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CHAPTER 1
~*~

"Keira!"
Startled, my fingers released the crystal, and I snatched 

my hand from my jeans pocket. Jason. I'd not yet told him 
about  the  lapis  lazuli  stone I'd  discovered  in  my pocket 
when Lady Aida had brought me back to the stone circle. 
This crystal was my connection with Charls and my other 
Cordellan friends. I clambered off the window-seat and ran 
to the top of the stairs.

"What is it?" I called.
His face peered up at me from the foot of the staircase. 

"Can you come down?"
Skipping down the stairs, my hand trailing lightly down 

the  cool,  smooth  wood  of  the  banister,  I  remembered 
another staircase, another house. It was an effort to drag 
my thoughts back.

Resting  my hand  upon  his  arm,  I  asked,  "What's  the 
matter?"

His hand snagged my waist, pulling me closer to him. 
"Nothing's wrong. I just wondered if you fancied a picnic, 
a day out. Do you?"

I regarded him warily. "After last time?"
"Yes, after last time. After I nearly lost you through the 

portal," he sighed, with dramatic effect. Then he smiled. 
"But  you  came  back,  and  everything's  back  to  normal 
again."

My eyes sought the understated diamond ring flashing 
on  the  fourth  finger  of  my  left  hand.  Grinning,  I  said, 
"Almost normal! I've never been engaged before!"

Jason dropped a soft kiss onto my lips, then released me, 
walking  toward  the  kitchen  table.  "I've  packed  the  road 
atlas and some water, and the weather forecast is good.” 



His eyes pleaded with me. “Please, Keira; it's ages since 
we had a day out."

And we needed one. We were both still  integrating all 
that we had experienced several months ago. I had brought 
Jason up-to-date with the Cordellan legend, and of my own 
part in it. We'd spent time talking, thinking, reconnecting 
with each other, and generally trying to get to grips with 
everything that had happened.

Jason's own insights had astounded me. He was not the 
man I'd left! His few hours in the timeless stone circle with 
Lady Aida had clearly had a deep impact on his beliefs, his 
thinking,  and  his  attitudes.  He  was  more  open-minded, 
more  confident,  and  seemed  generally  happier  with 
himself.  I  no  longer  woke  to  soothe  him  from  his 
nightmare; it had vanished like smoke rising on a calm day. 
I  was  thrilled  that  his  own  journey  of  awakening  had 
begun.

We both missed Lady Aida, the Ascended Reikan whom 
we'd both had the privilege to meet. I felt as though I'd lost 
a  treasured  great-aunt;  I  had  to  keep  restraining  myself 
from asking for her help. She wasn't here, and never could 
be.

As for me, my time in Cordello and Reika had taught me 
a great deal, and I was still processing it all. My dreams 
were vivid, colourful, and complex, and I sometimes felt 
that I worked harder in my dream-state than I did at the 
office. I also had flashbacks, and occasionally drifted into 
nostalgia and wistful memories.

Whenever I caught the smell of roses, the scent took me 
straight  back to  Charls'  manor  house in  Cordello,  to  his 
fabulous  gardens.  It  was  so  easy  to  let  my  memories 
wander to that wonderful place; I needed only the slightest 
trigger to make the mental transition there.

But here, back in my own world, I didn't feel myself, not 



the self I had known.
Until now, I'd had a strong preference to remain close to 

home,  to  stick  to  a  routine,  to  feel  normal.  What  had 
happened to me - to us - was not something that either of 
us could relate to our family, friends or colleagues. How 
could they ever understand? Even I didn't fully understand 
it  all.  And  some  of  my  experiences  were  simply  too 
precious - too incredible - to describe to anyone else. It was 
as though a part of me remained in Cordello, and always 
would.

But maybe I'd reached the point where I was ready to 
leave the routine behind, to be spontaneous again. A picnic 
would be fun. And I knew just the place I wanted to go. I'd 
loved  it  each  time  we'd  visited,  and  the  prospect  of 
exploring  it  again  made  me  feel  alive.  I  knew it  was  a 
favourite of Jason's, too.

It would be safe and normal. Just what we needed.
Jason's preparations for our day out sealed the deal. All I 

had to do was agree to go.
"Okay," I said. "Okay, let's do it." I put cat biscuits out 

for Spooky's breakfast, then ran back upstairs to change.
Whispering softly, the breeze stirred the curtains at the 

open window, claiming my attention. I climbed back onto 
the window-seat and gazed out, seeing nothing.

My hand dipped of its own accord into my jeans pocket, 
and I again curled my palm tightly around the lapis lazuli 
crystal, the sparkly blue stone that I'd been lucky enough to 
bring  with  me  from another  time,  another  world.  Once 
again, my mind spun away on the wings of a memory, to 
friends - loved ones - that I would never again see.

I allowed myself a few moments to feel the connection 
with my Cordellan friends ... at least in spirit.

Sometimes these memories were painful, a reminder of 
people I had not wanted to leave. Sighing deeply, I pulled 



myself back to my own time, my own world. I swapped my 
t-shirt  for  a  summery  blouse,  closed  the  window,  and 
grabbed my bag.

*

Flindon Lodge was a rambling thatched cottage which 
had once been home to a famous actress. The grounds were 
extensive,  and this  was a  calm,  soothing place in  which 
Jason and I  could indulge our  fantasy of having a  large 
garden of our own. Being a weekend, the place was busy, 
but there was more than enough space for us all to enjoy 
the gardens without anyone feeling overcrowded.

Today, walking toward the entrance, I had the strangest 
feeling  of  déjà  vu,  as  though  my mind  was  once  again 
separated  from my body.  Memories  of  my return  to  the 
stone circle rose in my mind, as they had done regularly 
throughout  the  months  since  I'd  returned from Cordello. 
Mentally, I shook myself, reminding myself to be here, to 
remain in the present moment.  This is my life. Be in the  
now.

