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The Weather Reports:  
Eye of the Storm 

 
 
 

Prologue 
 

 All I wanted was to be left alone. I needed peace in my life. I wanted to find 

refuge in the cocoon of my comfort zone; wallow in the warmth of monotony; be the 

standard-bearer for mind-numbing normalcy. If I could have changed my color and 

ethnicity, I wanted to be the white kid living in the white suburb, eating peanut butter on 

white bread and watching American Idol on television.  

 I figured at fifty-three years old I deserved a break from drama.  My life had been 

like a roller coaster filled with highs and lows: a dozen relationships, most of them 

forgettable, two not, several kinds of jobs—most recently a teacher at a Detroit middle 

school. I had no children or husband, which could be a plus or minus depending on your 

point of view. And I sorely missed my parents, even though I would never want to relive 

the trauma of caretaker as I watched them die of heart disease and cancer.  

 I was exhaling for the first time in a long time in five years. Then I fell off a 

ladder while I was trying to clean my house gutters. Don’t ask me why I chose to do this 

instead of hiring someone to do it for me. The only thing I can say is that I had a ladder 

tall enough to do the job.  It was summer time besides, so I didn’t have to teach school. 

Plus, I needed the exercise.  

 I fell as if in slow motion. I saw the cement, with its cracks and crannies, looming 

up before me. My right ankle hooked a ladder step and knocked the ladder left as I went 
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right. To protect my head, I twisted my body and fell on my right arm, crashing on my 

shoulder and banging my rotator cuff.  I fell and I couldn’t get up, literally, so I lay on my 

stomach, head turned sideways. If I were a cartoon character I would have seen tweety 

birds circling my head. Instead, I blacked out.  

 The next thing I knew, one of the neighbor’s kids was standing over me, dripping 

an ice cream cone on my cheek.  

 “Miss Weather?” 

 Drip. 

 “You okay?” 

 Drip. 

 It was double chocolate chip that saved me. I stuck out my tongue and tasted the 

creamy flavor of very rich, markedly overpriced ice cream. It revived me.  

 “Nelson, can you help me up?” I was shaky and still reeling from the fall and the 

sugar high. 

 “My ice cream,” he protested. 

 “Finish your ice cream and see if you can’t grab my left arm and roll me over,” I 

said through gritted teeth. 

 By the time he’d sucked down the ice cream and gobbled the cone, I was able to 

ascertain the most that had been damaged was my pride and my shoulder. Nelson 

grabbed me by my left arm and rolled me over. I flattened my left hand to the ground and 

was able to brace myself into a sitting position. The dizziness had gone, but in its place 

was pain so excruciating that tears formed the instant I tried to move my right arm. The 

next step was getting to my knees, then my feet.  
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 Nelson, who was ten, grabbed me underneath my left arm with sticky ice cream 

fingers. That was how I was able to stand and limp back into the house. Nelson followed 

and, with my left hand, I pointed to my purse and told him to get out five dollars so that 

he could buy himself another ice cream for his trouble. After Nelson left, I leaned on the 

kitchen counter to keep from collapsing.  

 The doctor told me I my  rotator cuff was damanged and that I might need 

surgery. I thanked him and prayed my insurance would pay for his visit, but I was 

determined that no one was going to cut me open. I embarked on a series of self-healing 

rituals including, hot and cold compresses, movement exercises in the community pool 

and steam bath, hand strengthening exercises with a rubber ball. None of these succeeded 

in restoring fully my arm’s normal functioning. Finally, I ran across an ad for an energy 

worker. 

 I had been thumbing through a local community newspaper when I saw the ad 

which read: ENERGY WORKER HELPS RELEASE BLOCKED ENERGY, 

FURTHERS RELAXATION—REDUCES PAIN. By this time I could move my arm 

from my waist to my chest but nothing more. I figured it was worth a try. On my first 

visit the energy worker explained what energy was, that it is something we all have, and 

that maintaining good energy is just as important as maintaining a physical body. To tell 

you the truth, I wasn’t much listening. All I wanted was for the pain to go away. She put 

me at ease and asked me to lie down on the treatment table. Then she systematically laid 

her hands on different parts of my body and I could feel this tingling sensation, 

particularly in my shoulder. After that session I could move my arm from my waist to my 

shoulder. The second visit resulted in allowing me to move my arm from my waist to my 
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ear. By then I was hooked and wanted to find out more. She told me where I could take 

classes and I did. By the time my shoulder was back to normal, I had taken so many 

energy classes that I became a certified energy worker and began using my skill on other 

people. The moment I began healing others, all hell broke loose. 

 As part of my energy training, I must keep records of my clients’ progress. But I 

got carried away. I kept a journal of how the sessions affected not only their physical 

bodies, but their lives. I documented what happened both in as well as out of sessions. 

The results are my Weather Reports. The names of my clients have changed to protect 

their privacy. Carrie’s name, however, has not changed because she wants people to 

know who she is in case these reports become published. She believes it will be good for 

business. Carrie’s a psychic.  

I met Carrie at a “Mind, Body, Spirit” Festival. These festivals are a grab bag of 

people who represent all aspects of the holistic field from medicine to lifestyles. These 

festivals attract psychics, environmental advocates, energy healers, drummers, Wicca 

practitioners, mediums, aura analyzers, vegans, vegetarians, shamans, and 

Hypnotherapist. They gather to sell their wares and services. You can buy anything from 

treated candles, energy rocks, to soaps, vitamins, and sacred site vacations. I can’t say 

that all the people and treatments are genuine. For instance, I visited one booth hosted by 

a “renowned” numerologist. This is a person who tells your future and reveals your life 

purpose simply by calculating your birth number.  The problem here was that she 

couldn’t add. When I noticed that she was counting on her fingers, I dismissed everything 

she told me. Based on her calculations, my “stressed-out lifestyle was the cause of my 

high blood pressure.” At that time I was not working. I was reading a lot and enjoying my 
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first taste of freedom without responsibility. And my blood pressure had been normal 

since I was a teenager. So, I followed good medical advice. I got a second opinion.  

