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Short Description
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About the Authors



Preface As we drove today through the unbelievably beautiful backroads of Illinois and Indiana, my husband, Jerry, read me this just-completed third Sara book: A Talking Owl Is Worth a Thousand Words! (What a pleasure it was for me to hear it for the first time in this way.) We parked the motorcoach, and checked into our seminar hotel, and I sat back in a comfortable overstuffed chair, eyes closed, feet up, basking in the fulfilling feeling of having completed another book—when, almost instantly, my mind began filling with powerful words, flowing for the next Sara book. So we’re off again! I hope you’re enjoying this Sara series as much as I am. Sara, Seth, Annette, and Solomon are as real to me as anyone I know, and I, too, am loving what I’m learning as I watch their lives unfold. With love, Esther



Introduction Within all that is, and isn’t; including every place, and non place; swirling through the Unlimited Universal Environment, await the answers to everything you have ever needed to know about anything. And from where Sara’s teacher, Solomon, exists, in that Universal Environment, comes to you Sara, Book 3. You are about to embark upon a remarkable and exciting experience—a new way of seeing things, a new way of looking at some old ways of having fun. And so, expect to realize some new perceptions. Expect to reconnect with your invulnerable Self. Expect to learn how to experience adventure without fearing risk. Learn how: It all turns out right anyway; you never get it done, and you can’t get it wrong; you can feel good under all conditions; you can call it good or bad, but it’s all good; every “accident” has a cause; you can find the wanted masked by the unwanted; you can go from jealousy and guilt to feeling good; you can perceive



death and still feel good; there is no death; your body naturally heals; you can attract harmonious relationships; you were meant to be happy; you can have everything you want. . . . We are all in this together. We have, somehow, been attracted to each other, in this moment, as a result of the intentions and resulting vibrations of each of us. For example, for over a decade, Esther and I have traveled to as many as 60 cities a year, opening our workshops to thousands of persons to ask any questions they wanted to ask—and from those thousands of questions have evolved the series of delicious Sara books. And as this Sara, Book 3 is distributed to thousands of readers, more questions will be evoked. . . . For instance, a teacher in a San Francisco public school used the first Sara book last year as a class textbook, and he suggested that the students (about 30 sixthgraders) email us their personal questions and their suggestions as to what they would like to see happen in the next Sara books. (Although we have too many other commitments these days to respond like that again—we created, and gave to each of them for their graduation, a booklet with



each of their excellent questions, and Solomon’s answers. A great time was had by all!) The uncanny part of the story was that although none of them had read any part of the Sara, Book 3 outline, nearly every suggestion of what they wanted to happen next was already written in the manuscript! Never before have I been so aware of just how closely we are spiritually intertwined and how our questions are being answered, often before we’re aware that we’re asking. So here we are—you with your asking and this book with the answers. What a perfect point of co-creation! This material has been created to add to your level of joy, no matter how happy you already are, and it has been created for you, if you so desire, to share with or teach to or give to others who may not yet be as happy as you. We are living in a time when there is more opportunity for happiness than ever before in our recorded history. And yet, among the billions of us here, there remain some relatively small clusters of persons who seem to consciously band together and deny themselves that readily available opportunity for “earthy pleasure.” For



the majority of us, who were neither born nor coerced into one of those more stringent systems of beliefs, we can somewhat understand, if not readily accept, their “choices of earthly pain.” However, once we begin to hear that “we are each free to choose, and that by our choices, we create our own experience,” we find it more difficult to understand why there is so much fear, illness, pain . . . and general unhappiness being experienced in our civilized environment. In other words, why should there be any pain or suffering in this era of so much opportunity for freedom, growth, and joy? Solomon, Sara’s ethereal friend, teaches that experiencing anything less than well-being is unnatural, and so this book is simply about discovering how to return to your naturally happy self—no matter what! This is a book about allowing it and then being the example of it—and then about sharing your well-being with others. The following passage is an excerpt of Solomon’s words to Sara, words that summarize the simplicity and clarity of this thrilling adventure into the discovery of how joyous and fulfilling our lives are meant to be: Sara, what about making your happiness your



main issue? Nothing is more important than that you feel good. . . . People often believe that things have to be a certain way before they can feel good. And then, when they discover that they don’t have the power or the votes or the strength to make things be the way they want, they resign themselves to unhappy, powerless lives. Understand that your power lies in your ability to see things in a way that keeps you feeling good, and when you are able to do that—you have the power to achieve anything that you desire. Everything that you desire is trying to make its way to you, but you must find the way to let it in— and only in feeling good can you let in those things you desire. You live in a big world, Sara, with many other people who may want things to be different than you want them to be. You cannot convince or coerce them all to agree with you; you cannot destroy all of them who do not agree with you. Your only path to a



joyous, powerful life experience is to decide, once and for all, that no matter what, you intend to feel good. And as you practice turning your thoughts to things that do feel good—now you have discovered the secret to life. . . . Esther and I have found much pleasure in discovering the depth of Solomon’s “Secret to Life” as it unfolds, page by page, through this third book of the Sara series. And we are imagining the fun you will have as you, too, discover the treasures contained between the pages of this delightfully powerful work. The purpose of life is joy; its basis is freedom; its result is growth. Sara and her friend Solomon are about to add another chapter to the fulfillment of your purpose in life. And so, off we go, on anther adventure . . . an adventure in joy. From my heart,



CHAPTER 1 School Is Starting



A pleasant smile washed over Sara’s face as she thought about getting together with Seth, her best friend in the whole world, to catch up on what had been happening over the last few weeks of summer. She gazed up at the clear blue sky and breathed in the fresh mountain air—and felt glad for her life. “I’m so happy school is starting,” Sara said out loud. But it wasn’t school starting that Sara was glad for; it was having more time to be with her friend Seth. Seth lived over on Thacker’s Trail, not far from where Sara lived with her mother, father, and little brother, Jason. Sara and Seth had discovered so many things in common, like their love for the outdoors, their love for animals, and their mutual appreciation for learning new things. But at home their lives were very different. Not so much in outward appearances, for, after all, they did live in the same neighborhood. It was just that Sara



seemed to have the freedom to do pretty much as she pleased, but Seth’s parents seemed to allow him far less freedom; his list of chores and family responsibilities was a very long one, and Sara found it difficult to believe that there was really that much that needed to be tended to at his house. She had decided, very soon after coming to know him, that the majority of Seth’s chores were more about keeping him busy than about doing things that really needed to be done. But Seth never complained. He always treated his parents with respect and always did as he was told. And there was something about that, that Sara liked very much. But once school started, Seth’s parents seemed to loosen their tight rein on him, and he was able to find some time, nearly every day after school, to play with Sara. And so, she oozed happy anticipation as she half ran, half walked down the country road toward the school grounds. Sara stepped off to the side of the road as she heard the engine of a truck coming from behind, and once it passed, she reclaimed her place walking right down the middle of the country road. She came to the corner



where Seth’s street intersected with hers, and she looked down the road toward Thacker’s Trail and toward Seth’s house. “Come on, Seth, where are you?” Sara said anxiously. She could barely wait to see him and talk to him. She stopped for a while, dropping her new, and for today only, empty book bag to her feet and waited. “Seth, where are you?” Sara saw a big dump truck coming from the direction of Seth’s house, and a big cloud of dust engulfed her as it passed. She squinted her eyes and waved her hand in front of her face to try to clear the air. Still, there was no sign of Seth. “Oh well, I’ll catch up with him at school,” she consoled herself, picking up her bag and walking backward, hoping that one last look would find him running down the road toward her, but no Seth. Sara’s walk to school wasn’t terribly long, and the time usually passed quickly as she pondered her own happy thoughts while she walked. Anyone observing Sara these days would tell you that it was obvious that



she was a truly happy girl. And those same people would also tell you that it hadn’t always been that way, and that an amazing transformation had taken place. But, of all of the people in Sara’s life, only one of them knew the secrets behind her amazing transformation—and that person was Seth. “Good morning, Sara!” she heard Mr. Matson call to her as she passed the service station that he had owned and operated even before she was born. “Hi, Mr. Matson,” Sara called back, smiling, as she watched him carefully wiping every single bug from Mrs. Pittsfield’s windshield. Sara liked Mr. Matson. They nearly always exchanged brief and happy words whenever she walked past his service station. Mr. Matson had seen Sara’s amazing transformation, too, but had no idea what was behind it. Sara stopped on the Main Street bridge and peered at the rapidly moving water below. She took a deep breath and looked up into the trees and smiled. How she did love this place! She had always loved this old bridge, the wonderful river that flowed beneath it, and the lovely old trees that towered above it. In fact, it was on this very



spot that she had first seen Seth. It seemed fitting that she would first lay eyes on her best friend in the whole world while being in her favorite spot in the whole world. Sara could not understand why more people hadn’t taken a liking to her favorite spot, but at the same time, it pleased her that she always had it to herself. Sara walked along, thinking about this wonderful place, and smiled. So many things are like that, she thought. You can’t really tell what they’re like from the outside. You have to get inside of them to know what they’re really about. Many years earlier, a large truck had lost control while trying to avoid running over a wandering dog, and had slammed into the metal railing that lined the Main Street bridge. Once the truck was pulled to safety, the old railing was never the same again. No repair was ever attempted, but instead, it was left, as the truck had left it, bent way out over the river. Most people complained that it was an eyesore, while others didn’t think that the railing had ever been particularly attractive, and apparently no one thought it was worth spending the



money to repair it, so nothing was ever done to straighten the railing back up again. One day while walking home from school, Sara noticed that the poles were still securely fastened to the bridge and that the mesh wire, stretched between the poles, hung like a cradle right out over the water. At first, it was a little scary to see and hear the fast-moving river surging down below, but soon Sara felt certain that the railing would hold her, and very quickly it had become her favorite place to be. She would lay right out over the river—like being cradled in a giant spider web —looking down, watching things floating by. Sara didn’t know why, but she felt better here, dangling out over the river, than anyplace she’d ever been. So, there she had been, happily dangling there one warm afternoon, when Seth’s family drove into Sara’s town. Sara had hardly noticed the sputtering old truck, overloaded with everything that Seth’s family owned. Her only clear recollection of that moment in time was locking eyes with Seth, a new, intense boy, who appeared to be about her same age, riding in the back of the truck.



Today, as Sara walked along, enjoying the crunching leaves beneath her feet and remembering the momentous meeting with her best friend ever, a shiver of pleasure rippled up her spine. So much had happened in the short time Sara had known Seth that their first meeting seemed like lifetimes ago. She smiled as she walked, feeling glad for their friendship. Although Sara had felt an instant attraction to this new boy, she had been determined that she wasn’t going to let him get into the middle of her life and mess things up. So, when Sara discovered that Seth’s family was moving into the old Thacker house, she had felt enormous distress. She didn’t want anyone living there so close to her beloved Thacker’s Trail. No one in Sara’s little mountain town was particularly interested in Thacker’s Trail—no one except Sara. But that’s because no one in Sara’s town knew what Sara knew about Thacker’s Trail. Sara thought it was strange that people could live all around there, so close to something so wonderful and amazing, and not even know about it. But that was just fine by Sara. She liked it that no one else knew what she did about Thacker’s



Trail. And she had intended to keep it just that way. “Hmm,” Sara said softly, under her breath. Those thoughts and feelings about Seth now felt so distant. They came from a place very far in the past. Because, now, Seth was as much a part of her life and the incredible meaning of Thacker’s Trail as was Sara, and she liked it that only he shared her secrets. For many years, before Seth had moved into her town, Sara had spent her summer months, and countless hours after school, exploring the paths and climbing the trees in the wooded area that surrounded Thacker’s Trail. There was nothing that Sara loved more than to duck off the road and sneak down the trail into the woods to spend a happy hour or so in the seclusion of one of her temporary huts or forts that she had made from whatever she could gather from the woods. They were never very substantial; the next rain or windstorm usually caused them to fall apart, but they were fun while they lasted. Sara hadn’t known that Seth had felt the same way that she did about having a secret place to spend time, and she hadn’t been aware that he’d been sneaking into



the woods for many weeks, constructing an amazing tree house high up in the cottonwood trees overlooking the creek. Sara had never before felt as excited as she had on the day Seth unveiled his incredible tree house to her and announced that it would be their “secret place.” It was almost too good to stand. Sara remembered the day that Seth had taken her to the tree house for the first time. He’d said he had something amazing that she just had to see over on Thacker’s Trail, and it had made her heart jump right into her mouth because she was afraid that Seth had discovered her precious secret. She remembered how eagerly he had guided her through the woods, turning down one trail and then another, leading her deep into the woods and right to the edge of the river. And she remembered her great relief in realizing that Seth hadn’t uncovered her secret at all, but instead, had spent many hours constructing an incredible tree house high up in the old cottonwood trees overlooking the river. Sara’s first impression of Seth’s tree house was still vivid in her mind: She could barely believe her eyes. There were perfectly placed boards nailed on the



backside of the trunk, forming a ladder leading up, up, up into this giant of a tree. And extending out from the tree house was a platform, “a launching pad,” Seth had called it, for swinging out over the river. And now all this time later Sara still vividly remembered the wild excitement she had felt when she first saw Seth’s launching pad: a big rope that was tied way up on a high branch, which allowed them to jump from the tree house and swing way out over the river, which they did almost every day after school, weather permitting, and sometimes even not permitting. Sara and Seth had spent many blissful hours swinging on this great rope from this amazing place high in the trees. And it was there, in their secret hideaway, that Sara had finally entrusted the precious secrets of Thacker’s Trail to Seth.



CHAPTER 2 What’s Going On?



“Sara, do you want to come on in?” Sara was startled to see Mr. Marchant, the school principal, holding the front door open for her. She’d been so deep in her own thoughts that she hadn’t even realized that she was on the school grounds. “Oh, yes,” Sara mumbled, trying to focus back into the moment. “Thanks.” The corridors were full of students greeting each other and busily moving about. Sara stood back against the wall and searched through the crowd, looking for Seth. “Hey, Sara,” she heard again and again, as other students she hadn’t seen throughout the summer greeted her. All day long, as she moved from class to class, Sara watched for Seth. She wanted so much to see him. It seemed like forever since they’d talked.



And then, Sara saw Seth making his way through the crowd in the hallway. She walked faster, trying to catch up with him, but as she got closer, she could see that he was with someone Sara didn’t know. She watched the two of them walking and talking, and laughing. Who is that? Sara wondered. It was very unusual for Sara not to recognize someone. For the most part, the same group of students had been with her from the day she entered the school system in this small mountain town, and when someone new did move in, everyone learned who they were right away. Everyone knew everyone. Sara walked slowly, not wanting to catch up with them. She saw them stop in the hallway, seeming to be having a very interesting conversation about something. Then the girl laughed again and walked away from Seth. Sara felt a knot in her stomach and quickly ducked into the girls’ bathroom. She gazed blankly into the mirror while cool water ran through her fingers. She patted her face with her cool hands and wiped her face on a paper towel. “What is wrong with me?” she chastised herself. The bell rang, letting Sara know that



she was almost late for her class, so she grabbed her book bag and hurried to her classroom. After a long afternoon of struggling to focus on what was happening in class, Sara dragged herself down the path toward the tree house. She felt terrible. In fact, she felt so bad that she considered not going there at all. The tree house was such a happy, good-feeling place; it didn’t seem like a match to the way Sara was feeling right now, but the idea of staying away felt even worse. “What is wrong with me?” Sara rounded the last bend in the trail and came into view of the tree house. I hope he’s already here, Sara thought. But all was quiet. Seth wasn’t there. So she dropped her book bag at the base of the tree, climbed the ladder, and sat on the platform and waited. Seth came blasting through the bushes. “Sara, are you up there?” he called as he climbed the ladder. “Yes, hi,” Sara called back, trying to cover up the way she was feeling with a cheerful sound. Seth climbed up and sat awkwardly on the bench beside Sara.



“So, what’s up?” Sara began. “Not much. How about with you?” Seth answered. “So, did you have a good day?” Sara didn’t know what she wanted to hear from Seth. All she knew was that she wanted to feel better, and she hoped that he might say something to her that would help her to feel better. “Yeah, I had a good day. Did you?” “Yeah, okay, I guess.” It didn’t look like Seth was going to volunteer anything, so Sara decided that she would have to be more direct. “So, anything new happen since the last time we talked?” “No, not really.” Seth nervously untied his shoelace and tightened it and tied it again. “Well, wanna swing on the rope?” Seth asked, standing up and looking out across the river. He didn’t look at Sara. “No, I don’t really feel like it. You go ahead.” Sara said limply. “Nah, I guess I better get goin’. I’ll see ya tomorrow.”



Seth climbed down the ladder. Sara sat, dumbfounded. This was not the way this day was supposed to happen. This was supposed to be a happy day of catching up with each other and getting back in the swing of swinging from the rope. Sara had been so looking forward to this day. What in the world was going on? Sara watched Seth disappear into the trees. She could barely remember ever feeling so bad.



CHAPTER 3 A Little Triumph



The next morning, Sara awakened with a happy heart. She stretched a nice, long stretch and sat up in her bed. But then she remembered Seth and the new girl at school, and that tense, uncomfortable feeling washed right back over her. She flopped back onto the bed and pulled the covers around her. She wasn’t ready to get up to face this day. What she really wanted to do was fall back asleep, away from this awful feeling. Her mother knocked on her door, opening it and walking in at the same time. “Sara, are you up? It’s nearly 7:30!” Why bother knocking if you’re going to just walk right in anyway? Sara thought. She felt extremely irritable. She didn’t want to get up—ever! “I know, I know,” Sara grumbled. “I’m coming.” “Everything all right, honey?” her mother asked. She



hadn’t seen Sara in a bad mood for a very long time. It was actually shocking to see this positive, sweet girl in such a terrible state first thing in the morning. “Everything is just dandy,” Sara quipped sarcastically. Her mother felt the sting of Sara’s response but decided not to reply and make it more than it was. She quietly closed the door. Sara sat on the edge of her bed feeling even worse because of her unpleasant response to her mother. “Geez, what’s wrong with me?” she whined, flopping back on her bed and pulling the covers up around her again. “I’ll see you tonight,” Sara heard her mother call out. “Your lunch is on the table.” Sara heard the back door close and the squeaky garage door open. She heard the tires of her mother’s car crunching through the gravel driveway. Tears welled up in Sara’s eyes. I’m such a bad daughter, she thought. What is the matter with me? Well, if I don’t get going, I’m going to be late for school. Sara quickly dressed, grabbed the paper bag



containing her lunch, and hurried out the door. She looked at her watch. “Ten minutes ‘til the first bell. Well, if I run, I can make it,” she said, breaking into a gentle run. Her book bag swung back and forth in a gentle rhythm, and as she ran, Sara’s gloom lifted. As she came through the front gates, she heard the first school bell ring, and she broke into a broad smile. “Good job!” she complimented herself. Nothing like a little triumph over crisis to cheer one up, she thought.



CHAPTER 4 The New Kid in Town



“Sara, wait up!” Sara heard Seth calling from behind. She looked back over her shoulder as he ran to catch up with her. “I’ve got something I want to talk to you about.” Sara didn’t like the way that made her stomach feel. “What?” Sara tried to sound calm and normal. “Hey, isn’t this a great day?” Seth stalled. Sara could feel Seth’s uneasiness. It was as if he knew that she didn’t want to hear what he had to say. Sara had a pretty good idea what it was he wanted to talk about, and Seth was right—she didn’t want to hear it. She braced herself for his next words. She deliberately remained quiet. She had no intention of making this one bit easier for him. “Um, I wanted to . . . well, you know how we . . . well, there’s this girl . . .”



There it was. Sara was certain now that she didn’t want Seth to go any further. “A . . . well . . .” Sara didn’t say a word. She walked along holding her book bag in her arms in front of her, resting her chin on the bag while she looked down at the path. Seth stammered on a bit more and then just blurted out, “Sara, I want to show Annette our tree house.” Well, there it was, right out in the open. Seth had a new friend. And obviously she was a special friend, because Seth and Sara had promised each other that they would never, ever tell anyone else about the tree house. Sara’s heart was pounding, and her mouth felt very dry. She tried to swallow. She didn’t want her words to come out sounding as strange as she felt. “How come?” Seth slowed his pace. He hadn’t expected such a direct question from Sara. He had anticipated that she’d ask, “Who’s Annette?” and then he would explain that she was a new girl in his class who sat across the aisle



from him. But Sara’s question required a careful reply. Seth knew that the truthful answer to her question wouldn’t set well with Sara. “Why do I want to show Annette our tree house? Because she’s a great girl, full of life and fun, who would appreciate the tree house as much as we do.” Seth didn’t think that was the best thing to say to Sara. He would never lie to her, but he also didn’t want to upset her. What a terrible dilemma. How could he be truthful with Sara and not upset her, and still get something that was very important to him? Then it came to him. He felt ease wash over him, and he said, “Because I remember how hard it was to be the new kid in town, and then meeting you, Sara, made all the difference in the world to me. I just thought that you could help Annette feel better about being here, like you made me feel better about being here.” Seth was so intense and so sincere. Sara felt relief wash over her, and she looked up for the first time. “Oh, well, then, I guess . . .” “Okay, then, we’ll meet you by the flagpole after



school tomorrow.” Seth ran up the steps of the building, and then turned around and called back to Sara. “I can’t go there tonight. There’s something I have to do. Tomorrow. We’ll see you there tomorrow.” Sara watched Seth scampering away from her—and then the full impact of what had just happened hit her. “Seth, wait, what about . . .” Seth bounded into the building and the big door banged shut behind him. “Oh, man,” Sara whined to herself. “What is Seth thinking? What about Solomon?” For the rest of the afternoon, Sara could barely focus on anything that was happening in class. All she could think about was Seth, the tree house, and this new girl— what was her name? Annette? And what in the world would they do about Solomon? Had Seth forgotten that the tree house was usually where he and Sara and Solomon met? Of course he hadn’t. How could he forget something like that? So if Seth wanted to show the tree house to Annette, does that mean that he wanted to share Solomon, too?



Sara’s teacher turned out the lights and started the projector. Light shot from the projector, and images danced on the screen at the front of the classroom. Sara leaned her head against the wall, sighed deeply, and closed her eyes. What was she to do? She thought about how, as she got to know Seth, it began to feel logical to share her secret with him, but she still remembered how risky it had felt, not only because he might not like her once he found out about Solomon, but she worried that he might ruin everything for her. How in the world do you go about explaining to someone that you speak, on a regular basis, with a talking owl named Solomon who knows everything about you and everything about everything else, too? Sara was certain that for much less, they locked people up and threw away the key. So she had felt overwhelming relief when Seth didn’t even flinch as she had revealed her strange relationship with Solomon. Sara tried to imagine Annette’s response to it all: “Oh, hi, Annette. Welcome to our tree house. And by the way, one day I was walking through the woods where I met a big owl sitting on a fence post, and the owl said to



me, ‘Hello, Sara, isn’t this a lovely day?’ And I said, ‘Oh yes, isn’t it?’ And then my rotten little brother and his horrible little friend shot my owl friend, but that was okay, because he came back to life again, with feathers and everything, and isn’t it your turn to swing on the rope?” Most people aren’t ready to hear that you have a talking owl for a friend who knows everything about everything! You just don’t talk about things like this with just anybody. What could Seth be thinking? Why would he take a chance on telling someone else about Solomon and spoiling everything? Feeling exhausted, Sara put her head down on her desk and fell asleep. Immediately, she found herself inside a dream, sitting in the top of the tree house alone with Solomon. “Solomon, what in the world is Seth thinking? Why isn’t he keeping our promise?” Well, Sara, I suspect that he’s thinking how happy he is that you shared your secret with him. “But Solomon . . .”



The teacher turned the lights back on in the classroom, jolting Sara from her nap and from her conversation with Solomon. As she opened her eyes, she heard Solomon’s voice in her head: We are birds of a feather, Sara. All is well here.



CHAPTER 5 Change Is a Good Thing



Feeling worried and uncomfortable, Sara made her way to the tree house. She didn’t know what Seth had to do that was so important that he couldn’t come to the tree house today, but she was glad he wasn’t coming. Right now, Sara wanted to talk to Solomon. Seth seemed determined to open their circle to include Annette, and now Sara knew that Solomon was in agreement, too. I liked things the way they were. Sara pouted. Why does everything have to be changing all the time anyway? After tomorrow nothing will be the same. She climbed the ladder and flopped down on the floor of the tree house, and looked up into the tree. As usual, Solomon was sitting on a branch high up in the tree. He waited for Sara to climb the ladder and make herself comfortable, and then, as he had done hundreds of times before, he glided down beside her. Well, hello, Sara, isn’t this a wonderful day?



Sara looked at Solomon, but she didn’t speak. She didn’t think this was a wonderful day. And she knew that he knew that she didn’t think that this was a wonderful day. She also knew that Solomon would never see any day as less than wonderful, which only served to point out even more clearly to Sara that Solomon was, in this moment, on a very different vibrational wavelength than she was. Look at the glorious sky, Sara. Have you ever seen such a beautiful sky? Sara hadn’t noticed the sky this afternoon—not even once. She looked off into the distance; a heavy bank of clouds was shading her from the afternoon sun, and a beautiful rainbow of pinks and purples and blues was clearly visible from her tree-house view. “That is especially pretty,” she said, softly, feeling slightly better as she spoke. I don’t believe I’ve ever seen the sky look quite that way before, Solomon said. Sara agreed. It was different than she had noticed before, also.