I had paused mid-stride, and Jason turned to me, his eyes 
querying my hesitation.

"It's okay," I assured him. "Just a funny five minutes."
"Are you sure? You look a bit disoriented."
"Really. Just a feeling that I've been here before."
"Well, you have, Keira!" he grinned.
I smiled back. But I knew this was different. This felt 

unusual. I took a steadying breath. I was determined to be 
normal, to feel normal. Focusing on the sound of the gravel 
crunching underfoot as we walked, I tried to keep myself 
grounded.

After paying our entrance fee, we ambled past deeply-
filled  herbaceous  borders,  marvelling  at  the  textures, 



colours and scents of the flowers. It was wonderful to be a 
part of real life again. We stopped near the square duck-
pond, smiling as a trail of ducklings followed their mother, 
their tiny forms leaving the faintest ripples on the surface 
of  the  water.  Moving  back  toward  the  plant  borders,  I 
sighed  with  satisfaction.  The  simple  pleasure  of  seeing 
beautiful  plants  was  so  soothing,  so  restorative.  The 
garden's scents enveloped me and I felt comforted and safe.

The blooms were busy with insects, and a robin hopped 
from beneath vivid purple-blue geraniums, peering at me 
cheekily, its head cocked on one side. I was reminded of 
the Cantura bird, and a delicate strand of nostalgia curled 
around me. Automatically, my gaze followed the robin as it 
took flight,  coming to settle  on the highest  beam of  the 
sturdy pergola standing just a few feet away. My attention 
was drawn into the gloom beyond the wooden framework, 
to  what  appeared  to  be  a  brown  door.  I  hadn’t  seen  it 
during previous visits.

Jason noticed my preoccupation. "Keira?"
"Was that door here the last time we came?" I asked.
He shrugged. "You know me, I don't see half the stuff 

you do. I don't have your eye for detail."
The door appeared dark and solid, and really was very 

tucked away. I was surprised I’d seen it at all. It seemed 
out of place, and yet also looked as though it had always 
been there.

I was walking toward it, Jason trailing behind me and no 
doubt  impatient  with my detour.  I  paused,  allowing him 
time to catch up so that he could walk alongside me. An 
old  vine  draping  through  the  pergola's  wooden  skeleton 
brushed at  my hair,  fat  grapes dribbling across my head 
like little footballs. 

We reached the door. It appeared to be ancient, centuries 
old.  The  wood  was  scored  and  gnarled.  There  was  no 



handle, no lever, no way of opening it. So why was it here? 
Was it simply a barrier, keeping us from accessing a private 
area of the property?

I  turned  around,  looking  back  into  the  sunlit  garden, 
feeling suddenly out of place. It was as though an invisible 
shield  separated  us  from the  other  visitors.  I  could  see 
people talking, but not hear them, even though they were 
within earshot. It felt like we were in a bubble.

I had a funny feeling about this … the sort of feeling that 
I'd had when the immense crags on the moor had shifted 
into their circular configuration, before I'd been swiftly and 
unexpectedly  transported  to  Cordello  through  the  stone 
circle's ancient portal.

Not again. Not yet.
Turning  to  face  Jason,  my  voice  trembling,  I  said, 

"Something’s about to happen. I can't do it again, Jason. 
Please can we leave?"

Jason  scowled  at  me.  "Right  now?"  His  tone  was 
impatient but I knew I wasn’t ready.

My eyes pleaded with his. "It doesn't feel right, not to 
me, anyway.  I  don't  want to be part  of it."  I  need more 
time!

"Keira, are you sure? Your place in the Cordellan legend 
was foretold, you had no option -"

Panic  welled  up  in  me,  blocking  my  throat.  I  acted 
instinctively, grabbing Jason's hand and leading him away 
from the door and back toward the sunlit garden. I sensed 
some sort of membrane give way as we moved through the 
bubble, shivering as the energy changed. I didn't care about 
legends  and  fate;  I  wanted  my  normal  life  back.  I  had 
enough to deal with already.

Back inside the garden, I breathed deeply, reintegrating 
with normality. A shudder passed through me, as though I 
had been fragmented and then reassembled. I didn't like the 



sensation, was glad we had retreated from the lure of the 
mysterious door.

"Sorry," I said to Jason as we made our way back to the 
car.  I  guessed he was annoyed with  me for  spoiling  his 
relaxing day out. I could see his point, but the urge to leave 
had  been  so  strong,  my  need  for  normality  so 
overwhelming, that I didn't feel I'd had any option.

He didn't respond. But I'd done what I’d thought - felt - 
was right.

In silence,  we left  Flindon Lodge, driving further into 
the  countryside. I  tried to  enjoy the scenery,  which was 
beautifully rural and unspoiled, but my mind kept returning 
to the door. Jason glanced at me occasionally as he drove, 
probably wondering what was going on with me. I knew he 
didn't always understand me.

How could I explain my feelings to him when I didn't 
even understand them myself?

But I had learned, in Cordello, to trust myself more. And 
that was what I had done at Flindon Lodge. Maybe I was 
meant  to  be  part  of  some  other  adventure,  some  other 
quest, but now - today - the timing was off.

*

Jason navigated the car through the narrow lanes, high 
hedges obscuring my view of the fields beyond. Now and 
then I caught a fleeting image of cows or sheep grazing as 
we drove past a farm gate. Part of my brain processed what 
was going on around me, another part remained with the 
mysterious door. I couldn't shake it; the mental image had 
been scored into my memory as deeply as any carving.

Anger started to rise. I had the right to choose, didn't I? 
And I'd chosen to reject the brown door!