 I was at the festival giving free energy treatments to drum up business and Carrie 

was another psychic doing readings. We did an exchange, which is something alternative 

workers do because most of us have no money. I gave her an energy treatment and she 

read my future. She said my life would change drastically. I took that in stride, having no 

idea what she meant,  but we became fast friends. Three months later, when this story 

starts, I can say in all honesty that my life has changed drastically. For the better? I’m not 

so sure.  
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Chapter One 

 The wind was flirting with my job interview dress, flipping my collar, teasing the 

skirt and rustling my gray, shoulder-length locks. It was a mild June day in Detroit after a 

storm; and a good day for a funeral.  

 My left shoe sunk in the rain soaked soil of the cemetery. I oozed my high heel 

out of the muck and scraped the mud on the serpentine road that divided the gravesites 

into sections. It had been years since I wore heels of any kind. And my job interview 

shoes were considered training heels, the sort a twelve-year old would buy. Frankly, I 

didn’t need high heels. At five foot seven inches I could wear flats and get away with it, 

but I had long since given up wearing heels so that I wouldn’t have feet or back 

problems. I was proud of my unblemished, fifty-three year old feet that were free of corns 

or bunions. 

 I knew women in their early twenties who wore the day-time version of “fuck 

me” pumps while hauling twenty pounds of school books in their backpack; or with a ten 

pound bag slung over their shoulder. Then they had the nerve to complain that their backs 

hurt, but they wouldn’t give up their high heels for anything. In time, I thought, as I 

watched the young women scurry to work, school or home in Quasimodo posture.  

 I had parked my car at the Woodlawn Cemetery entrance thinking it would only 

take me minutes to find where Carrie was, but it wasn’t to be. I’d been meandering 

among gravesites for the last twenty minutes and still couldn’t find my best friend of 

three months. I’d passed the beautifully sculpted mourning lady seated at the head of one 

tombstone and stopped to admire the way the sculptor had carefully carved the woman’s 
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dress folds. No one does that kind of work these days, I reflected. I walked along the road 

passing stone crypts, eight foot obelisks and Grecian monuments.  

 I turned and watched as a procession of cars snaked its way into Woodlawn 

Cemetery headed by a police escort. The procession blocked cars going south on 

Woodward toward downtown Detroit, and it was also doing a good job of blocking the 

far left northbound lane going to the suburb of Ferndale. The line of cars for the bereaved 

looked to be at least three blocks long.  

The procession moved caravan-style toward the center of the cemetery where the 

entourage assembled at one of the mausoleums. I watched as the mourners piled out of 

their cars and walked solemnly to where the minister was standing. It must be a dignitary, 

I figured, because everyone, even those people who weren’t related to the deceased, liked 

a good dignitary’s funeral.  

 Woodlawn Cemetery certainly had its share of dead dignitaries. Detroit’s old auto 

families, political bigwigs and just plain moneyed people, all rested in their marble or 

granite crypts amid the tall oaks and majestic pines. The Dodges had their Egyptian-like 

building, guarded by two Sphinxes. The Fords had their marble headstones by the pond 

where geese swam. I also knew there were some Gordys of Motown who rested here. The 

infamous as well as the famous were buried here—a murdered hip hop artist. And then 

there was Rosa Parks whose modest headstone belies her historic contribution.  

 When Rosa Parks was buried at Woodlawn, it took almost the entire afternoon for 

traffic to untangle. That was also when the cost of Woodlawn plots jumped several 

hundred dollars. To be buried these days within visiting distance of the “Mother of the 

Civil Rights Movement,” you had to have big bucks, influence or both. I assumed that the 
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person being buried today had both, judging from the number of Mercedes, Jags, and 

Hummers that crawled through the cemetery gates. 

 But I wasn’t here to gawk. I was here  to see my friend, Carrie. “Urgent” was the 

message on my answering machine. “Meet me at Woodlawn Cemetery at 11 a.m., the 

northwest section where the cemetery backs up to the houses.”  I had walked what I 

assumed were several blocks and found the section nearest the homes. It was a newer 

section. There were no elegant monuments, a few upright headstones but most were little 

squares of stone sunken into the ground, inscribed with names. Alongside them, plastic 

flowers or small flags flapped weakly in the breeze. And then I spotted Carrie a hundred 

feet away, on her hands and knees. At first I thought she had fallen, but a second glance 

told me she was praying. For what or whom I didn’t know. 

  I stepped around, across, and between gravesites. I was not inclined to breach 

death etiquette by plodding over someone’s loved one. I stood next to Carrie as my 

middle aged girlfriend placed flowers on a grave. I looked down at the tombstone: 

“Jeffery Washington born August 12, 1946- died May 5, 2010: May he rest in peace.” He 

died a month ago. 

 “Someone you know?” I asked.  

 Carrie looked up and grimaced, “Yeah, my husband…that asshole.”  

 “Yet you put flowers on his grave?”  

 “Yeah, he was a piece of shit, but I like to think I’m still a good wife,” Carrie 

said, straightening the spray of plastic, dollar store roses. 

 “I didn’t know you were married. You never mentioned you had a husband; just 

talked about your son, David. I assumed you were a single mother.”  
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 “I try not to remember. We never got divorced.” As she spoke, Carrie used a 

rectangular tombstone to push herself up. She grunted and I heard her knees creak.  

“God, I hope he’s happy.” She then turned to me. “Tell me if you sense something…” her 

eyes were pleading.  

 I shook my head, “ I’m a healer. I can’t feel ghosts.” 

 “I’m not asking you to see ghosts. I’m asking you to sense energy. That’s what 

you do. See if he’s okay.” 

 “Is this why you summoned me here? To find out if your dead husband, who you 

can’t stand, is doing fine in the great beyond?” 

 “Well, yeah sort of.” Carrie brushed off her jeans and scratched at her wig that, by 

the way, needed to be permanently retired after having been perched on Carrie’s head for 

God-knows-how-long. At fifty-seven, Carrie’s solidly squat frame was adorned with an 

amalgam of retro fashions: 80s curly shoulder-length wig; 90s jeans; 70s geometric 

designed over blouse; and a 21st century cubic zirconium cross for bling that Carrie 

claims was blessed by a powerful shaman. She was thrift store chic. Jackie Brown haute 

couture.  

