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          Notes from the author

        

      

    
    
      The word duirwaigh is used often in this book. To clarify:

      Duir [dawr, dohr] n: Gaelic word for oak, known in Celtic lore as the time keeper, the storyteller of the forest. Also the root word for druis, the Gaelic word for magical knowledge. Duir gives us the English word door, as well as the word druid.

      Druid, incidentally, arrives to us from Old Irish druí (druid, sorcerer) and early Welsh dryw (seer). The two elements go back to the Proto-Indo-European roots *deru- (oak) and *weid- (to see).

      Duirwaigh (door-way) n: doorway into the realm of soul, a word created by the author.

      One enters the duirwaigh by learning to see truly.

      

      At the core of this book is the concept of magic. For the sake of this story, the term magic is not illusion, nor spell-craft, nor a conjuring hocus-pocus from the inner sanctum of Harry Potter's Hogwarts. Rather, magic is referred to here as a means of influencing one's own world, through thought, feeling and vision.

      

      For our purposes here, magic is the sense of more-ness shimmering behind our everyday reality. We glimpse it in dreams, and in waking-life situations we deem miraculous or phenomenal. But it is with us all the time, pulsing beneath the surface of the commonplace. Our willingness to see it encourages its appearance in our lives.

      

      The word Abracadabra, often equated with sleight-of-hand magic, has its roots in the venerable Abrahadabra, an Aramaic word roughly translating  into  "I  will  create  as  I  speak."  Words  create  worlds.

      Thoughts ignite experiences. We are more than participants in our reality; we are creators.

      

      This is not science, nor fiction. This is practical magic.

    

  

  
    
    

    
      
        Dreams are illustrations from the book your soul is writing about you.

        

        Marsha Norman

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
        

        
          Preface

        

      

    
    
      Dear reader,

      From earliest memory, a single jewel-encrusted dream has pursued me through the spiraling hallways of sleep. Because it features prominently in the themes and content of this book, I include it for you here. It goes something like this…

      

      The air is tinted yellow, edged with a green iridescent sheen. I am not wearing sunglasses, but the effect is similar, as if I am inside a citrine stone looking at the landscape through yellow-green facets. I am standing in a field, tall grasses waving amber fingers, when the breeze whispers in from the North. There is no sun, only this light. My body lies sleeping on a bed, somewhere. I am four years old and seventeen, twenty-six and thirty-five. I am dreaming, but some part of me is awake, the part that understands the world is a prism and reality only one facet.

      I look down. A path stretches before me, a swath of brown earth, pitted with rocks and random roots. The grasses part just enough for my two feet and continue over the field for what appears to be miles, the way the yellow brick road dips and rises over emerald hills on the way to the shining city. Only there is no city on this horizon. There is only the golden grass, the yellow air, and a strange watermelon sky brushed with tourmaline. The cry of a hawk pierces the quiet. The air is still, so still I can hear her wings as she approaches, gliding low like a setting sun. Something glints in her beak. She circles me once, then twice, then tree times, dropping her prey a few feet in front of me on the path. As I bend toward its place in the dust, I notice the hawk has turned, hard, and is flying straight at me. I look up in time to see her wings outstretched to full-length, yellow beak open, shrieking like lightning, ready to strike. Me. I cannot move. She flies straight at my chest, scaled orange feet and black talons extended. She sinks into the flesh beneath my rib cage. I collapse to the ground, flat on my back. I feel my chest. There is nothing broken. Skin and bones are in tact. I sit up. There is no body, just a scattering of black, russet and grey feathers on the ground. And something else. The shiny prey on the path. I crawl forward on hands and knees, reach for it and hold it to the light. A diamond. Rough and uncut, the size of a baseball.

      There is no movement, no sound, except for the giant wings inside my chest. I hold the diamond aloft. A fortune. A bounty. The air is still. I turn left, then right, then around, surveying the plane. There is only one thing to do. Start  walking.

      

      The first stone is small, about the size of a plum. Its face peers up at me from the dark earth. I bend over to pick it up and realize it's a jewel. I clean it using the hem of my dress, always a nondescript white gauze gown with generous folds and deep pockets. As the dirt stains my dress and the blue rock shines brighter, I recognize it as a sapphire. I turn it over and over in my palm. It grows hot against my skin. I put the diamond in my left hand, the sapphire in my right, and close my eyes. They are treasure, but something else. Keys. To something. I open my eyes to see the air streaked with smoky quartz. I continue walking.