I guess I’d have to call that a perfect sunset, Sara, for I’ve never seen one I liked more. How about you? “Yep, I guess I’d have to agree with you, Solomon.” It felt odd to Sara that Solomon was now so intensely interested in the sky when she had such a terrible knot in her stomach. Seems like he should be helping me with my problem, she thought. I marvel at how perfectly lovely this sky can be, and yet how it’s never the same. It’s always changing. Have you noticed that, Sara? “Yeah, I guess.” Day after day I sit in this tree, taking in the beauty of this place, and I am amazed at the extraordinary variety of light patterns and breezes, and combinations of sun and clouds and blue sky that passes before me. And in all of the days I have been sitting here, not once have I seen a repeat of anything that I have seen before. The variety is remarkable. Sara listened. She knew that Solomon was making an



important point with her. Yep, perfect in this moment, and ever-changing. I find that extremely fascinating. Well, Sara, I think I’ll go enjoy this perfect day from a higher perspective. Have a wonderful evening, sweet girl. Solomon lifted, with his powerful wings, up into the sky. Sara watched as he made a large circle and then flew off into the direction of the sunset. The sun was shining so brightly from behind the heavy clouds that they appeared to have a shining silver ring around them. Sara watched until Solomon was out of her view. “Okay, okay, I get it. Change is a good thing,” Sara said softly. “But I don’t have to like it.”



CHAPTER 6 Annette Sees the Tree House



Sara waited by the school’s flagpole for Seth and Annette. She anxiously scanned the faces of person after person, trying to remember what Annette looked like. She hadn’t really gotten a good look at her yet, but she remembered that she was rather tall, taller than Sara, and very slender. Her hair was about the same color as Sara’s, but longer and straighter. “Sara? I’m Annette. Seth has told me so much about you.” Sara looked at the very pretty girl standing before her. “Hi,” Sara said, self-consciously running her fingers through her own long, curly hair. “Seth said you are the best friend that he has ever had and that there was no one in this town, or anywhere on the planet, for that matter, that would be better for me to know.”



Sara smiled. That all sounded pretty good. “He’s so sweet, Sara. Couldn’t you just eat him up?” Sara felt that knot in her stomach. “Yeah, I guess.” Sara flushed. Sara heard the big door on the school building bang shut. She turned around to see Seth bounding down the steps, taking two at a time. He’s sure excited about all of this, Sara thought. “Hey, I see you two have already met. Ready to go?” “I am,” Annette piped up cheerfully. “I just can’t wait to see whatever this amazing surprise is that you have to show me.” Yeah, yeah, yeah, Sara thought. It’s amazing, you’re amazing, I’m amazing. We’re all pretty darn amazing. Seth started out ahead of them. The sidewalk wasn’t quite wide enough for them to walk three abreast, so Seth walked out ahead and Sara and Annette followed, side by side. Already, I don’t like this, Sara thought to herself. “You two go ahead,” Seth said, stepping off into the



grass to let them pass. “I’ll follow you.” Annette smiled. “You are such a gentleman, Seth Morris.” Yeah, yeah, yeah, Sara thought sarcastically. “So, Sara, Seth told me that you’ve lived in this town all of your life.” “Yep,” Sara said, almost rudely. Seth looked at Sara. He was surprised at her shortness with their new friend. Sara wasn’t herself. Not even close. Sara felt embarrassment wash over her. What’s the matter with me? she chastised herself. I’ve got no good reason to be mean to Annette. I’m sure she’s a very nice person who doesn’t deserve this. She took a deep breath, swallowed, and then said, “Yep, I’ve always lived here. It’s a good place to live, I guess. How do you like it so far?” “Well, it’s okay. It’s not like home, or what used to be home. But I guess I’ll get used to it.” Annette looked sad. She didn’t seem to be focused in this moment anymore. Her eyes had a sort of distant look in them, like she was thinking of another place, far



away. Sara felt sad for her. It must be hard to leave everything that’s familiar and plunge into a new place with all new people. For a moment, Sara realized what it was that Seth must have felt that made him to want to tell Annette about the tree house. If I had met her first, I probably would have wanted to tell her about it, too, Sara tried to console herself. “I’ve always lived in a big city,” Annette continued. “But my dad says that’s no place for us kids to grow up. I don’t know what’s so bad about growing up in a big city. Big cities have great stores and grand museums and wonderful restaurants. Where do you guys eat around here anyway?” Seth and Sara looked at each other. What an odd question. “We eat at home,” Sara said. “Well, mostly. Sometimes we grab a hamburger at Pete’s Drugstore, and there’s school lunch if you’re brave enough.” “Oh.” Annette sounded very disappointed. “Well, we’re almost there,” Seth interrupted. “We don’t have any grand museums or great restaurants here, but I’ll bet we’ve got something you haven’t seen



before. But you have to promise not to tell anyone about it. It’s, like, our secret, you know. Just the three of us.” Sara flinched. Just the three of us. That was going to take some getting used to. Annette smiled brightly. “What is it? I can’t wait. Tell me!” “Can’t tell you. We have to show you. It’s not far.” Seth moved out ahead of them and ducked off the pavement onto the dirt path. They walked along single file. Sara couldn’t help but notice the extra lilt to his walk. Don’t get your hopes up, Sara thought. Annette is a city girl. “Tah-dah!” Seth said loudly, gesturing toward the tree. “Here it is. What do you think?” “I think you’re way too excited about showing me a tree, that’s what I think. We do have trees in the city, you know,” Annette kidded. “Ah, not a tree like this one, ya don’t,” Seth said, leading Annette around to the backside. Annette’s mouth dropped open as she gazed up into this giant of a tree.



Seth grinned. He hadn’t felt this proud of his handiwork since he had showed it to Sara for the first time many, many months ago. “Seth, you made this ladder?” Annette asked in amazement, standing back, trying to get a clearer view of the row of boards Seth had nailed from the base of the tree all the way up into the branches and out of view. “Feel like going up?” “Wow,” Annette gasped. “Do I ever!” Oh, this is just great. She loves it, Sara thought. Seth climbed quickly up the ladder toward the platform, and Annette followed just as fast right behind him. Sara slowly dragged herself up behind them. Seth pointed out all the special features of his wonderful creation to Annette. And with an enthusiasm Sara couldn’t remember ever seeing from Seth, he explained how he had carefully sanded every piece of the ladder so you wouldn’t get splinters; and he demonstrated the bucket and pulley system he had rigged, showing how it’s much easier to use than trying to climb up the ladder with your arms full of things. Sara



listened, wanting to feel appreciation for all of these wonderful things that Seth had built, but she didn’t feel happy or proud like she had when he’d shown them to her for the first time. She felt bad. I thought he did these things for us, for me, she thought. “And that,” Seth said, pointing dramatically, “is the launching pad!” “Launching pad? You mean . . .” Annette could hardly believe what she saw. “That’s how we fly through the air, with the greatest of ease!” “All right!” Annette’s voice echoed down the river. “Sara, you want to go first, to show Annette how it’s done?” Sara jumped a little. Seth was so excited about his new friend that he’d hardly spoken to Sara. She was beginning to feel like she was invisible. “No, you go first,” Sara said, trying to sound cheerful. “Okay. Here I go. Here’s what you do: You put your foot in this loop and grab hold of one of these knots. This one will probably work best for you,” Seth said,



showing Annette the knot he had tied for himself. “Just step off, and away you go!” Seth leaped off the platform and flew out across the river. “Whoa!” Annette exclaimed, as Seth yahooed across the river. “This is fantastic. Oh, wow, I do love this! Hey, it’s really high up here. How’d you guys find this place? I love it! I love it! I love it!” Seth did his best dismount ever, which didn’t surprise Sara, and then called up to Annette, “Okay, your turn!” Sara sat back, watching, thinking about her first swing on the rope and how awkward and scary it had felt. She remembered the first brutal dismounts that both she and Seth had experienced, tumbling into the muddy water again and again, and she smiled inwardly, as she imagined Annette’s first dismount. Seth climbed the tree and pulled the big rope back up to the launching pad, but as he began to explain again to Annette just how to proceed, she grabbed the rope and leaped off the platform, wrapping her legs around the rope as she swung out across the river. She swung back and forth with her long, pretty hair flowing out behind



her. But then, Annette let go of the rope with her hands! “Watch out!” Sara screamed. But Annette had wrapped her legs tightly around the rope, and she soared gracefully, upside down, with her arms stretched out before her, as if she were flying. Back and forth she flew, laughing and squealing with each pass. Sara looked at Seth in amazement. “She’s a gymnast,” Seth said quietly. “Isn’t she great?” “Oh yeah,” Sara said under her breath. “Great.” Sara looked up and spied Solomon perched on a branch high above their heads. Solomon winked at Sara as if to reassure her that he wasn’t going to hop down on the platform and start talking. All is well, Sara. Sara heard Solomon’s clear, calm voice in her head. In time, if it is your desire, you may introduce Annette to me. Like you and like Seth, Annette will enjoy our interaction. She is like us, Sara. She is a bird of our feather. “Oh that’s just great,” Sara said, right out loud.



“What’s great?” Annette asked. Sara jumped. She hadn’t been aware that Annette had already climbed back up the ladder. “Sara, did you see that dismount!” Seth exclaimed as he climbed up behind Annette. “Wow, Annette, how did you ever learn to do that? Can you teach us how to do it? Geez, Sara, did you ever see anything like that in your life?” “No, never,” Sara said, trying to sound enthusiastic. She didn’t want to admit that she hadn’t seen it at all. “Sure, I can teach you. It really isn’t hard. It’s mostly about timing. I’ve been swinging on ropes for as long as I can remember. But never from trees, and never outside —and never out over a river. I had no idea what I’ve been missing. This is just the very best thing I’ve ever done. Oh, thank you, you two, for sharing your secret place with me! I just can’t believe that I could be so lucky. I just love this. Thank you so much!” Seth was grinning from ear to ear, and Sara took a deep breath. Annette was genuinely excited about her new experience of flying from the tree house, and Sara



could see a new anticipation shining in Seth’s eyes. Sara heard Solomon’s voice in her head. Do not worry, Sara. This will unfold very nicely. Just relax and enjoy your new friend. She will awaken new things in you and in Seth, just as you will awaken new things in her. This will be a wonderful cocreation. You will see. “Sara, aren’t you going to swing?” Seth’s question startled her. “Oh, yeah, I am,” Sara said softly. Sara took hold of the rope and put her foot in the loop; she held tightly to her knot and jumped into the air. Part of her wanted to lock her legs around the rope and let go with her arms and fly through the air just as Annette had done, but she knew she wasn’t ready for that. But the idea of learning this new trick did feel exciting, and as the rope swung back and forth, Sara tried to imagine what fun it would be to be looking at the water while hanging upside down. She smiled, in happy anticipation of learning something new. And then Sara leaped from the rope and landed a



perfect landing on the riverbank. “Hey, great dismount!” Annette called from the launching pad. “Good job, Sara!” Sara felt elated, and shivers rippled up and down her spine. That compliment felt especially good coming from such a rope-swinging expert as Annette. But mostly, it just felt good to feel good. There you go, Sara. Welcome back. Sara heard Solomon’s voice in her head. “Thanks,” she whispered. “It’s nice to be back.”



CHATER 7 A Delicious Meatloaf Sandwich



Sara stopped by her school locker, stuffed her jacket and book bag inside, and pulled out the library book she had been enjoying—and her sack lunch. Mmm, smells good, she noticed. In fact, everything inside her locker smelled like the meatloaf sandwich her mother had made for her that morning. Tucking her library book under her arm, she peered inside her lunch sack to examine its contents. She was happy to see a bright red apple, two chocolate chip cookies, and a sandwich, neatly wrapped. Sara had been so involved in her lunch sack that she wasn’t watching where she was going, and she gently bumped shoulders with someone. She looked up, startled, apologizing, into the happy eyes of Annette. “Hey, Sara, how are you?” “I’m good. Sorry about almost running you over. I think I’m way too excited about a meatloaf sandwich.” “A what?”



“A what?” “A meatloaf sandwich. That’s what I’m having for lunch. How about you?” “I’m on my way to the cafeteria.” “Oh, that’s too bad,” Sara said, half kidding and half not. Sara knew that today was Tuesday, and that the hot lunch on Tuesday, for as long as she could remember, was soup. “Hearty Vegetable Beef Soup,” the luncheon menu proudly proclaimed on the sign in the hallway. But students who had eaten it through the years had come to call it “Swamp Stew.” It probably didn’t really taste so bad, but it looked awful. Long, stringy, overcooked vegetables that usually could no longer be identified made up the bulk of this strange concoction, and Sara, and most of the other students, found a way to avoid the cafeteria on “Hearty Vegetable Beef Soup” day. “Hey, why don’t you share my lunch!” Sara blurted, before she realized it. “I never eat all of it anyway. I was going to sit outside under the tree and read. Wanna come?” “Oh, I don’t want to eat your lunch, Sara, I’ll just go check out this Hearty Vegetable Beef Soup. It sounds



pretty good.” “It isn’t. Trust me. The only people who are in there are those with no ability to discern food from tree bark, like Jimmy there. He’ll eat anything. Trust me, Annette. You don’t want to go there.” Annette laughed. “Sara, you’re a funny girl. Okay, if you’re sure you don’t mind.” Sara couldn’t help but like Annette, and she wasn’t sure just how she felt about that. She wanted to like her, but she wanted not to like her. I’m schizophrenic, Sara thought to herself. Oh well. Sara stopped at the vending machine and dropped in a quarter. She pulled a lever, and a plump bag of potato chips slid down a chute. “Everything goes better with potato chips, don’t you think?” She pulled two more quarters from her pocket and bought two cans of orange soda. “There’s not much of a selection here,” she said to Annette, “but, hey, it’s only 25 cents.” Sara and Annette found a sunny spot on the school lawn. Sara felt the grass with her hand to make sure the morning dew had dried, and then she plunked herself



down. She tore open the sack, making a paper table between them, and unwrapped the meatloaf sandwich. “My, that smells wonderful.” Annette said, watching Sara carefully unwrapping the sandwich. Sara’s mother had sliced it into two halves. Sara took one piece for herself, and with the wrapper, she handed the other to Annette, being careful not to touch her piece with her fingers. Annette smiled. She couldn’t help but notice what a considerate person Sara was. Both girls bit hungrily into their sandwiches at the same time, looking at each other as they chomped. “Oh, Sara, this is the best thing I have ever put in my mouth! How could you stand to give half of it up? This is fantastic!” Sara agreed that this was a really good sandwich, but she did think Annette was getting a little carried away about it all. “I’m glad you like it, Annette. But it’s only a meatloaf sandwich.” “Well, whatever it is, it is wonderful.” Annette took another small bite and chewed it, and savored it for a long, long time. Sara was certain she had



never seen anyone enjoy a sandwich, or anything else, for that matter, as much as Annette was enjoying her meatloaf sandwich. She didn’t reach for a potato chip; she didn’t take a drink of her soda; she focused completely on the sandwich until it was gone. Then the girls finished off the potato chips and drank their sodas. Sara looked at the apple. She realized that she didn’t have any way to split it into two pieces, so she reached into her sack and took out the chocolate chip cookies. Sara and her mother had made them the night before. They made two big batches, so there was plenty for the family to enjoy while watching television, and several to be put in the freezer for lunches and snacks for the next week. Sara offered a cookie to Annette. Annette didn’t hold back in the least. She bit into the cookie and closed her eyes as she exclaimed. “Oh, Sara, this is sooooooooooo good!” Sara smiled. What in the world is going on with this girl? Hadn’t she ever eaten a meatloaf sandwich before? Hadn’t she ever eaten a chocolate chip cookie before? Sara loved chocolate chip cookies. In fact, she loved just about every kind of cookie. But she didn’t love them



like Annette loved this one. Not even close. The bell rang and both girls jumped a little. “Well, that was a short hour,” Sara said. “Time flies when you’re having fun.” “Sara, thank you so much for sharing your lunch with me. It was really good.” “Sure,” Sara said, standing up, brushing crumbs from her lap. “Anytime.” “Oh, I almost forgot,” Annette said. “I can’t go to the tree house tonight. My dad said he has something that he wants us to do right after school, so I have to go straight home.” “Oh, okay. Well, then, I’ll see you Monday.” “Okay, see ya.” Sara watched Annette running off toward the school building. What a strange mix of feelings moved within her. Annette wasn’t easy to figure out. She was so pretty, very smart, truly nice, from the big city, and way too excited about meatloaf sandwiches and chocolate chip cookies. Oh well, Sara shrugged, and went inside the building.



CHAPTER 8 Minding Her Own Business



Sara opened her eyes and lay in bed for a moment, wondering what had awakened her. Her alarm clock was quiet. She rolled over and looked at it. 7:45. Oh yeah, it’s Saturday, she remembered. She could hear her mother clanging around in the kitchen. Her mother had a not-so-subtle way, when she thought it was time for Sara to get up, of making just enough noise that it wasn’t likely that Sara could continue to sleep. And then she always pretended to be surprised when Sara would enter the kitchen. “Well, good morning, Sara! Did you sleep well?” “I guess.” Sara sighed, still in the process of waking fully. “I’m going to the grocery store in a little bit. Would you like to come with me?” “Yeah, I guess,” Sara agreed. She had no great desire



to accompany her mother, but she knew there would be many bags of groceries and that her mother could use some help. And it was sort of fun to get to offer her input as to what might be good for the family to eat for the next week. Her mother sometimes seemed to get stuck in the monotony of cooking, day after day, week after week, so she was always probing Sara for another idea of what they might try. And of course, Sara had her favorites, which seemed to win out, for the most part. Sara and her mother moved systematically through the grocery store, up one aisle and down the next. “Oh, Sara, I forgot the onions. Would you run back and get a couple for me, honey? Yellow ones, not too big. Oh, and a quart of ice cream. Vanilla. We’ll make a pie.” Sara went back to the produce department. She knew right where they would be; the yellow onions had been on the same shelf in the same place for as long as Sara could remember. She chose two medium-sized onions and headed for the frozen-food aisle. Sara playfully tossed the two onions back and forth from hand to hand, pretending that she was juggling. And as she came around the corner of the frozen-food aisle, she was



looking up at the onions crossing in midair instead of where she was going, and she ran right into someone’s grocery cart, dropping both onions at the same time. Sara scrambled to retrieve her onions, which had rolled several feet across the floor. “I’m so sorry!” she exclaimed. “I should have been watching where I was going.” “Sara!” a startled voice said. Sara stood up, and there was Annette, standing over a shopping cart filled to the very top. “Hey, Annette, how are you doing?” Sara could not believe it. This was the second time in only two days that she’d run into Annette, while being totally preoccupied with food. She must think I’m crazy, Sara thought. “I’m good,” Annette said, turning her cart around and walking away from Sara. “I’ll see you at school.” That’s odd, Sara thought. I wonder why she’s in such a hurry. As Annette hurried down the aisle, Sara noticed that her shopping basket was filled to overflowing. There were cans of food, lots of them, and cardboard cartons



of frozen dinners—the kind you put in the oven and warm up—and on the very top was a big bag of chocolate chip cookies. Sara found her mother, and added her only slightly bruised onions and quart of ice cream to the cart. They stopped at the deli section, and bought some cheese and a few olives, and then went to the checkout counters at the front of the store. Sara wanted to hurry. She hoped that she would catch a glimpse of Annette, and maybe get the chance to see her mother. I don’t think she wants me to meet her mother, Sara thought. Maybe that’s why she rushed off. But when Sara and her mother reached the checkout counter, Annette was nowhere to be seen. Sara didn’t know why she was so interested in all of this. And something about it felt a little bit like spying. I should just mind my own business, Sara thought. It’s clear that Annette doesn’t want me sticking my nose in, so I’ll just mind my own business. That’s what I’ll do.



CHAPTER 9 “Do You Believe in Ghosts?”



“Do you believe in ghosts?” Annette just sort of blurted out. Sara and Seth both looked up with surprise. “Well, yeah, I guess,” Sara said. “I mean, I’ve never actually seen one, but I guess I believe that they’re real. Do you?” “What about you, Seth? Do you believe in ghosts?” Seth wasn’t sure of the best way to answer Annette’s question. He sensed, from the serious look on her face, that she wasn’t kidding about this. “What do you mean by ‘believe in’ something?” Seth stalled. “What do you mean, ‘what do I mean?’” Annette answered sharply. “I think that’s a pretty simple question.” Seth could tell he had hurt her feelings, but he did have an important point that he wanted to make: “Well, I



mean, lots of people believe in things just because other people tell them that it’s so. My grandpa says if you tell people anything enough times, before long they’ll start to believe it, whether it’s true or not. He says people are gullible, like sheep. They’ll follow along with anything you want them to believe. And I don’t want to be like that. So I decided a long time ago not to take anyone’s word for anything. So I don’t accept anything as true until I’ve proved it to myself, with my own experience.” Sara watched Seth as he spoke with such clear determination. He’s certainly sure of how he feels about this, she thought. “And so, since I’ve never actually had a personal relationship with any ghost, I can’t say for sure, from my own experience, that I believe that they exist. But I do think that it might be possible. I mean, I’ve had other weird experiences. . . .” Seth’s voice trailed off as he realized that he might be opening doors into subjects he wasn’t really ready to discuss with Annette. Sara looked up sharply. She hoped that Seth wasn’t going to tell Annette about Solomon.



Annette noticed Sara’s sudden interest. “Well, what about it, Sara? Do you really believe in ghosts?” “Well,” Sara said slowly, “I guess I do.” She remembered the night Solomon visited her in her bedroom after Jason and Billy shot him. She hadn’t really thought about Solomon being a ghost that night; she’d been so glad to see Solomon. But thinking about it now, she realized that most people, if they’d seen what she had, would probably say they’d seen a ghost. But she sure wasn’t ready to tell Annette what she knew about Solomon. Sara and Seth looked at each other. Both of them knew that if anything would fall into the category of ghosts, Solomon was most likely it, but they both held back, uncertain about divulging their special secret. Sara wished that they could just forget about it and swing on the rope. “Well, do you believe in ghosts?” Seth asked, looking hard at Annette’s serious face. Annette looked at Seth and then at Sara and then at Seth and then back at Sara.



Sara and Seth sat quietly, each waiting to hear Annette’s answer. “No, I just wondered if you did,” Annette answered abruptly. “Hey, let’s swing.” And without taking her usual time to carefully execute her perfectly calculated leap from the platform on the swinging rope, Annette grabbed the rope and leaped off the platform as if she couldn’t do so fast enough. “Well, what was that all about?” Sara asked as soon as she thought Annette was out of earshot. “I think we should tell Annette about Solomon,” Seth said excitedly. “No, Seth, no! I don’t think we should tell her. Promise me, Seth, that you won’t tell her.” Annette looked back at them and waved. “Sara, are you sure? I mean, I think—” “Please, Seth, promise me?” “Okay.”



CHAPTER 10 Disturbing News



As Sara made her way to school the next morning, her thoughts kept coming back again and again to Annette. Her decision to mind her own business seemed to have already faded from her thoughts. She saw Seth a little more than a block away, walking out ahead of her. “Hey, Seth!” she called out. “Wait up!” I don’t know why I’m yelling, Sara thought. He’s too far away to hear me. But Seth stopped and turned around and waved, and began walking toward Sara. Sara ran to meet him. “Hey, Seth,” Sara said, out of breath, “have you seen Annette’s mother?” “No,” Seth said, pausing awkwardly. “I can’t say that I have.” “Oh, I was just wondering . . .” Sara felt a slight twinge of guilt as she realized that she wasn’t keeping



her promise to herself to mind her own business. They crossed the bridge on Main Street, and as they stood in the crosswalk, waiting to cross the street, a big, black, shiny car passed in front of them. “Isn’t that Annette’s dad’s car?” Sara asked. “I heard them talking in Pete’s Drugstore about what an expensive car it is. Wow! That’s the prettiest car I’ve ever seen!” The large, sleek-looking car, with lots of shiny chrome, turned down the street to the grade school. It was hard to see who was inside because of the very darkly tinted windows, but Sara thought she could see a man driving, probably Annette’s father, someone quite little in the front seat, and one person in the backseat. Probably Annette. “Don’t you think it’s strange that we haven’t seen her mother?” “No, not really.” “I mean they’ve been here over a month now. I saw Annette in the grocery store, with a whole cart full of—” “Sara, I just remembered I forgot something I need



for class. You go ahead. I’ll catch you later.” Seth suddenly turned around and began running back down the road toward his house. Sara watched him running about as fast as she’d ever seen him run. “Seth, wait!” she called out. But Seth didn’t look back. Sara didn’t believe that Seth had forgotten something. It was as if something she’d said had upset him. Why had her questions about Annette’s mother gotten to him? This was weird. Sara didn’t see Seth all day long. It was strange not to run into him between classes even once. It was as if he were deliberately avoiding her. That made no sense, but his strange behavior that morning hadn’t made any sense either. After school, Sara felt an urge for a candy bar, so she stopped by Pete’s Drugstore on her way to the tree house. I’ll get one for everybody, she thought, reaching deep into her bag for a handful of coins that always seemed to end up in the bottom corner. “I think it’s so sad that those sweet little girls have no



mother,” Sara overheard a woman commenting from the soda fountain area. “Isn’t that just the saddest thing you ever heard?” Sara’s ears perked up. Who were they talking about? And then she knew. They were talking about Annette and her sister. Annette’s mother was dead! Sara’s heart began to beat faster. “Well, that certainly is sad. I didn’t know,” Sara heard someone else say. “I don’t think many people know. But Sam Morris, the new man who moved in last year, lives at the old Thacker place. He’s the new foreman on the Wilsenholm ranch, and he works with my husband. Anyway, he told my husband that he and his boys helped Mr. Stanley and his girls move in to a new house up on the river. Took ’em all of one weekend and a few evenings, too, I guess. Says he never saw so much furniture and so many boxes in his whole life. He said he was glad to help out, though. Said they’re all real nice people. And he said that they were told then, that first day, about Mrs. Stanley’s death. Such a sad, sad thing.”