 I sighed in exasperation. “You’re the psychic. You can call the spirits…o-ooo-

ooowww… who have crossed over.” I wiggled my fingers dramatically. 

 “Yeah, well funny thing about that. See, I can read most people. I can get 

messages for most people, but somehow I can’t figure out what the hell is going on in my 

own life. If I could have back then, I wouldn’t have married that bastard. I wouldn’t have 

stayed while he beat the crap outta me. And I woulda known that he spent most of his 
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money on twenty-something-year-old pole-dancers with bad teeth and ambitions to be 

hip hop artists.”  

 “He was that bad, huh?”  

 “He was worse than bad. When he drank he was psychotic. So…” Carrie picked 

up her shopping-bag-sized purse with its faux Gucci accents. “….tell me if you can feel 

his energy.” 

 Carrie pulled herself up to her full five feet. Short, stocky, with wig lopsided, 

Carrie looked, for all the world, like a kindly, used-up nurse, or a helpful used-up 

kindergarten teacher—that is, until she gave off a power surge. Then she was someone 

you didn’t want to cross. Carrie looked up at me defiantly. “Well?”  

 Wilting under her gaze, I gave in. I closed my eyes, took several deep breaths, 

raised my hands just above my waist and began feeling for currents of energy. I felt the 

warm breeze on my hands, I sensed a portion of Carrie’s aura, and even detected the 

heaviness of grief wafting from the mourners at the dignitary’s burial. Yet I felt nothing 

from the sixty-four year old dead husband of Carrie Washington. I opened my eyes and 

shook my head. “Sorry. Nada.” 

 Carrie started walking and I fell in step along side her, making sure I didn’t step 

on any graves.   

“Why is this important? I mean, why do you care if a guy who made you 

miserable, is happy now?” 

 Carrie whirled around, her look was intense. “Because if he’s not happy, he’s 

gonna take it out on me.” 
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 I stopped and stared at my friend. “Sorry; didn’t get that. You’re saying he’s 

coming back?” 

 Carrie hoisted her bag onto her shoulder. “I’m saying that the bastard died a 

month ago. I just found out yesterday; ran into a friend of his. He wanted to know how 

come I wasn’t at the funeral. Does that tell you how close we were? Live in the same 

city; and none of his friends or family thought to call me up and tell me. Not that I would 

have come.”  Carrie seemed to be rambling as we began walking toward the road. 

 “One month, which isn’t a long time to be dead…and maybe…just maybe he 

doesn’t know that he’s dead. And maybe, he thinks he’s still alive and maybe…he might 

be pissed because things are different over here than there and maybe…just maybe he’s 

gonna take it out on me. That’s what I’m saying.”   

 “Okay, just stop right now. We’ve known each other for what…?”  

 “Three months.” 

 “Right. And in that time I thought we shared everything. Now you’re telling me 

you have a dead husband who beat you during his life, and may keep on beating you after 

his death?” 

 “Yeah, that’s what I’m saying.” 

 “Well first of all, it’s been my impression—although I’m not an expert—that after 

people die, they learn lessons and can then evolve spiritually. And they go to a higher 

place; follow the light, and …blah…blah…blah. In fact, if I remember correctly, you told 

me that the first time I came to you.” 

 “Yeah, well sometimes that happens. I’m sure that the transition we call death 

does have a transformative effect on most people, but see, you don’t know Jeffery. 



 12 

Jeffery was stuck: in life, and my guess is he’s still “stuck” in death. And I’m 

thinking…or at least I’m praying that he can find peace. Otherwise he’s gonna come back 

and kick my ass.” As she spoke, Carrie was tromping across the graves of the McNeal 

Family: mother, father, and beloved grandmother. 

 “But you don’t know this,” I protested. 

 “No, I don’t know this. I was hoping you could help.” Here Carrie skirted the 

graves of the DeLuca family.  

“I guess I’ll just have to wait and see,” she added, continuing her journey past the 

Waldens’, Kirkpatricks’, and Sneeds’; resting places.  

For a short person, she moved fast. I was trying to keep up without trotting on 

graves and talk some sense into her at the same time. “Why would he want to haunt this 

place?  I think if I were dead, the last place I’d haunt is a cemetery. Jeez, what a waste, 

you know? I think I’d haunt some place where I had fond memories, like the house that I 

grew up in. Or maybe the house that I live in now…” 

 “Or the place where you kicked the shit out of your loved ones,” she yelled over 

her shoulder. She stopped and turned. “Yeah, maybe you’re right. Maybe I just have to 

wait until he shows up on the doorstep,” Carrie said with resignation. 

 “And if he does…then what will you do?” 

 “I don’t know; maybe get a priest to perform an exorcism.” 

 I gaped, “Are you serious? What priest in this day and age does exorcisms?” 

 “Well, maybe not a priest. Maybe one of those guys on TV—like ghost-hunters or 

ghost-finders— somebody like that. Or maybe have a séance. But I was hoping I could 

maybe save some money if you’d be able to get rid of him.” 
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 “Well, I can’t because I don’t know how. And besides, I’m pretty sure wherever 

Jeffery is right now, he’s got bigger problems than just trying to beat the crap outta you,” 

I said matter-of-factly.  

Carrie grimaced at this. “You know, you’re right. I guess I was a little 

apprehensive, a little scared. Forget it. But I’m glad you came. You’re a true friend. 

So…” Carrie asked abruptly as she eyed my job interview dress and heels, “what are you 

dressed up for?” 

 “You’re sure good at changing the subject. If you must know I had a job 

interview. Thought I might as well get some wear out of this dress. Luckily I wore my 

low heels. It’s as if I had known I was going hiking in a rain soaked cemetery… ooo-ooo-

ooo-oooww” I said doing my wavy-fingers and eerie sound effects. 

 “And how did it go?” 

 “Usual. ‘You have good credentials. You have a solid work base. You have lots 

of experience.’ And that translates into, ‘you’re too frickin’ old.’” 

 “That’s not true. You just haven’t found the right job.” 

 “If you mean working for minimum wage, you got that right.” 