      After what seems an eternity, my feet and back complain. I need rest. I sit down in the grass and lean back on my elbows, striking something hard on my left side. I look to the spot that struck my elbow to see a stone the size of an apple, glowering deep and red on the ground. I pick it up. A ruby. An exquisite jagged beauty. It matches the blood trickling from my elbow. I strip off a piece of my gown and wrap it tight around my arm to stop the bleeding. I'd like something to eat. I'd like someone to talk to. I'd like a nap. But something calls me on. I put the diamond in one pocket, the ruby in the other, and carry the sapphire in my hand. I hum a nonsense tune like a prayer. I keep walking.

      

      The sky has darkened. There is no moon, only this night; a night stained with lapis lazuli, crushed with onyx by mortar and pestle and scattered to the heavens. I am tired, my pockets laden with fire opal, emerald, pearl, amethyst, tanzanite and tiger eye. The  hem of my gown is gathered like an apron. I spread it between my hands to carry a rare harvest: topaz the size of tangerines, pomegranates of garnet, pears of jade and peridot. I cradle a pumpkin-size golden rock in my left arm, resting its weight on my hip. I stumble often, raw stony wealth littering my path. A cut has opened over my left eye, a kiss from bloodstone. My right ankle is swollen, slowly turning amethyst-purple, having twisted on the stone somewhere along the path.

      In the distance, a moonstone shines over a tree. A tree? I squint my eyes. No, a door. It is miles away. I want to rest. I want to  stop.  More  than anything, I want to wake up. But I must reach the door. Something or someone on the other side of the door needs the jewels. I am their hope. The field watches me pass. Each blade of grass is honed and sharpened, cutting my ankles, my shins, as I walk. Drops of sweat leak from my scalp and roll down into my eyes, stinging, stinging. The only way to relieve them is to cry. The path shrinks to this step and that. Blood and sweat, bone and tear, stone meeting stone under the weight of dreaming. But am I waking to the dream? Or dreaming myself awake?

      

      The steps come slower now, the weight of treasure burying my tread on the path. My feet are stained dark red, but I cannot tell if it is dirt. Or blood. Or both. It doesn't matter. I no longer feel them. I watch only the path, only my steps, until I hear a quiet call. A sound. I stop. Listening. There it is again. Wooo. Wooo. An owl? I look up. Before me looms a giant oak tree, a huge, snowy owl on a twisted, dark branch. She stares down at me, a moonstone in her beak. I stagger forward, too amazed to be frightened, too tired to feel tired. She flies from her perch, higher and higher like a rising moon, then drops her gem in front of me, the last stone on my path before the tree. I reach down to pick it up, carefully balancing all the other stones so as not to drop them and that's when I notice the owl has turned, hard, and is flying straight at me. My heart flutters, winged, as I brace myself for impact. But she turns again, the woosh of her wings stirring my hair as she flies straight into the trunk of the tree. I stagger forward to see white feathers all over the ground, but no body. I look at the tree. A massive door now stands in its center with a moonstone door handle. It has the shape of an owl's head.

      I came for this door. Even the wings inside  my  chest  shriek  Open! Open! But I am too tired. All I want to do is sleep. Or is it wake? I need to lie down. I bend to set down my treasure and stumble over the moonstone, which throws me against the door. I fall through, the door opening against my weight, jewels spilling over the threshold from hands, arms, and skirts. The light. Light everywhere, bathing me in blindness. There is only  the  light. And...a figure. A woman. I can hardly see her. The light is white  and beaming, like headlights on a dark highway. She stands just beyond the door. The light swallows everything.

      I wake.

    

  

  
    
    

    
      
        But the world is full of zanies and fools

        who don’t believe in sensible rules

        and won’t believe what sensible people say.

        And because these daft and dewy-eyed dopes

        keep building up impossible hopes,

        impossible things are happening every day.

        

        Fairy Godmother, from Rogers and Hammerstein’s Cinderella
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          This Place and That (A Prologue of Sorts)

        

      

    
    
      There were no fairies present at my birth. At least my mother doesn't remember any, but who can trust a woman's memory after twelve hours of labor and a kiss from the Goddess Epidural? What she does remember is wings. After that last push, as the doctor held me pink and steaming to the light to pronounce, "It's a girl!" Mernie remembers seeing the outline of wings around  my  tiny form. She also remembers, when the nurses had cleaned and cleared and presented me to her in a white blanket and matching skull cap, counting my fingers and toes to total twenty (though she couldn't swear at the time they were evenly distributed), checking between my legs to confirm the presence of an innie rather than an outie, then turning me in my blanket to search my back for feathers. There were none, but the image had stuck. Falling like a stone into the Well of Deserved Rest, she murmured, "Angel. A girl child. My Angela."