Sara couldn’t believe her ears. Annette’s mother is dead. And Seth knew about it! Why didn’t he tell her? Why would he keep such a secret from his very best friend? Sara left the candy bars in the middle of the counter and wheeled out of the drugstore. I’m never going to talk to him again! Annette can be his new best friend—his only friend, for all I care. I’m never going to speak to him again! Or to her, either! Sara stared blindly ahead as she walked toward her house. She passed Thacker’s Trail without even looking in that direction. There was no way she was going to the tree house today. “Sara,” Seth called out to her. “Sara where are you going? Don’t you want to swing with us?” Sara looked straight ahead. She knew that Seth knew that she’d heard him, but the very last thing Sara felt like doing was talking with Seth or Annette. She broke into a run and ran all the way home.



CHAPTER 11 There’s Plenty of Love to Go Around



Sara sat restlessly on the edge of her bed. Her pretty room felt confining, like there wasn’t enough air. She opened her window and sat on the large windowsill looking out into the backyard. The yard was covered with a blanket of bright-colored leaves. Her eyes rested on the old tire swing her father had made several years ago by tying a rope through an old truck tire. It made a great swing. Big enough for two if you didn’t mind being squished together. Sara hadn’t been in that swing since Seth had built the tree house. The old tire swing had seemed so inferior to the fantastic new swinging rope Seth had hung in the tree house; there was really no comparison to the thrill of the ride. But today, that old tire swing looked like a forgotten old friend—and Sara was feeling pretty much the same way. She slipped out of her window, something her mother had asked her a hundred times not to do, and pulled



herself up into the old tire. It wasn’t possible to swing very high because the tire kept spinning on the single rope it was tied to. But it was fun to twirl ’round and ’round while moving back and forth. Rather mesmerizing. Sara closed her eyes to intensify the effect. ’Round and ’round, back and forth. ’Round and ’round, and back and forth. Sara. Sara heard Solomon’s clear words from above. She looked up into the tree, and sure enough, there sat Solomon, his feathers blowing gently in the wind. “Oh hi, Solomon, I’m surprised to see you here.” I’m surprised to find you here, Sara. You haven’t been in this old swing in a very long time. “I know,” Sara said softly. “I just felt like it.” Solomon sat quietly by. Sara twirled ’round and ’round. They’re waiting for you in the tree house, Solomon said. “I don’t care.” Sara spun gently around in the swing. Solomon was quiet. He never pushed Sara into talking



if she wasn’t ready. “Solomon, why didn’t Seth tell me he knew that Annette’s mother was dead? I mean, it’s not like he didn’t know I was interested. I asked him straight out if he’d ever met her. And he lied to me, Solomon. I just can’t believe it. I thought we were friends.” Seth had quite a struggle with that one, Sara. Annette asked him not to tell anyone. And she specifically asked him not to tell you. “So, he cared more about not hurting her feelings than he did about mine? That’s just great!” Well, Sara, I guess that is one way of looking at it. Or you could say that he feels more secure in his friendship with you, and he felt that you’re standing on more stable footing right now than Annette is. In other words, he may have felt that Annette has quite a lot to deal with, right now. A tear rolled down Sara’s cheek, and she wiped her face with her sleeve. “Well, why didn’t she want me to know?” Well, Sara, I suspect it’s because she’s noticed that



people behave differently toward her once they find out. She doesn’t want people to feel sorry for her, Sara. She’s like you—a proud, hearty girl who truly prefers to feel happy. Sara swallowed hard. She felt embarrassed about how she’d been feeling. It was bad enough that that overpowering feeling of jealousy seemed to overtake her again and again; that is such an icky feeling. But now, mixed with that feeling jealousy, she felt an equally uncomfortable feeling of guilt about feeling jealous—and now, a real feeling of sadness, and even more guilty feelings, about poor Annette moved through her. Another tear rolled down Sara’s cheek, as she thought about sweet Annette, buying frozen dinners by herself and eating store-bought chocolate chip cookies. You see, Sara, that is the very reason Annette didn’t want Seth to tell you about it. She has begun to rediscover how lovely life can be again. But each time a new friend finds out about her mother’s death, she has to go back and relive all that sadness again through their perspective. You can see why she might want to avoid that.



“Yes.” Sara wiped her nose and looked up at Solomon. “Solomon, I don’t know what’s going on with me. I feel so awful.” Solomon listened quietly, waiting for Sara to try to clarify what it was she wanted to know. “I mean, it seems like ever since Annette got here, I’ve been feeling bad. I mean it’s not her fault, or anything. I just . . .” Well, Sara, I’m sure you will feel better soon; you are naturally such a happy girl. But it might be worth taking a little bit of time here to receive some benefit, or clarity, from all of this negative emotion. Sara wiped her nose and looked at Solomon. She could feel a familiar calming reassurance coming from him. He had helped her feel better so many times. Remember, the first thing that a strong feeling or emotion is telling you is that this thing that you are thinking about really matters to you very much. The stronger the feeling, the more it matters. The second thing your emotions are telling you is whether, in this



moment, you are a match to this important thing that you want. Sara knew what Solomon meant about matches. She’d had many conversations with him about that. She remembered how Solomon had explained about the Law of Attraction, and birds of a feather flocking together. In other words, Sara, if you are experiencing a very strong feeling that does not feel good to you, like fear or anger or jealousy or guilt or blame . . . those feelings mean that you are thinking about something that matters very much to you—but that the thoughts that you are having are not a match to what you really want. Sara listened. However, when you are experiencing a very strong feeling that feels good to you, like love or appreciation or joy or eagerness . . . those feelings mean that you are thinking about something that matters very much to you—and in this moment, the thoughts that you are having ARE a match to what



you really want. Negative emotion is not a bad thing, Sara. It helps you recognize what you are doing with your thoughts. You don’t think it is wrong when your sensitive fingertips tell you that the stove is hot. That sensitivity saves your fingers from being damaged. And negative emotion is a similar indicator. It just lets you know that to stay focused longer upon this thought that doesn’t feel good really is not good for you. Sara stretched her feet out to the ground and slid down out of the swing. She sat on the ground and put her face in her hands. “Oh, Solomon, I know all of this. You’ve told me this, like, maybe a thousand times.” Solomon smiled. Well, not quite a thousand times, Sara. “Oh, Solomon, Seth must think I’m awful. What should I do?” There is really nothing to be done. Nothing has happened that needs to be fixed. Your friendship with Seth will be an eternally evolving thing, and



nothing has changed to make it less in any way. I expect that the three of you will be the very best of friends. Sara wiped her nose again and looked up at Solomon. “But Solomon, I liked things the way they were. I don’t want—” I remember when you felt that very same way about our friendship, Sara. You didn’t want Seth to know about us. Sara looked up at Solomon and wiped her nose again. She remembered that, too. And yet, look at how nicely that is turning out, Sara. I haven’t noticed your feeling unhappy about you and I sharing our friendship with Seth. Sara was quiet. Solomon was right about that. She felt no discomfort about Seth loving Solomon, and Solomon loving Seth. She loved watching them interact with one another. She loved the delight that they brought to each other. Her relationship with each of them was better because they now knew each other. Sara, you have been a very healthy girl for a very



long time. “Yes!” Can you imagine telling your mother, “Well, since I have been so healthy for so many years, I’ve decided to be sick for a few years to allow more people to be healthy”? Sara laughed. “No, Solomon. That’s silly.” Silly, because you understand that others are not sick because you are getting more than your share of wellness. You understand that your experience of wellness has nothing to do with theirs. Sara smiled. “I get it.” Sara, always remember that there is plenty of love to go around. Seth’s appreciation of Annette in no way detracts from his appreciation of you. In fact, if anything, it makes it more. Just look for the very best-feeling thoughts that you can find about your two dear friends. Sara drew in a deep breath of fresh air. She felt so very much better. “Okay, Solomon. I’ll think about it. Thanks.”



Solomon lifted into the air and silently flew away.



CHAPTER 12 Family Pictures



The next day after school, Sara sat high in the tree house waiting for Seth and Annette to join her. She shifted from place to place trying to get comfortable. She felt uneasy. She was still feeling embarrassed about her behavior the day before, and she wasn’t quite sure what she would say when they got there. She had been trying to find good-feeling thoughts about Seth and Annette, but her thoughts kept turning back to Annette and her family. She couldn’t imagine what it would be like if her own wonderful mother were missing from their family. That thought was just too awful to think about. “Whew!” she exclaimed quietly to herself. “These thoughts do not feel good. I shouldn’t be thinking about this.” “Anybody up there?”



Sara heard Annette’s voice calling from down below. “Yes, I’m here,” Sara called back down, jumping to her feet and self-consciously pulling her shirt down, smoothing out the rumples in it. She felt flustered, as if she’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t have been doing. Sara saw Annette put a tin box in the bucket at the base of the tree. Then she stuffed her coat in around it and scurried up the tree ladder. “What’s in the box?” “Oh, just some stuff I brought from home. Some things I wanted to show you.” “Oh. Do you want to wait for Seth? He should be here any minute.” “He’s not coming today,” Annette answered. “I saw him earlier, and he said he’d catch us tomorrow.” Sara felt that bad feeling rising up within her again. He probably hates me, she thought. “You are the best friend Seth has ever had, Sara!” Annette said clearly. Startled, Sara looked at Annette. It was as if Annette



knew what she was thinking. “He said he’d been watching for you all day long, but for some reason, just hadn’t been able to find you, and he asked me to be sure to tell you that he would see you tomorrow.” “Okay, thanks,” Sara said. She felt much better. Annette untied Seth’s rope and pulled the bucket up onto the platform. “I’ll get that,” Sara said, standing up to secure the rope. Annette took her coat out of the bucket and spread it like a blanket on the platform, and then she carefully placed the tin box in the center of her coat. “How pretty that is,” Sara said, softly, getting down on her knees next to Annette to get a closer look. Annette tugged on a chain that was around her neck, pulling up a pretty locket that Sara had never noticed before. She opened the locket and retrieved a very small key, which she put into the tiny lock in the tin box. Sara sat, waiting, feeling as if a remarkable treasure was about to be revealed to her. Annette’s movements



seemed so precise, as if she had practiced them a hundred times. She turned the tiny key in the lock, and the lid on the box sprang open. Sara squealed, as her body spontaneously jumped back in surprise. She felt embarrassed at her seeming disrespect for what seemed to be a ceremonial opening of this precious box, but Annette didn’t seem to notice. She seemed removed from everything that was going on around her, while being completely absorbed by whatever was in this pretty little box. Sara sat back and took a deep breath, deliberately trying to relax. Annette’s delicate little fingers picked through the contents of the box. “This is my mother.” Annette handed the glossy picture to Sara. Sara didn’t look at Annette’s face as she reached out to take the picture and she wasn’t sure she really wanted to look at the picture either. She had no idea what the appropriate response to any of this should be, and she really didn’t want to do or say the wrong thing. “That’s me with her.” Annette said, breaking the



awkward silence. Sara looked at the picture. It was a very worn and tattered picture with dog-eared corners and a big crack running right through the middle of it. It was difficult to see the face of either the well-dressed lady or the little girl in the photo because it had been taken from a distance, and the people in the photo appeared tiny. And, in a very young child’s handwriting, in what looked to be crayon, were large printed letters: “ME AND MOMMY.” “That’s the first picture that was taken with me and my mother. I wrote that on there when I was, like, four years old.” Annette laughed. She took the picture from Sara and put it back in the box. Sara still didn’t say anything. “This is us about a year later. My dad says my mom was always trying to get him to carry the camera and take pictures everywhere we went, but he said he hardly ever did. He always said that people spend too much time looking back at what was and not enough time enjoying what is. I think he’s sort of sorry, though, that he didn’t take more pictures.”



Sara looked at the picture. Again, it was impossible to see the faces of the lady or the little girl. There was a big fountain in the picture with a woman sitting on the edge of it, while a little girl appeared to be walking around the edge. “My dad said I loved that fountain. It was in the park near our house. He said I would get up on the edge of it and run around and around and around, and no matter how long I was allowed to do it, I always cried when we had to leave.” “This is all of us,” Annette said, handing Sara another picture. “Wow,” Sara said, before she could stop herself. “That’s the prettiest picture I’ve ever seen.” “My dad said my mother insisted that we have at least one family portrait. My dad never got close enough, in any pictures that he took, to see anybody’s face. My mother used to say they might as well be strangers in the pictures, because no one would ever be able to tell. But my dad said that the picture should tell a bigger story. That it should be about what’s happening, not so much



about who it’s happening to.” “My mom liked this picture,” Annette said, handing Sara another one. Sara looked at the beautiful faces in the photo. Annette’s mother was very beautiful—pretty, long, dark hair, like Annette’s, and big, dark brown eyes. Annette’s father was very handsome, too. And her little sister was like a miniature version of Annette, a very pretty little girl. “Annette, you have such a beautiful family.” Sara stopped short, wishing that she hadn’t said that. She felt so sad that this beautiful family was no longer together. Tears welled up in Sara’s eyes, and she looked the other way so Annette wouldn’t notice. “Well, that’s the only professional picture we have. And just about the only one where you can see any of our faces. Oh, except this one.” Annette pulled a newspaper clipping from the box with a picture of a little girl, who looked to be about three years old, and a great big dog. It was a close-up picture of the faces of this odd pair. The dog was licking the little girl’s face. Annette laughed. “I wish I could remember this. My



mother said we were walking in the park, and I had been eating an ice-cream cone and had it all over my face. This big dog just walked right up to me and started licking my face. My mother said a photographer from the newspaper was sitting on a bench nearby, eating his lunch, saw the whole thing, and took the picture. It was in the newspaper the next day. My mother said she was so embarrassed. Finally, somebody got a close-up picture of her little girl’s face—and a dog is licking food from it.” Sara read the caption: Little girl won’t wash her face so she gets a lickin’. Both girls laughed. “She said she could only hope no one she knew saw it. My dad loved it. He bought every newspaper he could find that day and sent one to everyone he knew. He said that a picture should tell a story, and that was a story worth telling. He said: a picture is worth a tho usand words . ” Annette sorted through the little box, pulling out picture after picture, quietly describing each one. Sara began to relax, occasionally asking, “Who’s this? Where was this taken? Wow, is that your house?”



And then Annette closed the box and locked it again with the little key. The girls sat looking at the box. Sara felt as if she’d been watching a movie that she didn’t want to end. “So if your father were to take a picture of the two of us sitting here, what do you think it would look like?” “Well,” Annette laughed, “first of all, he’d get as far away from us as he possibly could, like, maybe way high up in the tree. And he’d try to get as much of the tree house in the picture as possible, with the bucket and pulley, and the swinging rope, too, I imagine, and you and I would look like tiny little specks sitting down here on the platform.” Sara laughed. It was fun to imagine the picture. “And the caption would read,” Annette paused and looked right into Sara’s eyes: “And so, it is possible to be happy again.” Thrill bumps bumped up all over Sara’s body. Tension that she didn’t even realize was still binding her lifted off, and she sat there feeling as wonderful as she had ever felt in her life.



“Sara, I wanted you to understand that I’m really okay about all of this.” Annette looked at her watch. “Oh, I’ve got to get going!” she exclaimed. “I had no idea we’d been here so long. Sara, let’s talk more tomorrow.” “Okay.” Sara watched Annette hurry down the path. She felt so happy to have this dear new friend.



CHAPTER 13 A Change of Heart



After school the next day, the two girls sat perched high up in the tree house. Sara thought it was odd that Seth, again, had told Annette he wouldn’t be at the tree house. And even though it didn’t feel comfortable to Sara that he was staying away again, she was happy for the opportunity to continue her conversation with Annette. “Oh, is that your father I see high up there in the tree trying to get a picture of us wee things down here?” Sara teased, trying to bring back the mood from yesterday. Annette laughed. “No, I think that’s him in the helicopter up there. The top of the tree is way too close.” The girls sat quietly. Sara wished that they could just pick right up from where they left off yesterday, but 24 hours had passed, and neither of them were at the clear, high place they had been the day before.



high place they had been the day before. Annette broke the silence. “Someday, maybe I’ll write a book about it.” “About what it’s like for someone . . .” Sara stopped in the middle of her sentence. She just couldn’t say the words. “Not so much about what it’s like to have someone you love die,” Annette did complete Sara’s sentence. “But to help the other people who are close to those people feel more comfortable being around them.” Did Sara understand Annette correctly? Her book wouldn’t be written to help people who had lost loved ones, but instead, to help the people who know the people who had lost the loved ones? “Sara, the hardest thing, after a while, I mean, is the way people act around you once they hear. They don’t know what to say. And in truth, it really doesn’t matter very much what they say, because no matter what it is, it all feels bad: If they don’t know about it, you think they should have known. If they do know, you wish they didn’t. If they try to soothe you, you hate how sappy they are, and if they don’t try to soothe you, they seem



uncaring. They’re in an impossible situation, and I’d like to write a book that would somehow help that.” Sara leaned back against the tree and looked at her new friend. She could hardly believe what a dear person Annette was. She didn’t think that she’d ever heard anything so unselfish in her whole life. “Oh, Sara, don’t look at me like I’m noble or anything. It’s not like that.” Sara blinked her eyes and sat up straight, looking at Annette, wanting to understand what was going on in her mind. Sara couldn’t find her place in this. “My best friend, Caroline, said, ‘I’m glad it was your mother and not mine.’” Sara winced. “At the time, I thought that was just about the meanest thing that anybody could ever say to anybody. But I don’t feel that way now. Oh, it may have been better if she hadn’t said it, but for heaven’s sake, how could she not feel that way. And what in the world is wrong with saying what you feel. And what could be more natural than to feel that way. My friend did nothing wrong. She



didn’t mean anything bad by it. And most of all, she was in an impossible situation where there really wasn’t anything that she could have said that would have made me feel better. “Once I heard a lady in the grocery store telling someone that it wasn’t so bad when a wealthy family loses a parent, because they can afford to hire people to help, but that a real tragedy is when a poor family loses a parent, because then the little children have to go without good care.” Sara squinted her eyes as she winced. “I know.” Annette smiled. “And when she left her cart for a little while, I pinched her bread and punched holes in her tomatoes.” Sara laughed. “She got off easy.” “No, Sara, that’s my point! People aren’t being unkind on purpose. They just don’t know what to say. And the reason they don’t know what to say is because nothing that they might say would make any real difference. It isn’t something that anybody can do for you. My mom says—”



Annette stopped suddenly, as if she hadn’t meant to start saying something. Then she began, “I guess I want two things, really: I want people who are hurting from the death of someone they love to understand that they will feel better again; and that it doesn’t have to take a long time—and for those around them to just relax and wait for that to happen. Everybody’s just too worried about this death thing.” Sara looked up suddenly and stared hard into Annette’s face. She could hardly believe her ears. That sounded exactly like something Solomon would say. Without ever meeting Solomon, Annette knew it, too. “Not too long after my mother died, my aunt brought a beautiful, white fluffy kitten to us. My dad didn’t like that she brought it. I think he was really mad at her for doing it. My aunt put the kitten down in the middle of our living-room floor, and the little cat jumped right up into my mother’s favorite chair; my mom loved doing needlework there by the window. The cat curled up on the cushion and laid her head on her paws, as if to say, ‘There now, this is where I belong.’ “My dad pushed the cat off of the chair, and then that



silly cat jumped up onto another chair and another and onto the sofa; I think she climbed on every piece of furniture in the house. I remember chasing her all over the house. I don’t think there was one single place that she didn’t sniff. And when she was finished, she jumped right back into my mother’s chair. “I picked her up and put her in my lap, and she licked my face with her scratchy tongue and purred. I remember feeling so happy. I remember laughing and laughing. It felt so good. “I heard my father scolding my aunt in the other room. He said, ‘A thousand kittens won’t bring her mother back!’ “And my aunt replied, ‘I’m not trying to bring her mother back—I’m trying to bring Annette back.’ “And I remember thinking. Yes, I’m back. ”Sara felt thrill bumps bumping up all over her body. She could hardly believe the things she was hearing from Annette. She knew, without any doubt, that it was time to share her secret about Solomon with her new friend. She could hardly wait to find Seth to tell him that she’d



changed her mind. She wanted to tell Annette everything. And most of all, Sara wanted Annette to meet her friend Solomon.



CHAPTER 14 Explaining Who Solomon Is



Sara left school as quickly as she could. She hoped that she would meet up with Seth on the way to the tree house so that she could tell him her new decision about letting Annette know about Solomon. But Seth and Annette had already arrived and were, in fact, waiting for Sara. “Hi, guys,” Sara said breathlessly as she climbed up into the tree house. “Hi, Sara.” Seth grinned. He was glad to see her. The three of them sat awkwardly looking at each other. Then all of a sudden, Annette blurted out, “My mom says that I should. . . .” Her voice trailed off. She looked down and fidgeted with the locket hanging around her neck. Sara and Seth looked at each other. “What in the world—”



“She said that you aren’t like most kids. She said that you understand death. She said that you have a dead friend, too, and that your dead friend knows me, too.” Sara and Seth looked at each other. Neither of them knew what to say. “Well,” Sara began, “our friend isn’t exactly dead anymore. I mean, he was dead, but now he’s not.” Annette squinted her eyes and looked at Sara, trying to make sense of what she’d just heard. “He was dead, but isn’t now?” “See, he was alive.” Seth tried to help. “Solomon, that is, that’s his name, but then Sara’s little brother and his friend killed him with a gun.” Now Annette’s eyes were open wide. “Killed him with a gun? These boys killed this man, Solomon, with a gun?” “Oh no, Annette, Solomon’s not a man. He’s an owl.” “Your dead friend is an owl?” Sara and Seth looked at each other. This was coming out all wrong. “Well, he’s not dead now. But he is an owl. A talking owl.”



Annette took a deep breath and leaned back against the tree. “Oh, I see.” Sara and Seth sat quietly, looking at each other and then at Annette. This wasn’t going well at all. What if Annette doesn’t believe us? What if she just thinks we’re crazy? And worst of all, what if she tells somebody else what we’ve told her? Sara wished that they hadn’t tried to tell Annette about Solomon. But it was too late to take it back. “What do you mean that this Solomon owl was dead but now is alive?” Sara took a deep breath. “Well,” she said, hesitantly, “it’s sort of a long story, but here goes.” She absentmindedly pushed the sleeves up on her sweater as if she were really getting ready to go to work on something. Seth sat down next to Sara, looking at her intently. He folded his long legs up and leaned forward as if he were eager to hear the interesting story that was about to be told. Sara could feel him next to her, and she felt a feeling of comfort wash over her as she realized that this time the two of them were in this together. She didn’t feel so far out on a limb in exposing her weirdness



to their new friend, as she had before when she was all alone explaining all of this to Seth. So much had happened in Sara’s life since the meeting of her dear friend Solomon that she had a hard time finding the beginning place. She had learned so much from Solomon, and in many ways, it felt unnecessary to even try to go back to the beginning. She wasn’t sure she could, even if she tried. Seth could see that Sara was having a hard time getting started, but he felt that it was best that she tell the story because, after all, Solomon was Sara’s friend first. Sara remembered the snowy day she had found Solomon sitting on a fence post on Thacker’s Trail, and her amazement when he spoke to her as if owls sitting on fence posts talk to little girls all the time. Sara thought about how smart Solomon was, and how he had answers to every question that she could ever ask. And she remembered how Solomon had shown her how to fly and had taken her and Seth on wonderful night flights around their little mountain town. Her mind was spinning. She just couldn’t decide



where to begin. She wanted Annette to know everything about Solomon all at once. But what was the best way to begin? Sara, Sara heard Solomon’s voice in her head, who I am is who I am, and no amount of explanation will change that. Annette will adapt to the idea of me, just as you did and just as Seth did. All is well here. Just begin. Seth saw a feeling of calm wash over Sara, and he relaxed and leaned back against the tree. He could feel that all was well, and he could feel Sara’s inspiration beginning to flow. “Well, Annette, I guess I’d like to begin by just explaining to you who Solomon is.” “He’s an owl, right?” Annette chimed in quickly. Seth and Sara looked at each other and grinned. “Well, yes, he is that, but oh, Annette, he is so much more! Solomon says that we are all much more than we think we are.” Her eyes studied Annette’s face carefully, watching for any sign of alarm or disbelief. “Go on,” Annette encouraged.