Jason's hand covered mine; glancing down at our hands, 



I realised I’d clenched my fists, as though I was physically 
distancing myself from the door at Flindon, and all that it 
represented to me. Taking a breath, I relaxed my fingers, 
let  them curl  into his.  I  was profoundly grateful  for  his 
presence, his strength. I hoped he knew that, even though I 
hadn’t put it into words.

"I'm worried about you, Keira."
What  could  I  say to  him?  The last  thing  either  of  us 

needed was more strangeness, and the door was definitely 
strange. I wanted to keep Jason - and myself - away from 
it. I didn't want it. Cordello had been ... well, amazing. I 
had learned a lot  about myself,  about life,  about energy, 
and had accessed depths of me I hadn’t known existed.

But the cost! The pain of leaving Charls and Roanne was 
not lessening over time. If anything, I missed them more as 
the days passed. I grieved my loss. Lady Aida had made it 
clear  that  I  would  never  return  to  Cordello.  Ah,  Lady 
Aida ... would that I could talk to you.

"You don't need to worry," I reassured Jason. "There's 
nothing you can do. I feel  I have to do some of this by 
myself." I couldn’t expect him to fully understand; he had 
never met any of my Cordellan friends, had no idea of the 
close connections I’d formed.

Jason remained silent, concentrating on the road ahead, 
and I forced myself to focus on my surroundings. We were 
in  unfamiliar  territory  now,  and  traffic  was  sparse.  We 
headed  along  a  quiet  road,  the  canopies  of  the  trees 
creating a dark green tunnel around us,  the sun flashing 
through the branches like a lighthouse beacon on steroids. I 
closed my eyes, the pulsing light making me dizzy.

Keira! a voice breathed inside my mind.
My eyes flew open. I looked at Jason. "What is it?"
"What  d'you  mean?"  he  asked,  glancing  at  me  for  a 

second before returning his attention to the road.



"I thought you said something.”
"Not me," he replied. "I thought you were asleep, so I 

was  keeping  quiet.  Best  policy!"  He  chuckled,  and  I 
managed a weak smile in response.

I knew I hadn't imagined it. But I didn't understand it. 
This was turning into a bizarre day. So much for our first 
day out affirming normality. It seemed to be achieving the 
exact opposite.

Jason turned off at a pub, and my stomach growled in 
happy anticipation. Lunch. That would be normal.

*

Following our meal, we left the pub and headed to a path 
running parallel to the river. More ducks passed us, and I 
remembered  -  almost  simultaneously  -  the  ducklings  at 
Flindon Lodge and the water birds in Cordello's Cavern of 
Imagination.  The three images seemed to overlay in my 
mind, screaming at me, "Don't you see it?"

No. I don't want to see it. Leave me alone!
Ignoring the ducks, and holding Jason's hand, I walked 

along the river path, determined to remain normal.
Determined to not get involved.
We walked. We talked about inconsequential, mundane 

topics. I absorbed the fresh air, the rustling of the leaves in 
the soft breeze, the rush of the running river. The river and 
its surroundings were pleasant and enlivening, and I tried 
to enjoy them. I really did my best to train my mind onto 
now and to ignore the messages I was being sent. I blocked 
them out,  but still  they pushed through the barrier.  Like 
brambles  penetrating  cotton,  they  pricked  at  my  skin, 
claiming my attention.

I was starting to get really annoyed. One legend does not  
a heroine make, I cried silently. Leave us alone.



I  persisted  in  building  my boundary,  shielding  myself 
from the  images  and  thoughts  which  forced  themselves 
upon  me.  I  should  have  known  better;  I  was  being 
summoned, whether I liked it or not. For now, though, I 
was declining the invitation. I had my life to live, and I 
would respond in my own good time.

Back at the car, we had to refer to the road atlas to plot a 
way home. I was beginning to find it easier to build my 
wall; one brick at a time, it grew taller, wider, and I felt a 
surge of relief knowing that I would be free of the signs, 
the messages, everything invading my consciousness and 
trying to pull me away from my life into another's. I was in 
control, and I would tune out anything and everything that 
threatened that control.

As Jason drove, I was able to concentrate on navigating, 
and was pleased  when we arrived  home with no wrong 
turns. That was a first!

Spooky welcomed me with a typical nudge against my 
leg,  followed  by a  meow,  before  addressing  Jason  in  a 
similar manner. They had such straightforward lives, cats. 
Absently,  I  stroked  Spooky's  head,  and  scratched  him 
behind the ears.

"Tea?" I asked Jason, holding the kettle under the tap.
"Of course!" he smiled.
Normal.  Fine.  Happy.  Together.  So  why,  then,  was  I 

starting  to  become  aware  of  an  emptiness,  a  feeling  of 
being off-centre? I could not define it, could not express it 
in any way that made sense. I wanted to share my feelings 
with Jason, but had no idea where to start.



CHAPTER 2
~*~

That  night,  I  dreamed  of  Cordello.  It  was  not  an  easy 
dream; it was as though I was watching scenes play out 
beyond a curtain of opaque white light, with fabric shifting 
and swirling, obscuring my vision and my understanding. I 
could see Charls and Maryn in the manor house as they ate 
breakfast.  They  looked  happy.  The  scene  shifted  to  the 
village and I saw Roanne with Julianna and Tobin. They 
were at the natural pool, Julianna teaching her small son 
and Ro to swim. I smiled. Their lives were moving on. 

My face crumpled as I realised that they were moving on 
without me. Which I knew, even in the dream, was how it 
must be. My place was here, with Jason.

