
   

     
 



 
         
        

 2 

 
 
 

 

 



 
         
        

 3 

 

TABLE OF CONTENTS 

 
Glyphs of the First Mapstone Message……………………..5 
 
A Note About the Azimaran Language……………….……..6 
 
Glyphs of the Second Mapstone Message……..…………..6 
 
Artwork that Appears in ''The Secret Half '' Print Editions not 
included in the eBook version……………...………….……..7 
         -The Words of Xephero, The Light Master (to Ani) ..................7 
         -Conversation between Xephero and Naviga – Part One........8 
         -Conversation between Xephero and Naviga – Part Two........9 
 

Deleted Scene……………...………….………………….…10 
 
Sample Chapters from Book Two The Hidden Gates......12 
       -As a Special Surprise as a Thank You to my Readers.........13 
       -Prelim Cover Design for Book Two: The Hidden Gates................14 
       -CHAPTER ONE of Book Two: The Hidden Gates.......................15 
 
Author’s Personal Note and Heartfelt Gratitude………...…57 
 
Ani Jasper Introduces herself……………………………… 64 
 
Circle of Light Ceremony—Christmas with the Jaspers….66 
 
End Notes for The Secret Half (Original Print Edition)……….69 
     -The Places of "The Secret Half"..............................................70 
    - Lexicon: Azimaran Words and Phrases in Book One............75 
    - Original Author Bio First Edition...............................................76 
 
The Translation Key for the Mapstone Message………..78 
 
Parting Thoughts………………………………………….……… 79  
 



 
         
        

 4 

 

 



 
         
        

 5 

 
This is the first Mapstone message that appeared on the 
stone in Chapter One (graphic from paperback edition). 

Translation Key is at the end of this Extras Pack. 
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A NOTE ABOUT THE LANGUAGE 

 
I developed this alphabet for the Azimaran language 
after studying ancient Runic texts and as well as several 
other types of archaic lettering systems. I wanted the 
letters to look as organic as possible to reflect the ways of 
the Azimarans (who are called the Etah-yu), so I chose 
an abundance of soft curves accented by shape points to 
resemble leaves and branches. The round letters I made 
to resemble river stones and seashells and even 
weathered bones. I created this written language while 
developing the Azimaran spoken language, which is 
called Etah-ute. There is a glossary of Etah ute terms at 
the back of this book. 
 

 

 
 
This is the second Mapstone message that appeared on 
Ani’s sketch after the first glyphs disappeared (exclusive 
Extra— not in paperback edition). Translation Key at 
the end. 
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For those of you who read the eBook, this poem appears 
at the beginning of the print edition. All print books are 
divided into parts and each line of the poem represents 
one part. 
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Furthermore, each part has a scene from Azimara 
depicting a conversation between Navaga, the teen 

apprentice, and Xephero, The Light Master. 
 

Below is the conversation that appears before  
Part One in the print edition of The Secret Half. 
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Below is the conversation that appears before Part Two 
in the print edition of The Secret Half. 
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DELETED SCENE from The Secret Half 

 
        As Ani left the bookshop, a quick gust of wind tangled her 
hair, and in the calm that followed, she heard something—the 
faint pleas and sobs of a young boy, punctuated by cruel laughter.  
       She followed the sound. It led her back behind the bookstore 
where a group of kids encircled a younger boy. The older kids 
harassed and tormented him, making fun of a deformity on the 
left side of his face.  
       "Hey!" she yelled, before she'd considered the consequences 
of her actions. "What are you doing! Stop it!" A rush of adrenalin 
quickened her heart. She wasn't prepared for a confrontation. 
       Luckily, neither were they. The instant the kids knew they'd 
been spotted, they ran. As they dispersed, she saw that they were 
all younger than her, maybe eight or nine at the most. They 
didn't even look to see who had reprimanded them. They just 
scattered like rats.  
       Relieved, she exhaled and knelt beside the boy. "Are you 
okay?" 
       The boy nodded. "Thanks for scaring away those bullies. 
They don't like the way I look." 
       Ani shot a quick glace over her right shoulder to make sure 
they weren't coming back. "I know what it's like to be picked on."  
       "You do?" The boy seemed genuinely surprised. 
       "I just moved here. They pick on new kids at my school." 
       "Why do people have to be so mean?" 
       "I don't know. Maybe they just need something the world 
can't give them and they're mad at everyone because of it." Ani 
glanced up at the sky. The light was fading. Shadows grew cold 
around them. "Do you live far from here?" 
       "No. Just right there." He pointed to a flight of metal steps 
leading up to an apartment above the bookstore.    
       "Is your mom home?"  
       The boy nodded again.  
       "It's almost suppertime, right? Your mom will be looking for 
you." 
       "Probably." The boy stood. "Wanna come? My mum won't 
mind. She cooks for everybody in the neighborhood." 
       Ani smiled shyly. "Oh, that's very sweet, but my mom will be 
cooking for me too," she lied, suddenly missing her mom more 
than ever. "I better get home." 
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       "Yeah, me too." The boy started up the stairs.  
       Just then, a gust of wind stirred the discards that topped a 
nearby trash bin, scattering paper at Ani's feet. She bent to pick 
up a colorful leaflet caught on one of her sneakers and read the 
words in bold on the front: Come to the New York Public Library 
and Enrich Your Life! Ani laughed. The library. Why hadn't she 
thought of that before? It was the perfect place to solve a word 
puzzle.  
       "Hey Jesse!" she called as the boy reached the top of the stairs.  
       He stopped and turned to peer down at her.  
       "Is there a library near here?" 
       "Yeah, there is," said the boy. "It's only a block away. I go 
there all the time with my mum." 
       "Which way is it?" 
       "Go out to the street and make a right. You'll see it." 
       "Thanks." 
       The boy waved good-bye. Ani waved back. 
       After he was safely inside, Ani headed to the library, still 
determined to decipher the Mapstone.  
       She felt certain the symbols belonged to some long forgotten 
alphabet, perhaps Mayan or Aztec—two of her favorite subjects 
in her homeschool curriculum, mainly because her mother had 
described the people and places in such vivid detail.  
       Now her schoolwork would have to wait. Deciphering the 
Mapstone was more important. She didn't care if it took all night. 
She had to solve its mystery. Besides, it wasn't as if anyone 
waited for her back at the apartment. These days, Dad didn't 
even notice when she came home late. As long as she didn’t 
interrupt him while he was watching the news or reading the 
paper, he didn't seem to care.   
       She found the library easily enough. Never had she seen so 
many books in all her life. She could spend months in here and 
never get bored. But for now, she needed to keep her mind on the 
task at hand. Taking her cue from the bookshop owner, she 
decided to start with the reference section. She began with  
Ancient Languages. 
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A Special Surprise For my Readers  
 