“He says that while we are here, in these bodies that we can see and feel, that there is another part of us that is much older, that never dies—and that that part of us is really here with us all the time. Solomon says that some people call that part of us our Soul, but Solomon calls it our Inner Being.” Annette sat quietly. “Solomon says our Inner Being lives forever. And that sometimes it expresses itself in a physical experience. He says it’s not like being alive or dead, because there is no such thing as dead. It’s just that sometimes that Inner Being comes into a physical form and sometimes it doesn’t—but it is always alive and always happy, just the same.” “Keep going,” Annette said. “We are, like, extensions of that older Inner Self. And when we are really feeling wonderful, it means that we’re allowing more of our Inner Self to flow through us in that time. But when we don’t feel so good, you know, like when we’re afraid or mad or something—then we aren’t allowing who we really are to shine through.”



A tear pushed out of Annette’s eye and rolled down her cheek. Sara looked at Annette. She didn’t know if she should go on or not. “My mom told me almost the same thing, Sara. She came to me in a dream, and she told me that she would talk to me if I wanted—but only when I’m happy. She said I wouldn’t be able to hear her unless I was happy. When I woke up, I cried and cried. I didn’t think it was possible, now that she was dead, to ever be happy again. And so I thought that I would never get to talk to her again. “But then, my aunt brought us that little kitten, and the kitten licked my face with her scratchy tongue over and over again. And while I was laughing, I heard my mother’s voice. She said, ‘She’s a beautiful cat, Annette, why don’t you call her Sara.’ “I was so happy, because then I understood what my mother had meant. I mean, I was still real sad when I thought about her dying and everything, but in that moment, I realized that if a little kitten could play with me



and distract me from my sadness enough so that I could hear my mother, then there must be lots of other things that I could think about that would help me hear her, too.” Sara and Seth listened in amazement. Sara wanted to hug her and kiss her. She wondered what she had ever been worried about. Annette had already come to understand, through her own life experience, much of what Sara had wanted to tell her. The three of them sat huddled in a small circle, quietly looking at each other, eyes filled with happy tears of recognition; recognition of one another and of wellbeing. Sara stretched her arms out, putting one around Annette and the other around Seth. Seth and Annette reached out and did the same thing. They sat huddled, their hearts singing. I think that’s my cue, Solomon said, perched on the top branch of the big tree. There could never be a better time than this. And, in a swift and graceful dive from high overhead, Solomon descended on his three featherless friends, landing right in the middle of their huddle.



Room for one more? he asked. “Solomon!” Sara squealed. “We are so glad to see you!” Well, my fine featherless friends, it is nice to be seen. Hello, Annette, it’s very nice to formally meet you. Annette’s mouth dropped wide open. She looked at Sara and then at Seth and then at Solomon and then at Sara. Her mouth was moving, but no words were coming out. Sara and Seth sat beaming. They recognized how Annette must be feeling, because it hadn’t been very long since they had first heard Solomon speak. “Well,” Sara said, “it’s like they always say: A talking owl is worth a thousand words.” Seth and Annette laughed hard. Well, kids, I can’t stay, Solomon said. I’m late for my Spanish lesson. But I’ll be back tomorrow. We can talk then, if you like. Hasta la vista. And quick as a wink, Solomon was up and away. Sara and Seth burst out laughing.



Sara and Seth burst out laughing. “Not only does he talk, he talks in more than one language,” Annette said, laughing so hard that tears were running down her face. “Apparently so,” Sara said, still laughing. “There’s never a dull moment around here. Always perfect and always changing.” The three of them sat motionless on the platform. “Wanna swing from the tree?” Seth finally asked. “Nah,” Sara said. “Nah,” Annette said.



CHAPTER 15 Talking with Solomon



Sara, Seth, and Annette sat on the floor of the tree house waiting for Solomon to join them. “We could swing while we wait,” Seth offered. “Nah, I’m good,” Sara said. “Me, too,” Annette agreed. Sara’s mind was still racing. She had barely slept the night before and had barely noticed anything that had happened at school today. A question had occurred to her that she just couldn’t wait to ask Annette. “Did you say that your mother told you about us?” “Yes.” Sara wanted her to go on. “She comes to me in my dreams. Not every night, just sometimes. Oh, there he is!” Annette jumped to her feet pointing up at the sky. Sara and Seth jumped up, too.



“He’s huge!” Annette exclaimed, as she watched Solomon circling in the sky above the tree house. Sara and Seth looked at each other and grinned. It had been a long time since Solomon had made such a grand entrance. Sara watched Annette and felt that familiar feeling of thrilled anticipation as Solomon circled closer and closer, down to the tree house. And then, plunk. Solomon landed on the railing. Well, hello, my fine featherless friends. . . . Annette squealed her delight. How are you today, Miss Sara? Solomon looked deeply into Sara’s eyes. “Never better!” Sara felt wonderful. That seems perfectly clear to me. And Seth? “I’m good, Solomon. I’m very good.” Yes, indeed. And, Annette, we are very happy that you have joined us. How are you today? “I’m good, too, Solomon. And I’m so happy that you all have included me. I can’t believe how great this is. I feel so lucky.”



We all feel that way, Annette. It is wonderful to be together. We are birds of a feather, you know—and birds of a feather flock together!” Annette laughed. Sara, what would you say is the most significant thing you have come to know since we have been flocking together? Solomon asked. Annette and Seth laughed. Sara looked at Solomon. Why was he asking such a big question of her? Why didn’t Solomon begin by explaining to Annette, in the way he had explained to Sara and then to Seth? She had hoped that Solomon would show Annette how to fly, as he had shown her, when she first met him, or Seth, when he first met him. She squinted her eyes, trying to find the answer to this very big question. It seemed like there were so many important things that she had learned from Solomon. So many things had happened in Sara’s life since meeting Solomon, and he had helped her and Seth through so many situations, it didn’t seem possible to sift through all of that right now and decide the one most significant



thing. “Solomon, I don’t—” Sara, Solomon interrupted, I’ll give you a hint. The way you know the thing that is most significant is that the emotion you feel around it is very, very strong. So, if you can remember the most powerful emotions— you’ll discover what is most important. “Do you mean good emotions or bad emotions?” Sara asked. This was fun. She loved learning from Solomon in this way. I mean, good or bad. When the feeling is strong, whether it feels good or bad, it always means it is important. But often, it is easier for you to remember those powerful bad-feeling emotions. They are often the first indicator that something important is happening. “So you’re saying that if I can remember the very worst thing that ever happened to me, or the very worst feelings that I have ever felt, then I’ll know the thing that is most significant?” That’s right.



“Well, Solomon, when you put it that way, it’s easy to answer. Because the worst that I have ever felt in my whole life was when Jason and Billy shot you. And you were bleeding. And then you closed your eyes. And I thought you were dead.” Annette winced and folded her arms tightly around herself. Sara, I was dead! Solomon said dramatically. At least in the way you mortals look at it. Your father buried my rumpled pile of moth-eaten feathers in the backyard. Don’t you remember? A blast of laughter shot out of Sara’s mouth. Solomon’s blatant disrespect for death had caught her off guard. And sitting there, talking with someone about their own death, while they were, in this moment, so very much alive, somehow took the sting out of this solemn subject. Yes, I foresee many joyful conversations about death ahead of the three of you. Sara, Seth, and Annette all laughed hard. “Solomon, you sure do have a strange perspective



about things.” Me, have a strange perspective? I think it is you mortals who have the strange perspective. Think about it: Every one of you knew, when you came into these wonderful physical bodies, that you would be only temporary tenants in them. And every one of you, even now, understands that you will not remain permanently in them. You all believe that you will die, for you know of none who have not. And yet you insist on worrying about death and pushing against it. You do not see it as the beautiful, normal, miraculous thing that it is. Instead, you see it as something unwanted and hated; you see it as a penalty. And when you find someone within your society that you truly despise, you give them the “death penalty.” It is no wonder you are confused about this subject. The three of them stared silently at Solomon. He was right. Not one of them knew anyone who didn’t openly fear the idea of death. It was a solemn, uncomfortable subject. Most people are so afraid of death that they do not



allow themselves to live. And that is particularly unfortunate, since there is no such thing as death. There is only life and more life. “I want to know everything, just the way you do, Solomon,” Sara said. Well, Sara, you already do know. I’m just here to help you remember it all more clearly. You will be remembering one thing at a time, and all in good time. The three of you are doing extremely well in your remembering of who you are. Well, I’m off. You kids have a good time swinging on your rope. Good day! Solomon lifted powerfully into the sky and was gone. Annette looked at her two new friends. She felt happier than she could ever remember feeling. “My mother was right,” she said. “You do know about death.” “We know,” Sara said. “We just have to keep remembering that we know.”



CHAPTER 16 Withdrawing Negative Attention



Sara left her jacket on the cement pilings at the end of the Main Street bridge and climbed out into her “leaning perch,” basking in the warmth of the Saturday-afternoon sun. She loved this place, and she loved this river. Sara loved this river more than just about anybody had ever loved it. She loved it in the spring, when it nearly overflowed its banks and lapped up over the crossing log that she loved to scurry across. She loved it in the winter, when ice crept from the edges toward the center until the icy water silently flowed beneath the snowcovered ice. She loved it in the summer, when it was warm enough that you could roll up your pants and wade in the shallow parts of it. And she loved it in the fall, like now, when beautiful leaves made colorful rafts, floating downstream to places unknown. Sara often pretended that she was small enough, like Thumbelina, her favorite character from bedtime



storybooks, to ride the tiny leaf raft and discover the wonderful and unknown worlds that lay between her small mountain town and the giant ocean downstream. She propped her chin on her knees, thought about such a ride, and smiled. Mother would just love that, she thought sarcastically, remembering how often her mom had voiced her concern about Sara’s obsession for this river. Her pleasant thoughts about the river disappeared as she remembered her mother’s irrational concern. Parents are such worrywarts, she thought. They just worry about everything, when really there’s nothing to worry about at all. Sara remembered her amazing encounter with this river. She always felt such a strange mix of feelings when she recalled falling off the crossing log, or rather being knocked off the crossing log by a big overeager dog. In the short time that she was actually in the water, she had moved from sheer terror to a sort of relaxed resignation that she probably was going to drown, to the amazed wonder at the beauty of the river as she had floated on her back for miles downstream, to the triumphant



realization that, no matter what, all really was well in her life. Sara knew that her strange ride on that fantastic river had somehow changed her. It was the beginning of her understanding that all really was well. “Sara! Sara! Sara!” Sara was jolted by the sound of her little brother’s voice. “Did you hear that Samuel Morris almost drowned in the river? Sara! Sara! Did you hear?” Jason shouted as he ran toward her. Sara crawled back off of her leaning perch, watching her frantic little brother running toward her and holding his hat on at the same time. “Samuel?” Sara said, under her breath. “Who is Samuel Morris? Oh no,” she gasped, as she began putting it all together in her mind. That’s Seth’s little brother. “How do you know that? Who told you? Where is he? Is he all right?” Sara’s questions came in such a constant stream that Jason couldn’t answer one before the next one was blurted out on top of it.



“They were talking about it over at Pete’s Drugstore.” “Well, tell me!” Sara shouted angrily, grabbing Jason’s wrist and looking him hard in the face. “What did they say?” “I don’t know!” Jason shouted back, yanking his arm back defensively. “Geez, Sara, what’s it to you?” “I’m sorry, Jason, I didn’t mean to grab you. I mean . . .” Sara’s voice trailed off. She wasn’t about to explain to her little brother the wonderful friendship that she had discovered with Seth, Samuel’s big brother. She couldn’t explain that in a hundred years of trying. And anyway, this wasn’t the time to begin it. “Just tell me what you heard.” Jason looked stubborn. He didn’t like the way Sara often tried to boss him around, and he liked knowing something that she wanted to know. It made him feel powerful. “Please, Jason, what did you hear? Please tell me!” “Just that this stupid little kid had tried to build a raft, and he was trying to float down the creek, but when the creek dumped into the river, the raft turned over and he



fell off, and the current was too swift for him. Oh, and something about his brother pulling him out just in time.” Seth! Sara thought. “Is he . . . are they all right?” “I don’t know, Sara. That’s all I know.” Jason ran off toward home. Sara stood in the middle of the bridge, not knowing what to do next. Should she go to Seth’s house and just knock on the door? That seemed bold. She had never been inside of his house. Maybe I’ll just walk past and see what’s happening there. She turned the corner and headed toward Seth’s home. The street looked pretty much like it always looked. Sara couldn’t see anyone; there were no cars around, and no people either. The house looked quiet, as usual. Nothing seemed to be stirring anywhere. Sara’s heart was pounding hard in her chest. She wanted to find her friend and feel his reassurance that everything was all right, but she didn’t know where to go. She rarely saw Seth on the weekends. She didn’t know what to do. Sara began running toward the drugstore. Maybe they would still be talking about it.



Maybe someone there would know what happened. Sara blasted through the front door of the drugstore, which was in an old, dilapidated building. The familiar smell of medicines and perfumes, combined with that of hamburgers and onions cooking on the grill, greeted her. She saw a handful of people sitting at the soda fountain, chatting eagerly with each other about something. She hid behind the magazine stand, so as to not be detected, and moved as close as she dared, straining her ears to hear. “Stupid kids. They just don’t seem to understand the dangerous currents of that river. They think it’s a playground, only there to entertain them.” Sara heard an elderly woman complaining. “Well, that’s just the way kids are these days, you know. They think everything is a game. You can hardly get them to work anymore,” Pete, the owner, said, wiping the counter with a stained and greasy-looking rag as he spoke. Sara winced a little as she listened. C’mon, she thought. What happened? Get to what happened.



“Well, this isn’t the first kid to nearly drown in that river. Didn’t the Henderson girl nearly drown, too? What’s her name? Sara, isn’t it? I heard that she fell in and nearly drowned. Somebody should do something about those kids playing on the river. They just shouldn’t be allowed to do that.” Sara shrank behind the magazine rack. Her heart began to pound so hard she was afraid they would hear it. She wanted to run and hide, but there was nowhere to go. She would just die if they caught her hiding there. “Her mother told me that she had told that girl to stay away from that river a thousand times, but it didn’t do any good. I still see her dangling out over the river from time to time. Well, I’ll tell you, if they were my kids, they wouldn’t be playing around the river. I’d give ’em plenty of things to do. I would keep ’em so busy they wouldn’t have time to be messin’ around that river, and if they didn’t mind me, well, I’ll just tell you, they’d be amindin’ me,” a great big woman said. Sara looked out her from her hiding place. If I were your kid, I’d just build a raft and float as far away from you as possible, Sara thought. Away from all of



you. You’re just mean, awful people who don’t know anything. The front door banged open, and three men came in. “They’ll be all right,” Sara heard one of them say. “The older one got pretty cut up on a piece of barbed wire, but it didn’t look too bad. He’ll probably be all right—if he doesn’t bleed to death on the way.” Sara’s heart jumped into her throat. Seth! she thought. Her eyes filled with tears. She felt as though she couldn’t stand it another minute. “He’s a strong swimmer, that kid. I mean, I’d of thought twice before jumping in there. That’s a mean current.” “Did the doc stitch him up?” “Doc’s outta town. Had to drive ’em over to the hospital in Fowlerville.” Hospital! Seth’s in the hospital! Sara couldn’t stand another minute of it. She ran from behind the magazine rack and flew out the door. No one noticed her at all. She ran down the street with tears streaming down her face. She could barely remember a more awful moment



in her life. She ran across the Main Street Bridge, down the river trail, down the secret paths that she and Seth had made, and up Seth’s wonderful tree ladder to the tree house. Being in their secret place, knowing that he was hurt and probably scared to death, where she couldn’t see him or soothe him or help him, was just the most awful thing that Sara could even think of. She put her face into her hands and cried and cried and cried. “Solomon, Solomon. Where are you, Solomon? I need you. I need you to help Seth. Solomon, where are you?” Solomon was circling high above the tree house. Sara opened her eyes and squinted up at the sky, but her eyes were so clouded with tears that she could hardly see anything at all. She wiped her face on her sleeve and sniffed to try to clear her nose. Her head felt all stuffy. No air would pass through her nose at all. It had been a long time since Sara had cried so hard that she felt like this. It did not feel good. But seeing Solomon circling in the sky over her gave



her an immediate feeling of relief. Sara had learned a great deal from this wonderful magical owl. And the most important thing that she had learned from him was about the powerful Law of Attraction. A law more important than all other laws combined, Solomon had explained. A law that says, “That which is like unto itself is drawn.” Sara knew that the terrible way that she felt right now was not, in any way, a match to the feeling of well-being that Solomon was about. And so she knew that when she was feeling this awful, Solomon couldn’t help her, couldn’t even be with her—for Solomon was a teacher of well-being. Sara sat up straighter and pulled the rubber band out of her hair that was holding her ponytail. She held the rubber band with her teeth, combed her fingers through her hair, and tied her ponytail again with the rubber band. She wiped her face on her sleeve, breathed deeply, and tried to find some thoughts of well-being, as Solomon had taught her so many times before. Sara knew that in order to return to her feeling of well-being, she must release these traumatic thoughts and replace



them with good-feeling thoughts. But this wasn’t an easy thing to do. Not when your best friend in the whole world was in trouble. Sara watched as Solomon circled in the sky. His big wings flapped powerfully as he would climb up, up, up, and then he would glide softly down, down, down. Simply by watching his mesmerizing circles, Sara began to feel better, almost tranquil—and then Solomon dropped softly onto the platform beside her. All is well, sweet Sara, Solomon began. “Solomon, thank you for coming. Samuel fell in the river, and Seth saved him, but I think Seth is hurt, and I don’t know about Samuel.” Solomon listened as Sara explained. Then Sara caught herself, remembering that she didn’t have to explain any of this to Solomon. For Solomon, Sara had come to know, knew about everything. And surely he would know about Seth. For Sara, Seth, and Solomon were the very best of friends. It seems you were swept up in the trauma of the drugstore crowd, Sara. Have you forgotten that



well-being abounds? Sara looked at Solomon. “Oh yeah, I guess I did,” she said, softly, feeling embarrassed. Sara, don’t be hard on yourself. It’s a normal human thing to do, to let the reality of the moment that you are observing set the tone for the way that you are feeling. When someone you love experiences something that you do not want for him or her, it is normal to feel bad. But remember, Sara, you are one who offers unconditional love. And one who understands and lives unconditional love is able to feel good under all conditions. Sara smiled as she recalled the many hours she and Solomon and Seth had talked about unconditional love. And how it’s easy to feel good, or to feel love toward someone or something when everything is going well, but the true test of unconditional love is to let it flow completely through you even when things do not appear to be going well. Seth and his brother are both just fine, Sara. And I suspect the wounds from the barbed wire will mend



rather easily. But the wounds that a worrisome town, or frightened and concerned parents, will inflict, well, those can be the more troubling ones. Sara knew exactly what Solomon meant. She had experienced a pretty good dose of that herself as she was hiding behind the magazine rack in the drugstore. You’ll be a big help there, Sara. “What do you mean?” You will be one person, undoubtedly the only person, who will not dramatize the negative experience. You will be the one stable person in Seth’s life who will stand before him knowing completely the well-being of his experience. Sara felt a strong river of guilt wash through her, for she had not been maintaining her knowledge of Seth’s well-being. She had easily been swept away in the current of fear and trauma. Don’t feel badly about your worrisome thoughts, Sara. Your fear only points out your tremendous love for your friend. But you found your balance quickly. In fact, you are stronger in your knowledge right



now than you would have been if you had not lost your footing for a time. For your desire to hold your balance is much stronger now. Sara felt so much better! Sara, show your love to your friend by giving no attention at all to Seth’s injuries. “But Solomon, won’t he feel like I’ve abandoned him?” Sara, I am not suggesting that you withdraw your attention from your friend—only withdraw your negative attention. Give Seth your attention, but only focus on aspects of his experience that feel good to you while you focus on them. I believe that very much good will come from this, Sara. All is well, sweet girl. I’ll talk with you later. Solomon lifted, with his powerful wings, and silently flew away. Sara breathed deeply. Solomon had given her a great deal to think about. She wondered when she would see Seth, and she wondered what she might say to him. She felt relieved that she wouldn’t see him today, because



she wanted time to think about all of this, and to practice having only positive good-feeling thoughts.



CHAPTER 17 Sara Soothes Seth



All day long, as Sara made her way through the crowded hallways between her classes, she continued to search for Seth. I hope he’s okay, Sara thought sadly. She walked down the stairway from the fourth floor to the third floor to the second floor, and as she rounded the last turn leading to the first floor level of the school building, she saw Seth walking slowly down the stairs. She slowed down and walked several steps behind him, watching him. His backpack was awkwardly hanging across his right shoulder. For a moment, Sara wondered why it wasn’t on his back, the way he always wore it, and then she noticed a large bulky bandage on his left arm that seemed to wrap his entire arm, from his shoulder right down to his finger tips. Sara gulped, realizing from the size of the bandage that Seth’s left arm must have sustained some serious injury. And then, as he turned to go out the big front doors,



Sara gasped right out loud as she saw another bandage covering almost the entire left side of his face. She started to call out to him, wanting to soothe him. Or maybe she wanted him to soothe her? But she stopped short. Holding on to the stair railing to steady herself, her knees feeling like they might buckle right out from under her, Sara remembered Solomon’s wise, clear words: You will be one person, undoubtedly the only person, who will not dramatize the negative experience. You will be the one stable person in Seth’s life who will stand before him knowing completely the well-being of his experience. The last thing that she wanted was for Seth to see the alarm she was feeling. Sara was glad that she hadn’t bumped into Seth all day. She really needed more time to find her place. How in the world was she supposed to be a stable person and not dramatize his negative experience, when half his body was covered in those awful-looking bandages? How could she pretend that everything was just the same as it was before? Solomon, Sara called out in her mind, I need your



help. I need you to help me focus on something good about Seth’s bandages. Sara, those wonderful bandages are assisting in the healing process. Underneath those bandages are intelligent cells of well-being. Those cells are now summoning Source Energy, in more powerful ways than usual, to assist in the healing process. The human body is a remarkable thing, Sara. It is resilient and flexible and hearty—so just imagine the bandages removed and your beautiful Seth restored anew. Sara smiled. Solomon had a way of always making her feel sooooo much better. “Thanks, Solomon!” “Hey, Seth, wait up!” Seth wasn’t moving very fast, but he was already halfway across the parking lot. Sara ran to catch up. “Hey!” Sara said, as she caught up with Seth. “Hey!” Seth said looking the other way. “I heard you were an amazing swimmer and that those swift currents didn’t hinder you one bit,” Sara said,



wanting to emphasize the most positive point she could think of about the extraordinary experience Seth had had since she had seen him last. Seth was quiet. “And your quick thinking and fast actions saved Samuel’s life!” Seth was still quiet. “And Mrs. Carlisle’s hairpiece fell in the banana pudding and got tangled in the Mixmaster, and they had to throw out all the pudding.” Sara grinned. She had no idea why that came out of her, but she was happy to notice that Seth was smiling, too. He laughed. “Sara, did that really happen, or did you make it up?” “No, I swear, it really happened! Seth, you know I would never lie to you. Not about important things, like pudding, anyway.” “Yeah, right.” Seth laughed. “Well, all right then. That’s good.” “It’s good to see you, Seth. I missed you.” “Yeah, I missed you, too, Sara. I guess it’ll be a few



days before I’ll be swinging from the tree, and I can’t go there tonight because . . .” He stopped, not wanting to explain that he was supposed to go to the doctor’s office to have his bandages changed. “No biggie,” Sara chimed in. “We’ll catch up in a few days. I have about a million things to tell you, but nothing that can’t wait. I’ll see ya later, Seth.” Seth turned the corner toward his house. Sara felt as if she had successfully completed an obstacle course, where any number of things could have gone terribly wrong, but didn’t. She smiled a little. She felt pretty good about what had just happened. It wasn’t a perfect conversation; she knew that. But she had somewhat succeeded in not dramatizing what most would call a negative experience. She had wanted to soothe Seth; she had wanted to help him feel better. And she hoped that she had. Good job, Sara. Sara heard Solomon’s voice in her head. “Thanks,” Sara said softly. “Thanks for your help.”



CHAPTER 18 Well-being Always Abounds



It felt strange going to the tree house, knowing that Seth wouldn’t be there. Annette had said she probably wouldn’t be there either because her dad wanted her to meet the new housekeeper, or something like that. Sara decided to stop by Pete’s Drugstore to buy a candy bar. She stood in front of the candy display trying to decide which one to buy. She chose one, then changed her mind and put it back. She chose another, then changed her mind again and put it back. She laughed under her breath at her indecision. Through the years, Sara had happily devoured hundreds of candy bars. But today none of them called to her. “Oh, well, you look pretty good,” she said, choosing a Hershey’s Bar with almonds. She stood at the counter, waiting for Pete to come and take her money. Pete was behind the soda fountain talking with people perched on the spinning bar stools.



