. The fourth was
a list of names I didn’t recognize except
for Lee Duncan. 1 was ecstatic, like
Sherlock Holmes. There was also a very
small gold box with jade inlaid circle
and diamond patterns, about the size of a
matchbox car but light and obviously



hollow, but no latch or any way to open
it. The final item was an intricately
carved piece of tube-shaped dark wood
maybe three inches long. Knowing Dad
had hidden these items, it was as if we
were unraveling the mystery together.

I carefully closed the secret space,
neatened his desk and took the treasures
with me. Even after rummaging through
the rest of the room, the garage, closets,
nothing else surfaced. It was impossible
to get the box open without destroying it
so I decided to wait and see if Kyle had
any ideas about what the objects were or
how to decipher the papers.

Kyle called as I was finishing the
search.

“Good timing, I said. “ Wait until you



see what—"

“Pm 1in your driveway,” he
interrupted obviously agitated. “We
need to talk right now.” I ran down. He
was backing onto the street before I'd
even closed the car door.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I’1l show you in a minute.”

“Can’t you just tell me now?”

“No. I need to show you.” A minute
later we were pulling into a parking
space next to one of the bridges leading
into Lithia Park. Once in the trees, Kyle
stopped walking and put his hands on my
shoulders. “This is getting scary, Nate.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Some old Spanish woman came up to
me and said she had a message for you.”



“What woman? When?”

“About twenty minutes ago. I don’t
know who she is. I was about to get into
my car in front of my house, and this old
woman walks up all friendly and says,
‘Hello Kyle, my name is Amparo. You
don’t know me, but [ have a message for
you from someone who wants to help
you and Nate.” She looked, you know,
friendly enough, and it’s broad daylight.
With all this crazy stuff going down, it
didn’t seem so weird even though I knew
it was.”

“What did she say?”
“That we’re 1in danger, serious
danger.”

“Hold on. Tell me exactly what she
said.”



“Her name was Amparo. She was
delivering a message from a guy who
knew your father and Lee Duncan for
like twenty years; they’d been very
close. He needed to warn us about the
serious danger we’re in and wanted to
explain some extremely important things
to you, including the truth about your
dad’s death.”

“All right, I’'m sorry, but doesn’t this
sound creepy?”

“Of course it does, but so does
everything lately. She said to meet the
guy in Brookings on Sunday at Tea Leaf
Beach at the first low tide, and he’d be
waiting for you.”

“Meet him? How do we know this
Brookings guy isn’t the one who wants



to hurt us? How did they find us? How
do we know we can believe them?”

“She said you would ask those
questions, and I’m supposed to tell you
that the person who sent her can tell you
why Brett shot Wesley.”

“Jesus!” I choked. I hadn’t told
anyone about that Outview. [ leaned
against a tree wrestling with fear and
amazement.

“Who are Brett and Wesley?” Kyle
demanded.

“Do you remember last July when you
found me on the ground in my backyard?

“Of course.”

“Well, it wasn’t the post that knocked
me out. I’d had an Outview, and in that
lifetime 1 was Wesley and a guy named



Brett shot me.”

“You mean you actually physically
feel what happens to you in a past life?”

“Yeah, 1t’s not as severe, but it’s still
real.”

“Incredible.” His eyes deepened and
at the same time were distant.

“Sometimes | think crazy might be a
better alternative.”

“Maybe we shouldn’t rule that out
yet.” He sat on the ground and fumbled
with his pack of cigarettes. “What do
you think?”’

“No one on the planet knew about
Brett and Wesley. I mean how could he
possibly even know those names?”

“This Amparo was really old, like a
sweet great-grandmother, not the type to



send us into a trap.”

“But it could be trap,” I said.

“Why? Who would want to?”

“The same people who killed Duncan
and my dad.”

“If someone wanted you dead, why
couldn’t they just do it here. Why
Brookings?”

“I know, right. And if he knew about
Wesley and Brett, then something wild is
going on. | want to know I’m not crazy
and if my dad was murdered. I have to
meet him. It’s riskier not to.”