As an extra special thank you  
I have included a few more  

Chapters for you to sneak a peak at! 
 

Keep in mind that these are "raw chapters." I still 
have things to add, and they have not gone to the 
editor yet, or been proofed by anyone! So please 
pardon any blunders, oversights, or inaccuracies.  

 
What you read here may be very different from  

the chapters that end up in the final  
published version of the book. 

As long as you are good  
with all this, read on…   

 
 

BTW, there are more goodies following these Chaps.
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This is the 'prelim' cover design for book Two!
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If I can recall how it feels to fly. To spread 
my wings across the sky. Then how can I  
claim it was merely a dream? When I've 
been transformed by how it seemed.  
 
                  -Naviga ✥ Tome of the Zielfah Rii 

 
  
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER ONE 

 
CLOUDSTRUCK 

 
  
       Closing her eyes, Ani let her thoughts drift away. Out of 
the darkness behind her eyelids multiple rivers of light 
streamed toward her at impossible speeds. Ahead, a brilliant 
patch of blue fractured into shards of white ice. She knew, 
without knowing how, that she peered at the world through 
eyes that were not her own. The plane vanished. Where there 
was skin, now there were feathers. Mist-laden clouds 
dampened her wings. Wind drummed in her ears. Perception 
narrowed. Vision sharpened. This moment . . . this moment 
in time was all that existed . . . all that needed to exist. 
       She increased her speed. Effortless. Joyous. Relishing the 
exhilaration, Ani tipped her wing a fraction of an inch and 
dipped just beneath the clouds, heading directly into the 
rising sun. Below, the ocean slept in serene indifference.  
       Inside her breast, her heart beat solely for the irresistible 
call of freedom, guiding her onward with fearless certainty.  
       One glance over her feathered shoulder confirmed what 
she already knew—Kahetay flew beside her as the grey hawk. 
His eyes held a secret smile—a secret they now shared. 
Content to soar beside her Navajo grandfather, wingtip to 
wingtip, Ani knew there would be no more words between 
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them. None were needed. Love filled her heart with wonder 
and her eyes with grateful tears as she finally understood 
her godfather's magic, listening to the ancient wisdom of 
the wind. 
 
       She must have been asleep for hours, for the next thing 
she knew CJ was nudging her awake. 
       "Ponch," whispered CJ. 
       Ani moaned softly, not wanting her time with Kahetay 
to end. She longed to stay . . . stay in the sky . . . to keep her 
wings. She had no more use for legs. Why walk when you 
can fly? She thought perhaps this was all she'd ever wanted 
. . . to soar above the earth . . . to befriend the clouds. Yes, 
she’d spent far too long on the ground. The sky was where 
she belonged now. 
       Another nudge. "Ponch. Wake up." 
      Ani moaned again, feeling the opposing reality slowly 
seeping in, knowing she must return to what she once was. 
Reluctantly, she bid Kahetay farewell and slowly ascended 
to full consciousness.            
       "Rise and shine, sunshine, we're almost there."  
       "Where?" Ani asked, disoriented. 
       "Lima . . . Peru. Remember?" 
       "Already?" Ani yawned. It seemed barely a moment had 
passed, yet when she glanced out the window, she watched 
ocean turn to land, as they made their descent into a new 
country.  
       Ani could hardly fathom the sequence of events that 
had led her here: a magical Mapstone, a dream-walker's 
message, a face-off with the school bully and the Kalb's 
subsequent attack that nearly cost the girl her life, a battle 
with a giant, a witch's healing spell, a future memory of her 
mother dying, a ride on a pirate ship through shark infested 
waters, and all within the last twenty-four hours.  
       It sounded as if she'd made it all up, but this time it was 
real. She felt sick inside when she thought about Mad Millie 
and what happened in the corridor on the last day of 
school. Ani's thoughts whirled around and turned on her. 
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What if she hadn't been able to save Millie from the Kalb? 
What if the girl who'd bullied her the entire year had died 
right before her eyes, sucked into a black abyss that Ani 
herself had created just by being who she is? What would 
that have made her? A murderer?  
       Ani had mistakenly assumed that she and Eli, her 
brother-on-the-other-side, were the only ones in danger, 
the only souls within the Kalb's evil reach, but now she 
knew differently. Anyone in proximity would be at risk. 
Millie had proven that. And CJ, the girl sitting right beside 
her, determined to forge ahead on this quest of theirs, had 
no clue just how dangerous this big adventure might 
become.  
       She tried to warn her while they were still in New York.  
       Tried and failed.  
 