My body had never been in Cordello.
I had been a visitor, present in consciousness only.
But it  felt as though I had been there, body, mind and 

soul.
I  woke with tears salty on my lips,  my eyes sore and 

overflowing. I buried my sobs in my pillow, trying not to 
wake Jason.

When would this end? I was trying to move on, too, but 
the  past  would  not  let  me  go.  All  that  I  had learned in 
Cordello, all of my attempts at being present seemed to be 
of no use. My brick wall apparently didn’t work when I 
was sleeping. My control failed when I dreamed.

*

The  days  passed,  the  empty  feeling  remaining  and 
expanding until I felt hollow, a shell. I was aware of Jason's 
concern as I went through the motions ... but he couldn’t 
reach me. I had buried myself alive.



Even planning our wedding seemed dull and joyless. It 
was  something  to  do,  a  task  to  occupy  my  mind,  to 
strengthen my wall and my control.

I began to wake in the night,  as though attempting to 
prevent myself from dreaming. I made mistakes at work, 
but I couldn't bring myself to care. I knew I was slipping, 
that  my  health  was  declining.  So  I  sought  another 
displacement activity: exercise. It would also give me time 
and space to think. I went upstairs to the spare room.

"Jason, can you help me with this, please?" I asked as he 
passed the open doorway.

He  stopped  and  peered  in,  his  eyebrows  lifting  in 
surprise.  "The treadmill?  What  on earth  d'you want  that 
for?"

"I need to work out, I need to get fitter." I knew I was 
wearing my 'stubborn face'.

He looked at me, doubt written in his eyes. He'd already 
told me I'd lost weight, that he thought me to be too thin. 
His shoulders dropped, but despite his obvious misgivings, 
he helped me to heave the equipment out, dust it off, and 
get it up and running again.

I began to run every day, revelling in the rhythm, in the 
music flooding through my headphones as I pounded my 
way to better legs and a healthier heart.

And a clearer mind.

*

Slowly,  inevitably,  common  sense  returned,  and  I 
realised that my brick wall was causing me problems. I was 
not remotely in tune with my inner guidance, and it was 
showing. I was distant from my fiancé, I was worrying my 
boss, my complexion was pale. Even Spooky had started to 
keep his distance from me.



I could suddenly see, quite objectively, how my control 
was a meaningless defence, a trick played by my mind to 
imply that I could turn away from what was waiting for 
me. No matter how long it took, how many times I turned 
away, it would always be there, calling me back, drawing 
me in.

And so I surrendered to what was, and what would be.
Sitting  on  the  treadmill  track,  I  closed  my  eyes  and 

gently dismantled  my barrier,  inviting my intuition back 
into my life. I had learned my lesson. I could not be myself 
-  not  fully myself  -  without  being  in  touch  with  my 
innermost self.

The sound of footsteps interrupted my musings. I opened 
my eyes to find Jason walking into the room.

His  eyes  lit  up.  "You look  so  much  better,  suddenly! 
Like someone's flicked a switch or something!"

"I did.  I  flicked  the  switch.  Jason,  I  had  to  tune  the 
messages out, had to have some control. But I know now 
that it's the right time to reconnect."

"With?"
Reaching for his hand, I smiled. "With you. And with 

myself." I pulled him close and held on. I was back.

*

That evening, as Jason and I talked, Spooky clambered 
onto  my lap.  Clever  cat;  he  knew that  I  was  becoming 
whole again.  As I stroked him, my hand began tingling, 
strong  enough  that  I  almost  pulled  away.  It  felt  like 
lovelight,  like  universal  energy.  I  continued  stroking 
Spooky for  a  while,  then  allowed  my hand to  fall  still, 
gently  cupping  his  neck  and  upper  back.  The  sensation 
became stronger still, spreading to other areas of my body, 
and I  knew that Spooky was transmitting energy to me in 



exactly the same way that Charls had.
It took a minute or two for my mind to process this new 

information.  My  cat  was  giving  me  healing?  His  purrs 
were regular and loud, and I knew, somehow, that he knew 
exactly what he was doing, that this was his gift to me. I 
sensed my bond with him strengthen,  and mentally sent 
him a message of appreciation and love.

I had told Jason about lovelight; how could I not, when 
so much of my Cordellan quest had been pinned on that 
very energy?

"Jason, Spooky’s giving me energy."
"What?" He put his magazine down on the table. "He’s 

sending you lovelight?"
"Effectively. Well, I think so. That's what my intuition 

tells  me.  I  can  feel  my hand  tingling.  All  of  my  body, 
actually."

"Wow."
"Yes,  wow! It's  no coincidence that  he's  started doing 

this the same day I decided to tune back into myself."
"I  think  you're  right."  He  reached  across  to  stroke 

Spooky's head. "Well done, little chap. Magic Cat!"
"Jason  ...  I  believe  this  is  something  all  cats  can  do. 

Maybe  other  animals,  too.  We  really  don't  give  them 
enough credit, do we?"

"Sounds  like  we  don't.  You  had  some  sort  of  ... 
interaction with a dolphin, didn't you? In Cordello?"

"Yes,  with  a  carving  of  a  dolphin,  though,  not  a  real 
one," I replied. "Although I'm not yet sure what I do with 
the information I was given. Actually, I don't have the first 
idea. No doubt, when the time is right, I’ll know."

Jason  sat  back,  looking  me  over  appraisingly.  "You 
really have changed, you know, Keira. I know these last 
few months have been hard for you. But despite that, you 
seem much more sure of yourself these days. Almost - no, 



you  are - a leader. Certainly a teacher." He laughed self-
consciously.

"You've come a long way, too," I told him, planting a 
playful kiss on his mouth. "First talking to lightbeings and 
now reading my books on positive thinking … almost a 
complete transformation!" I hoped he realised my words 
were  serious,  that  I  truly  admired  the  progress  he  had 
made.