      But if that were all that happened at my birth, we could hardly call this a fairy tale, could we? What fairy tale tapestry worth its thread doesn't begin with a blessing, a curse, a birth or a death? The beginning of this tale, dear reader, is woven with all four. The woman sinking deep into a well-deserved rest is trying desperately, in the drowning darkness, to record in her memory each glorious light-filled detail of the birth she's just accomplished, for each day she's haunted by her failure to resuscitate a dying marriage. Though there have been many attempts to rouse it back to vibrancy, the marriage has been fading for years and soon, very soon, will be sent to the pyre.

      A birth. A death. And while there were no twelve fairies bestowing blessings of beauty, wisdom or talent, nor one scorned fairy to deliver a thorny sleeping curse, there is present, on this tale’s tapestry, in this very hospital room, a blessing and a curse. There, woven under the child’s sleeping eyes: a propensity for seeing the world differently. The Fates sealed upon my vision a gift for seeing Otherwhere and a curse upon my eyes to wander there, the blessing and the bane entwined like briar roses on a castle wall.

      As with most fairy tales, spells take time to marinate. The evidence of my blessed bane was not obvious at first. It wasn't until my eighteenth month that the proverbial spindle pricked my sight, causing my eye to wander. Over a period of a few months between my first and second birthday, my left eye began to shift slightly inward, toward the bridge of my nose. The family pediatrician suggested surgical correction, so at two years old I underwent Strabismus surgery, which reconfigured the muscles in my left eye into a tighter, more centered position. I needed  a second surgery at the age of four. The doctor then put me through what is referred to today as vision therapy: a series of eye exercises, patches and corrective glasses, hoping to train my eye to stay put, in its proper and orderly place.

      But, thanks to the Fates, my eye had a bohemian spirit and was prone to wander. By day it did a fairly good job of masquerading as normal. The closer I got to dream time, the more excited it got at the prospect of seeing  Otherwhere, and would begin to wander there on its own. At age eleven, as I was journeying toward puberty, my left eye was finding its own identity and wandered any time it wanted to.

      By the time other fairy-tale girls were pricking their fingers on spindles or eating red delicious apples dipped in poison or gliding through a gilded ball on shoes of hope and glass, I could focus using either eye and the other would stray outward. At twenty, the same doctor who performed my surgeries seventeen years prior confirmed I had exotropia, which meant that even if corrective surgery was performed again, there were no guarantees that  it would take, it could get worse, and no matter the results, I'd only ever use one eye at a time to focus. Surgery could attempt to pull the muscles to a matching point, so that cosmetically both eyes were aligned, but I would never use both eyes to read a book or thread a needle, like the rest of the kingdom’s population.

      Of course this scored me all kinds of popularity points on the playground.

      Kids teased me endlessly, calling me crazy eyes and crooked face. One day in third grade lunch line, as we walked in single file formation to the cafeteria, P. J. Johnson swaggered out of place with his eyes crossed. Timmy Campbell sidled up next to him and hit him on the back. "If you do that too long they'll get stuck and you'll look like Angi." "Eeewww!" P.J. moaned. They laughed hysterically. They didn't know I was behind them, or maybe they did. I spent the first half of lunchtime in the girl’s bathroom crying and the second half of lunchtime pressing wet paper towels to my face trying to erase the swollen, red proof.

      The adults seemed confused. They were polite, but were always looking over their shoulders. I’d ask a question to a lady in the school office or a man behind the counter of a shop, only to watch them look around or behind them, in an attempt to locate the person whom I was addressing. They’d smile and ignore me, or nod their head and walk off, assuming I was addressing someone else.

      When I was nine years old, I asked Grama to drive me to Belk Lindsey  department  store.  Behind  the  escalator,  next  to  the accessories department, where the hats and belts and sunglasses dwelled, stood the jewelry counter, a glittering glass and chrome case  housing  enough  gold  and  pearl  and  diamond  treasure  to warrant a giant X on any pirate’s map. Inside the case, on the far right side, closest to the UP escalator, there lived a 14K gold fairy pendant my mother Mernie often visited. On our trips to the mall, she’d stop by the counter, look inside the case and ask the saleslady if she could see the charm more closely. Holding it up to her neck, she’d  peer  in  the  mirror  admiringly,  then  sigh  and  reply,  “No, thank you, just looking” when the saleslady asked if she could wrap it up for her. Mernie’s June birthday was now only a few days away and I had been saving my allowance every week since February, hoping  to  rescue  the  charm  from  its  glass  encasement.  I  had practiced for weeks. Holding the imaginary fairy to my own neck while looking in the mirror, I’d say, in the most grown up of ways, “Yes, thank you, I’ll take it,” when the saleslady asked her question.