 
       In New York's JFK Airport, Ani and CJ had made it 
through the terminal gates with seconds to spare, but once 
in their seats, they sat in complete silence, waiting while the 
plane prepared to take off. 
       Left to her own thoughts, Ani couldn't help wondering 
what might come to pass on the journey that stretched out 
before them, nor could she escape the fact that she'd be 
putting CJ in inevitable danger—without her knowledge or 
consent. It wasn’t fair to her. She had to be told. CJ must be 
warned now—before the plane took off. Giving her the 
option to get out before it was too late was the right thing to 
do, even if it meant losing her only friend in the world. 
Resolute in her decision, she turned and said, "CJ, I need to 
tell you something. It's important."  
       CJ's eyes widened as her mouth tightened. 
       "I mean Ginger," Ani said, using the counterfeit name on 
CJ's passport.  
       "Whatever it is, Phoebe, it can wait." 
       "I really need to say something . . . before we take off." 
       "If you're going to tell me you've changed your mind 
and want to get off this plane, forget it. We're going to Peru. 
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No more backing down. You're just going to have to grow a 
spine." 
       "It's not about me," said Ani. "It's about you." 
       "Then it can wait until we're in the air." 
       "No it can't. There's something you need to know. 
Something that might make you change your mind about 
going to Peru with me." 
       "Nothing's gonna make me change my mind, so shut 
it." 
       Ani held her words as a flight attendant leaned in to 
show them how to fasten their seatbelts. She pointed to Ani's 
backpack on the floor and told her to push it under the seat 
in front of her. As Ani obeyed, the pilot's voice came over a 
loudspeaker announcing that they had met with "some 
delays" but would soon be cleared for departure. He said the 
flight would take approximately seven hours and forty-six 
minutes and the weather in Lima was 68 degrees with 73 
percent humidity and 8 mile an hour winds.  
       "CJ,” whispered Ani, knowing this was her last chance. 
      "What," she said, in obvious annoyance.  
       "If you would just listen to me, you might—" 
       "Might what?" 
       "You might want to rethink this whole thing . . . take 
your chances in New York. It would be safer, trust me." 
       "You're just looking for an excuse to bail and you think 
if you can convince me that it's too dangerous—" 
       "But it is dangerous. More dangerous than you know."  
       "Doesn't bother me, so quit trying. It won't work." 
       "No, you don't understand. It's me. I'm dangerous. I 
mean it's dangerous to be around me. There's a—" 
       "You're wasting your time. I'm not listening." 
       "But if you would just—"    
       "After all we've been through to get here, you want to 
back out now? Uh uh. Forget it, Ponch. We're going. That’s 
all there is to it." 
        "Miss?" said another flight attendant, attempting to get 
CJ’s attention.  
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       Ani stiffened. Did security finally figure out that their 
passports were fake? Was that a federal offense? Could they 
go to jail? 
      "Miss?" repeated the flight attendant. She tapped CJ 
lightly on the shoulder.  
       CJ slowly turned to face the woman.  
       "I think you dropped this," she said stooping in the isle 
to pick something up off the floor. She held out a sweat-
stained, blue and white bandanna.  
       "Not mine," snapped CJ. 
       "It was in your back pocket when you boarded." 
       "Oh," said CJ, retrieving the bandanna. "Right. 
Thanks." 
       "Where'd that come from?" whispered Ani. 
       "Chet gave it to me. For luck." 
       "The pirate?" Ani's eyebrows shot up. "Ginger's got a 
boyfriend." She sang the words in that annoying little 
melody five-year-olds use to tease each other.  
       "You can shut up now." 
       "Just having a little fun." 
       "Well don't." 
         
       As the plane taxied to its place on the runway, Ani 
stared at CJ who now stoically refused to look at her. Ani 
sighed. Even if CJ were willing to hear what she had to say, 
she probably wouldn't believe it anyway. Ani could scarcely 
believe it herself—some evil force out there trying to suck 
her into a black oily abyss because she was destined to 
inherit a powerful magical object that she didn't even want? 
Who would believe that? She wished she could just tell the 
Kalb he can have the stupid thing; killing her for it was 
completely unnecessary. 
       Less than a minute after the flight attendant finished 
his speech about safety procedures, the plane began to 
move. A powerful rumbling vibrated the floor under her 
feat as they took position on the airstrip. The roar of the 
giant turbines on either wing rose in pitch and volume as 
the jet began its trek down the long runway.  
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       Before she knew it they were gathering speed. Gravity 
pulled her into her seat, tugging at her flesh and bones as if 
the earth didn't want to let go. 
       When the wheels left the ground, an odd combination of 
queasiness and exuberance took her over and pushed all 
other thoughts from her mind. Within minutes, the plane 
banked and Ani’s view of New York City became one of her 
grandmother's patchwork quilts. Streets and cars became 
seams and stitches, rooftops and parks—squares of color. 
The city barely moved now, as though time for them had 
slowed to a crawl. Hard to believe she'd ever thought of the 
city as big and scary. It seemed so small and insignificant 
now—tiny people going about their tiny lives.  
       Climbing higher still, Ani watched land become ocean 
far below as the plane headed out over the Atlantic. Still 
feeling a bit woozy, she clenched the armrests of her seat 
with both hands. The lady in the seat next to her, who wore 
several diamond bracelets and a mink stole, noticed Ani's 
reaction, leaned over and whispered "Just leveling off now. 
I always have difficulty with that rollercoaster feeling 
myself. First time?"  
       Ani forced a smile and nodded.  
       "I remember my first time flying alone," she said. "I was 
about your age. It was quite an adventure. I remember my 
mom saved every penny for an entire year to buy me that 
ticket. I was so excited."  
       Ani nodded politely, wondering what the woman would 
say if she knew they hadn't paid one cent for their tickets 
and were essentially stowaways hiding in plain sight. 
       "It helps to keep your mind occupied," she said, kindly. 
"Here." She pulled a stack of blank postcards from her flight 
bag and handed them to Ani along with a pen. "Keep 'em. I 
have plenty. You can write to someone special back home. It 
already has Peruvian postage, see?" She pointed to a 
preprinted stamp. "This side is blank for the address and," 
she flipped it over, "this side is for your message. I call it a 
businessman's postcard—unromantic perhaps, but very 
practical."   
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       Ani looked at the postcards and pen and thought of the 
road ahead. Where they were going—into the heart of the 
Amazon jungle—there would be no post office or mailbox, but 
she took them anyway, not knowing if it would be an insult to 
decline the gift.   
       "Psssst," hissed CJ. "Try not to talk to anyone." When 
Ani frowned CJ said, "change seats with me." 
       "Why?" 
       "Just do it."  
        Ani decided not to argue, but as they were in the 
process of swapping seats, a flight attendant interrupted 
them.  
       "There are a several free seats toward the rear of the 
plane. If you don't mind moving, you could have a row to 
yourselves."   
       CJ gave a fake smile and stood. "Perfect." 
       Grabbing her backpack, Ani nodded to the flight 
attendant.  A moment later, she found herself sitting in a 
window seat, peering out at a breathtaking view. Blue sky 
above. Green sea below. The rising sun drenching cotton-
candy clouds in pink and gold. Is this what the earth looks 
like from heaven? she thought. She glanced down at the 
stack of blank postcards in her hand, took the cap off the 
pen and wrote: 
 