He didn’t seem to notice that Sara was there, and he went on with his story, wiping the counter absentmindedly as he spoke. “Well, the young one is going to be fine,” Sara heard a woman in a white dress say. “But that older one. He’s gonna have some serious-looking scars. Such a pity. He was such a handsome lad. Hmm, kids. They never learn.” Sara left the candy bar on the counter and walked out of the drugstore. She had completely lost interest in any kind of candy. She walked wearily to the tree house. She sat in the tree house leaning back against the tree, with her knees pulled up to her chest, and rested her chin on her knees. It was a warm fall day, and the sound of the wind moving through the trees and leaves falling everywhere all around her muted all other sounds in her world. She breathed in deeply. Well, Solomon, wherever you are, it’s just you and me today. Just like old times. Sara stretched out on her back on the floor of the tree house looking up into the great old tree. Every now and again a stronger gust



of wind would whish through the trees, and a shower of golden leaves would rain down around her. Sara wondered how long it would take for the leaves to completely cover her body. She smiled at the idea of Seth climbing the ladder to find her still body completely buried under the fallen leaves. I wish he were here, she thought, as a stronger feeling of loneliness swept over her. Oh, Solomon, why do people get scars? Sara heard a heavy rustling in the leaves overhead, and then a flutter of leaves floated down around her. Solomon plopped down on the tree house floor right next to her. Sara sat up, laughing and combing leaves out of her hair with her fingers. Do all people get scars, Sara? “I don’t know. Don’t they?” Well, Sara, that’s quite a variable. Some do and some don’t. It really depends on their level of resistance. It depends on how well they are allowing the natural well-being of their physical bodies. You see, your bodies are made up of trillions of cells, each holding the vision of their perfection and of



their perfect place in the perfect whole. “Solomon, do these cells think? I mean, you make them sound like little tiny people or something.” They have different intentions, and they focus their consciousness differently than you do, but they are consciousness, just like you are, and they do think. They understand. They have powerful knowing. And, most important, each of them holds a clear vision of their perfection, and clearly and constantly asks for whatever is required to maintain that never-ending perfection. In fact, Sara, the life force that your body experiences comes because of the never-ending asking of these cells. “Wow! But Solomon, if these cells know who they are and hold a vision of being perfect—then how come people get sick, or how come people get scars?” It is only because people sometimes hold themselves in places of worry or fear or anger, where they are not allowing the energy that the cells are asking for to pass purely through them. Their worrisome thoughts cause a sort of static in their



bodies that doesn’t allow the Energy to flow through in a nonresistant way. You see, Sara, every time anyone, even a tiny little cell in your body, asks for something—it is always given. So, when a body is injured, in some way, the cells closest to the injury calculate exactly what they need to regain their balance—and they send out immediate requests. And, instantly, the Energy begins to flow, and all other aspects of the body begin to respond, too. Special helping nutrients of all kinds begin making their way through the body, and the natural healing begins immediately. And when the person who lives in this body is happy or eager or appreciative, then the healing is allowed. But if that person is sad or angry or fearful, the healing is hindered or resisted. “Hmm. But I guess it’s not the easiest thing to feel happy or appreciative when you’ve just had an accident.” Agreed. It is more difficult then. But even so, with some effort anyone could do it, especially if you understand that your body has a natural healing



process. However, Sara, what goes wrong for most people is that instead of paying attention to their own situation and being aware of their own allowing, or resisting, and then noticing their own results—instead, they are keeping score of many other people. And when they see others not healing, they assume that that is just the way it is when a person is injured. They do not consider whether that person is allowing the healing Energy to flow. Most people do not understand the power of healing that is within their very own body. And so, instead of feeling strong and hearty, they feel guarded and vulnerable. It’s rather odd, too, with so much evidence of healing around them. “So, are you saying that if Seth feels happy, he won’t get scars?” That’s right, Sara. His body remembers how it was before the injury and, if allowed, can restore itself to that perfection. “But Solomon, look at my scar.” Sara pulled up her pant leg exposing a long, narrow scar down the front of her shinbone. “I was standing on a tree branch, and it



broke. And I got this big old scratch when I fell out of the tree. How come I got this ugly scar?” What do you remember about that day? “Well, I tore my pants, and my leg was really bleeding. My mom was mad at me because I wasn’t supposed to be up in the tree. She threw my pants away; she said they were too ruined to be fixed. And then she put some stinging red medicine all up and down my leg. That really hurt. She said it would kill the germs. And then she wrapped a bandage around my leg. Around and around. It made it look like my whole leg was hurt.” What else? “Well, that Saturday, our family went to the swimming pool over in Fowlerville, and I wasn’t allowed to go in the water. And I remember how hot it was, and my bandage was all stuck on my sore. It really hurt when my mother took it off. I couldn’t even take a bath, for a long time. And—” That’s enough for now, Sara. Looking back on all of that, would you say that you were feeling more



happy and eager and appreciative, or angry and disappointed and sad? “Well, that’s not hard to answer. I was pretty mad at myself for falling. I should have been watching what I was doing. And I was mad ’cause I ruined my pants, and I knew I would be in big trouble for that, for falling out of the tree, and for even being in the tree in the first place.” Sara sighed a big sigh. Just talking about it took her right back to how she felt on that unhappy day. Sara, ordinarily I would not encourage you to spend so much time remembering something that didn’t feel good to you, but since you are asking about this most important subject of allowing your physical body to heal, it is important that you understand what it is that you do that keeps it from healing. “Well, Solomon, are you saying that if a person could just feel good, that their injuries would heal and wouldn’t even leave a scar?” That’s right.



Sara sat quietly, rubbing the scar on her shin. This scar had been there for over two years. It was hard to imagine it not being there. Feeling good, Sara, is the answer to all good life experience. Sara absentmindedly continued to rub her leg, trying to remember more about that day she fell from the tree: A family from the city had come to have lunch and spend the day with Sara’s family. They came once or twice every year, and Sara never looked forward to it. It always meant more chores involved in getting the house ready for company, and so much extra time shopping and preparing the food. And while her parents always enjoyed their friends, Sara didn’t enjoy their children at all: a boy, her little brother’s age; and Kay, who was a year older than Sara. Kay was a city girl, with very pretty clothes, and as far as Sara could see, a very snooty attitude. She made constant comparisons between her perfectly lovely city life and Sara’s obviously substandard country life. Sara always did her best to be polite in the face of what always felt to her like deliberately rude comments, but when Kay



remarked how unfortunate it was that Sara’s town didn’t have a market where suitable food could be purchased for special occasions, Sara’s patience was suddenly gone. She remembered turning on her heels and running out into the backyard, determined to do the least citylike or ladylike thing she could think of to do. And, in an attitude of fury, she climbed up into the tree, hoping never to have to look this disgusting girl in the face ever again. Sara. Thinking back, is it not easy to see that falling from the tree was an accurate match to the way you were feeling? “Yeah, right,” Sara laughed. “That was pretty clear.” And so, when you consider the way you were feeling, and the amount of resistance that was within you before you fell out of the tree, is it not easy to understand that the resistance would be greater still after you had fallen from the tree? For then you are hurting, your pants are torn, and your mother is angry. Although Solomon was still explaining, Sara’s own



thoughts temporarily drowned him out. Sara could still see Kay’s gleeful face looking down at her as she lay there on the lawn, with the wind knocked out of her. “It was as if every rotten thing Kay had been saying about our family all day long was true. I was the perfect proof of it, lying right there on the ground in front of her.” Solomon was quiet. He knew that Sara understood perfectly. Sara looked up at Solomon and sighed a big sigh. “Well, it’s no wonder we get scars. It’s not easy to let the well-being flow.” Solomon laughed. Well, Sara, it gets easier and easier. But it does take some practice. Okay, Solomon, I guess I’d better get going. Thanks. You are most welcome, Sara. “Solomon,” Sara said quickly, wanting to catch Solomon before he flew away, “was Seth in a bad mood, and that’s why he got hurt when he tried to save Samuel?” Actually, Sara, Seth was in a very good place when Samuel fell into the river. It was because he



was feeling so good—and was so clearly connected to his Guidance System—that he was inspired to take that path on his way home that afternoon. A less connected person would not have found Samuel to begin with. “But Solomon, I don’t get it. If Seth was so connected to his guidance system, then why did he get hurt so badly?” Sara, don’t let the drugstore crowd influence you in reaching negative conclusions. From broader perspective, things have worked out very well. “But Solomon, couldn’t Seth have saved Samuel without getting hurt?” Certainly, Sara. That is a possible thing. But you must not assume that something terribly wrong has happened here. Wonderful opportunities are sometimes masked by seeming difficulties. It is only when you understand that well-being truly does abound that you are able to discover the life-giving nuggets that are all around you. “Well, okay, Solomon. You’re always right. It just



seems to me that—” Sara, do you remember when your furry friend knocked you off of your crossing log and into the river? “I’ll never forget that.” And how do you think other people feel about that incident, Sara? Do you think they were happy that you were pushed into the river, and that you floated for miles downstream? “No, Solomon. They think it was awful. They think I was stupid for being on the crossing log to begin with. They don’t think I should be near the river at all.” And what about you, Sara? Are you sorry you were pushed into the river? Sara’s face lit up in a big smile of understanding. “No, Solomon. I’m not sorry I fell into the river.” Why not? Why don’t you feel the same way that others do about your raging-river experience? “Because when I got out of the river that day instead of being afraid of the river and what might have happened, I just felt powerful. It was like, everything that



everybody was always saying about the river to try to scare me turned out to be untrue. I felt like I was safe, anyway, no matter what they all thought. Solomon, that’s when I knew that the river wasn’t a threat to me. I think that was my first real taste of my own well-being. I wouldn’t take any of that back for anything, Solomon. Not any of it.” So, are you telling me that sometimes when you are looking at something from the outside, you might not really understand its true value? Sara smiled. Solomon was so wise. He understood everything. And that only the person who is living the experience can really know the full value of it, or the reason for it? Sara, Seth’s experience, like yours, will provide so much value for him. Value that will continue to unfold for many years to come. Well-being always abounds, Sara, no matter how it looks at first, or to those on the outside. Sara smiled. She felt wonderful. “Thank you,



Solomon. Thank you so much!”



CHAPTER 19 Things Will Always Work Out



Sara could hardly wait to meet in the tree house again with Seth and Annette. She was brimming with her new understanding about well-being, and she was eagerly anticipating Seth’s fast recovery. She could hardly wait to tell Seth about the cells in his body and how they know exactly what to do, and that he would be back to his perfect rope swinging self in no time. Sara was experiencing a fantastic new feeling of vitality and enthusiasm. As she moved from class to class, she watched for Seth and Annette. She practiced, in her mind, the conversations they might have. She felt so excited to tell them everything that she had come to understand, about how, sometimes, when things look as if they have gone terribly wrong—that everything is really all right. Sara saw Annette coming toward her and moved to the edge of the hallway to wait for her. Annette didn’t



look happy. “What’s wrong?” Sara blurted out, wishing immediately that she hadn’t started the conversation on such a negative note. “Oh, Sara. I just saw Seth, and he says that his parents have forbidden him to go to the tree house. They don’t want him near the river. Oh, Sara, what are we going to do?” Sara stood there, stunned. She just couldn’t believe what Annette was telling her. Don’t take score too soon, Sara. Sara heard Solomon’s voice in her head. You have stood in many places that looked worse than this one—and things have always worked out before. Don’t give in to negative speculation. Annette looked as if she were about to cry. And while Sara was still shaken by Annette’s terrible news, Solomon’s words had soothed her somewhat, because Sara knew he was right. “Annette, don’t worry,” Sara tried to console her friend. “We’ve had experiences sort of like this before,



and everything turned out all right.” “I guess,” Annette said flatly. “No, really, Annette. Mr. Wilsenholm owns all of the land where the tree house is. I think he owns about half of the town. Anyway, when he found out we were swinging from his trees, he freaked out, and he ordered the trees along the river to be cut down.” “You’re kidding?” Annette said. “All of those lovely trees? That’s just awful.” “Yes, but Annette, that’s what I’m telling you. He didn’t cut them down. He changed his mind. Solomon says we can change anything around to the way we want it—just by changing our own thoughts.” The bell rang and the girls both jumped. It was hard to pull away from this intense and important subject and go back to the boredom of the next class. Sara wanted to explain to Annette how Mrs. Wilsenholm, after witnessing Sara’s amazing rescue of her kitten from high in the tree, had convinced her husband that Sara and Seth were really very safe in the trees. How there had been so many examples of things seeming to be going



terribly wrong, and how Sara and Seth, with Solomon’s guidance, had been able to change their thoughts, which changed the way they felt—which brought about wonderful solutions. She wanted to tell Annette about the time that Seth’s family was being forced to leave Sara’s town because his father had lost his job at the hardware store, and how happy Sara and Seth had been when Mr. Wilsenholm had offered him a job as the foreman of his ranch. And, then, how awful they had felt when Seth’s father refused to take the new job, but then how he had changed his mind once he understood the whole situation better. In the short time Sara had known Seth, there had been so much evidence of well-being in the face of what initially felt like crisis. “Everything will work out all right,” Sara tried to console Annette. “Let’s meet at the tree house after school.” “I hope Solomon can help us fix this, Sara.” “It’ll be okay,” Sara said again. “You’ll see.” “Oh, I hope so,” Annette said, walking backward in



the direction of her classroom. I hope so, too, Sara said under her breath, realizing that she wasn’t feeling quite as confident as she was trying to sound.



CHAPTER 20 Figuring Out What They Want



As Sara walked toward the tree house, she got madder and madder. She’d been thinking about what Solomon had said, about how the human body heals, and how when you feel good there is less resistance so that the body can heal even faster. Seth’s parents are so stupid, Sara thought. Instead of helping Seth feel good, they’re punishing him by forbidding him to do the thing he loves most in the whole world. They’re going to keep him from healing! “Sara, wait up!” Sara heard Seth’s voice calling from behind. She felt embarrassed that Seth would catch her right in the middle of the most negative thought that she had, maybe, ever thought. She tried to change her mood quickly, but the look on her face gave her away. “Sara, what’s wrong? You look like your cat just got run over for the tenth time or something.”



run over for the tenth time or something.” Sara laughed. “No problem. My cat has unlimited lifetimes.” “I guess Annette told you that I’ve been temporarily exiled.” Seth tried to sound playful. “Yeah, I heard.” “Sara, don’t worry about this. We’ve been through way worse things than this. It’ll blow over. I can’t do much fancy swinging from the rope with these bandages, anyway.” Sara looked at Seth. She wanted to look into his eyes to see if she could tell if he was really feeling as good as his words sounded. He didn’t seem bothered, but instead, he seemed calm and confident. “I know. You’re right, Seth. Everything will be all right. I know it will.” “Sara, you and Annette have fun over there. I’ll see you later.” Sara felt relief. She was very happy that Seth wasn’t angry at his parents, and that he didn’t seem to be holding himself in a state of resistance that would keep his wounds from quickly healing.



Sara ducked off the road onto the path leading to the tree house, and Seth continued on down the road toward his house, but it just felt wrong that Seth wasn’t going to the tree house. Sara felt very sad. As she came around the last bend of the trail to the edge of the water, she could see Annette standing out on the platform of the tree house looking up into the treetops. Sara left her things at the base of the tree and climbed up the ladder to the platform where Annette was standing. This all seemed so wrong. Seth should be here! It seemed like only yesterday that she and Seth were happily swinging from the rope in their very own tree house, sharing a deliciously private friendship and amazing secrets, and now, in the blink of an eye, Seth had been banished from the tree house, and even from Solomon, and here was this new girl, instead. Sara hadn’t liked it that Seth had invited Annette in to begin with, but now it seemed that Annette had replaced Seth. Seth was gone, and Annette was here. “Hi, Annette,” Sara said flatly. When she heard her own voice she wished she had tried to sound more



own voice she wished she had tried to sound more cheerful. “Hi, Sara,” Annette replied. She didn’t sound any more cheerful than Sara. “Well, here we are,” Annette said. “Yeah,” Sara replied. Solomon sat perched high in the treetops on the other side of the river, watching the girls settling in, and once they were comfortable, he flew across the river and glided softly to the platform. Plop! Well, hello, my fine, fearless, friendly, freedom-loving, female, featherless friends! The girls laughed. “Solomon, are you always this happy?” Well, yes, Annette, I guess I always am. The alternative is unacceptable. Sara looked at Solomon. She admired his consistent philosophy of always looking for things to feel good about. She wished she could be more like him. “Unacceptable?” Annette responded. “You make it sound like it’s always your choice?” It always is.



As Sara watched Annette’s intense face, pouting in response to Solomon’s reply, she remembered so many times that she and Solomon had exchanged the very same words. Sara could easily guess what Annette would say next, because Sara had said it herself so many times: “But Solomon, sometimes things just happen that you can’t control, that make you feel bad!” I know it sometimes feels that way, Annette, but that is never true. In time, you will come to understand that you can always control the way you feel. Sara knew Solomon was right about this, for she had proven to herself so many times that she could change her focus and therefore change the way she was feeling. But as she listened to Annette talking with Solomon, she couldn’t help but think about Annette’s mother dying, and how awful that would be. And how impossible it must be to focus on something else in order to feel better. “But Solomon . . .” Annette protested.



Sara pulled her legs up close to her chest and rested her chin on her knees. She closed her eyes to try to brace herself in readiness for the painful, heartwrenching words that Annette was about to speak about the death of her mother. “Solomon,” Annette continued, “how can Sara and I feel good about swinging from this wonderful tree house when our friend, Seth, who made this tree house, isn’t even allowed to play here with us anymore?” Sara opened her eyes and stared at Annette in amazement. The terrible, uncontrollable thing she was talking about wasn’t the death of her mother, but Seth’s banishment from the tree house! Solomon smiled deeply into Sara’s eyes as he enjoyed this extraordinary understanding washing through her. Sara didn’t know how, but somehow, Annette seemed to have left the pain of her mother’s death behind her. Solomon had talked for many hours with Sara about the power of turning your attention to other life-giving things in order to feel good in the now, no matter what—but Sara had never really understood it so



clearly as she did in this moment. She sat back against the tree, eager to hear Solomon explain to Annette, as he had to Sara so many times before, about staying connected to the stream of wellbeing no matter what is happening in your experience. And, about how you have control over the way you feel —because you have control over what you give your attention to. Solomon began: Everything that happens is a good thing. Both Sara and Annette looked hard at Solomon. Neither spoke. He surely did have their attention. The things you would call “good” are good because you feel good when you focus upon them, and then more good, just naturally, follows. The things you would call “bad” are actually good, because when you give your attention to them, a clearer awareness of what you would rather have is focused within you. Your desire for the good is born within you right then. And in the moment that that desire is born, the good begins to come to you.



Because, in your newly focused desire, there is asking that is always answered. You just have to figure out how to let it in. That’s the key, right there: to allow it or to let it in. Sara smiled as she listened to Solomon. There was nothing she loved more than to hear him explaining how things work. He had told her that words do not teach, that it is life experience that teaches, and that the very best of all is when you’re able to put the two together. Sara loved it when Solomon’s words explained to her what her life experience was showing her. She remembered Solomon telling her that you never know more clearly what you do want than when you are living something that you don’t want. But Sara loved Solomon’s different way of explaining it to Annette: When a new desire is born within you, it is always answered. You just have to figure out how to let it in. I like to call this the “Art of Allowing,” Solomon continued, the “Art of Letting It In.” “Letting what in?” Annette asked. Letting in all that you consider to be good: clarity,



life force, well-being, health, balance, focus, abundance, Seth, back in the tree house . . . “So you’re saying that it’s a good thing that a bad thing happens, like Seth being banished, because it makes us want what we had in the first place even more? Exactly! “Well, wouldn’t it have just been better if he had never been banished to begin with?” Well, it may seem so, but not really, because this new contrast causes you to define, more clearly than ever before, what you desire. And without the contrast you would miss all of the fun of focusing it back into place. And you would miss the motion forward into an even better place. Annette didn’t look convinced. “I don’t know, Solomon—” You see, girls, the best part of your wonderful physical life experience is figuring out new things that you desire. You are like pioneers, out here on



the leading edge of thought. You get to decide the direction that you would like to go—and then, all kinds of Universal forces assist you in making it happen. Sara smiled as she listened. She remembered Solomon explaining all of this to her before, and he had called those Universal forces, the “fairies of the Universe.” Solomon looked at Sara. You might call them the fairies of the Universe. Sara giggled. She loved it when Solomon read her mind. “I still don’t get it,” Annette whined. “It just seems to me that—” As a result, of what has happened here, Solomon asked, if you were speaking directly to the fairies of the Universe, what would you tell them that you would like them to do? “We want Seth to be able to come back to the tree house.” Annette whined. Good, Solomon replied.



“But Solomon, isn’t that just putting us right back where we were in the first place, I mean—”You are right about that, Annette. So now I will ask you, is there anything more you might ask for? “We want Seth’s body to heal,” Sara added. “Yes, but Solomon,” Annette protested again, “we’re still just right back to where we were before. Like, what’s the point of getting hurt so that you can heal, or getting banished so that you can get unbanished. I don’t get it!” Sara frowned. Annette was making a good point. Well, girls, why don’t you think about it for a while. The first step is to see if you can discover any new desire that goes beyond just getting you right back to where you were before: What do you now want more than ever before? And meanwhile, I think I’ll ponder all of this from a broader view. And with that, Solomon lifted, with his powerful wings, and flew away. The girls sat looking at each other. “Thanks a lot, Solomon, you’re a big help,” Annette



teased. “Yeah,” Sara said, smiling. “What do we now want?” Annette repeated Solomon’s words. “I want Seth to come back!” Sara began. “I want him to be all healed,” Annette added. “And no scars,” Sara said. “And I want his parents to leave him alone and let him do what he wants.” “Yeah,” Annette added. “I want adults to stop treating us like children. I mean, we know a lot more than they give us credit for.” “Yeah,” Sara added. “And to trust us more.” “And to listen to our ideas more.” “To not boss us around so much.” “To let us be free!” Sara and Annette sat looking at each other. “Well, I guess we did get clearer about what we want. I mean, I guess I’ve thought of all of those things before, but never so clearly as now,” Annette said. “I know,” Sara said. “That was neat.”



Solomon glided in from across the river and swooped down onto the platform next to the girls. Well, girls, from the rockets I witnessed shooting out of this tree house, I’d say your desires have reached a bright new level. I’d say you have done an excellent job of Step One. Sara and Annette smiled. And now, girls, let’s work on Step Three. “Step Three?” Annette said. “What happened to Step Two?” Step Two is not your work, Annette. Step Two is the work of the fairies of the Universe. Here’s how it works: Step One is: You ask. Step Two is: The fairies of the Universe answer. And Step Three is: You must be in the receiving mode of what you are asking for. You see, girls, the wonderful contrast of your time and place causes desires to bubble up within you. And once a desire is born, even if you don’t speak it with your words, the fairies of the Universe hear it and immediately go to work on answering your desire.



“Solomon, do they always answer?” Yes, Annette, without exception. “Solomon, that doesn’t seem right. I mean, there are lots of things that lots of people are asking for that they aren’t getting.” Well, Annette, if that is true, it can only be for one reason. They must not be in the receiving mode of what they are asking for. Sometimes it takes a little work to begin to let it in. But it is usually not as difficult as you believe that it will be. Keep reaching for a thought that feels good until you find one. And then reach for a thought that feels even better. Eventually, you’ll be in the place of letting it in. “But Solomon, what if we try and try and just can’t find one?” Then swing from your rope and think about other things. The most important thing is to let it in, so if you can’t feel good about one subject, then choose another subject that is easier. And remember, until you are certain you are in the



place of letting it in—don’t try to make anything happen with your action. Have fun with this, Solomon said. Then he suddenly lifted from the platform and flew away. “I guess we could swing,” Annette said softly. “I guess,” Sara replied quietly. Neither of them really liked the idea of swinging happily through the trees when Seth wasn’t there to enjoy it with them. “I guess moping around won’t help Seth.” “Yeah, I guess. You wanna go first?” Sara asked, untying the rope and handing it to Annette. “Okay,” Annette said, putting her foot in the loop at the bottom of the rope. She held the rope with her hands and stepped off the platform and soared silently out across the river. She didn’t hang upside down. She just swung quietly back and forth, back and forth. Sara watched from the platform and wondered why Annette didn’t perform her usual tricks. Then Annette excitedly pulled her foot from the loop and jumped onto the riverbank. “Sara, Sara!” Annette



called from down below. “I have an idea! Do you want to learn how to fly upside down?” Sara felt a surge of enthusiasm move through her. “Yeah!” she replied enthusiastically. “Okay, but you’ll have to come down here.” “Down there?” Sara felt disappointed. “I want to fly from up here.” “I know, and you will, but you have to start down here.” Sara climbed down the ladder. Annette was rolling up her pant legs. “What are you doing?” Sara asked. “We’ll have to wade out into the river. Sara, I learned to hang on the rope in a gymnasium. You have to practice just hanging first to get comfortable with the rope, before you can jump out of a tree and hang upside down. You have to learn the basics first, Sara, and then you can fly from the tree.” “Oh.” Sara was disappointed, but she was sure that Annette was right. “Annette, I don’t think it’s a good idea to wade out into the river. Some places out there



are a lot deeper than you think, and the current is stronger than it looks.” Annette looked out into the river. “I guess you’re right, Sara.” Sara liked it that Annette had trusted her opinion about the river, but now what would they do? “So now what?” Annette whined. “It’s too dangerous to hang upside down up there, and it’s too dangerous to hang upside down, down here.” “Well, we know what we don’t want,” Annette said slowly, as if she were trying to replay what she had just learned from Solomon. “We don’t want you to break your neck on your first rope trick, and we don’t want to wash downstream in the river. What we do want,” she said loudly, “is another rope. Sara, do you know of any other rope hanging around here anywhere?” Sara squinted her eyes trying to think. “Yes,” Sara said happily. “There’s a rope hanging in my backyard. It has an old tire hanging on it, but we could take that off.” “Let’s go,” Annette said with a smile. “Let’s go see your rope.”