      Grama let me out at the store’s south entrance and I agreed to meet her back at the car in fifteen minutes, keeping my mission a staunch secret until the big surprise at the party. I walked to the counter where a dark-haired woman in a pretty green dress, who looked a lot like one of Charlie’s Angels, was polishing a row of silver bracelets. “I’d like to see the gold fairy charm, please.” She turned her warm, brown eyes on me and smiled, then  glanced behind her to the man standing at the cash register. Assuming I was addressing him, she gathered the silver bracelets and polishing cloth, smiled again, then walked to the back of the counter, disappearing from view. “Excuse me,” I said to the man. He looked up as he typed pertly at the buttons on his machine. He, too, looked over his shoulder curious about who I was speaking to. He smiled, finished his work at the cash register and walked away toward a grey haired woman in sunglasses who’d arrived while I was standing there. “How can I help you?” he asked her. I ran from the store and jumped into Grama’s beige Impala.

      “Where’s the secret gift?” Grama asked, looking for a bag in my hands. “They didn’t have it anymore,” I muttered. “Oh, honey. That’s too bad. Let’s go back inside and find something else. I know you want to surprise your mother.” She leaned over and patted my chubby, tanned thigh. “No. I don’t want to. I’ll think of something else.” I looked out the window and across the parking lot, keeping my focus anywhere but at the back of my throat where a lump threatened a storm of tears.

      At Mernie’s birthday party that weekend I hid my card at the bottom of her gift pile. I’d drawn a purple fairy inside the folded hot pink construction paper, exactly like the one in the Belk Lindsey department store jewelry case. I’d even added large gold wings and a garden for her to sit in. It wasn’t the same, though. The Crayola box offered lemon yellow and a crayon called gold but they didn’t shine. Or glitter. I could not imagine Mernie holding the crunchy paper fairy up to her neck in front of a mirror to see how beautiful and sparkly it made her throat.

      Not long after the party, I asked Mernie to stop cutting my bangs. “Why?” she asked, “Your hair is so cute with bangs and it helps keep you cool in the heat.” “Because,” I lied, “I want to look like Farrah Fawcett.” Of course I wanted to look like Farrah Fawcett. Every girl in the third grade at Audubon Elementary School  craved  her  long,  blonde  locks  and  her  swanky  blue swimsuit. But for me it was more. With bangs long enough, I could part my hair on the side in such a way as to hide one eye. As long as my hair stayed put, people would know when I was talking to them. When it was windy outside or when I didn’t have enough Aqua Net hair spray to keep my hair in place, I kept my eyes down, and my questions few.

      But there were benefits to wandering. When I was four years old, I witnessed my first showing of The Wizard of Oz. I was visiting my cousins’ house with my mother Mernie, and my brother Tre. I was the youngest in the family, the other children ranging from five to fourteen. Mernie and Aunt Judy sat all us children on the floor around the T.V. and from the first wistful note of the opening credits I was mesmerized. One by one the other children lost interest and by the time Ms. Gulch gathers Toto in her basket to ride away, I was alone on the brown and orange vinyl tile floor, my chubby legs growing sticky in the Florida heat.

      Every note Dorothy sang standing next to the haystack, Toto perched by her side, was a note from my soul. When she appealed to the heavens for wings like the bluebirds and dreams that come true, her prayer was my prayer. At four years old I knew intimately the pain of displacement and disconnection. I knew what it was to have a wandering spirit and an eye to match, never quite arriving Home. Some part of me was Over the Rainbow. I could feel it, sense it keenly, but could not grasp it. I longed to return.

      I don't know how or even where it came from, but I saw something. Or. I felt something. While the other children played in the next room, with shouts of “Tag! You’re IT!” shrieking past the open door, I considered Dorothy and Toto’s sad plight, tears crawling down my cheeks. I wiped at the tears, turning my head so none of the giggling children would see, and that's when I noticed it. A flash of light, kind of like steam or mist, sat right next to me on the floor. A Voice said Dreams Come True. I looked at the T.V. Dorothy was running down a country path with Toto, so it couldn't have been her. I looked around, unsure where Mernie was. No one was in the room with me. I looked back to the light spot, wondering if Dorothy was able to come out of the T.V. set. I shrugged my shoulders and it was gone. I ran to tell Mernie what happened and insisted she sit next to me for the rest of the movie. As she snuggled me next to her warm body, I heard her tell Aunt Judy I had something called an "Active Imagination."