Dear Dad,  
 

I'm on a jet plane over the Atlantic Ocean, 
can you believe it? The nice woman that was 
sitting in the seat next to me gave me this 
postcard so I could write to you. Sorry there's 
no picture on it. She called it a businessman's 
postcard. I know I left without saying good-
bye, but I couldn't tell you where I was going 
because you would have tried to stop me, and 
also because of CJ. They would have put her 
back in the Fragh. She's not a bad person, 
Dad. Don't blame her for any of this. It was 
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my decision. And I know what you're thinking, 
but I'm not running away. There's just 
something I gotta do, and if it works, you'll be 
glad, so don't try to find me, okay? You'll 
understand when its done.  
 

Love, Ani 
 
 

       Everything went as smoothly as CJ predicted, with the 
exception of the flight itself. There seemed to be no end to 
the bumps, shakes, and rattles—what the pilot called "minor 
turbulence." The flight attendant called it "perfectly normal." 
It was a little like riding in Dad's old Chevy pick-up truck.  
       More than once Ani felt grateful she didn't suffer from 
motion sickness. The young girl across the aisle threw up in 
a little blue bag three times in the first six hours. Ani 
wished she could help the girl, but CJ insisted they keep to 
themselves. 
       After another hour of seeing the little girl's discomfort, 
Ani decided to break the rules and speak with her while CJ 
used the facilities. Crossing the aisle, Ani knelt next to the 
girl and whispered, "Do you believe in magic?"             
      The little girl blinked, clutching the paper bag as if it 
were a parachute and she’d just been told the plane could 
crash any second. Her dark skin looked almost purple now. 
       "How old are you?" asked Ani. 
       "Six," said the little girl. "Or at least, I will be in two 
days." 
       "Perfect! That's the age when magic starts to work," Ani 
fibbed. "Here." From her pocket, she pulled one of the three 
polished stones she had kept from the rock shop. "Take 
this."  
       The girl looked at the shiny black stone and then up at 
her mother as if asking for permission to accept the gift. 
Her mother nodded. The girl returned her wide-eyed gaze 
to Ani.  
       "It's okay. I want you to have it," said Ani. "It's magic." 
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       "It is?" The girl held out her hand to receive the stone. 
       Ani nodded. "Hold it tightly in your hand and when you 
start to feel sick, close your eyes and ask the stone to 
connect you to the earth. It will help your balance. And 
that's all motion sickness is, you know? Your balance is 
off."  
       "Really?"  
       "Honest." 
       The mother smiled. "What do you say?" 
       "Thank you," said the girl to Ani. 
       "You're welcome," said Ani.  
       As the mother returned to her magazine, Ani leaned in 
and whispered, "What's your name?" 
       "Theresa." 
       "Mine's Ani, but don't tell anyone, okay? It's a secret." 
       "I can keep a secret." 
       "I know. I trust you with my secret. You're special. I can 
tell." 
       "I am?" 
       "Yep." Ani glanced up just in time to see CJ emerge 
from the restroom. "Hang on to that rock, Theresa. And 
remember, as long as you hold it in your hand, you won't be 
sick. Okay?"    
       The young girl nodded and Ani quickly returned to her 
seat.  
       CJ approached with a stern look. "I thought we agreed 
not to talk to anyone." 
       "She was sick, whispered Ani. "I was only trying to 
help." 
       CJ sat down, leaned in toward Ani and said in a low 
controlled voice, "You act like what we're doing is legal. Like 
no one will notice. Come on, Ponch. Use that elephant brain 
of yours. The more people you make an impression on, the 
easier it will be for them to track us."  
       "I thought it would be okay. She's only six." 
       "From now on just do what I say, okay? You'll live 
longer." 
       "I don't think I like being a fugitive," said Ani, pouting. 
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       "Too late." 
 