“Yeah, but then what? We have to
come home sometime. We have school
on Monday.”

“Kyle, don’t you think school is the
least of our worries?”



“Maybe yours, but I need a perfect
GPA to get into MIT.”

“MIT doesn’t admit dead students.”

“Don’t get carried away!”

“Kyle, listen, all the dead
Montgomery Ryders, Lee Duncan
confiding in Dad and dying the next day,
now this old lady shows up to set a
clandestine rendezvous with some
mysterious mind reader . . . and I found
two strange objects and hidden papers
concealed behind a secret panel in my
Dad’s desk, one of them with Lee
Duncan’s name. I mean, it’s like we’ve
fallen into a Hitchcock movie.”

“I know. Add all that to New Age
Mayes’ theories of your past lives, you
and Dustin seeing and hearing whatever



it is you do, and I think it’s more like the
Twilight Zone.”

“Welcome to my world! You can
check out any time you like, but you can
never leave.”

“Huh?”

“It’s from an old Eagles song . . .
Never mind, I always forget you and
modern music aren’t acquainted. But I
could use your other considerable
mental talents to help me figure out the
stuff from my dad’s desk. It’s all codes
and symbols, pretty weird.”

“Of course it is,” he forced a laugh.
“We’ll look at them on the trip.”

“You think we should be scared?”

“I didn’t before Amparo showed up.
Oh, she also warned that anything we



say on our phones can be heard and our
online activity is being monitored. She
said not to travel with our cell phones or
computers.”

“It sure as hell sounds like we should
be scared!”
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Later that night, I was home packing a
backpack, including the objects and
papers from Dad’s desk. A bad feeling
that I might not return came over me. It
was probably a combination of the
Amparo woman showing up and the
concept of my dad and his friend being
killed by some mysterious person
powerful enough to make their deaths
appear accidental. I looked around at my
favorite photos, books on great
photographers, and fiddled with a few of
my old matchbox cars that lined my
bookshelves. The sense of doom



worsened, so I meditated.

A sudden knock at the front door
jolted me, and I carefully peered out the
window. Amber’s turquoise bug was
parked next to my dad’s old Toyota
silver 4x4 pickup truck. Mom had saved
it for Dustin, who had driven it for one
day before his suicide run to Shasta. I
used to think she was keeping it for
when he got out, but now it seemed more
likely she was saving it for me, if she
ever let me get my license. But I was
determined to see Dustin drive it again.

“I’'m glad you stopped by. Can we go
for a drive?”

“Sure.” She smiled. Amber was
wearing a purple tank top and white
shorts, thin leather sandals. She must



know how distracting her looks were.

I told her about the message from the
guy in Brookings. We forgot about a
drive and just sat there talking. She
listened to the whole story, the concern
on her face clear. “Oh, Nate,” she finally
said, casually putting her hand on my
thigh. “It’s exciting and scary at the same
time!”

“Yeah, I don’t know what’s going
on.”

“But maybe after seeing Dustin and
the Brookings guy, the mysteries will
unravel.”

“Or get deeper.”

“Think positive.”

“I’1l try, but just in case, [ want you to
know the meeting is at the first low tide



on Sunday at Tea Leaf Beach in
Brookings. You’re the only one I'm
telling.” 1 fidgeted with the beads
hanging from her rearview mirror.

“I’ve never heard of Tea Leaf, and
I’ve been going to Brookings forever.”

“Well, if someone’s trying to set a
trap, why wouldn’t he just grab me here.
I’m not hiding. And he knew about that
Outview.”

“I know; that’s so amazing.”

“Frightening is more like it, that
someone’s been inside my head.”

“Maybe he wasn’t in your head.
Maybe he’s from that lifetime.”

“Great, maybe Brett’s come back to
finish me off. Not only is there danger in
this lifetime, but people are traveling



through time to kill me.”

“I doubt it. I just know it’s someone
trying to help you. I can’t wait to find
out. Do you want to stay at our beach
house?”