 “Don’t get discouraged. You always have your practice,” Carrie added, trying to 

encourage me.  I tucked my arm in hers as we continued to walk; a burial gathering 

caught our attention.  

  “Big crowd,” Carrie commented. 

 “Yeah, I noticed when I came in. Must be someone important. Had a police 

escort.” 



 14 

 Carrie and I stopped just at the fringe of the burial gathering. We watched as 

clusters of people broke off and wandered back to their cars. 

 I scanned the crowd. My eyes landed on a  couple,  an elderly woman and a 

younger man who had his arm around her shoulder. Must be her son, I thought. I then 

blinked and I squinted as I poked Carrie. “Do you see what I see?”  

 Carrie looked in the direction I indicated. “What’s a clown doing at a funeral?”  

 “Better yet, what’s a clown in black face doing at a funeral juggling knives?”  I 

wondered out loud. I watched as the clown threw what looked like a machete, a sword, 

and saber in the air. Blades glinted in the sun’s rays, shooting light beams along the stone 

monuments.   

“Boy, he’s good,” Carrie said in awe. The clown caught the last of the falling 

weapons as they whizzed back down again. He was bowing to the applause from the 

mourners when Carrie let out a high-pitched whistle that caught everyone’s attention.  

 “Way to go Carrie. We’re now known as the funeral crashers.”  

 Carrie walked purposefully toward the mourners. I had to follow behind her since 

the path led to the only way out of the cemetery.  

The elderly lady turned and greeted us. She was a delicately built, light-skinned 

black woman, wearing summer white. Her chin-length gray, almost white hair, smartly 

framed her face. “I’m so sorry. I hope we haven’t disturbed your visitation. I know 

burials are supposed to be a stately occasion, but my husband wanted an entertaining 

send off. Bob here is the best,” she indicated the juggling clown.   

 I looked at the clown who bowed again. “You’re really good.”  



 15 

 Bob, the clown showed white teeth between red clowns lips, as he reached into 

his oversized clown pockets to pull out a card. 

  “I’m available for all occasions,” he said in a rich, rough baritone voice. “I also 

do children’s shows.”  

 For some reason, I felt compelled to take the card. “I hope you don’t juggle 

knives, I mean for children.” 

  “No, mostly balls, bowling pins, fruits and vegetables; you know, make sure you 

eat a balanced meal. But this was special,” he said. I noticed the scent of cigar and citrus 

after shave coming from him. 

 “Yes,” the elderly lady piped in. “My husband was a carny. He toured parts of the 

country. We’ve retired, but still he wanted a good send off.” She then turned to Bob. 

“Thank you, Bob. We’ll see you back at the house.” 

 I watched Bob hike up his red, blue, and yellow balloon pants and tread clumsily 

in clown-sized shoes, being careful to step gingerly around the rain puddles and soaked 

graves.  

 “We’re sorry for your loss,” Carrie said.  

 The elderly woman smiled sweetly. “Oh, I knew his time was near. I was 

prepared. I’ll just miss Grayson’s company. We were married fifty-two years. Each year 

better than the last,” She said. “And you?” She looked first at me, then Carrie. 

 “Oh, I came to see my husband, too. Each year worse than the last. Stayed with 

him for ten years then left. Haven’t talked to him since. Just found out he died a month 

ago. Rainey here was helping me mourn him.”  
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 “I’m so sorry, dear, for the marriage and the loss. My name is Dorothy Pitts. But 

people call me Dottie or Dot.” She held out a frail hand lightly flecked with age spots; the 

knuckles raised and swollen. I took it and noticed how delicate Dorothy’s grip was.  

“Rainey Weather” I responded. 

 “Oh, cute,” Dorothy replied, her palm resting lightly in mine. 

 “I stopped fighting it in fifth grade when I beat up a boy and got sent to the 

principal’s office for making fun of my name,” I volunteered. 

 “Your hands are warm. Very comforting,” Dottie replied. 

 “Rainey’s a healer, an energy healer. You should try her; she’s excellent,” Carrie 

piped in. “Oh, my name is Carrie, Carrie Washington.” she grinned. 

 “Thank you Carrie for that unsolicited plug,” I said with a touch of annoyance. 

 “Well, you are good.” She turned to Dorothy. “She really is. She’s just modest.” 

 “Oh, you’re one of those people who perform Reeke,” Dorothy turned her 

attention to me. 

 “You mean Reiki. Yes, I do that as well as some other modalities. I work with a 

number of energy modalities.” I noticed that Dorothy’s palm was still nestled in mine. I 

took my other hand and cupped the woman’s frail one. I intentionally increased the 

energy. 

 “My, but that feels good. I want you to meet my nephew. Gerald,” Dorothy turned 

to look for her nephew who was talking to another group of people near the mausoleum. 

With her free hand she signaled him to come over.  

 “Why don’t you give her your card?” Carrie urged.  
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 As I let go of Dorothy’s hand, I remembered I’d left my purse in the car with my 

cards. 

  “Don’t worry, I got some.” Carrie dug in her bag. She pulled out a handful of 

miscellaneous papers, two pairs of reading glasses and a wad of tissue. She kept digging 

until she found one of my business cards that she handed to Dot. A swirling purple vortex 

crowned the card with the words:  

   Energy Healer Raine or Shine 

 “Sort of play on words; I can’t fight it so I may as well embrace it,” I said.  

 Gerald came trotting up to us. He gently placed his hands on his aunt’s shoulders. 

“What’s up Aunt Dot?” He was a handsome brown-skinned man in his early forties, I 

surmised. He had salt and pepper gray hair, cut short. And his build resembled that of a 

swimmer with broad shoulders and narrow waist. 

  “Gerald, I want you to meet two new friends. This is Carrie Washington and 

Raine..Rainey…Weather.”  

 Gerald stuck his hand out for us to shake. I noticed how firm his grip was. And 

there was a slight tingle to his palm.  

 “My name is Raine and the “e “is silent, but nobody gets it. So it’s Rainey.” 

 “Nice to meet you,” he said giving a broad smiled.  