       Those were the last words CJ spoke for the rest of the 
flight.  
       Ani wondered how it could be fair that the only person 
she was allowed to speak to wasn't speaking to her. She 
took a frustrated breath and exhaled sharply. Then, 
remembering Kahetay's teachings, she took in another 
breath and let it out more slowly to clear the agitation from 
her mind. Closing her eyes, she laid back in her seat, and let 
her thoughts drift back to her dream-self, soaring wingtip 
to wingtip with her godfather.  
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To be a true friend is to offer acceptance of 
what is, and yet also a mirror with which 
one can see, not only ways to grow, but 
also the exquisite beauty of one's own soul. 
  
                      Xephero  ~  Tome of the Zielfah Rii 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWO 

 
FOOL'S GOLD 

 
 
       Ani held her breath as their plane touched down at 
Jorge Chávez International Airport in Lima, Peru. When 
they rolled to a stop, they announced on the loud speaker 
that it was okay to turn cell phones on. Ani pulled out her 
cell to call Mom. 
       "What's that? said CJ, not waiting for the answer. "I 
can't believe you brought a tracking device on board." 
       "I'm going to call my Mom," said Ani, dialing the 
number. 
       "Did she answer the last fifty times you called her?" 
       "No, but we're here. Maybe it's different now." 
       "Give me that!" CJ grabbed for the phone, but Ani was 
too quick. 
       "No. It's ringing! I just want to hear her voice." 
       They wrestled for it.  
       "CJ stop!" 
       "Give me the phone and I'll stop." 
       Nan's voicemail message started. Ani put the phone to 
her ear. "Hi. You've reached Nan J. Jasper. I'm away on 
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expedition in the Amazon but it you would leave a message 
I will ring you when I'm back in town."  
       Ani waited for the beep but it never came. Instead, a 
computer voice came on the line and said, "The subscriber's 
voicemail box is full and cannot accept messages at this 
time. Please try again later."  
       Ani hung up and slapped the phone down onto CJ's 
open hand. 
       CJ marched to the back of the plane and disappeared 
behind a small door. A moment later she emerged without 
the phone.  
       Ani's bottom lip turned down. "What did you do?" 
       "I flushed it down the toilet. If anyone tries to trace it, 
they will be chasing sewage. " 
       The captain's voice sounded over the intercom, thanking 
everyone for flying with them and giving the passengers 
permission to exit the plane. 
       Ani stood, clutching her backpack to her chest, and 
waited single-file behind CJ as the slow procession of 
passengers disembarked. She half-expected officers to be 
waiting at the gate, ready to escort them back to America, 
but they passed through the customs area without incident 
and strolled casually with the rest of the passengers toward 
the terminal doors.  
       No guards barred their way. No police arrived to slap 
handcuffs on them. They just walked right off the plane and 
out of the airport.  
       Once outside, CJ stopped to take in their new 
surroundings—eyes in a squint, scanning left to right, Ani 
could see her mind working on the next step. 
       "What are you looking for?" 
       "Free transport," answered CJ. "We gotta find a way up 
the mountain." 
       "By free you mean—" 
       "Uh huh." 
       "I brought some money from home to pay for a guide 
when we get there. We can use part of that to—"   
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       CJ raise a hand to shush her. Ani followed CJ's gaze to 
see what had her attention. Just inside the terminal doors a 
pair of alert security guards conferred with a flight 
attendant—the same flight attendant who had helped them 
find new seats on the plane. Ani saw the woman nod and 
point.  
       "She's pointing at us." 
       CJ nodded. "Time to get lost." 
       "Maybe they just . . ." 
       "Walk. Don't run," said CJ. "We can lose 'em in the 
crowd."  
       They turned and headed in the opposite direction as the 
guards began a slow but steady pursuit.  
       "Keep up," said CJ as they began to weave through a 
group of college students. 
       "They're still following us!"  
       "Don't keep looking over your shoulder. Just act 
normal." 
       "Shouldn't we be running?" 
       "If we run, they'll chase us. Running tells 'em we are 
guilty of something. Right now they're not sure." 
       "How do you know?" 
       "If they were sure, we'd be in custody already. There's a 
chance they are just keeping an eye on us to make sure we 
get to wherever it is we are going." 
       "Where are we going?" asked Ani. 
       CJ pointed to a cluster of people moving toward a 
waiting tour bus just beyond the terminal entrance. "That's 
our ride."  
        They slipped in among them; blending in with the group 
as best they could and then, to CJ's obvious amusement, 
they walked right onto the bus. No questions asked.  
        The security guards stuck around for another few 
minutes to make sure they stayed on the bus and then 
disappeared into the crowd. 
       Ani, however, did not relax until they finally pulled away.   
       The tour's destination happened to be a cultural arts 
center located in the opulent region of Lima, which they 



 
         
        