The girls gathered their things and nearly ran all the way to Sara’s backyard. “Well, here it is,” Sara said, out of breath, as she dropped her things on the grass and right away began to tug on the knot that tied the tire. “What do you think? You think we can get this tire off?” “Oh, Sara, don’t bother with that. This rope isn’t big enough anyway. The rope has to be much bigger than this for you to hang on it. This won’t do. We’ll have to find another.” Sara felt such disappointment. She was ready to begin hanging upside down right now! “I guess we could ask the gym teacher if we could hang a rope up in the gym at school. I think that’s where Seth got the ropes he used in the tree house.” “Yeah, right,” Annette said sarcastically. “And about a year from now, after your parents have filled out, like, a thousand permission forms, and the school has purchased the proper insurance and nets and hired professional spotters, you’d have your first fun time on the rope.” “Well, it sure is easy to figure out what won’t work



and what we don’t want. I guess we should try what Solomon was talking about. I guess we should talk about our new desire.” “We want a rope, and we want it now!” Annette said, laughing. “We want a great big rope,” Sara added, playfully. “We want a great big, silky, smooth rope,” Annette added. “We want it to be hanging from a tree or . . .” “Or from a bridge . . .” “Or from the sky . . .” The girls laughed. “Yeah, that’s it. We need a giant hook in the sky,” Annette said. “A giant hook!” Sara exclaimed. I know where there’s a giant hook. I know where there’s a giant hook with a giant rope hanging from it. It’s in the barn. It’s in the Wilsenholms’ barn. I remember now! I saw it when I was getting the ladder to save Mrs. Wilsenholm’s kitten!” “Where is this barn, Sara? Let’s go!”



“This is great fun,” Sara said. “I mean, we’re doing just what Solomon said: First, we figured out what we didn’t want, like me falling from the rope and breaking my neck or washing downstream, which helped us to know more clearly what we did want. And the more we thought about it, the clearer it got, until we even figured out where the perfect rope is to practice on. Now, all we have to do is make sure we’re letting it in. Well, it feels like we’re letting it in, doesn’t it?” I mean, I thought it was pretty amazing that you remembered the rope in the barn.” “But when I think about going to the Wilsenholms’ barn without asking, that feels really uncomfortable. And when I think about asking if we can go there, that feels uncomfortable, too.” “So now what?” “I think we might be taking action too soon. And it’s getting sort of late. Let’s meet at the tree house tomorrow. We’ll ask Solomon.” “Okay, see ya tomorrow.”



CHAPTER 21 Giving Birth to a New Desire



Sara had been thinking all night about the rope hanging in the Wilsenholm barn, and she could hardly wait to begin hanging upside down on it. At first, the only idea that really thrilled her was that of flying through the air, hanging upside-down with her arms stretched out in front of her, like she’d seen Annette do, but Sara had left those thoughts behind. And now she was fixated on the idea of getting into the Wilsenholms’ barn and learning all the tricks that Annette was ready to teach her, “learning the basics,” as Annette had said. The next day after school, Sara and Annette went to the tree house, and almost as soon as the girls sat down on the platform, Solomon glided down to join them. Well, hello, my little chickadees. I see a fresh, clear desire has been hatched. Sara and Annette laughed. “Oh, Solomon, are we glad to see you!” Annette



“Oh, Solomon, are we glad to see you!” Annette began. “We’ve hatched a new desire, but now we don’t know how to make it happen.” Well, that’s not really your job, Annette. In fact, it seems to me that you have already completed your most important work: You have given birth to the new desire. “But Solomon, we haven’t done anything! There’s still so much that needs to be done before—” Well, Annette, I agree that there is much more that will unfold here, but the most important thing has already happened. You have given birth to a clearly focused desire. Now, all you have to do is allow it. “Solomon, you make that all sound so easy. ‘Just allow it, just let it in’—but shouldn’t we do something?” Once your desire has been hatched, then the most important thing that you could do is to allow your desire. And you know you are allowing your desire whenever thinking about it feels good to you. And of course, you can also allow something by not thinking about it at all. Actually, the only time you are not allowing good things to come to you is when you are



feeling bad. If I were standing in your physical shoes, I would do anything I could think of that makes me feel good when I’m doing it. “So, you wouldn’t be running all over town trying to find a rope to hang from?” Well, I might be doing that, if that were a fun thing to do. But if it wasn’t fun, I’d be doing something else. I’ve noticed that once your desire has been launched, if you are happy, the pieces just seem to fall into place. You practically trip right over them. The path continually unfolds before you. I seem to remember, Sara has witnessed that a time or two. When Sara heard her name, she jumped a little. As Solomon had been talking, she had been deep in thought about the seemingly miraculous things that had happened to her and Seth. So many happy endings, to what seemed like impossible situations, had resulted from them looking for things to feel good about—and not trying so hard to make things happen. But those had been much bigger problems than just trying to find a



rope to hang upside down on. “Solomon,” Sara asked, “does this all work better if it really matters a lot?” Actually, Sara, it always works, whether your desire is big or small. But I have noticed that when your desire is greater, you do tend to work harder on feeling good. And the better you feel, the faster it works—because the better you feel, the more you are allowing your desire to be answered. Thinking about what you want—and why you want it—is usually a good tool to get you in that place of allowing quickly. Annette spoke very slowly, carefully choosing every word: “We want to find a strong, thick hanging rope —because I want to show Sara how to safely hang upside-down.” Very good, Annette, Solomon said, smiling. “And I want to find a strong, thick, secure hanging rope—because I want to learn to hang upside-down, because I want to fly on the rope like Annette does,” Sara added, enthusiastically.



“And because there are so many really fun things to do on the rope that I haven’t done in a long time,” Annette added. “And because I want to learn to do all of those fun things, and because I want to fly on the rope when Seth comes back,” Sara said, grinning. Sara and Annette beamed, almost breathless from their little rampage of enthusiasm. Solomon smiled. Well, girls, you certainly have been practicing the Art of Allowing here. And did you notice how good it felt, just to think about what you want, and that you didn’t actually have to be doing it right now, in order to feel good? “Yeah, Solomon, it was pretty much fun. And doing it will really be fun.” It surely wil be fun, Sara. I surely do agree. And it is being fun. And now, I believe I will go enjoy the evening sky. I have enjoyed our chat, my fine featherless fiends. “Did he say fiends?” Annette laughed, as Solomon lifted into the sky.



“Yes, he did.” Sara laughed. “He’s so funny.” Sara and Annette each took a turn on the rope. Sara went first and landed perfectly on the riverbank below, and then she stood back up against the tree to watch Annette’s flight, watching every detail of Annette’s perfect technique. For a moment, she felt a little impatience rising within her. She could hardly wait for her turn at flying upside down. Uh-oh, she thought, I’m not letting it in. She could feel that this type of impatience didn’t feel very good. “Well, it won’t be long before I’m flying like that!” Sara said, right out loud— and the uncomfortable feeling softened. “Look at how beautiful she is,” Sara said. “She is so nice to be willing to teach all of this to me.” With those words, the uncomfortable feeling went away altogether. Sara felt wonderful! Annette did her usual perfect dismount, and then the girls gathered their things and wound their way down the path. It was really not very far from the tree house back to the paved street, but the path took all kinds of interesting turns, and it always felt like a fun adventure. They happily walked and chatted their way along,



knowing every log to jump over, and every bush to duck under, along this densely wooded and very shaded path. They popped out of the shadows onto the roadway, both squinting as their eyes adjusted to the bright light. “Watch out!” Annette shouted, as both girls came to a screeching halt, barely avoiding a collision with someone crouching down on the roadway, right at the entrance to their path. “Mrs. Wilsenholm!” Sara shouted. “Are you all right?” “Oh yes, Sara.” Mrs. Wilsenholm laughed. “I’m all right. It’s such a beautiful day, so I decided to walk to the market. But I always buy more than I plan to, and the bottom just fell right out of my bag. Oh, dear, I seem to be scattered all over the place.” Sara and Annette gathered the scattered cans and bottles and oranges. It was no wonder the flimsy bag had broken. “We can use our book bags,” Sara offered. “If we put some of your things in each bag, there should be enough room for all of this.” “That’s a great idea,” Annette agreed.



Mrs. Wilsenholm watched Sara and Annette carefully stash her scattered groceries into their book bags. “Well, you girls have certainly saved me, today. Sara, it seems that you come to my rescue rather regularly. I don’t believe I’ve met your friend.” “Oh, I’m sorry,” Sara said. “Mrs. Wilsenholm, this is my friend, Annette. Annette, this is Mrs. Wilsenholm.” Annette smiled politely, and looked at Sara. Both girls managed to outwardly appear poised and polite, while inwardly they were turning cartwheels. Solomon had just told them that the pieces to the puzzle would just show up—that sometimes you seem to just trip right over them —but this was too much! The girls hiked the book bags up onto their backs, and the three of them walked down the country road together. Sara smiled as she thought about what an odd threesome they would appear to anyone passing by, but no one did pass by. “Your bags are wonderful,” Mrs. Wilsenholm said. “What a good invention. We didn’t have anything like that when I was a girl, but then, we didn’t tote a cartload



of books home either. My, my, your bags must be very heavy, though. I’m so sorry to have troubled you.” “Oh, no, ma’am, they aren’t too heavy. These backpacks are made to carry heavy things. We’re glad to help you.” “What a beautiful place this is,” Annette said, as Mrs. Wilsenholm opened the gate, and the odd threesome made their way down the entry path. “This is so beautiful!” Annette said, again. “It’s like a park. This is so beautiful.” Annette didn’t realize how much she had missed the well-tended lawns and flower gardens of her former life in the city. The people in Sara’s little mountain town were rather practical in their approach to life. Most managed to keep the weeds down by occasionally mowing or turning goats or horses loose to graze, but a manicured lawn was a rare thing. And, for the most part, the only flowers there were wild ones that grew randomly, with no care given by anyone. Annette’s eyes passed over Mrs. Wilsenholm’s lovely grounds, eagerly devouring every detail. She felt as if she just couldn’t take it all in fast enough.



Mrs. Wilsenholm beamed. She took great pride in her gardens and lawns, and it was wonderful to feel Annette’s genuine appreciation for them. “Well, I’m glad you like my gardens, Annette. Most folks around here don’t seem to care much about them. But then, I guess I didn’t really plant them for anybody else, anyway, did I now? Leave your bags on the porch here, and come and walk with me. I’ll give you the grand tour.” Sara smiled to herself. Annette and Mrs. Wilsenholm are certainly hitting it off well, she thought. “Come around to the back, girls. I’ll show you my lily pond and my herb garden.” Hmm, Sara thought. I didn’t know she had a lily pond or an herb garden. Sara felt a little pang of sadness move through her as she realized she had not taken any great interest in Mrs. Wilsenholm’s beautiful gardens. As she watched how happy Annette’s interest was making Mrs. Wilsenholm, Sara wished she had been more aware. Annette walked, listened, pointed, and exclaimed at one beautiful thing after another. Sara followed along,



feeling little or no interest in the plants and such, but enjoying very much how much the two of them were enjoying all of it. “What’s going in over there?” Annette asked, pointing off in the distance toward the back of the property. “Well, I’ve finally convinced my husband to put in a swimming pool,” Mrs. Wilsenholm said. “I’ve wanted one for years. There’s just nothing as good for a body as to relax and move in the water. Gravity takes its toll on tired old bones, you know. Well, I guess you don’t know. But it does. In the water, you’re nearly weightless. I was quite a swimmer when I was your age.” “Did you compete?” Annette asked eagerly. “Oh my, yes,” Mrs. Wilsenholm answered. “I love that. Do you have trophies?” “I do. Quite a few, actually. I’m not sure just where they are these days, but I have a trunkload of them somewhere. Last time I saw that trunk, it was in the barn loft. Are you a competitive swimmer, Annette?” “No, ma’am, not swimming. Acrobatics. I’ve done it



since I was little. But I’d love to compete in swimming!” The barn! Sara shouted in her mind. Where is the barn? While Annette and Mrs. Wilsenholm were politely chatting on and on about swimming, Sara was feeling sudden panic, as she realized the barn was gone. “Mrs. Wilsenholm!” Sara blurted. “What happened to the barn?” “Oh, that old thing. Mr. Wilsenholm had it torn down, Sara. That’s where the swimming pool is going in.” Sara and Annette looked at each other. They both felt as if a big door had just banged shut before them. “Oh,” Sara said softly. “Well, I guess we should go,” Annette said. “Thank you so much for the tour, Mrs. Wilsenholm. Everything is very beautiful. I’ve loved seeing it all.” “Well, you come back, anytime, Annette. You too, Sara. You are most welcome in my gardens.” “Thank you,” Annette replied. Sara smiled and nodded. She was so overwhelmed with disappointment that she didn’t say anything. The girls walked down the path and out the big front gates.



“Well, I guess that’s that,” Sara said. “See ya at the tree house tomorrow?” Annette asked. “Yeah, see ya.”



CHAPTER 22 Being in the Receiving Mode



Sara sat quietly in the tree house, waiting for Annette and Solomon. She knew Seth wasn’t coming. It felt awful to Sara that she had adjusted to not expecting him. She never wanted to adjust to Seth’s absence. Boy, am I in a bad mood, Sara thought. “Are you up there?” Sara heard Annette’s voice from down below. “Yeah, come on up,” Sara replied. Annette climbed the ladder and stretched out on the floor across from Sara. Neither girl spoke. Sara laid on her back with her head next to Annette’s. “Well, Annette, you look about as ornery as I feel.” “I only hope I don’t look as ornery as I feel,” Annette said, laughing as she said it. “Sara, what’s wrong with us? This isn’t like us.” “Well, I think we were so sure that we had figured out



where we were going to get a rope to practice on that it was like, everything was cooperating with us, just like Solomon says. And then it was like, “Oh, Mrs. Wilsenholm, may we use the big rope hanging in your barn to learn acrobatics on? No, you may not, girls. And just to make sure that you understand that you may not, I’m going to have the whole barn knocked down!” Both girls began to laugh. Solomon silently glided down onto the tree-house floor. Hello, girls! Both girls sat up. “Hi, Solomon,” they said. It is important to realize that things are never working against you. All things are working for you at all times. “It did seem like things were working for us at first. I mean, it was amazing that we would run into Mrs. Wilsenholm right after I remembered the rope in her barn. But then—” Things are always unfolding for your benefit, girls —if you will allow it. Everything that you are asking



for is always being answered. There are only three parts to this wonderful equation of creation: One: Ask. Two: The Universe always answers. Three: You must be in the receiving mode. You must be a vibrational match to what you are asking for or you cannot let it in. You see, girls, when you decide, from the evidence you have collected, that things are not working out for you— in that very moment you are no longer letting it in. “But Solomon, the whole darn barn was gone!” Sara blurted, and then she laughed. Annette laughed, too. Solomon smiled. And if that barn were the only avenue through which your well-being could flow, you might have reason to be upset, Sara. But since there are endless avenues through which your wellbeing flows, being upset about the barn door closing, only keeps all other doors closed as well. Not only does the Universe have the ability to answer anything that you desire, but everything that you desire is always being factored in. Just



remember that anytime you are feeling negative emotion, you are, in that moment, not letting it in. You are not in the receiving mode. And, do you know, your not being in the receiving mode is the only thing that ever keeps you from anything you desire? “Wow!” Annette exclaimed. “That’s big!” Yes it is, Annette. It can be of value to pay attention to those wonderful signals that negative emotion offers. In other words, when you feel negative emotion, just stop and softly say to yourself, “I’m doing it now. Right now, I’m doing that thing that I sometimes do that keeps me from receiving the things that I desire.” Then laugh, and reach for thoughts that put you more in the receiving mode. “So Solomon, you’re saying that unless we do that thing we do that keeps us out of the receiving mode, then everything we desire will then happen?” Yes, indeed. Annette. You ask; the Universe answers—and all you have to do is let it in.



“That seems easy enough.” “Yep,” Sara replied. They felt so much better. “So, Sara, let’s make a pact with each other that we’ll be extra aware of letting it in. I want to always be in the receiving mode.” “Me, too.” “We need to tell Seth, too. I really miss him.” “Yeah, me, too.” The girls looked at each other. They had just stepped out of the receiving mode—and they both knew it. “I’m doing it now,” Sara said. “That was fast!” Annette said. “Almost as fast as we decided to always be in the receiving mode, we were out of the receiving mode. And now I’m doing it again.” “This is hard.” Sara laughed. “I’m doing it now!” The girls looked at each other. “Solomon, you make it sound simple to be in the receiving mode,” Annette said, “but it’s not that easy to do.” “We’re doing it now,” Both girls said at the same time. “Well, the good news is, we can tell when we’re not in



the receiving mode. That’s something. And if we can feel when we’re not in the receiving mode, we’ll be able to tell when we click back into it.” Sara said. “There must be all kinds of things we talk about that keep us in the receiving mode. And when we are in the receiving mode, everything we want can come.” It’s wonderful, when you think about it, girls: Good things—all the good things that you could ever want— are making their way into your lives. And all you have to do is let them in. “I’m good with that,” Annette said. “Yeah, me too.” Sara said. Be playful about it, Solomon advised. It will be great fun for you to be aware of when you are in the receiving mode. It’s fun to observe others, too. It is really rather easy to tell if someone is in the receiving mode or not. Well, I’m off. I’ll be seeing you. Annette and Sara watched Solomon lift off the treehouse floor and fly high into the sky. “Do you think Solomon always sees us?” Annette asked, softly.



“Yes, I think he does.” “Doesn’t that bother you? I mean, if he sees everything . . . ?” “Well, at first, I was bothered. But after a while I realized that Solomon loves me. His feelings for me don’t seem to change no matter what I’m doing or how I’m feeling. And so, now, instead of worrying about what he might think of me, I just feel good because I know he loves me. He loves you, too, you know.” Annette smiled. “Yes, I know.”



CHAPTER 23 Finding Thoughts That Feel Good



Nearly a month passed, and Sara and Annette did their best to pay attention to the way they were feeling. Both girls were getting very good at staying in the receiving mode. “Sara, I heard that your cat got run over yesterday,” teased Annette. “Oh, well, it’s probably for the best,” Sara answered, in fun. “I’ve heard that flat cats are very popular now.” “I also noticed that Pete’s Drugstore burned down last night.” “Oh, well, that’s probably for the best,” Sara answered. “I’ve been eating far too many candy bars, anyway.” “I heard your little brother ran away from home.” “Then it’s true! The Universe is answering my every desire,” Sara replied. “My world is now complete.”



Annette laughed. “Seriously, Sara, we’re getting pretty good at this, don’t you think?” Sara had to agree. With far less trouble than she would have ever believed, she had discovered that it was really quite easy to find thoughts that feel good. Especially since so much depends on feeling good. When Sara found herself missing Seth, she would quickly turn her thoughts to remembering an especially fun time or imagining one in the future. When she caught herself worrying about Seth’s wounds not healing well or about his parents forbidding him to come to the tree house, she would try to remember that all good things are coming. And since Sara and Seth and Annette were all asking, and since the Universe is answering, then it was only a matter of time before they would all be back in the tree house together again. “Let’s play a game,” Annette said enthusiastically. “Okay,” Sara agreed, having no idea what kind of game Annette was thinking about. Annette laughed. “Oh, Sara, I do love you. You are such a good friend. You’re up for anything, aren’t you?”



Sara smiled. She could tell by Annette’s enthusiasm that she knew she had a good idea. And Sara trusted Annette; Sara couldn’t imagine Annette suggesting anything that wouldn’t feel good. “What game?” “The eavesdrop game.” “The what?” “The eavesdrop game.” “I’ve never heard of that one.” Sara laughed. “Did you just make it up?” “Yes.” Annette grinned. “But listen, don’t you think it would be fun? We’ll go around town, you know, pretending to be minding our own business, but we won’t be. We’ll be listening in on what people are saying.” Sara looked at Annette. Sara had worked rather hard, especially lately, at minding her own business. This seemed like a pretty weird game. “We’ll call it the ‘Receiving Mode Game.’ We’ll just listen in and see if we think people are in the receiving mode of what they want or not.” Sara brightened. Now she understood what Annette



was talking about. “So, it isn’t really like sticking our noses into other people’s business. It’s more like gathering evidence of receiving?” “Right! Where do you think we should go?” Annette asked. “Pete’s Drugstore is a good place to start. There are always people at the soda fountain talking to Pete. And we can stand behind the magazine rack, and they won’t even know we’re there.” Sara and Annette climbed down the ladder from the tree house. “This is going to be great fun,” Sara said. The bells on the drugstore door clanged as the door banged shut behind them, causing both girls to jump a little, as if they had been caught sneaking in. “Hello, kids!” Pete said, as he continued to put more candy bars on the rack near the cash register. “What can I do for you today?” “Oh, nothing, not yet anyway,” Sara said quickly. “We just want to look around.” “At the comic books,” Annette added quickly. “We want to look at the comic books.”



“Well, you know where they are,” Pete said, as he opened another box of candy bars, paying very little attention to the girls. Sara and Annette ducked behind the magazine rack. “Why do I feel so sneaky?” Sara whispered to Annette. Annette laughed and covered her mouth with her hand. “Because, you are.” Both girls laughed. “There’s nobody in here,” Sara said. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen this place so empty.” The bells on the door clanged again as three ladies entered. “Let’s get a booth,” one of them said. The booths were at the back of the drugstore stretched out along one wall. Sara and Annette peered from behind the magazine rack. “Sit there! Sit there!” Sara whispered under her breath, hoping that they would sit close enough that she and Annette could hear them. Sure enough, a large woman squeezed into the first booth. “Yes!” Sara said triumphantly.



“Shush!” Annette reminded her. “We’re undercover here.” “My back is killing me,” the large lady said. “I don’t know what I’ve done to it. Doc says he can’t find any reason for it to hurt so much. The x-rays don’t show a thing.” Sara saw Annette take a notebook from her pocket. She wrote: “#1, focuses on what she doesn’t want.” “Well, it will probably be better before you know it,” a bright voice offered. “Sometimes these things just go as quickly as they came.” Annette wrote: “#2, tries to influence #1 back into the receiving mode.” “Not likely,” the large woman said. “Can’t remember when my back didn’t hurt. I guess I’m just going to have to get used to it. Pain medicine doesn’t work either. To tell you the truth, I don’t think my doctor knows what in the heck he’s doing.” Annette wrote: “#1 doesn’t seem to want to get into the receiving mode.” Sara laughed as she read, and covered her mouth with her hand.



The waitress stopped by the table to take their order. Sara and Annette looked at each other. They were pleased to get such good evidence already. After the waitress left the table, Sara and Annette heard someone else begin speaking. “Elizabeth, did you tell Emily about your surprise?” Sara saw Annette write: “#3 changes subject. Feels better.” “Not yet, but I was about to,” the bright voice said happily. “I got the job. I’m moving to the city!” “The city?” the first woman asked. “Aren’t you afraid to move to the city all alone?” “Afraid? Of what?” the bright voice said, a little less bright now. “Well, you know how dangerous it is to live in the city. Don’t you watch the news? Terrible things happen in the city. Oh, I’m worried about you. I hope you’ll be all right.” “Oh, don’t worry,” Liz said. “I’ll be fine.” But she didn’t sound fine. In fact, she sounded like a completely different person than she had only a few minutes ago.



Sara read, as Annette wrote: “#1 wins. #2 now out of receiving mode.” “Liz is always fine,” the third woman said. “Liz, you always do great, no matter where you are or what you’re doing. Has anything bad ever happened to you? No.” She answered her own question. “It hasn’t. Not ever! Liz, you lead a charmed life, and there is no reason for that to ever change. You have a wonderful opportunity here, and you deserve it. I’m so happy for you, and I just know you’re going to have a wonderful time. I’m so proud of you!” Sara and Annette looked at each other. “Wow! What a blast of the receiving mode that was.” The girls were so amazed with this barrage of positive words that, for a moment, they forgot they were hiding. Both girls stood up to try get a look at whoever was spewing such wonderful words. “Find what you’re looking for, girls?” Pete shouted from behind the soda fountain. “Yes,” Sara said, “I mean, no, not really.” The girls scampered out of the drugstore.



“Let’s wait here, Sara.” “For what?” “Don’t you want to get a closer look at them? To see if we can tell who said what?” “Oh, yeah, I do,” Sara answered. The girls sat on the bench in front of the town’s only bank and waited for the three ladies to finish their meal. Then the bells on the door of the drugstore clanged again as the three women came back out onto the street. They stood in front of the drugstore for a few minutes, exchanging a few more words that Sara and Annette couldn’t hear, and then they went their separate ways. Then, one of them turned and walked toward Sara and Annette. She was a slender, happy-looking woman, wearing a pretty, bright-flowered dress with a pretty purse slung over her shoulder. She walked, or rather floated, down the street, and as she passed Sara and Annette, she said to them, “Well, girls, have you ever seen a prettier day?” “No, ma’am,” Sara and Annette said at the same time. “Me, too,” the woman said. “Aren’t we the lucky



ones?” “We sure are,” Annette said. Sara watched as Annette made another notation in her book: “#3 still in receiving mode. Wants to pass it on to others.” “Oh, darn it.” Sara and Annette heard a disgruntled voice coming from a car across the street. They weren’t surprised to see the large lady from the drugstore. She was standing next to a car with the door open. Her sleeve seemed to be caught on the door latch, and she was tugging at it awkwardly. “Well, now, I’ve torn my dress. That’s just great.” Sara and Annette giggled softly to each other. Annette wrote in her book: “Things aren’t getting better for #1 yet. Still not in receiving mode.” “Look out!” someone shouted. Sara and Annette looked up to see an empty grocery cart rolling across the parking lot, headed right for #1’s car. She sat frozen behind the steering wheel, helpless to do anything about it. She covered her face with her hands, crying, “Oh no, my husband will kill me!”