 “Gerald’s been a lifesaver… Dot looked at him affectionately. “He made all the 

arrangements for Grayson’s funeral and he helped get the caterers. Oh, you’re invited to 

the house for refreshments, by the way.” 

 “We’d love to come.” Carrie replied immediately. 

 “Sorry we can’t make it,” I said at the same time. 
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 Carrie and I looked at each other. Carrie gave me her evil eye stare.  

“Well, I can’t make it. I’ve got a lot to do,” I said evasively.  

 Carrie turned to Dorothy. “Dorothy I’d love to come. You mind if I come like 

this? Otherwise I’d have to go home and change.” 

 “Not at all.  And I’m sorry you won’t be able to make it,” she said turning to me.  

 “Grayson loved a good party and Gerald made sure that we’d have plenty of food, drink, 

and entertainment.” 

 “And we’re expecting at least fifty or more people, so we’d better get a move on,” 

Gerald interjected. “The house is just around the corner in Palmer Woods. It’s on 

Burlington. Red shutters. Red door. Can’t miss it. Lots of cars and some tumblers on the 

front lawn.” He guided Dorothy toward the head funeral car. Carrie and I watched them 

go. When they were out of earshot, Carrie turned on me. “Why aren’t you going?” 

 “Don’t you at least have to be acquainted with the deceased before you eat his 

food?” 

 “No. You just have to be invited—and we were. Besides it’s Palmer Woods. You 

know: big home, big money. Pass out cards, meet new people. Get clients.” 

 “Look, I appreciate your support for my new-found occupation, but I want to take 

this slow. Besides, I didn’t see you foisting your cards on her.” 

 “Psychic reader is different. People think we’re nuts.” 

 “Oh and, like, calling one’s self an energy healer is a mark of sanity?” 

 “I’m a nursing home assistant. All day long I clean up after old people and 

occasionally give them helpful advice, such as:  ‘I don’t think you should call your 
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daughter today. Wait a couple of days.’ But you…you really help them when they’re not 

feeling well.” 

 “You help them too. Carrie. Most of them wouldn’t have anyone to talk to, if it 

wasn’t for you. Plus you’re a good psychic, or else you wouldn’t have so many clients.” 

 “So, now that we’ve gotten this love fest over with, you wanna go or not? It’s just 

five minutes around the corner,” Carrie pleaded.  

 “No, Carrie. I’m walking back to my car. I’m going to drive home; prepare for a 

client and work in my garden. Being rejected by yet another twenty-something-barely-

out-of-baggie-pants job interviewer makes me reclusive.” 

 “I wish you’d stop hiding, Carrie protested. “Fine, then. Suit yourself.  I’m going 

to eat, drink, be merry and celebrate the passing of Grayson Pitts and Jeffery Washington. 

May they rest in peace,” she proclaimed.  

I watched her tread without remorse on the resting places of departed loved-ones 

as she made her way back to her car. 
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Chapter Two 

 I shouldered the door and jiggled the lock on my two-story, red-brick home on 

Detroit’s Northwest side. The door was always sticking, particularly after it rained. Each 

time I had to go through these contortions to get the door open, I vowed to call a 

handyman. Once the door was open, however, I quickly forgot my oath because it meant 

spending money, and I wasn’t about to do that yet. 

 A number of things around my house needed fixing. Two window panes were 

cracked and needed replacing; the hot water heater had a slow leak; the disposal never 

disposed—it regurgitated; and, I needed shelves put up in the closet. These were little 

things, minor inconveniences, and I was thankful that I could put up with them. I was just 

glad that nothing major was wrong with my house.  

 I bought my house years ago when a one-year salary and home prices were fairly 

equal, at least in Detroit. I was in my twenties with more money than sense. I was lucky.  

I bought the house when everyone, or every man, told me that a house was too much 

responsibility for a “little thing like you.” Luckily, I didn’t pay them any attention. Now, 

when everybody complained about their mortgage payments and property taxes, I knew 

that my house was secure, even if I didn’t have a decent, full-time job to pay for home 

repairs. 

 The first thing I did when I got in the door was to kick off my heels and shove 

them in the back of my bedroom closet. I changed into shorts and a tee shirt, took off my 

“bite-me” bra to let the girls swing, and gathered my gray locks into a pony tail. Then I 

set off to tackle my garden. 
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 I was not a gardener, but I believed I owed it to myself to be able to look out my 

back window and see a yard that was full of life. Since I wasn’t a gardener, I liked 

planting perennials. Every year they came up—or didn’t. I gave them the space, the dirt 

and the water. Then, the plants were on their own. They lived or died by their own 

choice. I believed in laissez-faire gardening. “A weed is only a plant that you don’t want 

growing in a particular place,” a friend once told me. When weeds sprang up instead of 

the perennials I’d planted, I cultivated them too. So if the Queen Anne’s lace was doing 

well where the hostas should have grown—well, Queen Anne won that spot. And that 

was the secret to my gardening.  

I plunged my spade into the moist soil to loosen the earth. I dug a series of 

staggered holes. With each one, I felt the day’s frustrations ease from my body. I had 

been looking sporadically for work for six months. If I saw a job listed in the papers or 

on-line and I felt it might be something of interest, I’d apply. I skipped over the ads that 

wanted “a go-getter” or that described the job as “fast paced in an exciting environment.”  

Teaching, for me, had been fast paced; as for exciting—well, not so much. I only 

know that I was through with putting in long hours for very little recognition or pay. I 

wanted something where I didn’t have to take the job home with me. All the paper 

grading, the ad hoc counseling sessions with students, the endless committee meetings, 

the teacher preparation meetings, the open houses and parent-teacher conferences, were 

now behind me.  

The day I walked out of the classroom was the day a weight had been lifted from 

my shoulders. I’d been teaching at one middle school for six years. Before that I’d taught 

at another middle school; and I found that each year, it became harder for me to get up 
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the energy to start again in August. Each new class brought with it challenges that never 

turned into opportunities. There was always a shortage of something: books, supplies or 

encouragement.  

 I pummeled the ground until a fine sweat beaded on my nut brown face. I brushed 

back the stray gray hairs from my head. With both hands I loosened the dirt. I planted 

purple cone flowers in the back by the fence. They would grow at least a foot in height.  