 28 

learned during the ride over, was surrounded on all sides by 
slums.  
       Roofless shelters of rock let in the rain as homeless 
families napped. Children extended their empty palms to 
strangers passing by. A multitude of sidewalk venders sold 
their wares splayed across blankets on the ground; basketry, 
newspapers, fruit, stuffed bread, scraps of cloth, and a 
jumble of indigenous knick-knacks.  
       It all seemed so incomprehensible to Ani. She'd never 
seen such abject poverty. She began to realize just how 
sheltered her life in the Mojave Desert had been. Even New 
York seemed sheltered compared to Lima. She wanted to 
reach out to these people. Her heart ached for them.   
       In contrast to the dearth of the poor, the cultural center’s 
central courtyard where they'd been dropped was beset with 
sellers, and buyers haggling over prices that could feed the 
poor for an entire month.  
       Stall upon stall of swap-meet-like bargains; diamond 
watches and gold jewelry, counterfeit sports jerseys and 
athletic shoes, bright, colorful rugs and wall hangings, 
painted tribal masks and hand-carved musical instruments, 
all presented for the benefit of the American visitors spilling 
out of large air-conditioned tour busses.  
        As they strolled through the open-air market, Ani began 
feeling an unfamiliar tightness in her chest. The entire 
setting made her very uncomfortable but she couldn't say 
why. All she knew is that she wanted to leave. She looked at 
CJ whose eyes surveyed the scene as if she couldn't decide 
what to steal first.                 
       Hungry and cranky from the journey Ani said, "So, 
where do we go from here?" 
       "Huh?"  
       "I said where should we go?" 
       "Why are you in such a hurry to leave?" 
       Ani flashed her a do-you-really-have-to-ask look. 
       "Right," said CJ, "I was just um— " 
       "—distracted by the shiny objects? Yeah. So can we go 
now?" 
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       "Alright." CJ turned and yelled, "Hey!" to get a nearby 
seller's attention.  
       A woman displaying handmade pottery looked up, 
startled. She spoke in Spanish, and then seeing the blank 
expression on CJ's face, repeated her words in English. 
"How I help you?" she said slowly. "Maybe nice vase for 
mother?" 
       "I don't have a mother," said CJ. "Where's the nearest 
train station?" 
       "Ahh. You not here to buy?" 
       "No. The nearest train station?" 
       "Not even for half price? Your choice. Choose any—" 
       "Train. Station. Where. We go. Now." CJ spoke in a me-
Jane-you-Tarzan staccato.   
       "Six cross-streets north," said the woman, pointing.   
       "Okay. We head north," said CJ, turning to go.  
       She'd taken only a few steps before noticing Ani wasn’t 
following. Something on the woman’s table had caught her 
attention.  
       "You like?" asked the potter, lighting up at a potential 
sale.  
       Ani picked up a silver-dollar-sized clay medallion with 
an oddly familiar symbol pressed into its surface—a 
circular spiral with a straight line connecting the two ends, 
center to outer, and three vertical lines at top and bottom 
overlapping the outer edge of the spiral. 
       "I can give you for good price," said the potter. 
        Ani shook her head. "No." 
       "Now who's getting distracted?" said CJ.  
       "Ceej, I've seen this symbol somewhere before," said 
Ani, bewildered. "I just can't place it." 
       "This mark," said the woman, picking up the medallion 
to offer it to Ani. "It give protection."  
       "Protection?" 
       "Here. You have.  No pay." 
       "No, that's okay. I don't—" 
       "You take. It help you be safe." 
       Ani took a step back.  
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       "I feel you need," said the woman. "Take."  
       Resigned, Ani nodded and took the medallion from the 
potter. She stashed it in her pocket, but the mystery it 
posed would gnaw at her the rest of the day. 
       "Let's jet," said CJ. "We have six blocks to walk." 
       Ani groaned. All she really wanted to do was find a 
place to eat. 
       "Six blocks is nothing," CJ touted. "In New York people 
walk twice that for a bagel." 
       "A bagel sounds pretty good right about now," said Ani, 
licking her lips.  
       "Yeah, I'm hungry too," said CJ with surprising 
compassion. "I'm sure we can find something at the station 
to munch on." 
       Ani's stomach growled in protest, but she agreed to 
press on, trailing CJ out of the cultural center. 
       "You know if you weren't such a prig, I could have easily 
acquired some quick cash in the open market back there," 
said CJ as they followed the streets through the wealthy 
neighborhood into the 'less desirable' parts of town.  
       "I knew that's what you were thinking." 
       "We'd have had enough for a taxi ride and two seats on 
the train, a nice meal, even a cush place to stay the night in 
Cuzco."  
       Ani shook her head. "You promised Professor Hayden 
you wouldn't steal for six months." 
       "Who?" 
       "That man on the subway in New York. He gave you a 
hundred dollars to stop stealing." 
       "And that hundred, along with my connections, got us 
passports, plane tickets and a ride to the airport so I'd quit 
if I were you."  
       "Quit what?" 
       "Quit trying to make me good. I'm not like you. I never 
will be. It's not in me to care about people the way you do." 
       "Maybe you just haven't had a chance to see those parts 
of yourself yet," said Ani, "but that doesn't mean they aren't 
there." 
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       "Give it up, Ponch." 
       They turned a corner and came upon a strange calm in 
the streets. Uniformed men stood rigid in doorways with 
weapons at the ready. The air went still. 
       "Something's not right," said CJ, her arm out to bar 
Ani's way.  
       When the wind came again, it brought with it a horrible 
mixture of discontented voices and muffled gunfire.  
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When we find ourselves swept up in the 
drama of human existence, it is wise to 
recognize the stage on which it is set. The 
story, told to us by our own souls, placed 
against the backdrop of our hopes and fears, 
is but a lesson in metaphor. Learn what the 
symbols represent, and they will become 
your stepping-stones to wisdom.  
  