*

That night, I slept much better. I was peaceful for the 
first time in days. I knew the path ahead might not be easy, 
or even pleasant, but I had chosen it before I'd been born, 
and now accepted that my life would flow more smoothly 
if I remembered that. Everything is perfect in this moment. 
A thought from my Cordello days. And it was perfect for 
this moment.

The following days at work and home were also easier. 
It was as though my mind was being cleansed, like water 
was rinsing away the confusion,  the blockages,  the hard 
edges.

In one quiet moment, a memory of the sacred Cordellan 
waterfall  appeared  in  my  mind,  leaving  an  imprint  for 
several minutes. I saw the powerful cascade plunging into 
the pool, rainbows spearing from the mist at the base of the 
falls. I could almost hear the roar of the water, smell the 
clear, fresh air and feel the presence of Cordellans ...

It was a beautiful memory, but, as usual, a stab of pain 
accompanied  the  vision.  I  couldn’t  let  them  go. Charls. 
Roanne. And Tobin, the child whose innocence and trust 
had  stolen  a  fragment  of  my heart.  Would  this  ever  get 
easier? Or would this sorrow, this feeling of loss, remain 
with me forever?



I knew I would have to find a way of remembering those 
I  loved  in  Cordello  without  the  memories  causing  me 
problems  here  in  my  own  world.  I  just  hoped  it  was 
possible.

*

I  made progress  with  the  wedding planning,  and was 
finally enjoying the decision-making process. Jason was, to 
my delight, keen to be involved in the planning. I'd not yet 
chosen  my  dress,  but  Jason  and  I  had  visited  potential 
venues  for  our  reception.  We'd  decided  to  keep  the 
numbers down: to restrict the wedding breakfast to family 
only, and to invite a few of our close friends to the evening 
reception.  The  ceremony  itself  was  to  be  in  our  local 
Registry Office. We just had to finalise the date.

It  was  early  on  a  Saturday  morning,  a  warm  breeze 
stirring  the  trees  outside.  Spooky  was  crunching  at  his 
breakfast in the kitchen. I was reading a bridal magazine, 
browsing through dress designs, when a sudden vision of 
the secret door at Flindon Lodge placed itself firmly in my 
mind's eye.

The  vision  took  me  closer  to  the  door,  and  I  let  the 
magazine slip to one side. In my mind, I was lifted up and 
forward, until I was standing right in front of the door.

Light  began  to  stream from beyond  the  edges  of  the 
door, bright white. This time, I did not feel powerless, or 
afraid. I did not reject the call. I would respond.

I opened my eyes to find Jason entering the room with a 
tray bearing mugs of tea, and hot, buttered toast.

"We have to go back to Flindon Lodge," I announced.
He showed surprise, but to his credit did not drop the 

tray.
"Flindon?  You're  sure?"  He  placed  the  tray  onto  the 



lounge table, moving to sit next to me. "We practically ran 
from there, last time we went. You're really feeling okay 
about going back?"

I nodded.
"You've had a message? A sign of some sort?"
"Yes." I told him about the vision. "Can we go today?"
"I was going to meet Mark for a pint at lunchtime, but I 

can postpone it."
Bless him. "I do feel it's  important we go today, don't 

you? Otherwise why did I receive the vision right now?"
"I agree. I'll give him a ring; just give me a minute."
I dived into the toast, keen to head to the Lodge as soon 

as we could.

*

I almost ran to the car, delighted to be feeling so much 
enthusiasm, the lightness in my feet almost powering me 
along above the ground.

At Flindon, we made our way to the pergola. A robin - I 
swear  it  was  the  same  one  -  perched  on  the  top,  head 
cocked to one side. It trilled its sweet song, and I smiled 
back. As before, other visitors remained distant from us, as 
though Jason and I carried some kind of invisible deterrent 
in our energy fields.

Side by side, we walked along the dirt pathway leading 
us through the structure, both of us wondering what would 
happen today. There was a musty scent of old earth, of the 
wooden structure still drying from the morning dew.

As we moved closer to the door, I was subtly aware that 
we were moving through the protective energy membrane. 
I was again left with that strange feeling of being slightly 
off-balance, a sense of my body having been shifted into 
some other space.



Instinctively, I grabbed Jason's hand, held on tight.
"Keira? What's going on?" he asked.
"I'm  not  sure,  yet,  but  I  think  we'll  find  out  pretty 

soon ..."
We stared at the door, waiting, watching. In the gloom, a 

thin margin of light appeared around the door's frame, just 
as it had in my vision. Starting as a faint, white glow, it 
gained  in  strength  and  brightness  until  it  was  blinding. 
Jason flung his  free arm across  his  eyes.  I  continued to 
watch, my eyes stinging, tears creating rivulets down my 
face.  I  could hear  nothing,  was aware of a  deep silence 
which added to the feeling of unreality.

The door seemed to shrink in  on itself,  as though the 
light had a power of its own, a ferocity that simply melted 
the heavy wood away. I could barely see, was aware only 
of the glaring light which expanded in front of us. The door 
itself - if it had ever been a door - had gone. All was now 
light.

Now it  was  moving  toward us,  reaching  out,  moving 
over and behind. Its behaviour mimicked the pastel light 
that I had encountered in Cordello's Light Portal of Bliss: 
an  enveloping shroud which  had taken us  through solid 
rock into a place of high energy and swirling light-strands. 
Was this similar? Was I returning to Cordello? And … with  
Jason?  My heart was beating frantically, anticipation and 
excitement coursing through my veins like a fine wine.

Jason's  hand  was  gripping  mine  fiercely.  This  was  a 
brand new experience for him. All that he had to compare 
it  with  was  the  appearance  of  the  wonderful  Ascended 
Reikan, Lady Aida, whilst in the stone circle. He had not 
had 'The Cordello Experience'.