“Could we?”

“Yeah, no one’s there.” She told me
where the key was hidden.

“I wish you could come.”

“Me, too, but my mother gets back
tomorrow for a long weekend of ‘quality
time.” It’s a joke; my mother’s only close
to her make-up mirror. But my sister
will be home, too.”

“I had another Outview today.” 1
waited until her eyes found mine. “You
were in it.”

“Really?” She couldn’t hide her



pleasure. “When was it? Where was it?”

“We were sisters. It was at least a
hundred years ago because you were
driving a horse-drawn wagon. 1 was
lying in the back in dirty blankets and
straw, cold. But there were wildflowers.
You spoke in a language that sounded
German, but I don’t think it was. My
body was brittle on the rough road, like
a vase rattling in a crate, and I begged
you to stop.”

“You were dying?”

“Yeah, like always. You started
crying when you finally stopped the
wagon.”

“How old were we?”

“Hard to say. We looked sixty, but I
think we were really thirty-something.



So you were crying because you knew
we weren’t going to get any help. Even
1f we did, it was too late. You could tell
I’d be dead very soon.”

“Tell me about the way an Outview
comes to you. How do you see it?”

“It’s almost like watching a movie,
but the screen has no defined shape. And
only pieces are in focus as I look at
them. Sometimes just part of a face is
clear, but what I can see 1s in 3D. I'm
like an observer floating right there, but
at the same time I'm one of the
participants, experiencing and feeling
everything they do.”

“Like a dream.”

“But with actual physical pain.”

Her face saddened.



“They’re so real, like I’'m there but
pressure from all the years between
pushes away everything that isn’t in my
immediate view. But lately, the area in
focus has been getting larger.”

“How did you know it was me?”

“That’s what’s cool about this one. |
saw your eyes going into it and knew
you’d be there. That’s never happened
before. But it’s hard to explain, a
recognition in the eyes.”

“Have you ever seen anyone else you
know?”

“Mom, Dustin, and Kyle at various
times.”

“What happened next?”

“An agonized tragic scream from you
as I died.” Amber reached over, put her



arms around me, and pulled me close,
her wet tears on my cheek, the warmth of
her breath in my nose, the slight
fragrance of apples as we melted
together, embracing sisters across a
century of absence. I know we stayed
like that for several minutes, and when
we fell back to this time Amber was
staring into my eyes through blurry tears.
She gave me the softest kiss, our lips
touching like the brush of a feather. We
sat in the car for a while longer, not in
an awkward way, just warm silence. “I
should go,” I said, getting out, surprised
how drained I was.

“Promise youw’ll call me from
Brookings.”

“If not before.” I leaned into the



window a moment, then turned and
jogged to my house.

Later, I walked over to Sam’s. “You
have to watch Blindman tonight. It’s
great!” He handed it to me once we were
inside.

“I won’t have time until next week.
I’m leaving early in the morning on a
camping trip. That’s why I came over, to
tell you I won’t get to your lawn again
until Monday after school.”

“Great weather for camping! Where
you headed?”

“Me and a few friends are going to
Crater Lake.”

“I love it there. Forget the grass. It’11
be here.”

“Thanks. Hey, could I ask something



without you thinking I’m crazy.”

“Try me.”

“The reason I wanted to know what
you thought about reincarnation is
because | keep seeing visions of what I
think are past lives I’ve had, and it’s
almost like I’m there. They happen a lot,
and I’m afraid I could be losing it.”

“You’re not crazy Nate. You’re about
one of the most well-adjusted kids I’ve
ever met, mature, responsible, great taste
in films.” He tapped the copy of
Blindman 1 was still holding. If you’re
having visions like that, you should
explore them, maybe keep a journal.
Have you talked to your mother about
them?”

“No. I don’t like how she handled



things with Dustin. That’s why I wanted
to ask you. I’ve told a couple of close
friends, but I’d like an adult’s point of
view. And, well, you’ve been all over
the world and dated Cindy, who was
really into reincarnation.”