I’d transplanted the spindly hostas stunted by the Queen Anne’s lace, and placed them 

out front, spacing them far apart so they could grow hardy.  

The sun beat down on me relentlessly and I wiped the sweat from my eyes. I’d 

been determined to finish my transplanting, but the heat was getting to me. It had risen at 

least ten degrees since I started. I pulled myself up from the ground and was about to turn 

on the water hose to get a drink—something I’d always done since a kid—when I heard 

my phone ringing. I was going to ignore it. Then I looked at my watch.  

 “Shit. My client.” I ran into the house.  

* * *  
 

 I called the ancestors and my guides into my healing room by holding up smoking 

sage. Then I turned north, asking snake to come in and help me with healing; south, 

asking jaguar to help me with healing; east, calling in the ancestors; and west, calling my 

guides, angels and deities from all religions to help me with healing. In each direction, I 

turned and made the Reiki Cho Ku Rei sign. 

Whether or not mixing different healing modalities and rituals was appropriate, I 

didn’t know, but it worked for me. I took the Four Directions Blessing from a book on 

Native American shamans. The burning of sage, known as smudging, also came from 
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Native American practices. My use of the Reiki symbol was borrowed from the Japanese 

healing modality; and calling in the animals, ancestors, angels and guides was my own 

touch.  

At the end of the ceremony I fanned the smoking sage over me. Then I set in a 

corner and let it smoke until it burned out. I did this ritual every time I expected a client, 

or wanted to meditate.  It seemed to clear the air of heavy energy, and made me feel 

better. The effect produced a more grounded and centered healer, which I needed to be in 

order to perform the work. 

 A smoky haze hung in the air of the healing room. I turned on the ceiling fan to 

dissipate the smoke. I went around the room and lit a small candle in each corner; turned 

on the CD player and shuffled through my music to find one of my favorite pieces. I 

found one that used wind chimes and didgeridoos with vocalization. Once the music was 

on, I dimmed the lights and waited for my client. 

 I had converted my den into a healing room when I decided I wanted to practice 

the art of healing. I threw out the plaid sofa bed and replaced it with a massage table. The 

wood paneling was removed, and all the walls painted a rich teal. The old carpeting was 

pried up and replaced with new, deep purple carpeting. Tables were placed in the corners. 

People commented on how peaceful the room seemed; which was just the effect I 

wanted. I sat on my stool and closed my eyes as the music washed over me. The healing 

room, like the rest of my house, was my sanctuary. 

 My furniture now came from second-hand and junk stores. I called it eclectic. I 

allowed myself to splurge on my one passion—art. In every room, on every wall I hung 

oils, prints, etchings and watercolors. If I had my life to do over again, I wanted to be a 
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visual, artist. I felt they had a way of seeing the world that went beyond interesting; their 

visions were illuminating. Any time I talk to any visual artist, they speak in images, 

colors and shapes. Unfortunately, I had no such talent. My drawings, when I attempted to 

draw, were like a Haitian painting—flat and one dimension, stick-figure primitive.

 My house was filled with rich, soothing colors. No pale colors for me. And even 

though my colors for the rooms could be disarming—burgundy for the office, chocolate 

brown for the dining room and two-tone gray for the living room—they gave off a sense 

of calmness. I needed calmness in my life. When everything else was in chaos, I could 

always come home and take refuge, which was probably why I spent more time at home 

than anywhere else.  

 I had begun my practice in earnest right after getting my certification, six months 

earlier. I already had some clients. The one scheduled for today, Carol, was a dog trainer 

who had chronic back pain. I met her by accident while I was in the pharmacy picking up 

cold medicine. Carol was stocking up on her daily regimen of Aleve. She started talking 

about her chronic back pain she suffered from, because of one of her eighty-pound 

charges. He was a one-year old husky that decided he wanted to catch a squirrel instead 

of walking beside her. Since Carol only weighed a hundred and twenty pounds at the 

most, she went where the dog did, until he got tired of chasing his elusive prey. When the 

dog stopped running, her pain started.  

Since that time, Carol has been on a daily dose of Aleve, visited chiropractors and 

talked with a doctor about back surgery.  

While examining the myriad cold and flu medications, I casually mentioned that I 

was an energy healer, and I wouldn’t mind giving Carol a free treatment to see if energy 
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work could help the pain. Carol agreed. This was Carol’s second visit. The first had 

reduced her pain to almost nothing. Carol called for the second visit to see if an energy 

treatment could get rid of the pain for good.  

 I am a believer in serendipity, which is why I was reluctant to advertise my talent, 

as Carrie said I should be doing. It wasn’t so much that I was modest. I just found that 

encounters, such as the one I had with Carol, seemed to predict a positive outcome. It was 

as though the client was led to me, as opposed to my having to hawk my wares. 

 When I did try and talk up my new occupation, I found that some people were 

leery of anyone who healed using only their hands. They seemed to be put off by my talk 

of energy, auras and hara lines. Or they felt like I might be some kind of “religious nut;” 

or even worse, that I was some sort of devil worshipper. None of this made much sense to 

me, since healing people should be considered a good thing.  

 When I tried explaining that I actually had gone to school to learn this energy 

healing skill, they didn’t want to hear. I would try to explain that many people used it in 

conjunction with traditional medicine; and that the British were so used to energy 

medicine, they sometimes used healers along with doctors to treat patients. Well, I may 

as well have been speaking Greek. I finally understood what it must be like being a 

Jehovah’s Witness and having the door slammed, repeatedly, in your face every Saturday 

morning.  

 Take the “blasphemer lady.” I’d met her at the community center when I was 

trying to self-treat my damaged rotator cuff. We had had many friendly discussions in the 

pool. She was swimming because she needed to lose weight, and was destined for insulin 

injections due to diabetes. Then I started my healing practice, and when the blasphemer 
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lady casually asked what I did, I told her I was a former teacher. Because of our 

conversations, I felt safe to add that I also was a healer. The woman damned-near 

drowned splashing away from me, but not before yelling ‘Blasphemer!’ at me as she dog 

paddled her way back to the side of the pool. 