      Whether or not it was imagination, I did seem to see things others did not. When friends visited my house, looking around my room, they saw stuffed animals instead of an intelligent friend-family. All my stuffed animals were smart. They could color, and sing and recite the alphabet. I knew they could because I taught them. But Cathy and Carrie Hoffman, round-shaped twin sisters from down the street, accused me of making it up.

      "They're just stuffed animals. Stuffed animals cannot sing." Carrie picked up Mr. Trunkers, my blue elephant, from the yellow twin bed and poked him in the tummy.

      "Yes they can. You're just not listening." I snatched him away from her and set him next to Eeyore on the shelf above our heads. He’d be safe there.

      "They're not real. They're stuffed." Cathy said, hands on hips, staring at the rows of my pink, blue, red, purple, and orange turtle, rabbit, elephant, bear and monkey friends perched on  the  lime green shelves above my bed.

      "So are you. So am I. We've just got different stuffing. Doesn't mean they're less real."

      "They can't move.” Carrie turned toward her sister. “They don't breath." Cathy parroted back to her.

      "They move all the time. Sometimes I go to sleep with one in my arms and when I wake up he's on the floor or under the bed. Sometimes they play when I'm not in the room. But they have very good hearing and always return to their places when I am coming back."

      "You're weird." They sang, sinking onto my yellow bed in unison, shaking their twin disapproving heads.

      "No. You are." I muttered under my breath as I knelt by the record   player,   rummaging   through   my   record   collection   for

      something to dance to, determined to  change  the  subject.  When they left that afternoon, I put on the Rogers and Hammerstein Cinderella soundtrack—the one with Julie Andrews, who was also Mary Poppins. I danced  to  every  song,  acting  out  and  singing  all the parts. When the song Impossible, It’s Possible came on, I turned the volume up extra loud and sang along with Julie: But the world is full of zanies and fools, who don’t believe in sensible rules, and won’t believe what sensible people say. And because these daft and dewy-eyed dopes keep building up impossible hopes, impossible things are happening every day! I whirled an impossible dervish around my  room,  fairy  godmother dust shooting from my closet-hanger wand, transforming ballet shoes into glass slippers and Mr. Trunkers into a coach and six.

      My family has a cassette tape from 1973. Tre was eight and I was four and we filled an entire sixty minutes just being our entertaining selves. Tre played the trumpet, sang Delta Dawn and told jokes. On side B, I tell the story of Pooh and the Blustery Day, sing songs from church and school and Disney and finish with a prayer. Over the crackle and static of a living room recording, my little voice says:

      Dear God,

      Thank you for my new Pooh Bear. I love him. He would really like to have a Piglet to keep him company. I would like that for Christmas. Thank you for Mommy and Grama and Granddaddy and Tre.  Thank  you  for  my record player and all the friends who dance with me. Thank you for colors and sprinklers and orange popsicles. Thank you for all the animals. Thank you for hummingbirds and cupcakes and doorknobs. Thank you for Jesus on  the Cross. He was very nice to die for my sins. Thank you for letting Jonah out of the whale's belly and Pinocchio and Gepetto too. And for  making  Disney World.   Amen.

      Grama's voice comes on the tape at this point. "Why did you thank God for doorknobs, Angi?"

      "Because, without them, we could not open the doors. And we couldn't get into the room where the angels are. With Mallie Mae and Killy."

      Mallie  Mae  was  my  Grama's  mother  who  died  three  years

      before my birth. Killy was my cat who died when I was three. How did I see them in a room or know where they waited? I don’t remember, but I was certain they were on the other side of a door and only doorknobs allowed us in. Of course, at this age I was also trying to feed the doorknobs, shoving bits of Wonderbread and Kraft Cheese singles into the keyholes, afraid the knobs were hungry. So there is that.

      When my eye wandered, I saw all kinds of things, not all of them magical. When I was sent to Houston to visit my father, I saw the way he smirked at my stepmother’s behind. Karen had been doing her Jane Fonda workout and didn’t have time to change clothes as she rushed to get dinner ready. She raced from stove to counter to refrigerator in her frosty pink stockings and shiny blue leotard. My father came home early and caught her still making her home-brewed tea. She had a special recipe and process. Once she added all ingredients into a gallon jug, she'd put the lid on tight and shake it ferociously to mix it. My father walked up behind her at just the right moment to see her petite bottom jiggle. He said, "With a jiggle like that, you'll be doing Jane Fonda for the next twenty years."