“Mindy,” he corrected, smiling. “It’s
not as unusual as you think. In fact, in
India and that part of the world, it’s
pretty common. In Tibet, they believe
every Dalai Lama over the last seven
hundred years has been the same soul
reincarnated, each being an incarnation
of the last. That way they retain the
spiritual wisdom acquired over all those
lifetimes. If you thought you were the
Dalai Lama, I might wonder, but seeing
pieces of prior lives is fascinating.



Write it all down. What a cool movie it
would make: teenager relives past
lives.” A great weight lifted as Sam
spoke. He was a successful adult and
talked like what was happening was
normal. We spoke for another half hour,
and he even gave me Mindy’s number in
case I wanted to talk to someone else.
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Friday, September 19

By the time the sun made an
appearance, we had Kyle’s car packed
with sleeping bags, tent, piles of
schoolbooks, three backpacks, two
iPods, and a jammed cooler. Mom was
still asleep when we left. Kyle and I
reluctantly left our phones, but Linh
brought hers in case something went
wrong but kept the power off. She rode
shotgun, while I worked on meditating in
the back seat.

Each time my mind got close to
clarity, the depths of my situation



obliterated it. How could we get Dustin
out? My dad hadn’t died of a heart
attack; he’d been murdered and his
killers might be after me. Clear, clear,
clear. What is happening—the pops,
auras, paranormal visions, voices, and
shapeshifting? Focus, focus, focus. All at
once there was a shift and control. I was
unprepared for the calm, a feeling of
vanishing into the universe yet being
connected to everything. It’s hard to say
how long that state lasted, probably no
more than ten minutes. Next, a voice
spoke like the ones I’d been hearing for
so long, but it was clearer and saying
more than one word, much more. It was
like hearing three voices at once, with
the words condensed so four words



came in the space of one. Surprisingly, it
was easy to understand, and what it said
was almost too fantastic to believe.

“Where were you?” Linh asked.

“How long was I gone?”

“Almost half an hour,” she said.

“That was a good meditation,” Kyle
said slowly, unlit cigarette dangling
from his mouth.

“Do you ever hear voices when you
meditate?” I asked.

“Sure.”

“But like a bunch, all talking at the
same time, and you’re able to hear
everything?”

“No, that sounds like a Nate original.
What did they say?” he asked
deliberately.



“They said I could do anything.”

“Sounds like my uncle,” Kyle eyed
Linh.

“Yeah, but they meant stuff we think is
impossible. If I remember my soul, the
universe will be there and all human
limitations will vanish.”

“Do you have to die for that to
happen?” Linh asked.

“They said there are many things
coming and that I must be ready.” I
sounded possessed, and wondered if
they believed me.

“Go on,” Kyle urged.

“They said I needed to be ready to
face evil.”

Kyle’s eyes widened. “Then let’s get
someone to buy us beer.”



“I’'mserious,” I said.

“SoamL.”

“No, you’re not,” Linh said. “I
believe you heard it, Nate.”

[ couldn’t tell if she meant she
believed it happened or just that I
thought it did.

“I believe you, too,” Kyle said. “I'm
just not ready to fight off Hannibal
Lecter this weekend.”

“I wish I could explain how it feels to
know something so bizarre with absolute
certainty. On an incredibly deep level I
know it’s all true, and I’m not just
worried, I’m terrified.”

“These will help.” Linh tossed me a
pack of almond M&M’s.

“That, some Twizzlers, and a Coke



will almost have the same effect as
beer,” Kyle said.

Everyone laughed.

I passed the stuff from my Dad’s desk
around, but beyond a cursory glance,
Kyle couldn’t really focus on them
because he was driving, and Linh was as
baffled as I.

A state trooper passed us. Linh put her
hand on Kyle’s shoulder. For the next
mile or two, he checked the rearview
mirror compulsively. We were riding
through  thick forest now. Linh
commented on the beauty of the trees. |
knew she was still trying to lighten the
mood, but it was my topic and I took the
bait.

“Do you know what the world’s



largest, oldest and tallest living things
are?”