"Keira!" he croaked. "For heaven's sake, tell me what's 
going on!"

I  couldn't.  I  didn't  know.  Mutely,  I  simply  shook  my 



head, unable to offer him any explanation or information.
"Just go with the flow," I suggested. "Take it one step at 

a  time."  At  the  familiar  phrase,  a  vision  of  Roanne 
skimmed through my mind and I again felt a pang of loss, 
knowing that I would never see her again.

Lady Aida had told me that the Cordellan part of my life 
was  over.  So  where  were  we  going  this  time?  Another 
parallel  world?  I  had  less  fear  than  the  Keira  who  had 
entered Reika  and Cordello.  But  I  was still  human,  that 
familiar pulse of anxiety weaving into my chest, trying to 
gain a hold.  So many different emotions all  at  the same 
time ...

Breathe. Keep breathing. Go with it. Allow it to be, and  
let it flow through and out.

The thoughts were my own, but I could imagine Lady 
Aida  -  or  perhaps  Charls  or  Ro -  giving  me  the  much-
needed advice. So I breathed. It kept me grounded.

The  light  surrounded  us  on  all  sides,  and  we  were 
cradled,  hand-in-hand,  within  a  sphere  of  infinite 
whiteness.



CHAPTER 3
~*~

Jason saw that he and Keira were surrounded by light. His 
eyes began to water; he couldn’t see what was happening 
in front of him. Instinctively, he knew that this experience 
could  not  be stopped,  any more  than  he or  Keira  could 
have prevented the ancient crags on the moor from shifting 
into  a  circle.  He  understood  that  they  were  part  of  it  - 
whatever it was - whether they liked it or not.

Keira seemed to be ready for this experience now; she'd 
accepted that it would happen. Jason was glad that he was 
with  her,  had  faith  that  all  would  be  well.  He  trusted 
Keira's instincts ... was learning to trust his own.

"I think we're moving," he whispered in Keira's ear.
They did seem to be travelling, although it was difficult 

to  understand  how,  or  to  where.  Without  physically 
moving, their perspective appeared to change; this seemed 
crazy,  Jason  thought,  since  all  he  could  see  was  light.  
Perhaps  it  was  his  inner  sense  of  balance  that  knew 
something had shifted.

He  was  suddenly  aware  that  his  feet  were  on  firm 
ground, and looked down to see that he was now standing 
upon packed earth. He turned to Keira. "Where are we?"

"I don't know. All I can see is earth and light."
"Are we in Cordello?" Jason asked.
"No ... no, it doesn't feel like Cordello. It's too ... bare. 

Too barren."
There  was  nothing  but  an  unending,  flat  brown 

landscape, rolling on and on to the horizon. Where are we?
Gradually,  the light lifted,  rising like a mist,  revealing 

their new temporary home. Jason's heart sank as he saw the 
reality which Keira's heart had foreseen.  Barren was the  
word. From Keira's tales of Cordello, this was not it.



"Not exactly welcoming, is it?" Jason joked.
Keira raised an eyebrow as she turned to face him. "No. 

Not particularly. But this is where we are, so there must be 
a reason for it."

"You're  far  more  accepting  than  me.  I'd  quite  happily 
turn around and go back to the gardens."

"Even if we knew how to find our way out of here, I 
think we'd only be brought back, don't you?" Keira said. 
Jason guessed that she hadn't the remotest idea of what to 
do next. In Reika, he remembered, she had been drawn to 
walk parallel to the shore, moving inexorably toward the 
hills, toward Cordello. She had known in her soul which 
direction she'd needed to take.

Here, there were no landmarks. It was as though they 
had been transported to a new Earth, a place the Universe 
had part-created, and then forgotten about.

*

Releasing  Jason's  hand  I  slowly  turned  full-circle. 
Nothing visible except an opaque sky and the brown dirt 
beneath our feet. No sound. No smell. Nothing to touch or 
taste.  What  was this  place?  Why  was  there  nothing 
happening; where was the next message, the next sign?

"Pinch me," I said.
"What?"
"Just pinch me. I want to make sure I'm not dreaming."
Gently, Jason squeezed the flesh on my upper arm.
I winced. Not a dream, then.
"I did the same," Jason said, "in the stone circle. When I 

met Lady Aida."
"You must have wondered what on earth was going on. 

Like now."
"Oh, believe me, it took a while for it to sink in: that she 



was real."
"Meeting  her  was  wonderful,  wasn’t  it?”  I  sighed.  “I 

wonder where she is now.”
"I miss her," Jason said quietly. "And I know you do, 

too."
I  nodded.  When would  something  happen,  here? 

Frustration was starting to creep in, I could feel it. I was 
becoming fidgety and edgy, wanting some action, needing 
someone  to  appear;  anyone  would  be  better  than  this 
nothingness!  It  was  almost  sensory  deprivation,  and  I 
wasn’t comfortable with it.

Jason  took  my  hand  again.  "There's  something  -  no, 
someone - walking toward us ..."

His eyesight had always been better than mine. "From 
which direction?" I asked.

"Straight ahead. I thought it was a mirage, a heat haze, 
not real. But the figure is becoming sharper, bigger."

"Should we wait here? Or walk to meet him – or her?" 
Perhaps my request for 'someone' should have been more 
specific. Not an axe murderer, for example.

"I feel we should wait," Jason advised.
Wow. Jason  being  in  touch  with  his  feelings  -  his 

intuition - was something I was still getting used to. Way to  
go, Jason.