                            Solanas  ~  Tome of the Zielfah Rii 

 
           
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THREE 

 
THE LADY IN WHITE 

 
 
       "What's that?" said Ani, turning in place. The sounds 
seemed to be coming from everywhere.  
       CJ tensed, instantly on alert. Turning her face to the 
wind, she said, "Gunfire." 
       "Where's it coming from?" 
       "I don't know, but right now we need to be as far away 
from here as possible!" CJ grabbed the back of Ani's t-shirt 
and pulled her down an alleyway.  
       The next corner they rounded plunged them directly 
into an urban battlefield. Shots split the air. People darted 
and dashed in a mass of wild confusion. CJ caught Ani's 
hand to yank her away from the commotion but failed. The 
momentum of the riotous crowd wrenched them apart.  
       Their handclasp broke.  
       Ani cried out to CJ but the din of the mob rendered her 
voice useless.  
       Panic struck, immobilizing her.   
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       Tossed about. Pushed and pulled. Carried away by the 
crowd, shrill screams stabbed at her ears. Can’t see. Can't 
breathe. Can’t move. People, faces, arms, legs, objects 
hurling through the air above heads, it all began to blur. 
Fighting to stand, losing the battle. She sank into the chaos. 
       Something heavy came down hard on her back. Hands 
out in front to break her fall, Ani hit the broken pavement 
hard, slicing open her palms. Stabs of pain shot up both 
arms as her blood seeped red onto concrete.  
       One thought. One thought only pushed through the 
confusion in her mind. People die in mobs, trampled to 
death by stampeding feet. You need to get up. Now. The 
thought was fleeting as she slipped into a swirling fog of 
pain.  
       "Stand up!" screamed the voice in her head—a voice not 
her own.  
       The urgency of the command snapped her back to her 
senses. With all her remaining strength, Ani fought to break 
free from the crowd, but the weight of it pressed down upon 
her, preventing movement in any direction. Limbs 
throbbed, already turning black and blue. Eyes teared as 
desperation gave way to despair.  
       "Dammit Gemi, get up!" 
       "Eli?" she choked out the word.  
       "Now!" 
       "I can't." 
       "You can." 
       "I can't. I tried. I can't." 
       "Look up, Gem! Look up!" 
       At once she saw it. Her chance. A crate of tomatoes had 
fallen face down, leaving an opening in the crowd. She took 
in one quick breath and heaved herself straight up onto the 
crate.  
       Emerging from the sea of people, bursting free from its 
undertow, Ani gasped for air. Head spinning, she struggled 
to hold her balance. 
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       With the back of her hand, she wiped tears to clear her 
vision as blood ran down her arm. From her present 
vantage point, she searched the square.  
       "CJ!" she cried. "CJ!"  
       No sign. Her friend had vanished, swept up in the 
pandemonium along with the mob, and there was nothing 
she could do.   
       Eli! She sent the thought out like a beacon. Can you 
help me find CJ? She cleared her mind and waited for a 
reply. None came. "Eli!" she shouted again, this time aloud, 
but there was still no answer. "Eli! Help me!"  
       Before she knew what was happening, a hand thrust out 
of nowhere, yanked her down off the crate and in through a 
nearby open doorway. That same instant, army boots 
smashed the tomato crate to pieces as officers rushed in to 
control the crowd. A thick wooden door slammed shut, 
cutting off Ani's view of the square, plunging her into 
abrupt silence.  
       Ani whirled around, ready to defend herself with what 
little strength she had left. A woman wearing a clean, white, 
cotton dress threw up her hands as if Ani pointed a gun at 
her head.  
       "I help you," the woman cried, "Help you, not hurt 
you!" She pushed past Ani to secure the deadbolt on the 
door.  
       Heart still thudding against her chest, Ani quickly 
scanned her new surroundings.  
       Some kind of clinic waiting room.  
       Padded benches lined the walls. End tables supported 
stacks of year-old fashion magazines from America. Faded 
posters in splintered frames depicted serene ocean scenes 
meant to calm nervous patients.  
       The woman held out her hand. "Come. You safe here," 
she said in a heavy Spanish accent.  
       Ani's pulse calmed—the woman's voice was soft and 
kind, but it was more than that. Her beautiful, dark-
skinned face and vibrant eyes were distinctly familiar.  
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       "You get broke away . . . ehh . . . sep . . . separated from 
your mother?" she asked, stuttering in her search for the 
correct English words.  
       "Yes, I did." It was true enough, Ani thought. She had 
been separated from her mother. It was her only reason for 
coming to Cuzco. 
       "I help find her—?" She pointed out the window. 
       "No. No. That’s okay. I know where she’s headed. It’s 
why we’re here." 
       The woman shook her head. "No here. Market square is 
no place to be when riots spark." She helped Ani slip her 
backpack off. "I saw. You hit from behind. You lucky this 
protect you."  
       Ani looked at the pack. A slash extended from the top 
zipper to the lower pocket. Whatever tore through her pack 
would have torn right through her flesh. Lucky was right. 
Her thoughts turned to the protection charm in her pack. 
Could it have—?  
       "—I mend, no problem." She put the pack aside. "But 
first I mend you," she said, inspecting Ani's torn hands. 
       "I have to find my friend," said Ani at once.  
       "She is there," the woman pointed. "She searches for 
you from high above the hatred." 
       Through a thick paned window, Ani could see the 
muted figure of a girl standing on a balcony above the 
square.  
       "But I have to tell her where I am." 
       "I sent my boy for her," she said. "I tell Peyo to go 
'round, outside the square. It take time. He careful." The 
woman held Ani's palms face up. "Cuts need cleanings and 
wrappings." She guided Ani into a small alcove and placed 
her hands over a tiny, cracked-porcelain sink. When she 
ran the faucet to clean the wounds, the memory of pain, 
blocked by the adrenaline of the day's events, came rushing 
back. It flooded Ani’s body with a pain so intense she jerked 
away involuntarily. A yelp escaped her lips before she could 
stop herself.  
       "We must. I be gentle. Is necessary. No risk infection." 
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       Ani managed to let go of her resistance long enough to 
allow this kind stranger to help her. The woman’s hands 
worked, quick and efficient, proving both skill and 
compassion. 
       "Who are you?" asked Ani between winces. "You look 
familiar." 
       The woman paused to pull a polished black stone from 
her pocket and set it on the sink counter.  
       Ani instantly recognized it. "Oh! The little sick girl on 
the plane! You're Theresa's mother?"  
       "She has no sick for the rest of trip. She told me it for 
you gifted her this. I had no chance to thank you." 
       "You just did." Ani smiled, but her smile quickly 
became a grimace. "Ah'ouw!" 
       "I sorry but I must remove gravel bits. Here. Is the last." 
       When the woman reached for the bottle of rubbing 
alcohol Ani closed her eyes and held her breath, 
determined not to cry out again. She bit her bottom lip so 
hard it’s a wonder it didn’t bleed.  
       "Is good. You brave girl. Bad part done." 
      After gently drying Ani's hands, the woman applied a 
gelatinous substance that instantly eased the pain, then 
wrapped them in white gauze and fastened the bandages 
with cloth tape.  
       "Better?" 
       Ani took in a deep breath. "Yes," Ani answered, relieved 
the ordeal was over. 
       "You call me Cecilia."  
       "Thank you, Cecilia. I'm Ani Jasper." 
       An almost imperceptible knock sent Cecilia dashing 
through the waiting room to unbolt the front door. "Peyo!"  
       A boy of 7 or 8 years stepped in, followed by a 
disgruntled and slightly rumpled CJ. With some effort, the 
small boy shoved the huge door closed behind them. 
       "CJ!" Ani jumped up to hug her friend. 
       CJ put out a hand to stop her. "We were only separated 
for fifteen minutes, Ponch."  
       "Oh. Right. Sorry."    
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       "Geeeze," said CJ, looking at Ani's bandaged hands. 
"What did you do to yourself?" 
       "She will be, how you say, right as raining in no time," 
said Cecilia.   
       CJ looked at the woman, instantly suspicious. "You're a 
nurse?" 
       "She saved my life, CJ. She wanted to thank me for 
helping Theresa." 
       "Who?" 
       Ani retrieved her stone from the counter. "The little girl 
on the plane." 
       "Oh right, you're the barf-brat's mother. Thought I 
recognized your face."  
       Ani gave a pathetic smile as a pseudo-apology for CJ's 
blunt remark but Cecelia didn't seem to mind.  
       "Hey listen," said CJ to Cecilia, "you don't happen to 
know anyone who can take us to the train station, do you? 
I'd like to get out'ta here as soon as possible and walking 
seems to be hazardous to our health. We're looking to go on 
the cheap. Maybe hop a freight or something." 
       "What end place?" 
       "Huh?" 
       "You mean our destination?" asked Ani. "We're going to 
Cuzco." 
       Cecilia explained that, unlike passenger trains, cargo 
trains out of Lima didn't run directly to Cuzco. They would 
need to go to Mollendo through Arequipa and then on to 
Cuzco, which would "take much time and become very 
unpleasant." 
       "Great," said CJ. "So how are we supposed to get to 
Cuzco?" 
       "There is 'nother way," said Cecilia shyly. "You ride 
with mi hermano, ehh, my brother. He carries truckload 
up, third and forth day each week. Sometimes he is taking 
travelers for cash. Is safe. My girl, Theresa helps when 
school is done. She is with him now. Is good?" 
        Ani nodded. "Yes, that would be very good." 
       "You have money, no?" 
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       CJ rolled her eyes. "I knew we'd get around to dineros 
sooner or later. We're Americans, we must have full 
pockets, right?" 
       "How much would your brother need?" Ani pulled the 
hundred-dollar-bill out of her pocket. "I was saving this to 
pay for a guide and supplies in Cuzco, but—"   
       "Well, don't show him that," snapped CJ. "His fee will 
expand to fit the payment, no doubt." 
       "Your friend is wise in this way" said Cecilia. "I am 
fearing she is right. My brother is good man, but even a 
good man will take what is offered him if it is ten times his 
normal pay." 
       Ani frowned. "I don't have anything smaller." 
       "When commotion in the square is quieted," said 
Cecilia, "I give you instructions on where to change over 
your American dollars. Peyo will go for you to translate. 
And while you are with the waiting, you can tell me all 
about your American home." 
 