“Haven’t you told us this before?”
Kyle’s quizzical eyes narrowed.

“I haven’t heard it,” Linh said.

“Trees,” Kyle said.

“It’s no surprise the tallest living thing
1s a tree, a sequoia sempervirens, better
known as a coastal redwood not far from
here in northern California. Its name is
Hyperion.”

“It has a name?”

“Most of the tallest trees do. They’re
important. But the largest living thing is
a grove of aspens in Utah called Pando.
They count as one thing because all the
trees in the stand are connected by a
single underground root system. Pando


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Root_system

covers over a hundred acres and is
probably eighty thousand years old.
Some say it could be much older
because when one tree dies, others grow
up out of the same roots.”

“So that’s the oldest?”

“Not technically because each
individual tree only lives like a hundred
thirty years. The oldest single tree is a
bristle cone pine called Methuselah,
also in California. It’s almost five
thousand years old.”

“Wow!” Linh said.

“There was an even older one in
Nevada named Prometheus, but some
grad student cut it down in 1964 to find
out how old it was.”

“You’re kidding!” Linh said. “Was he



arrested or anything?”

“No. There are different accounts of
whether he actually knew what he was
doing but . . . [ mean it’s really a crime
what we do to trees. The cure for all our
diseases is probably in the rainforests,

but we may never know.”
“It’s sad,” Linh shook her head.

It was just after eight a.m. when we
arrived. I’d been to Crater Lake before,
but something was different this time.
The glassy indigo water reflecting cotton
clouds and two thousand foot volcanic
cliffs disoriented me. Only the pines,
firs, hemlocks, and the solitary Wizard
Island rising out of the incredibly deep
lake kept me from falling down. Gravity



also helped. It was cooler because the
elevation was over a mile higher than
Ashland, and, although it was a beautiful
day, it smelled like snow as always
because the lake was filled almost
entirely by snowmelt. The silence
sounded like meditation, but slowly I
began to hear a rush of water, lava, and
steam. It grew so loud that I screamed to
Linh and Kyle, “What’s that noise?”
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“What noise?” Kyle asked, just
mouthing words because 1 could hear
nothing above the roar, which increased
to the point 1 believed the lake might
erupt. A shimmering ripple crossed the
surface of the water, then instantly,
complete silence. A tall, Indian-looking
old man emerged from the trees, scrufty,
leathery, long, thin, tangled gray hair,
light gray pants and white shirt faded
and worn.

“You boy, you shouldn’t be here.”
“Excuse me?” Kyle answered.
“Not talking to you. It’s that one.” He



waved a spindly finger at me. “He
shouldn’t be here yet.”

“Why not?”

“You’re not ready to be here. You’ve
not studied; you’ve not practiced. You
ain’t even awake yet.”

“I think you’re confused,” Kyle said
gently.

“Confused? I'm way beyond
confused, but you’re not even up to
confused yet, so maybe you should mind
your own business.” The old man wasn’t
aggressive or threatening, but he didn’t
look like he was going to leave. I was
uncomfortable, but at the same time he
was magnetic, like a bristly, cranky old
college professor adored by his students
because of his sheer brilliance.



“Look, could you just please leave us
alone?” Kyle tried once more.

“There are three of you, so even if |
did leave, you wouldn’t be alone. |
belong here, so I’ll not be leaving.” He
threw a stick at me. “What about you,
Nathan?” Linh gasped, and Kyle looked
at me with stunned concern.

“How do you know my name? Who
are you?”

“If you were supposed to be here, you
would know my name already. I'm the
Old Man of the Lake.”

“Okay, old man, how do you know his
name?” Kyle asked.

“Listen to me. I’m not just some old
man; I’m the Old Man of the Lake. And I
already told you to mind your own



business, Dac.” He called Kyle by his
Vietnamese name, which almost no one
knew.

“Seriously, who are you?” Kyle was
looking around, worried. I was scanning
the area as well, remembering Amparo’s
warning that we were in danger.

“C