As soon as Sara realized what was happening, she had started to run toward the cart, and she intercepted it just before it reached the woman’s car. The woman sat tensed, waiting for the inevitable crash, and when it didn’t come, she uncovered her face to find Sara smiling in her car window. “Hi,” Sara said softly. “This cart almost got you.” “Hey, lady, I guess it’s your lucky day,” someone who had witnessed the whole thing, called to her from the sidewalk. “I don’t think so,” the woman said sarcastically. “I don’t have any of those.” “Any of what?” Sara asked, thinking that the woman was talking to her. “Any lucky days. My cousin (I just had lunch with her) talks about how lucky she is all the time. Oh, she’s just full of lucky days. But not me. I don’t have lucky days.” “Well,” Sara said timidly, “how about a lucky moment? Maybe you could just start there.” As the woman looked at Sara’s sweet face, she felt her own tension lift, and she broke into a gentle smile.



“You know, sweetie, you may be right. Thanks to you, I certainly did have a lucky moment.” “Well, you have a good day now,” the woman said, as she turned the key to start her engine. A song blared from her radio. “Well, what do you know,” the woman said, looking at Sara. “That’s my favorite song.” “Hey,” Sara laughed, “two lucky moments in a row. I think you’re on a roll.” The woman laughed. “Well, perhaps you’re right. Let’s keep our fingers crossed.” Sara crossed her fingers on both hands and held them up for the woman to see. The woman laughed. “I’m Sara,” Sara said, holding out her hand, as her mother had taught her, and shaking the woman’s hand. “I’m Emily,” the woman said. “In fact, I have a card. Well, it’s really my husband’s card, but I’ve written my name on it, too.” Sara took the pretty card and nearly dropped it as she read it: “#1 in Home Repair.” Oh, Annette, you’re not gonna believe this! Sara



thought to herself.



CHAPTER 24 It’s Nice to Have a Private Place



Annette had let Sara know that she wouldn’t be coming to the tree house for a few days, as her family was going to the city to visit her aunt, so Sara took her time walking home from school. She decided to stop at Pete’s Drugstore to get a candy bar. Sara paid for her candy bar, and as she opened the door of the drugstore to leave, Mrs. Wilsenholm walked in. “Oh, hello, Sara,” Mrs. Wilsenholm said. “I’m so glad to run into you.” Sara laughed, thinking about the last time they ran into each other, when she and Annette nearly ran right over Mrs. Wilsenholm on the path. Mrs. Wilsenholm knew exactly what Sara was laughing about, and she laughed, too. “These are a little better circumstances now, aren’t they, honey?”



“Yes,” Sara said, still smiling. “Sara, I couldn’t help but notice that you didn’t seem to be very happy about my new swimming pool. I want you to know that you and your nice friends are more than welcome to swim in it as soon as it’s completed. Everyone in town won’t be coming by, you understand? But I like you and that sweet girl. Annette? Is that right? And of course, your friend Seth. The three of you are most welcome. Unless you don’t want to come, of course. You do like to swim, don’t you, Sara?” “Oh yes, ma’am. That’s very nice of you. I’m happy that you’re building a swimming pool. I think it will be very nice for you. I just—” Sara’s voice trailed off. “What, dear?” “I was just so surprised that the barn was gone.” “Oh, that dilapidated old thing. That barn was as old as the hills. Nearly as old as I am.” Sara laughed. Mrs. Wilsenholm was really a very funny lady. “Sara, come in and sit with me and have a soda. I hate to sit alone. What would you like?” Mrs. Wilsenholm



headed for a table at the back of the drugstore, not waiting for an answer from Sara, but just assuming that Sara would follow right along. Sara followed her, and they slipped into a big booth at the rear of the drugstore. Mrs. Wilsenholm ordered a root-beer float. “Old Pete still makes the best float in the world,” Mrs. Wilsenholm said. “Would you like a float, Sara?” “Yes, please,” Sara smiled. It was hard to pass by on anything reported to be the best in the world. “Now, Sara, tell me, what was it about my old barn that was so important to you?” Mrs. Wilsenholm was beginning to feel like an old friend. It felt nice to have an adult be so completely interested in Sara’s interests. “Well,” Sara began, “Annette can swing . . .” Sara stopped right in the middle of her sentence. Suddenly, it didn’t seem so wise to tell the owner of the trees that they were swinging from that one of them was hanging by her knees upside down over the river. What if this information made Mrs. Wilsenholm feel guarded? What



if all of them were banished from the tree house? “Go on, Sara. What is it that your friend Annette does?” “Well,” Sara stalled, trying to decide how to approach this delicate subject, “Annette is a gymnast. She’s really very good at it. She can . . . she said she would teach me some of the tricks she can do, but first we needed to find a large sturdy rope. And I remembered seeing one in your barn. We thought we would ask you if we could practice there, sometimes, but the barn isn’t there anymore, so I guess that’s that.” “Well, now, Sara, that seems like a rather simple problem to solve. We don’t need a barn to hang a rope in, now, do we? Not with all of these trees around here. I’ll tell you what, honey, I’ll ask Mr. Wilsenholm what became of that big old rope, and we’ll just find a place to hang it. I’ll bet your friend Seth could find a place for you over by your tree house.” Sara jumped as Mrs. Wilsenholm spoke. It felt strange to have anyone except Sara and Annette and Seth, talking about the tree house. The waitress brought



the root-beer floats. Sara immediately began sipping on her straw, trying to hide her uneasiness about Mrs. Wilsenholm’s casual mention of the tree house. “I walk there quite often,” Mrs. Wilsenholm continued. Sara could hardly believe what she was hearing. Mrs. Wilsenholm goes to their private tree house? Mrs. Wilsenholm noticed Sara’s uneasiness. “I usually go there while you kids are in school. There’s a large, flat rock at the river’s edge that I particularly enjoy. It’s a good place to sit and be still. There’s nothing like the feel of water moving by to lift one’s spirits. I never go there when I think you and your friends might be there, Sara. I know how important it is to have a private place to be.” Sara took a deep breath and then sucked on her straw again. “Isn’t that a good root beer float?” “Yes, it is,” Sara answered. “Thank you so much for inviting me.” “I saw a very big owl in the tree house last week,



Sara.” Mrs. Wilsenholm said, carefully studying Sara’s reaction as she spoke. “Have you seen it?” Sara choked as she drank. She put her napkin over her face as she tried to compose herself. She could not believe what she was hearing. “It’s really a beautiful thing. It flew out across the river and then right up into your tree house, and then it swooped right down to the river, right past where I was sitting. It was as if it was looking me over. And then it flew right back up into your tree house. Have you ever seen it, Sara?” “Oh, yeah,” Sara said, trying to sound calm and not very interested. “I’ve seen it around.” “Hmm.” Sara held her breath. “That’s what I love about the country, Sara. There are so many beautiful birds and animals that live all around us. They’re wary of us humans, and well they should be. But it’s nice how we all get along. I like to think that this world is big enough for all of us. I like sharing my trees with you and your friends, Sara, and with that owl, too.”



Sara sighed a sigh of relief. That felt too close, she thought. And then she thought, I sure do like this lady. Sara sucked the last drop of her delicious root-beer float from the bottom of her glass, making a very loud slurping sound. Mrs. Wilsenholm did the same thing at the same time. They both laughed. “I’ll ask Mr. Wilsenholm about the rope tonight, Sara. We’ll figure out how to get it up in the tree, once we find the rope.” Sara wanted to find the words to somehow tell Mrs. Wilsenholm that she really didn’t want anyone going to the tree house to hang the rope. But how could Sara tell Mrs. Wilsenholm that someone wasn’t welcome on her own property? “On second thought,” Mrs. Wilsenholm added, “maybe it’s better if nobody else goes over there. No point in everyone in town knowing about your secret place.” Sara felt relief. And then surprise. Mrs. Wilsenholm seemed to be reading her mind. “Well, we’ll figure something out, Sara. I’ll let you



know, once we find the rope.” “Okay, thanks,” Sara said. “And thank you for the best root beer float in the world.” “You’re welcome, honey. I’ll see you later.”



CHAPTER 25 An Allowing Owl



“Solomon, did you know that Mrs. Wilsenholm knows about you?” Why does that surprise you so, Sara? “Because, Solomon, you’re supposed to be a secret. I thought that Seth and now Annette were the only ones who knew about you besides me.” Mrs. Wilsenholm must have been about your age, Sara, when we first met. “What!? You knew her when she was a girl?” Her name is Madeline, you know. Everyone called her Maddie back then. She was quite a tomboy, Sara. These trees weren’t quite as big back then as they are now, but still, she spent a great deal of time in the top branches of these old trees. Her father owned the sawmill and lumberyard, and before he died, he left it to Mrs. Wilsenholm and her husband.



“Solomon, how did Mrs. Wilsenholm, I mean, Maddie, how did she meet you?” I think it would be a good idea if you ask Maddie to tell you about that. Sara felt disappointed. She really wanted to hear more about how Solomon had known Mrs. Wilsenholm when she was a young girl. Sara had felt reluctant to admit her own relationship with Solomon to Mrs. Wilsenholm. Solomon had been such a well-guarded secret for so long that it felt wrong to begin speaking openly about him to anyone else. I’ll talk to you later, sweet girl, Solomon said, stretching his wings, getting ready to fly away. “Solomon, wait,” Sara said quickly. Solomon folded his wings back against his body and looked lovingly at Sara. “Solomon, how many other people in town know about you?” Oh, I suppose there have been quite a few, over the years, Sara. But most of them no longer remember our encounter. Some of them never



recognized me at all; others knew me and then, in time, forgot all about me. “I’ll never forget you, Solomon!” Sara cried out. “How could anyone ever—” Maddie is one of those rare ones, like you, Sara, with whom I have an eternal connection. She has an eternal connection to you, too. Have a wonderful evening, Sara. Solomon flew up into the sky and out of view. Sara sat on the floor of the tree house. Her head was spinning with all of this new information. She couldn’t decide what to do next, or even how to feel. She wanted to find Seth and tell him everything that she had learned; this felt like such big information, too big to keep all to herself. I have an eternal connection to Mrs. Wilsenholm? Sara thought. That’s weird. I wonder what Solomon meant? Is that why Mrs. Wilsenholm keeps showing up just at the right time to help us? “Sara! I’m so glad you’re still here. I thought maybe I’d miss you!”



“Seth! Seth! Am I glad to see you! What in the world are you doing here? I thought you weren’t supposed to be here! Won’t you get in trouble? Oh, Seth, I’ve missed you! I have so much to tell you!” Sara looked at Seth. It was so good to see him. “Seth, you’re all better. I can’t even see where your cuts were. Seth, you didn’t get any scars!” “Nah,” Seth answered nonchalantly. “I never get scars.” Sara smiled. There was so much to talk about. “When I got home from school today,” Seth continued, “my mother said that my dad had called and said that I should meet him and Mr. Wilsenholm over at the stables, to do some sort of chore for them. So I went to the stables, and my dad gave me a gigantic rope and said that I was to take it to Mrs. Wilsenholm. My dad said that he had offered to take it to her in the ranch pickup, but that Mr. Wilsenholm made a very specific point that Mrs. Wilsenholm wanted me to bring it to her. So, my dad said, “She’s the boss. It’s not my job to question her.” So he told me to take her the rope and do



whatever she wanted me to do with it. Something about how she had a project for me that might take a few weeks after school, if I was willing. And then my dad looked me right in the eye, and said, ‘And you are willing, aren’t you, son?’” Sara began to laugh. In fact, she couldn’t stop laughing. Seth grinned, enjoying Sara’s uncontrollable laughter. “Sara, Sara, what’s so funny? Tell me, Sara, what’s so funny?” “Oh, boy, do I have a lot to tell you,” Sara said, still laughing, but trying to stop. “She’s one of us, Seth.” “Who is? What do you mean?” “Maddie. Mrs. Wilsenholm. She’s one of us. She knows about Solomon, Seth. She’s known about Solomon since she was our age.” “Sara, what in the world?” Seth just couldn’t imagine what Sara was going on about. “Seth, think about it. Think about how Mrs. Wilsenholm keeps popping up in our lives at just the right moment. Remember how she saved our tree house



and the trees?” “Yes,” Seth said hesitantly. “And remember how it was her idea that your dad be the ranch foreman?” Seth nodded. “Yes, that’s right.” “And now, look at this. Not only did she manage to fix it so you’re allowed back in the tree house, she got your father to order you here. Oh, Seth, she is just the most amazing woman. And she’s one of us, Seth! She knows about Solomon.” “Sara, how do you know all of this?” “I keep bumping into her, literally. It seems like everywhere I go, she’s there. And she invited me to have a root beer float with her, and she told me that she comes to the tree house really often, but not when us kids are here, because she knows we like our privacy. And that she has been coming to this place in the woods for years. And she said that she saw a big owl in our tree house—and she asked me if I had ever seen it.” “Solomon?! She saw Solomon?” Seth asked. “Yes, and when I told Solomon that she’d seen him,



he didn’t blink an eye. He just calmly said, ‘Oh yes, Maddie and I have been friends for years.’ He said lots of people in this town knew about him when they were kids like us, but most of them don’t remember. But Mrs. Wilsenholm still remembers.” “Sara! Seth! I am so glad you’re here!” Annette shouted breathlessly as she climbed up the ladder to the tree house. “Annette, you’re back! This is so great! Did you have a good time? Oh, Annette, you’re not going to believe what’s happened.” “Tell me. What’s going on? Seth, what are you doing here? Aren’t you going to get in trouble? Look at you. You’re all better. Seth, you look so good.” Seth began to laugh. The girls were both talking so fast. It felt so nice for all three to be back together again. “Not only will I not be in trouble,” Seth spoke slowly and deliberately. “I have, in fact, been ordered to be here.” Sara nodded. “Oh, boy, Annette, do we have a lot to tell you!”



“Sara, you got the rope!” Annette said, excitedly. “How’d you know?” Sara asked. “Because I saw it in the wheelbarrow down there!” Annette said, leaning over the edge of the railing and pointing down below. Sara and Annette stood, leaning against the railing, looking down at the long-awaited rope—and beamed at each other. “We did it!” they both said at the same time. “Yeah, what’s with this rope anyway?” Seth asked. “Where to start?” Sara said, shaking her head. “It was Solomon’s idea,” Annette chimed in. “Well, yeah, sort of,” Sara said. “We were in the tree house right after you got banished, and we were really missing you. We weren’t having any fun without you here. And when we asked Solomon what to do, he said (you know what he always says) to find a thought that feels better. But we couldn’t find anything about your not being here that felt good. Even when we tried to think happy thoughts about you, it just reminded us that you weren’t here. “So, Solomon said we should think about something



else. So, we took turns swinging from the rope. And then Annette got the idea that she could teach me how to fly upside down. And then she said that we needed to find a big thick rope so that I could practice hanging upside down before I jumped out of the tree to try it. And then, we sort of forgot about how sad we were that you weren’t here. And then it became our mission to find a big rope . . .” Sara’s voice trailed off. She began to laugh. Annette was laughing, too. “What’s so funny?” Seth asked. “Solomon is such a clever bird.” Sara said. Solomon swooped down from high up in the tree. Well, now, I see the gang’s all here. “Solomon, it worked!” “What worked?” Seth couldn’t figure out what they were all talking about. Of course it worked, Sara. It always works. “What always works?” Seth still didn’t understand. Everything always works. Solomon smiled. Anything and everything that you ever could want



always works out—if you’ll only let it. Sara and Annette sat smiling and listening. “It sure is easier to hear you say those words today, Solomon, than last month, when Seth was banished from this place.” Annette said. Solomon smiled. “Solomon, did you know, all along, how this would all turn out?” You will never be in a place where it has “all turned out,” because it is always in the process of becoming more. “But you know what I mean. Did you know that Mrs. Wilsenholm was going to fix it so that Seth could come back to the tree house?” Well, Sara, I didn’t spend any time trying to figure out how it would come about. But I did know that it would come about, because I know that whatever you ask for is always answered. You see, whenever you ask for anything, it is always given. It’s your job to let it in. “The Art of Allowing,” Sara added, smiling.



That’s right, Sara. There are three steps to achieving anything that you desire. Step One is: to ask for it. Step Two is: the answering. And Step Three is: you have to let it in. “Sounds simple enough,” Seth said. “So what’s the catch?” The catch? Solomon asked. “Yeah. It can’t be that simple, Solomon. I’ve asked for lots of things that I didn’t get. There are people all over the place who want things and are asking for them, who aren’t getting them. So what’s the catch?” Solomon smiled. Well, Seth, the “catch” is that when you are asking for something that you do not have, you are usually so aware that you don’t have it that everything about you is pulsing and oozing the feeling of not having it. And when you are radiating signals about not having something—you can’t let it in. You have to be radiating a signal that matches your own desire before you can let your own desire in.



Sara and Annette’s eyes flashed bright with new understanding. “Yeah, Seth, like, we wanted you to come back to the tree house in the worst way.” Annette said. Sara laughed. “In the worst way” sure did emphasize what Solomon had just said about oozing signals that are the opposite of your own desire. “We tried and tried to think happy thoughts about your being back in the tree house, but every time we tried, we just missed you more. So Solomon suggested that we find something else to think about,” Annette explained to Seth. “Yeah, so Annette got the idea that she could teach me how to swing upside down on the rope. And that really sounded fun to me. And don’t take this the wrong way, Seth, but we sort of got so excited about getting a big rope and hanging it up someplace that we sort of forgot how much we missed you.” “Yeah, and then finding the rope didn’t turn out to be all that easy, so we had to really think about that, and then other things to think about just kept showing up. It



isn’t that you weren’t important, Seth. We just got a little distracted for a while.” Solomon interrupted. The most important thing to understand is that once you have asked, all kinds of things come into place to give you what you have asked for. You don’t have to continue to ask again and again. It is best when you realize that once you have taken Step One (the asking) your work is to jump right to Step Three (the allowing). “But, what about Step Two?” Seth asked. Step Two is not your work. “Well, whose work is Step Two?” Seth asked. That is the work of the Law of Attraction, Creative Life Force, God Force, the fairies of the Universe. All manner of unseen forces of well-being converge to accommodate you in whatever you are asking for. Sara, Seth, and Annette sat quietly. Solomon’s words felt so wonderful, so comforting—and so sure. Step Three, Solomon continued, is what you are always working on. Putting yourself in the place of



letting in what you have been asking for. “And we do that by?” Seth still wanted more explanation from Solomon. By not doing that thing that you do that doesn’t let it in. Sara and Annette began to laugh. Seth laughed, too. “That thing we do? What thing? Solomon, what do you mean?” Well, actually, it is quite a few things. But you always know whenever you are doing it, because you are feeling negative emotion at the same time that you are doing it. You see, kids, whenever you are feeling any negative emotion like fear or anger or blame, you are, in that moment, focused on the exact opposite of something you want. So you cannot be in the mode of allowing what you do want if you are oozing the vibration of what you don’t want. “So,” Sara said, excitedly, “when we were sad because Seth couldn’t come to the tree house, we were doing that thing. But when we got interested in something else that didn’t make us feel bad, then we weren’t doing



that thing, so . . .” “We could let in what we did want,” Annette finished Sara’s sentence. Well, kids, I think you’ve got it, Solomon said. It would require many hours of concentration just to be aware of how many remarkable things have come into place and how many intentions that you have launched over the past few weeks have come into being. It seems like magic to some, like miracles to others, like good luck or good fortune to others, but what always has happened is, somehow, consciously or unconsciously, deliberately or indeliberately— you have to let it in! “Think about it, Sara,” Annette said excitedly. “Almost as soon as we started looking for the rope, amazing things began to happen.” Well, actually, kids, amazing things begin to happen the moment that you launch your desire. They begin even while you are right in the middle of your dilemma or problem or disaster. But you cannot



see the evidence of all of this help that is lining up for you until you stop doing that thing you do—and let it in. “Hmm,” Sara pondered, leaning back against the tree. They all sat there feeling wonderful. “We’re such lucky ducks,” Annette said. “Well, I don’t mean lucky, I mean . . .” Feeling lucky is a good way to feel, Annette. Feeling lucky is certainly a match to letting in what you desire. Whether you are feeling lucky or blessed or appreciative, or just plain happy—you are letting in all that you consider to be good. But when you feel unlucky or sad or overwhelmed or angry or blameful or guilty or any of those badfeeling emotions—in that moment, you are not in the receiving mode. Yes, “lucky” is a very good way to feel. I don’t know about ducks, however. Solomon smiled. Well, kids, I’m off. I’ll leave you here to count your blessings. “Bye, Solomon, we’ll see you tomorrow!”



I’m such a lucky owl, Solomon said as he lifted from the platform. All three kids burst into laughter. You’re right, Annette, Solomon called back, it just doesn’t have the right ring to it. Let’s see, what rhymes with owl? Howling owl. Not quite right. Allow. Allowing owl! I am an allowing owl, I am an allowing owl, I am an allowing owl. Much better! I think I like it!



CHAPTER 26 Releasing Worrisome Thoughts



Sara sat in the tree house waiting for Seth and Annette to join her. She leaned lazily back up against the tree, looking out across the river. She just plain felt good. She breathed deeply and stretched her arms up over her head and felt little shivers of pleasure move all the way up her spine. “I feel so great!” she called out from her perch. “I wish everybody in the world could feel as good as this, if only for a moment. They would never want to go back to feeling less.” It felt to Sara almost as if she were in a state of suspended animation. The earlier events of the day felt like long ago, almost as if they had happened to someone else, and she felt no impatience about the day continuing to unfold. Annette and Seth seemed to be taking longer than usual arriving at the tree house, but Sara felt not one bit of anxiety or impatience. This moment in time felt perfect. There was nothing that she



should be doing that she wasn’t doing, nothing that she wanted to do that she wasn’t doing, nothing missing, nothing needed—everything was just right. “Now this is how it’s supposed to feel,” Sara said right out loud. You are right, Sara, Solomon said as he landed on the platform next to Sara. The way you feel right now —that’s the way life is supposed to feel in every moment. Perfect and expanding. Enough, but becoming more. Satisfied, but eager for something else. Complete— but never, ever finished. Sara felt rapturous love pulsing through her as she looked upon her wonderful feathered friend. “Oh, Solomon, it feels so good to feel so good. Whatever has come over me?” Sara laughed as those words came out. Who you are has come over you, Sara. Or perhaps it is better to say, you are now allowing who you really are to be. This is your normal state of being. This is who everyone would be—if they could just let it be. “I know you’re right, Solomon, and I do want to just



let it be. I think everyone would want to let it be if they knew how good it feels, and if they knew how to do it. Why don’t we always feel this way, Solomon? Why does it seem so hard to just let it be?” Pretend that you are a beautiful gem, an aquamarine, like the beautiful blue ocean. Little by little, from exposure to the elements of your environment, a light coating of dust and hard water mutes the beauty of that which you are. And because of the unnatural coating, you don’t see out as clearly as you once did, and others cannot see you as clearly either. But with a little bit of work, you can easily remove the unnatural accumulation of sediment, and you can then shine as brightly as you ever did—and feel as wonderful as you ever did. As you sit in this clear, good-feeling place, it is easy to understand this—much easier than when you are sitting in an uncomfortable place. But just for a moment, imagine sitting here with a variety of thoughts moving through your mind: You are a young girl sitting in her tree house, waiting for friends. But instead of being lighthearted and clear



as you are today, imagine that you are weighted down by many things, sort of like the sediment on the gem. In other words, your favorite teacher is leaving the school and you feel bad about that. You saw boys fighting in the parking lot and you worry that it may escalate into something really serious, like things you have seen on television. You heard your father complaining about his boss last night after dinner, and you realized that he is not having a very good time at work lately. You heard that your friend’s mother is very sick and you feel bad for her, and even a little bit vulnerable yourself. Can you feel how, with each unwanted situation that you ponder, your joy is muted just a bit more? Now make a decision: “I may think about my teacher leaving later, but for now, I think I’ll remember my favorite thing about him. I may wish for things to be different with the boys fighting in the parking lot, but for now I think I’ll just mind my own business and assume they are working things out in their own way; I wish them well. I want my father to be happy at work, but all of that is really up to him,



and I’m sure he doesn’t need my help in figuring this out. He always figures things out. I want my friend’s mother to be well, but my worry helps not one bit. I think I’ll leave that to the work of her family or the doctors or the angels or to her Solomon.” If any worrisome thoughts remain, just say, “I don’t really have to think about that now. Maybe later, but not right now.” Try to imagine releasing each worrisome thought, one after the other. Another, another, and another. And with each release, you feel a little lighter, a little brighter, and a little happier, until eventually, without exception— you allow yourself to be the bright, clear, happy person that you naturally are. Everything that makes your life less than happy is because you are, whether you realize it or not, holding on to something that mutes the happiness. If you are angry . . . if you could just let it go, you would feel immediate joy. If you are sad . . . if you could just let it go, you would feel immediate happiness. If you have a headache . . . if you could just let it go, you would feel immediately wonderful.