So  we  waited.  Now  even  I  could  see  the  figure.  He 
walked  with  long,  confident  strides.  Like  us,  he  was 
dressed  casually:  jeans  and  a  cotton  shirt.  He  carried 
nothing  that  I  could  see,  and  was  quickly  closing  the 
distance  between  us.  I  swallowed.  After  Cordello  and 
Reika,  I  was  still  worried  about  meeting  new  people? 
C'mon Keira, you're stronger than that! Get a grip!

The man stopped a few feet away.
"Keira, Jason. Welcome!" The man held out a hand, and 

Jason automatically clasped it in greeting.



"You must  be  wondering  why you're  here?  What  this 
place is?" the man queried.

"We certainly are," I replied, "and you're the first living 
thing we've seen since we've arrived."

"That may seem strange to you," he said.  "This place 
awaits input from you both. It is an unfinished Canvas.”

"What’s a Canvas?" Jason asked the question on the tip 
of my tongue.

The man brushed his wayward blond fringe away from 
his face. I'd been itching to do the very same thing.

"A Canvas is a portal  to a place created just  for your 
spiritual learning,” he replied.  "And because this  is  your 
first  Canvas,  I  have  made  a  simple  start  but  left  the 
interesting stuff until your arrival.”

Jason  and  I  looked  at  one  another,  and  I  raised  an 
eyebrow. Was this guy for real? 

Jason gave the slightest shrug in reply. Go with the flow.
"So,"  I  began,  "when  does  the  'interesting  stuff'  get 

made?" May as well keep him talking; there was nothing 
else to do.

"When we intend it, of course! What would you like?" 
he asked, as though we were ordering a meal in one of our 
local restaurants.

Jason looked at  me searchingly.  My mind was empty; 
perhaps this was a time for Jason to make a choice for us. 
“Go ahead,” I told him.

Jason appeared to come to a decision. “Well, there is one 
thing ...”

"There are no limits here to what you can see,” the man 
said. “Just ask."

"Cordello. I'd like to see Cordello," Jason said quietly.
I gasped, and squeezed his hand. "Are you sure?" What 

would we see? Would I be with Charls again? Ro?
"Cordello  ...  interesting  choice,  Jason.  Any  particular 



reason?" the stranger asked.
"I want to understand better the place where Keira spent 

so much time," he said, glancing at me. "Is that okay?"
"Of course it is," I answered, smiling. Why, then, this 

ball  of  anxiety  in  my  stomach?  Had  I  wanted  to  keep 
Cordello to myself? Did I sense that my memories would 
be threatened if another person saw what I had seen? But I 
could not deny Jason his request; I could not even explain 
my reticence to myself, let alone give him a good reason 
why he should not experience Cordello.

"Okay then," the man said. "Are you ready?"
I wasn't quite sure what we were supposed to be ready 

for, but I nodded uncertainly, and Jason followed suit.
A rush of sound rose from the silence. It reminded me of 

an  autumn  wind,  the  sort  that  tossed  leaves  in  a 
complicated dance in the air then tore them away on one 
sighing gust. I looked around me, but saw nothing.

"Keira! Straight ahead!" Jason said, his voice strangled.
As  he  spoke,  the  wind  arrived,  my hair  being  blown 

back from my face and shoulders and streaming out behind 
me. I half-closed my eyes to protect them from the rush of 
cool air.  The blond man's hair was pushed into his face, 
feathering into his eyes, and he turned to face the wind, his 
arms outstretched as if inviting its presence. He looked like 
a  Greek  god  ...  at  least  until  you  noticed  his  modern 
clothes.

Then, through narrowed eyes, I saw what Jason had.
The horizon was changing.
At first, only a narrow band of green appeared. It was 

edging closer to us, as an incoming tide floods a shallow 
beach.  In  disbelief,  I  realised  that  the  colour  was  being 
filled in just as though an artist was painting a blank canvas 
with long strokes  of  his  brush.  Shades  of  brown,  green, 
stone,  dark  red:  they all  appeared  -  all  apparently from 



nowhere - forming a world in front of our eyes. Cordello 
had left me speechless on several occasions. It seemed this 
place was having the same effect ... on Jason, too.

Closer and closer the colours and textures came, until we 
could see, in perfect definition, trees, cottages, pathways, 
plants.  The creation  continued right  up to  our  feet,  then 
underneath and behind us. As it passed, the wind dropped.

I couldn't believe what I was seeing, experiencing.
Cordello ... recreated here.
I could even identify our vantage point. I remembered 

the breathtaking moment when Charls had stood aside as 
we'd  left  the  Reikan  tunnel  and  entered  his  beloved 
Cordello.  When I'd discovered its  lush valley filled with 
trees, glossy shrubs, villages, and the winding path leading 
past  the  waterfall,  and  beyond,  to  Charls'  manor  house. 
Now, we were being shown a perfect reproduction of that 
image. Twisting my head, I noticed the tunnel's exit behind 
us.

"Keira!" Jason breathed. "You were here?"
"Well, this is what I saw in Cordello, sweetheart, but this 

doesn't feel like Cordello.”
“No,  it  is  not  Cordello,”  the  blond-haired  man  said, 

turning toward us again, his face transformed by a broad 
smile. "But it's a perfect copy."

"Thank you for letting Jason see this, Mr - ?"
"Oh,  call  me  Morwell,"  he  replied.  "Jason,  on  this 

occasion, this world that you see is accessible through your 
vision only. It is intangible, inaudible. In other words you 
can see it, but you can't interact with it in any way."

"Where  are  the  villagers?" I  wondered.  I  was  curious 
about this manifestation. How much could we do here?

"Unfortunately,  this  particular  creation  is  limited  in 
scope.  You can see it  from where you stand, but  if  you 
were  to  move,"  and  here  Morwell  stepped  backward  a 



pace, "then you lose contact with the finished Canvas." He 
disappeared from view for a second before returning to his 
original location and becoming visible to us once again.