 Since then, I carry my business cards with me, but seldom pass them out. If I do 

get into a conversation with anyone that veers toward health—and only if I feel 

comfortable—I might broach the subject of energy work. If that goes well, I explain what 

it is and what I do. As an incentive I offer my services for a free, first-time treatment. But 

I wasn’t really making a living, and my savings were getting critically low.  
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Chapter Three 

 I wouldn’t have had any clients had it not been for Carrie. She was my biggest 

supporter, always talking me up. She told me much later that she saw something in the 

cards that singled out my talent. Whatever that was, I am grateful for her—then and now. 

Carrie was responsible for my getting clients from the nursing home where she worked.  

At first, I thought that soliciting the elderly seemed perverse; but Carrie chose 

patients she felt would be open to the experience. I then would explain to them just what 

energy work was, and asked if they wanted a free treatment. If they said “yes,” Carrie 

made an appointment for them. After I gave them a treatment, if an elderly client wanted 

more, I gave them a Senior Citizens discount. I gained three clients this way. Mr. 

Raymond Torino was my fourth. 

 The weather reports warned of strong winds and driving rain. They were right. 

The sky was roiling; lightning blasted through the trees and thunder echoed down the 

streets. Cars frantically whipped through deep puddles of standing water while 

pedestrians cringed in inadequate doorways. Inside the nursing home, patients moved 

about in slow-motion, unbothered by the fierce weather or whatever else it brought. In 

this case, it was me.  

I stood, wet and shivering from the cold blasts spewing from the air conditioning. 

I dripped on the rubber flooring as I squeezed my locks and watched as water puddled the 

floor. I slung my bag over my shoulder and pushed open the entranceway door. My 

leather sandals squished across the foyer. No one seemed to pay me any attention. I 

pressed the elevator to take me up to my first appointment. 
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 When I got off the elevator I looked around for Carrie. The hallway was empty, 

so I treaded on alone. Though brightly-lit, the hall did nothing to dispel the fact that the 

nursing home was just a transient place for those waiting to die. I found the room and 

knocked softly on the closed door. I heard a muffled sound and opened it a crack to see 

my new client lying in bed, propped among pillows, and listening to a ball game. 

 Mr. Raymond Torino looked up and smiled. “Tigers doin’ good this season. Seem 

like they always do good at away games. Every time I got tickets for the home games, 

they lose. You must be Rainey,” he said in a Chicago accent that would make any Cubs 

fan proud. 

 “Yes.” 

 “Your kind of weather, huh?” 

 I smiled at the joke I’d heard many times before. “My kind of weather.” 

 “Well, I don’t know much about this energy work, but some of the other old folks 

said they liked it, so I’m willing to give it a try.” His hands came from under the cover 

and dangled alongside his body, as if forgetting what they were good for. They had once 

been useful hands:  hands that held chain saws, chopped fire wood, changed tires and 

mowed lawns. Now they were fragile appendages, thin, bony and limp. 

 “Do you have a towel I can use? I’m a little wet.” 

 “Sure, sure.” He struggled to sit upright and grabbed hold of the bed railings to 

push himself higher. “In there. Use the guest towel, the blue one. Not that I got guests, 

but I like to keep my place hospitable.” 

 I walked into the bathroom; it was sterile and smelled of antiseptic and Irish 

Spring soap. I grabbed the towel and wiped my face, hair, and patted down my wet 
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clothes. I stopped carrying umbrellas since I always lost them. I stepped out of the 

bathroom as Mr. Torino turned off the game.  

 “Miss Carrie tell you my condition?” 

 I walked to the side of the bed. “Yes. She said you were in hospice.” 

 “That’s a nice way of putting it.” He hunkered down in the bed. Look, I got no 

illusions. I know I’m gonna die. I don’t have a lot of pain. I’m not doped up on drugs and 

I’d like to stay that way. Keep my wits about me as long as I can. I wanna enjoy my last 

days and some people here, including Miss Carrie, said to try you ‘cause they feel so 

good after you get through. So, I said I’d try this energy whatchamacallit. And my 

daughter says I can’t change,” he grunted. “What do I have to do?” he asked, stiffly. 

 “Nothing, just relax. I do all the work,” I smiled. “I brought some soothing CD’s. 

Do you have a CD player?” 

 Raymond Torino pointed to the nightstand where he kept his radio. “That’s a CD 

player too. I don’t use it much.” 

 I rummaged in my bag, found my favorite CD, and placed it in the radio/CD 

player. I dialed the music down and lowered the rails of the hospital bed. Even with the 

music, we could still hear the splat of rain and rumble of thunder outside.  

 “You can lie down like you are, or I can put pillows under your head if you’d like 

to sit up more.” 

 “No, no…I’m fine,” he said as his eyes followed me suspiciously. I saw him 

clutch the covers and realized he was in more pain than he admitted. 

 “Now, what I’d like you to do is relax and take several deep breaths. You can 

close your eyes, if you’d like.” 
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 “If it’s okay with you, I wanna see.” 

 “Suit yourself,” I said. Sometimes you have to gain people’s trust, particularly 

those who have terminal illnesses. They’ve been poked, prodded, and pricked by dozens 

of well-meaning, but detached health professionals.  I began the tree visualization. 

 “I want you first to listen to the rain. Then pretend you’re walking in a forest…” 

 As I recited the tree visualization, I watched as the deep lines around Raymond’s 

mouth relaxed. He closed his eyes. I didn’t bother to take notes like I normally did, but 

continued the treatment without interruption, making mental notes to write down later. In 

an even softer voice I told him I was going to take a minute to move my hands slightly 

above his body to assess it. He nodded, but didn’t open his eyes. 

 I stepped to the foot of the bed. I placed my hands about five or six inches above 

Mr. Torino’s body. Then I closed my eyes and moved my hands up, feeling for any 

disruption in the energy flow particularly around the feet, knees, and those areas around 

the chakras--energy centers. Some healers are gifted with seeing the energy flow, others 

see colors that represent energy and auras, some hear, others sense. I was a sensor. 