Anytime you feel anything less than very, very good, it is because you have picked up some worrisome thought and you are continuing to carry it with you. You can stop right now—and put it down. Sara smiled. Everything that Solomon was saying made so much sense to her. And, in her clear, goodfeeling moment, she wondered why anyone would ever carry anything around that didn’t feel good. Well, sweet girl, I’ll talk to you later. Have a wonderful afternoon! Solomon seemed to be as light as air as he lifted, almost silently, from the platform and flew off into the distance. Sara smiled as she watched the ease with which Solomon moved through the sky. “That’s just how I feel,” she said out loud. “I love you, Solomon.”



CHAPTER 27 Intend to Feel Good



“Sara, are you up there?” Sara heard Seth’s voice from down below. “Yes, I’m here. I’m up here!” Sara shouted, leaning over the tree-house railing and catching a glimpse of Seth coming down the trail toward the tree house. Hmm, something’s up, Sara thought to herself. She could hear, in Seth’s voice, that something was going on, and she tensed a little bit, not sure that she even wanted to know what it was. She tried to collect her thoughts and hold herself steadily in the good-feeling place that she and Solomon had shared only moments before, but she could feel her light, happy feeling diminishing. “Sara, I think something sort of bad might be happening, and I don’t want you to be upset.” “About what?”



“Well, there’s a big crane up on the Main Street Bridge.” Sara had no idea what Seth was talking about. She couldn’t imagine why Seth thought that that would upset her. “Sara, I think they’re straightening up your leaning posts. I think they’re putting a new chain-link fence across the bridge.” “Oh,” Sara said. Sara’s mood had changed so swiftly that she almost felt dizzy. Leaving her coat and books right where they were, she scampered down the ladder. “Sara, I don’t think that’s a good idea. They’ve got everything all blocked off.” “I gotta go,” Sara called back. “Coming?” Seth had seen that determined look on Sara’s face before, and he knew there was no use trying to stop her. “Yeah, I’m coming,” he said, as he scampered down the tree. Sara was running fast, and Seth had to really run to keep up with her. There were many workers standing on the bridge, and



bright orange cones had been placed across the roadway to prevent any cars from passing. The giant crane was sitting right in the middle of the bridge, and Mr. Thompson, the town sheriff, was directing traffic. “Hey, you kids can’t cross here, today. You have to go around the block. I don’t want you getting run over or causing any trouble.” Sara stopped short. She wanted to shout back at him, “You’re the one making the trouble here, not me.” “Oh, man,” Sara whined, “why can’t they just leave things alone?” Sara felt awful. In fact, she couldn’t remember the last time she felt this bad. In fact, this felt especially bad, since only a few minutes ago she had been feeling so good. But it wasn’t easy to feel good when something really really important to you was being destroyed. “Come on, Sara, let’s go to the tree house. Let’s talk to Solomon. Maybe he can help.” Sara followed Seth back to the tree house. Her body felt so heavy she could barely drag herself down the trail. Her emotions ranged from feeling so angry she wanted to knock the sheriff



right into the river with her own two hands, to feeling absolutely powerless to do anything about it at all. And she felt embarrassed, mad at herself that in only a few short minutes she had gone from feeling the best she could ever remember feeling in her whole life to feeling as bad as she could ever remember feeling. Well, hello, my fine featherless friends, Solomon said, in a chipper voice, as he landed on the platform. A little sediment has clouded your clear view, Sara? Seth looked puzzled. He had no idea what Solomon was talking about. Why don’t you explain to Seth what I mean, Sara? Sara didn’t look up. About the last thing that Sara felt like doing was to explain to Seth about clear, bright aquamarine gems. Solomon sat quietly, waiting for Sara to begin. Seth was quiet, too. Sara scowled. She couldn’t find the beginning place. Well, Sara, maybe a good way to begin would be to tell Seth how the whole gem story came about. Tell him how you were feeling, and then tell him



about our gem conversation. “Well,” Sara began slowly, “I got here early today, so I sat here all alone for a while. And the longer I sat here, the better I felt. It was like I didn’t have a care in the world, and everything in my world felt just perfect. I felt so good. I felt like standing up and shouting it right out loud. I almost did. And then I wished that everybody could feel like that. I wished that I could always feel like that.” “And then Solomon told me that we would all feel like that if we weren’t finding all kinds of not-good-feeling things to think about. He said that we are all like beautiful, clear gems. Clear and bright and beautiful, but that over time, as we find things that we don’t like, things that we worry about, that it’s like, we get covered, little by little, with sediment. But that anytime we want, we can polish off the sediment and go back to that clear, good-feeling place.” Sara looked at Solomon. “That’s just how it happens, isn’t it, Solomon? Something happens. Something that we can’t do anything about. And we watch it happen. And it makes us feel bad. And sediment gets on us and



changes us. That’s why, as people get older, they’re less happy, isn’t it? They get all covered up with sediment.” That is how it happens, Sara. Little by little, people find things to worry about, and they feel less and less joyful as they find more and more things to worry about. But you know, Sara, it doesn’t have to be that way. You don’t have to let the sediment pile up on you, muting your clarity and your joy. If you polish your gem a little every day, you’ll remain bright and clear, and anyone can polish themselves off anytime they want to by reaching for thoughts that feel better. You don’t have to think thoughts that make you feel bad, Sara. There are plenty of other thoughts to choose from. “I know, Solomon, but I just think it’s rotten that they’re ruining my leaning perch.” Well, Sara, you can think that thought; you are certainly justified in thinking it, because there is truth to it: It is your leaning perch. And you have adored having it. And they are removing it. All of that is true. But the question I want you to ask yourself is: “How do I feel when I think it?” And if



the answer is, “I don’t feel good,” then choose another thought, and accumulate no sediment. “Like what?” You could think about how you have this wonderful tree house that really is so much more than the leaning perch was. You could think about how you can come here whenever you want to. Think about the swinging rope, or your friends, Seth and Annette, or about me, Sara, your dear, adorable, dead (turns out not-so-dead) allowing owl friend. Sara laughed. So did Seth. Think about how the river still flows, and how the sun still shines, and the rain still falls, and the food still grows, and the moon still rises, and how the tree house still stands. And think of all of the millions of other wonderful things that, if you had time to think about them, would make you feel good, because they are just the way you like them. And then that uncomfortable feeling will just lift right up off of you, leaving you bright and clear and naturally good-feeling. That’s who you are, Sara. Nothing else



will ever do for you. And in time, you will come to the place where nothing matters more than that you feel good. Looking at facts or pointing out truths will become far less important than finding thoughts that feel good. Sara was quiet. She felt better, that was certain, but there was something that was still troubling her. Solomon had helped Sara and Seth feel better about many things, and in each case, once they began to feel better, things seemed to turn around and the problem was fixed. She remembered when Mr. Wilsenholm was going to cut down the big trees where the tree house is, and how Sara and Seth really worked on getting into a betterfeeling place—and then how everything changed and the trees weren’t cut down. They were even given permission to play in the trees. She remembered how Seth’s father was planning to move Seth’s family out of town, and how Sara and Seth focused their clear thoughts from a good-feeling place, and then how miraculous things happened that allowed the family to remain in Sara’s mountain town. The list went on and on.



Finally, Sara’s question was clear: “But Solomon, you always help us to feel better and then things change for us. You’ve helped us fix so many things. How come we can’t fix this?” Solomon smiled. Sara, I have not been teaching you to fix things. What I have been teaching you is how to put yourself in a position, in a vibrational position, to allow your natural well-being to come to you. “But Solomon, they’re going to destroy my leaning perch. My favorite place. They’re going to ruin it.” Sara, how would you feel if several other kids from your town discovered your leaning perch and wanted to go there every day? Sara scowled. “I wouldn’t like that.” But what if they really like it? What if your leaning perch became their favorite place to be, also? “Oh, I get it, Solomon, you think I should be willing to share. I know, I should be willing, but—” Would you try to organize it so that you could all have your turn? Would you pass rules that say you



have to be a certain age or a certain size to lie in the eaning perch? Sara continued to scowl. “Solomon, I don’t get what you mean. That all sounds like way too much trouble. I’d probably just go somewhere else, but—” Sara, you are absolutely right. It would be too much trouble to try to organize everything in a way that would please everyone. I don’t think you could do it if you tried for a hundred years. But something that you can do, that really isn’t very hard at all, is to take your attention away from whatever it is that is bothering you and put your attention upon something that feels good. It does require some effort, especially in the beginning, but in time you get very good at turning your attention toward things that feel good. And before you know it, you do feel really good. “But Solomon, I still won’t have my leaning perch.” But Sara, isn’t the reason you want it only so that you could feel good? “Yes.”



And if you do feel good—well, isn’t that just as good? Sara was quiet. She could see that Solomon had a point. “But I thought you were teaching us how to get things to turn out the way we want them.” I am teaching you that, Sara. But getting things the way you want them is not about fighting others who want things differently. Getting things the way you want them is about finding thoughts that feel good so that you then allow, or let in, what you do want. Things always work out for the best. That is the way it is supposed to be. But, if you are fighting against something that you do not want, you aren’t allowing things to work out well for you. “So you’re saying that if I find thoughts that feel good, they won’t destroy my leaning perch?” I’m saying that if you find thoughts that feel good, you’ll feel good, and your learning perch will be a non-issue. “But, Solomon, I don’t want my leaning perch to be a



non-issue.” Sara felt agitated. Solomon smiled. What about making your happiness your main issue? Your only issue? “Nothing is more important than that I feel good.” “And what will happen to my leaning perch?” Whatever it is won’t matter to you. “Why not?” Because you’ll be happy anyway. Sara began to laugh. She could see that she wasn’t going to get anywhere with Solomon on this one. Sara, Solomon continued, people often believe that things have to be a certain way before they can feel good. And then, when they discover that they don’t have the power or the votes or the strength to make things be the way they need them to be, they resign themselves to unhappy, powerless lives. What I want you to come to understand is that all of your power is in your ability to see things in a way that keeps you feeling good. And when you are able to do that, you have the power to achieve anything you desire.



Everything that you desire is trying to make its way to you, but you must find the way to let it in. And you cannot let in what you desire when you do not feel good. Only in feeling good can you let in those things that you desire. Sara was quiet again. She was beginning to understand what Solomon meant. You live in a big world, Sara, with many other people who may want things to be different than you want them to be. You cannot convince them all to agree with you, you cannot coerce them to agree with you, and you cannot destroy all of those who do not agree with you. Your only path to a joyous, powerful experience is to decide, once and for all, that you intend to feel good, no matter what. And as you practice turning your thoughts to things that do feel good—now you have discovered the secret to life. “Thanks, Solomon. I think I get it. For now at least.” Anytime, sweet girl, anytime.



CHAPTER 28 Flying High



Sara’s eyes suddenly opened. It was as if something had awakened her. She lay there in the darkness, listening to see if she could hear anything, but the house was quiet. She looked at her bedside clock and saw that it was 1:11 a.m. It’s way too early to get up, Sara thought, and she pulled the blankets up over her shoulders and fell back asleep. Sara’s eyes suddenly opened. Again, it was as if something had awakened her. She looked at her clock: 2:22 a.m., the dim green lights on her bedside clock read. “Oh, well,” she sighed, turning over and falling fast asleep again. Sara’s eyes suddenly opened. She turned quickly to see what time it was. The clock said 3:33 a.m. Sara smiled. “3:33, this is too weird!” I wouldn’t say it is too weird, Sara. Not too much weird, and not too little weird—just the right amount



weird, and not too little weird—just the right amount of weird. Sara heard Solomon’s quiet voice whispering in the darkness. “Where are you?” Sara whispered. Meet us at the tree house. Sara heard Solomon’s quiet voice, again. Sara sat up in bed. She was wide awake now, but she wasn’t sure if she had been dreaming or if she really had heard Solomon’s voice. She looked at the clock. It still read 3:33. She jumped out of bed and pulled a sweatshirt and sweatpants right on over her pajamas. She put on her shoes and a coat and quietly opened her bedroom window. The moonlight was very bright. And as her eyes adjusted to the darkness, she had no trouble finding her way to the tree house. “Just the right amount of weird.” Sara laughed to herself. “I’m not sure everyone would agree with that.” As Sara approached the tree house, she could hear voices. It was Seth’s, and Annette’s voices. What in the world? Sara thought. “Seth, Annette, what are you doing here?” Sara called, as she climbed up into the tree house.



“Sara, it was the weirdest thing. I woke up at 1:11 and then at 2:22 . . .” “And then at 3:33,” Sara finished Annette’s sentence. “Me too,” Seth chimed in. This is really weird! And we both thought we heard Solomon’s voice telling us to meet at the tree house.” “This is soooooo weird!” Annette said, shivering as she spoke. “Just the right amount of weird.” Sara laughed. Just the perfect amount of weird, Solomon said, as he plopped down on the platform with the three of them. “Solomon!” they all said at once, in anticipation of what was about to happen. “Why are we all here?” Well, we’re not quite al here. We’ll wait for Maddie. We’ve been flying together on every full moon for many years now. It was her idea to invite you all to join us. “Maddie flies?” Sara blurted out. She could barely believe her ears. “But she’s a grown-up!” “Who’s Maddie?” Annette and Seth said at the same time.



“Maddie, you know, Mrs. Wilsenholm. Her name is Madeline, but they used to call her Maddie when she was our age,” Sara explained. Age has nothing to do with flying, Sara. Flying is about how light you feel. You cannot be weighted down with problems and worries and still fly. It is your pure spirit that soars, Sara. I know it seems to you that you have all joined me here in your beautiful bodies, but your bodies are actually still soundly sleeping in your beds. Tonight I will fly with the truest part of who you are. And we will have a wonderful time together. “You mean, we’re not really here with you?” Oh yes, you are really here with me. But your bodies are still fast asleep in your beds. “But Solomon, I’ve flown with you before. My body flew with you before.” You flew with me, Sara, but your beautiful body was tucked, snug and warm, in your bed. “But Solomon, I remember that I flew with you.” you did fly with me, Sara. And tomorrow you’ll



most likely remember tonight’s flight. When you are light, and free from worry, and in a happy place, allowing who you really are to be—you’ll remember. “Are we really going to fly, Solomon?” Annette asked. She just couldn’t stand it anymore. “I don’t care if my body comes or not, Sara, I just want to fly. How do we do this? Come on, let’s get going.” “What’s that?” Seth said, pointing out across the river. A large, white form seemed to be floating right toward them. “It’s Mrs. Wilsenholm!” Sara shouted. “Maddie, Maddie, it’s you. You’re flying!” “Well, I guess I am, Sara. And it’s a beautiful night for it, too. Would you like to join me?” Maddie asked, reaching out to take Sara’s hand. And without even thinking about it, Sara stepped off of the platform and floated right over to take Mrs. Wilsenholm’s hand. Sara reached back for Annette, and Annette reached back for Seth—and they all floated out over the river. “Yahoo!” Seth’s voice echoed down the river. “Can you guys believe what’s happening here?”



Annette called. “Can you believe this?” She repeated. “This is unbelievable!” Sara laughed. She remembered that feeling of amazement. Almost more than you can contain. And even now, she was feeling it again. “Sara, why don’t you show Seth and Annette what you remember about flying,” Mrs. Wilsenholm said. Sara said, “Well, I don’t remember there being much to it. All you have to do is decide where you want to go, and you just, sort of, go there. If you want to go up, look up. If you want to go down, stretch your toe downward, sort of pointing it in the direction of where you want to go, and down you go.” “Try it,” Mrs. Wilsenholm said, smiling. “Up!” Seth shouted, and up he zoomed. “Up, a little more,” he said, more softly, and up, a bit more, he floated. “I wish to go over there,” Annette said dramatically, pointing across the river—and across the river she went. “Me, too,” Sara said, and across the river she went. “I want to go up, now down, now up, now down!”



Seth shouted, enthusiastically, and up and down and up and down and up and down he went! He couldn’t stop laughing. “Boy, that’s a ride and a half,” he called to the girls. “You want to fly to the school?” Annette asked. “I do,” Seth agreed. “Me, too,” Sara agreed. And off they went, with Mrs. Wilsenholm following along behind. They floated up over the football field, waiting for Mrs. Wilsenholm to catch up with them. “Have you noticed, kids,” Mrs. Wilsenholm explained, “that whatever you decide causes an immediate response?” “Yes, this is so great!” Annette answered. “Did you notice that words are not required. Only a clear intent from you?” “Yeah,” Seth answered. “It’s like, whatever we want just happens.” “Join hands, and I’ll show you something quite interesting.”



Sara reached out and took Seth’s and Annette’s hands, and they reached out and took Mrs. Wilsenholm’s hands, forming a circle. “Now Sara, you decide to go up, and Annette, you decide to go down, and Seth, you decide to go sideways. On three: one, two, three!” “Nothing happened! Why didn’t anything happen?” “Now let go of everyone’s hands. Now, Sara, you decide to go up, and Annette, you decide to go down, and Seth, you decide to go sideways. “Oh!” they all exclaimed as Sara blasted up and Annette blasted down and Seth blasted sideways. Everyone laughed. Eventually they gathered back together in their floating circle. “You see, kids, when you’re floating singularly, and you’re clear about what you want, your own intentions are immediately acted on, because you’re in complete agreement with you. But when we were all joined as a group and intending different things, nothing happened.” “Now, join hands again, and now, let’s intend to go upward.”



Seth and Sara and Annette projected that intention— and up they rose. “Wow!” Sara said. “This is cool.” “When we weren’t in agreement, why didn’t we just all pull in opposite directions, Maddie?” Sara asked. “I mean, why didn’t we each get what we wanted and just tug at each other?” “Well, that could happen. With some people it does happen that way. But you’re such good friends. I suppose your intention to get along with each other is so strong that rather than tugging at each other, you waited instead, for a group consensus.” “Hey, where’s Solomon?” I’m here, Solomon said, from the sky, high above them. I’m enjoying your techniques. I believe you have taken flying to a place it has never been before. Everyone laughed. “This is so much fun. I wish we could stay here forever,” Annette said. Flying is a wonderful thing, kids. I do it all the time. But then, I am a bird now, aren’t I? And flying is a nice thing for you to do from time to time, also.



But you have intended to do your soaring in different ways. It would not be a good thing if flying distracted you from your extremely valuable human perspective. But I think it would be all right if you stayed here for a few more minutes. There’s someone else who would like to fly with you for a while. “Someone else?” Sara was surprised. “Who else around here knows about you, Solomon?” She’s not exactly from around here, Sara, but she does know all of us very well. Solomon turned and gazed across the football field. A beautiful, white dim form floated toward them. “Mom, Mom! Oh, Mom, it’s you!” Annette squealed, flying toward the approaching form. Sara and Seth and Maddie held back, watching Annette streak across the field and into the arms of her mother. “Oh, Mommy, Mommy, you’re here. You’re here, and you are as real as real can be.” Annette’s mother laughed gently. “Well, I guess I am



real, Annette. We all are. We are all always real. I’m so glad that you could come here to meet me in this way.” “Mommy, are you going to come back, like Solomon did, and live with us again?” “Oh, sweet Annette. Now, how would we go about explaining that to the neighbors? I will never really leave you, Annette. I am always just a thought away. And whenever you want me, I’ll be right here. In very special times, like tonight, you’ll be able to see me, and anytime you’re happy—you’ll be able to hear me and sense me.” Annette smiled at her mother. She didn’t know why, but somehow she understood fully everything her mother was saying to her. It all seemed perfectly logical and comfortable. “Mommy, what’s it like to be dead?” “Well, Annette, I wouldn’t really know. It turns out that there is no such thing. I’m as alive as ever. More, really. And happy, oh, Annette, I didn’t realize that such happiness could exist.” “I’m glad, Mommy. I’m happy, too.” “I know you are, sweet girl. I see it every day.”



“Well, kids, we’d better get a move on. We don’t want to turn into pumpkins or anything like that,” Maddie said. “Mommy, will I see you again?” “Of course, Annette, we’ll visit often. Have fun with your friends. And kiss everyone at home for me.” Annette’s mother faded softly into the night sky, and Sara and Annette and Seth and Maddie floated silently over the football field. Sara put one arm around Annette’s neck and one around Seth’s neck. Seth reached out for Maddie, and Maddie reached out for Annette, and the four of them floated there silently over the football field. Sara rolled over in her bed and opened her eyes. The clock said 3:34. She smiled. “Oh boy, was that weird!” Just the right amount of weird. She heard Solomon’s voice in her head.



CHAPTER 29 More . . .



Sara could barely wait until school was out so she could meet with Seth and Annette and talk about the unbelievable experience they’d had the night before. Or at least, Sara thought they’d all had it the night before, because the more time that passed, the more Sara began to wonder if she had, maybe, only dreamed it. She understood what Solomon had explained about how her body had remained sleeping in her bed, and that her consciousness was having those magical flying experiences, but this experience had seemed to go so far beyond anything that Sara had ever experienced. It seemed just too wonderful to be true. Would Seth and Annette remember it, as Sara remembered it? Sara could see Annette coming toward her with a group of other kids. She was dying to drag Annette aside, right there in the hallway, to ask her what, if anything, she experienced last night, but Sara knew she



should not talk about any of this where anyone who wouldn’t understand might hear. Sara watched Annette’s pretty face as she got closer. Does she remember? Sara wondered. Annette looked right at Sara, as if she’d heard her thoughts, and smiled a beautiful, knowing smile at Sara. Annette’s face was more beautiful than ever this morning. She looked so calm and relaxed. She looked joyous! “I’ll see ya,” Annette called back over her shoulder, looking at Sara with a clear intensity that let Sara know, without any doubt, that Annette would be at the tree house after school. Sara hurried toward her classroom. I wish we could just go to the tree house now, Sara complained under her breath. Seth came running up from behind Sara and slipped a small note into her hand as he rushed past her. He turned around and winked as he hurried down the hallway. His note read: “TREE HOUSE—TONIGHT—FOR SURE!” He remembers. Sara smiled to herself.



The final bell rang, and Sara went directly to the tree house. She just couldn’t wait to meet up with Seth and Annette so they could talk about what had happened last night. When she arrived at the tree house, Annette was already there, and before Sara could climb the ladder up into the tree house, Seth came running into the clearing right behind her. She giggled as she tried to climb up into the tree house faster. It felt like Seth might just climb right over the top of her, if she didn’t hurry up and get out of the way. The three of them sat breathless on the platform, just looking at each other. Finally, Annette spoke first. “Did what I think happened last night really happen?” “I think that what you think happened, happened. But I’m not exactly sure what you think happened,” Sara said, laughing between her words. “One thing’s for sure,” Seth said. “I don’t think we should tell anybody else what I think that you think that you think happened.”



Solomon zoomed in from across the river and plopped down on the platform beside them. Well, hello, my fine featherless friends. Or should I say, my glorious gaggle of ghosts? What’s new? Or should I say, What’s up? Everyone laughed. “Solomon,” Sara said, “we’re so glad to see you. Wasn’t last night amazing?” I don’t know that I would call it amazing, Solomon said. It all felt perfectly normal to me. “Yes, but Solomon, what’s normal for you is still pretty far out for the rest of us,” Seth said. Actually, Seth, the three of you are rediscovering what truly normal is. “Normal?” Sara and Annette said, at the same time. “This is normal?” Yes, kids, remembering your unlimited nature. That is normal. Feeling joyous, as you move about with gay abandon. Understanding that there is no death, and



therefore never any separation between loved ones. That is normal. Feeling alive and aware. Being so full of who-you-really-are that selfadoration is always present. Knowing well-being. That is normal. Understanding that, no matter what, all is well. That is normal. The three of them sat quietly listening to Solomon’s beautiful words. Loving your lives . . . Feeling excited about what is before you . . . Understanding that the joyous journey never ends ... Knowing that you can figure it all out as you go along . . . Loving others who will play with you along the way . . . Understanding that we are all different, and yet perfect as we are . . . that is normal.



Realizing that you will never, ever get it done . . . And that you never get it wrong . . . Feeling so full of yourselves, and so in love withwho- you-truly-are, that nothing distracts you from your joyful moments . . . Now, THAT is normal. But, everything else is all right, also. The three of them laughed, again. “Oh, Solomon,” Annette began, “I love you so much. I am so happy. I am just so happy.” You are, indeed. Solomon smiled. “So, Solomon, what’s next?” Sara asked excitedly, understanding that Solomon can see clearly into the near and distant future. More, Solomon said simply. “More of what?” Sara asked. More of whatever you give your attention to. Sara laughed. “Oh, yeah. It’s always that way, isn’t it?” It is, indeed, my friends. It always has been, and it



always will be. Solomon lifted from the platform and flew off into the horizon. The three friends sat watching Solomon until he was completely out of view. They looked at each other, glad for their friendship. “So,” Annette said, jumping to her feet, “Sara, are you ready to learn how to fly upside down?” Seth grinned. He knew how much Sara had wanted to learn to do that. Sara smiled as she looked at her friends. “More,” she said. “I do like that.”
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