      She slapped him away and admonished him from the kitchen. My brother Tre and stepbrother Shane never even looked up from their game of SORRY to notice the exchange. But I saw it. I slipped quietly into the bathroom and turned my back toward the three-way mirror, straining to see how large my bottom was. I jumped up and down and shook like I was mixing up a batch of fresh ice tea. My bottom jiggled. A lot. Way more than my stepmother's did in her bright blue leotard. Karen was petite and pretty and blonde. I was plump and freckled and brunette. With a wandering eye. I was going to need a lot more than Jane Fonda to help me.

      And so, when my family attended a Southern Baptist revival meeting in the Ocala woods for a weekend of preaching and healing, I spent most of the time in our musty green tent, praying. On Saturday evening a visiting preacher from Alabama took the stage and over the loudspeaker evangelized the message of Christ's healing to each and every one of the several thousand campers in the forest. "God is healing you right now!" he exclaimed, claiming that God would move among the tents, healing those whose hearts were pure.

      I put my eight-year-old hands over my eyes. "Please forgive me of all the bad things I have ever done. Please cleanse my heart and make it pure. I will be your servant for life and spread your word and your love. My heart will serve you, so please heal my eyes. Make them straight. It will make me look more like you. And I will be able to look everyone straight in the eye and say you healed me. I’ll be a witness for you. I will show them that Miracles Happen and Dreams Come True. And Daddy will love me. And Tre will not be embarrassed by me at school. Please make them straight. Please fix me."

      While Mernie and Grama and Tre went to picnic lunches and inner-tubed down the river, I laid on the scratchy, canvas floor of the green tent with my hands on my eyes, hoping to feel the burning, or at least the warmth of God's touch. The man on stage, who said his knee was healed, said it got hot and then he didn't need his crutches anymore. The woman who said, “Praise be to Jesus I can hear!” told us her ears burned and then she didn’t need her hearing aide. So I stayed in the tent, hands on my eyes, reaching for the heat of a miracle.

      When Sunday afternoon service finished and Grama, Mernie and Tre returned from lunch, I stood up and said, "Look at my eyes. Are they straight? Can you see a difference?" The corners on Mernie’s mouth turned down just slightly, but it was enough. I knew what she was seeing. "I think it is a little straighter," she placed her hand on my shoulder, peering into my eyes. She had wanted it for me, but didn't want to see me disappointed. Behind her, Tre spooned potato salad into his mouth from a red paper plate and muttered, "Gotta try harder. Guess your heart just isn't pure enough." Mernie pivoted like a drill sergeant, grabbed his arm, and marched him from the tent. "Owwww!" was the last I heard as they disappeared into the sunlight outside. I turned to Grama who sat cross-legged in the corner of the tent. "Angi, some people are born to wear a special mark from God. It's not always pretty, but it is always special. You don't know what it is yet, but I'll bet it's His

      Gift to you. You've got a unique way of seeing." Only love gazed at me through the gold-rimmed glasses, her eyes appearing twice the size they really were behind the thick bifocal lenses. I could see her light blue irises inside a dark blue rim. They were clear and beautiful. And straight. I laid my head in her lap, hoping some of her beauty might rub off on me.

      As I grew older there were times, many times, when the things I saw made me question my sanity. Sometimes a book, a painting, a movie or an object would so affect me, so profoundly transport me to Otherwhere, I’d wander transfixed for days, as if I’d strayed into the enchanted fairy realm—where time runs by no mortal clock and one taste of goblin fruit or elfish wine can lead a human into the labyrinth from which there is no return. On a visit  to  the Disney Store in my mid-twenties, I found myself bent over a bin of plastic PVC toys. I liked to visit the Disney Store to see what the merchandise designers would come up with next. When I was a child, Disney characters were only featured on products like t-shirts, stuffed animals and games. But by the mid-nineties, an adult could bounce in Tigger sneakers, or escape a rainy  downpour under a Mary Poppins parrot-head umbrella. On this day I discovered Owl and Rabbit in the Pooh character bin  and  was happy to see the folks at Disney embracing more friends from the Hundred Acre Wood. Standing there, smiling down at Rabbit’s yellow body and bright pink nose, I felt more than heard the first notes of a something. A Something. Just a few bars of music and my entire spine ignited in fire, a cold shower of gooseflesh sprinkling my skin. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up in unison, singing a chorus of YES! I turned, to see where the music was coming from and as I turned, it seemed everyone around me froze. My movements were in slow motion. While the chatter-buzzing, stroller-toting and cash register cha-chinging continued all around me, they existed in a silent bubble, while the music chanted only for me and my slowly turning body.