 My fingers stopped at the solar plexus. I made note of that and moved on. Once 

I’d gotten to the crown of his head, I then raised my hands as high as I could and brought 

them down gently, feeling for the layers of the aura. Seven layers; they should be distinct, 

firm, evenly spaced. In assessing a number of clients, I found these layers could be thin, 

stacked on top of one another, some uneven, spongy, full of holes. Raymond’s were 

almost indistinguishable from one another. My hands floated down from one layer to the 

next without differentiation. Once I was through with the assessment, I stepped back 

across the room, then closed my eyes. I opened them quickly and found I was looking at 
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his solar plexus area. This was my quick way of getting to a problem area. This was the 

area I would concentrate on, but first I had to get rid of the energy that was not 

Raymond’s. 

 I stepped to the foot of the bed again and placed my hands at Raymond’s feet. I 

made my fingers like a comb, and set my intention to rid him of any foreign energy. 

Whether it was other people’s energy that he had collected or energy from entities, I 

didn’t know, and did not care. This process helped me clear his energy field of foreign 

elements so I could work on his energy specifically. 

 I then called up his hara line: the main line running vertically through the body, 

like an energy spine. It feeds energy through the chakras. If this line is compromised, and 

in most people who have chronic illness it is, I had to repair it. Raymond’s was narrow 

and spongy, but surprisingly the energy flow was strong—unusual for a dying patient. It 

meant he had a strong will to live.  

 Once the assessment, repairs, and stabilization were over, I began feeding him 

energy. Healers make themselves a conduit for energy. They use their bodies to conduct 

energy into their clients, raising the clients’ energy levels to help break up energy blocks 

and diseases.  

 I moved slowly, placing my hands on his socked feet, then cupping his feet until I 

could feel them pulsing. I moved to his ankles, first one then the other and held them 

until I felt a pulsing sensation. I did the knees, then knee to hip on either side. I leaned 

over and held his waist. Once I did that, it was time to energize the chakras starting with 

the root chakra. I glanced over at Raymond who was now snoring softly. I smiled and 
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moved my hands up, noting that at the third chakra there was a definite pull on my 

energy.  

I finished at the seventh chakra, or the crown. I cleared his field with sweeping 

motions with my hands until I was satisfied with its clarity. Then I moved back to the 

solar plexus where I’d originally detected the problem. Tell me what to do. Use my 

hands, I appealed to my guides for help to remove any pain or discomfort.  

At these times I could not foresee what I was going to do; it was all by intuition. I 

asked for guidance, and it was given each time I asked. I positioned my hands a foot apart 

on either side of his navel, and cupped them as if I were holding an invisible basketball. I 

felt the energy move back and forth between my hands as it built up like a standing sound 

wave. At the peak, I guided the energy into the stomach area. He moaned. 

 “Are you all right?” 

 He mumbled, “hot.” He drifted back to sleep. 

 I finished the treatment, making sure I grounded him at the end, holding his feet, 

first the left, then the right. I lightly moved my hand down both legs and whispered, “Mr. 

Torino, you can wake up now. You can take your time. I’m going to get you some 

water.” He nodded, but didn’t open his eyes. 

 When I came back with the glass of water, Raymond Torino was sitting up in bed 

smiling. “Feel better?” I said, handing him the glass.  

 He took it in a hand that now had more purpose. His grip seemed stronger. He 

drank deeply.  

 “You’ll need to drink plenty of water for the next several days so that the old 

energy can move through your body. If not, you’ll feel worse than before.” 
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 Raymond Torino nodded. “I feel good.” 

 “Any experiences you’d like to talk about? Everybody experiences energy 

differently,” I said. 

 He struggled to find the words. “I just feel peaceful. Like … uh … like 

…everything’s gonna be okay.” 

 “Well, the energy is going to be moving through you for the next couple of days 

so, you’ll probably feel more energetic. But I wouldn’t over extend myself. Just take it 

easy for the next day or two.” I retrieved my CD and packed up my things. Outside, the 

rain had let up slightly.  

“Tell Carrie if you want another treatment again, okay?” 

 He nodded. I turned to go. “Miss Weathers?” I turned around. “Everything is 

going to be okay,” he said as if he were reassuring me. 

 “Yes, Mr. Torino. Everything is going to be okay.”  

  

* * *  

 Maybe it was, but I could still feel the sadness that surrounded him. I tried to 

shake it off. This is not of me, I told myself as I left the nursing home, running to my car 

through the drizzle. But was it?  

 I never liked visiting hospitals or nursing homes. I particularly didn’t like them 

when I had to go back and forth each day when my parents were sick. First it was my 

father who’d had a heart attack. His minimal insurance guaranteed he wouldn’t be getting 

first rate care. He was placed in a community hospital where doctors and nurses were 
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overworked, the equipment out-of-date, and the only cheerful people were those patients 

who were being released. 

   My father laid in intensive care hooked up to tubes and machines. I listened to 

the incessant beeping of the vital signs machine, hour after hour. I rubbed his feet, fluffed 

up his pillow, read to him, and talked to him even though he was barely conscious.  

 My mother was too sick with cancer by then to come visit him. I spent my days 

attending to him and my nights attending to her. This went on for a month, which seemed 

like an eternity. And then he had a fatal heart attack in the hospital. 

 My mother helped me with funeral arrangements. Through her illness she had 

learned that the phone was her best friend. She administered details of the burial via 

AT&T. She informed their friends and our limited family, while I met with the minister, 

florist and the funeral director. She couldn’t or wouldn’t attend the funeral. As a courtesy, 

when the funeral home picked up my father’s body from the hospital, they brought it by 

the house so she could see him. They carried his body to the front door and she feebly 

walked down the stairs. I remember how she tenderly touched his face one last time.  

A month after his burial, mother went into hospice and the routine started all over 

again. I spent my days and some of my nights with her until she too died. This time I was 

left alone to make the arrangements, although being the organized, controlling person that 

she was, she left instructions—detailed instructions—on what she wanted, even down to 

the songs she wanted played.  

 After my parents died, I deliberately avoided sick people, hospitals, nursing 

homes or anything that had to do with them. Now, here I was a healer, and most of my 

clients were either sick or dying. The irony. Go figure.  