"Why is it limited?" I asked. Maybe a part of me was 
relieved that Jason could not interact with my Cordellan 
friends. What would he make of Charls, his double, and the 
best friend I'd had to leave behind?

"It's limited because I've created it now, in a bit of a rush. 
It takes quite a bit longer to add people, animals, insects, 
all of that. Your time here is brief and I've done the best I 
can."

"It's wonderful," Jason sighed. "No wonder you miss it, 
Keira."

I  did  miss  Cordello.  It  was  beautiful.  But  it  was  the 
people I missed most. I kept quiet.

"So what's our purpose here, Mr Morwell?" I asked.
"Just 'Morwell'. Your purpose? You do not realise how 

much you limit miracles in your life by perceiving them to 
be impossible. You are as powerful as you  think you are. 
Yet there is more – so much more – that you are capable of. 
Your  purpose  is  to  recognise  this,  and to  stop  imposing 
limits on yourself through fear and negativity.”

I thought about what Morwell had said. I could tell Jason 
was thinking, too. I was grateful we were sharing our life 
lessons together now, and would be able to support each 
other, side-by-side.

"You're saying that we can achieve anything … as long 
as we believe that we can?" Jason suggested.

"Exactly," Morwell smiled, pushing the floppy fringe out 
of his eyes. I itched for a pair of scissors.

"Yet  I  cannot  create  people  here  in  Cordello,"  Jason 
added.

"Well, no. Not everything manifests instantly," our guide 
said. "That's when you need an element of faith, trusting 



that what you've set in motion can actually happen."
Trust.  Faith.  Intention.  All  lessons  I  had  learned  in 

Cordello.  Not  yet  fully  learned,  a  small  internal  voice 
reminded me. There is always more to learn.

"So  I  could  set  the  intention  for  insects,  say,"  Jason 
began, "and, given time, they would materialise?"

"That is so."
"How long -"
"Too long," Morwell said, "as your time here is nearly 

over."
"Already?" I blurted.
"Already.  This  is  just  the first  of  many steps on your 

journey, Keira. I cannot keep you here for too long. You 
have much to see, to learn, to do. In fact, it's time for you 
to go now."

I was disappointed. I was sure we could learn more here, 
more  from  working  with  this  environment,  more  from 
Morwell himself.

It was already starting to happen, the transition between 
worlds.  Morwell  became  brighter,  the  light  around  us 
whitened, and our virtual Cordello was no longer visible.

I glanced down at my feet. Surrounded by light, Jason 
and I stood isolated and alone. I felt some kind of energetic 
shift,  squeezed Jason's  hand tightly as  the air  around us 
changed,  becoming dense and tingly.  The light  began to 
fade and then to dissipate, revealing our new location.

We  were  standing  underneath  the  pergola,  facing  the 
brown door.

The  robin  hopped  across  the  beams  and  between  the 
grapes nuzzling the wooden framework. Was it the same 
robin? It always seemed to be here; a thought grazed my 
mind, the idea that this small bird was a messenger of some 
sort.

Still holding hands, Jason and I left the dark security of 



the  pergola  and  emerged  into  the  open  garden.  The 
transition  to  real  life,  to  the  sound  of  visitors  talking, 
children squealing, was a culture shock. We both remained 
silent, as though our experience had, for the moment, left 
us with too much to process.

*

Back home, with mugs of hot tea and thick slabs of my 
home-made fruit cake, Jason and I attempted to make some 
sense of what had happened at Flindon Lodge.

"Jason, that did just happen, didn't it?"
He was staring into his mug, deep in thought. Eventually 

he raised his eyes to mine. "Yes, it was real. Or as real as 
this life is ... just in a different way ... oh, I don't know, 
Keira!  How  did  you  deal  with  this  in  Cordello?  This 
complete 'strangeness'?" He paused and took a sip of tea 
before adding, "I feel as though my mind keeps veering 
away from what  I  remember seeing,  as though trying to 
convince me it never happened at all!"

"To be honest,  I  found that  in  Cordello  I  always  had 
support to help me adapt to whatever changes I faced. The 
Cordellans and Lady Aida were always there. But I made 
mistakes  there,  too.  It  was  all  part  of  my learning,  so I 
guess whatever happened today is exactly the same."

"We just have to accept it, and do our best to learn from 
it? Is that what you're saying?"

"More or  less," I  answered.  "Sometimes we just  need 
time,  I  think,  to  let  new  attitudes  and  understandings 
develop. You know, like when a bad situation seems better 
after a good night's sleep?"

"Sounds logical. And I'm certainly sleeping better since 
my little  chat  with  Lady Aida,"  Jason  smiled.  "Do  you 
think we'll ever see her again?"



"She said we wouldn't  be able  to.  Trust  me,  Jason,  if 
wishing made it so, she'd have been here quite some time 
ago."

"I've  been  wishing,  too."  He  lowered  his  mug  to  the 
table and folded an arm around me, drawing me to him as 
he  settled  against  the  sofa  cushions.  I  revelled  in  the 
security, the safety of being held. I knew how lucky I was 
to  have found someone I  loved so much.  And since my 
Cordellan journey, he had cut down on his drinking, had 
really tried hard to improve his life.

As for the job offer - the issue that had nearly torn us 
apart - he had turned down the appointment, to my relief. 
We could stay in Cornwall, the place my spirit and heart 
called home. Jason appeared to be happy with his decision.

Everything was right with the world.
Or that's how it felt at the time. I should have known our 

experience at Flindon Lodge wouldn’t be a solitary strange 
encounter.  I  should  have  known  it  would  only  be  the 
beginning.
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