      My eyes settled on the wall-sized video screen at the back of the store. Over the rows of plastic toys, beyond the stands of porcelain figures, behind the mountain of plush movie-friends was an animated vision of Africa, a noble lion perched at the top of a giant rock. I watched, jaw open, as magnificent creatures of every sort gathered in a crowd at the base of the rock, as if gathering for tribal counsel. As they assemble in  winged, horned  and  hoofed ranks, the top of a staff appears at  the back of  the crowd, the animals parting to make way for its progression. A wizened baboon emerges holding the staff and begins his climb up the mountain. The music swells as the baboon comes to see the Lion's new cub, adds his blessing to the young lion’s forehead in sage and sand, then walks him to the edge of the rock, high  above  the crowd. A swelling crescendo explodes as the baboon thrusts the cub aloft, high above the animals, for all to see the future king. In a fury, the animals rear and flap, chirp and squawk, roar and howl, all of them raising on two legs or on wings to show their appreciation. Then, almost as one, the animals bow, press their foreheads to the ground in supplication, honoring the new king.

      A swell of drums, a wild thrusting African chant, a panting frenzy of passion and then a crash, the screen goes black  with white letters: The Lion King. Coming Summer 1994.

      I stood there, tears blazing. I couldn't move. I was in That Place, the shoppers in their retail pursuits were in another world, a This Place. What just happened? What was that? The blood in my veins was pounding, my heart keeping time with a chant that had already faded. Transfixed, I soaked in the awe, still holding Owl and Rabbit in my hands, forgotten things. In those days, the Disney Store advertised their current videos and their upcoming movies, interspersed by video clips of their classic films and songs. The entire ensemble of visions ran on a fifteen-minute loop. Unable to snap out of the reverie the African landscape had created, I moved closer to the screen and stood watching Snow White and Dopey, Cinderella and her Fairy Godmother and other fairy tale friends dance and sing until the red sun again appeared over the savanna plains.

      This time, when the video was over, I reached up to wipe away tears and dropped Rabbit and Owl. The soft thud of their landing on the blue and yellow carpet snapped me into the motion of my surroundings. Oh. OH! I realized with a shock I was folded into a Saturday afternoon shopper's reality. Inwardly I shook my head, hard, to loosen the heavy presence, the way a dog shakes the water from its coat after a bath. I picked up the toys, returned them to their bin, then walked around the stands and shelves in an attempt to blend in. I fingered colorful embroidered t-shirts, sparkling Halloween costumes, picture frames and pocketbooks featuring Mickey and his many friends, my inner vision wandering toward some unknown province, some Otherwhere, pulling blood and lungs with it. It’s Ok. You’re not crazy I told myself, picking up a Winnie the Pooh Blustery Day snow globe. What was that? I asked again, removing a Little Mermaid nightgown from its rack then hanging it back up. I acted out the role of woman-shopping-for-shopping’s-sake while inside I soared over rocks and plains to join the coronation of a king.

      I played Normal Shopper for the next hour so I could experience the Lion King's glory four more times. I had been in the store for an hour and a half when I felt loosened, free to leave. But I might as well have been in the store for three decades. I'd aged inside that vision. Something in my soul had grown heavy with meaning. But what?

      I left the mall but don’t remember it. I am sure I removed the keys from my purse, put them into the ignition of my withered grey Honda Accord and drove the two miles back home. But it’s a haze. I don’t remember much of the next three days. They, too, passed in a blur. I didn’t eat. Couldn’t sleep. Even writing in my journal or listening to music was too much. I was in some kind of spiritual catatonia: I could register life going on around me, but was not involved in it. Everything about me was turned inward, tuned to some kind of Otherwhere radio station. But I could not tell you what was being transmitted, not in the sending or receiving. When I finally slipped free of reverie, I tried to explain to Mernie what had happened. Her red-haired, blue eyed face blurred before me, tears filling my frustrated eyes when  words failed me. Feeling like a freak was terrible. Seeing my mother look at me—she, who probably knew me best in the world—as if I was an alien was far worse.

      This was no isolated incident. More times than I can count, alone and in the presence of others, I’d be struck mute by some sensed presence,  some half-glimpsed  secret, the ache inside my chest expanding until I felt I could not breathe (and at times no longer wanted to.) On these occasions, I’d beseech the Fates to remove their seal from my eyes, the blessing of blissful visions overshadowed by the curse of alienation, confusion. I begged for understanding, yearned for clarity. The ensuing silence took me to the brink of desperation. Not only might I be crazy, but I might be a failure too. Sure, I might be blessed to see some enchanted things and there might very well be some kind of magic beckoning me. But there I was, cursed, too limited to understand, too inadequate to parcel out message and meaning. More times than I can count I could hear the passage in the bible where an overwhelmed Jesus pleads, “Take this cup from me.”

      On the evening before I left my girlhood hometown of Orlando to start a life on my own in St. Louis, I received a copy of James Christensen's The Voyage of the Basset as a Christmas gift. It is a charming tale, gorgeously illustrated. The story’s finest gem is the notion that seeing is not believing. Rather, believing is seeing. Instead of waiting for the proof of your dreams to show up, fully believing in them once they're in front of you, Voyage claims that believing is what enables dreams to manifest. By believing, you create your vision from the ether, see it distinctly with your inner eye, then it manifests for the outer eye to behold. Like believing in fairies can create or revive their life force (just ask Tinkerbell), believing in your dream and in your own life, can make it come true.

      That Christmas night, sitting beside boughs of pine, pondering the message in Voyage of the Basset, I began to question just what my soul—my deepest self beyond time and space—believed, that would cause it to see this world so multi-dimensionally. What were the wild, bohemian convictions that would cast my eyes as gypsies and cause them to wander? What was the fairy tale belief that would fix my sites over the rainbow? What creed was stitched on the fabric of my soul that would divide my life’s tapestry between This Place and That Place?

      A few years ago I sat across from an old woman on a train between Vienna and Prague. She was dressed in layered red skirts, thick dark boots, a hand-sewn beige peasant blouse with a rusty orange babushka on her head. A light brown apron finished the ensemble. Her heavy breasts rested on her generous belly, along with her old lady purse, which she clutched in her lap with both hands. Several  cloth sacks  squatted at  her  feet,  stuffed with all manner of papers, cardboard boxes and fresh produce. The bag nestled on the seat between her and her husband contained onions, green leafy vegetables, mysterious objects wrapped in plain brown paper, and the largest turnip I had ever seen. I could not help but peer out the window, searching for the horse-drawn carriage of the Brothers Grimm. She stared at me for a long time, saying nothing, chewing on something invisible between her teeth and gums. Her husband, sitting next to her, stared out the window. She leaned over to him and whispered something in German, still looking at me. He turned his milky eyes in my direction, adjusted his dark-rimmed glasses, then nodded, smiling first at me and then at her, before returning to the window and its passing green hills, white sheep, and brown cows nibbling blonde haystacks. When the train stopped in Linz, and they lumbered from their seats, I asked Silas, my husband, who grew up in Germany, what she had said. "Look at the girl with the fairy tale eyes," he said, grinning at me. I don't know what she intended by that, but after a life of ‘crooked face’ and ‘crazy eyes’ I had to grin too. As the train slowly pulled away from the station, I moved closer to the window and pressed my face against the glass, hoping to catch sight of the woman, but she was gone.

      Fairy tales are like windows, offering us a glimpse into the deepest parts of our human psyche: the blessings, the banes, the heroic triumphs, the bloody defeats. Like the magic mirror in Beauty and the Beast, fairy tales reveal the unseen beasts and beauties of our inner nature, the threads of rose and thorn entwined on the tapestry of life. The same is said of our eyes. They're the windows to the soul. Gaze into mine, and I cannot promise what you'll see. I can only share with you the visions I see looking out. One window shows me a world stitched with hopes and pains and possibilities. The other opens to reveal an embroidered vista where impossible things happen every day. Sometimes the two worlds converge, and a door appears between the windows. This tale, then, is about that portal. This world. And That. And the Duirwaigh between.
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      But none of that is really important, is it? What is? I'm glad you asked. Angi Sullins dwells at the edge of Possibility and invites you to meet her there. Through the duirwaigh of belief and out onto the wide expansion of your soul's dreamfield, she waits for you, beckoning you into your life's true fairy tale. Join her tribe of thrive*ologists in proving that impossible things happen every day. Live your Once Upon a Time. Here. Now. Visit
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