      Once the protest had calmed and the crowds had 
dispersed, Cecilia sent the girls off with Peyo to exchange 
their money and when they returned, she offered them 
dinner and a place to stay the night, which Ani graciously 
accepted for the both of them.       
       After a modest meal of leftover Carapulca—a Peruvian 
stew made of pork, dried potatoes, onions, and chilies, 
spiced with cumin, cilantro, cloves and peanuts—their host 
informed them it was "time for bed."  
       Cecilia led the girls into a stark white room lit by garish 
fluorescents. The far wall, flanked by tall windows, 
supported many hanging shelves over-laden with an odd 
mix of thick medical volumes, cheesy romance novels and 
children's picture books.  Two simple cots sat side by side, 
already made up with crisp white sheets, and grey-wool 
hospital blankets tucked in at the edges.  
       Cecilia installed them in their beds and placed Ani's 
backpack, expertly mended with a patch of brightly colored 
Peruvian weave, on the floor under her cot. She bade them 
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good night and turned out the overhead lights. "I wish you 
sweet dreaming," she whispered, and then closed the door. 
 
       In the dim moonlight, Ani could see CJ's eyes, wide open 
and staring at the ceiling. "You awake?" 
       "Yeah," said CJ. "I keep thinking about what happened in 
the square." 
       "Me too. I can still hear the screaming and the gunshots 
in my head. 
       "Yeah." After a long silence CJ said, "Hey, can I ask you 
something?" 
       Ani rolled onto her side, bent an elbow and propped her 
head on her hand. "Sure."  
       "In the square, when you were calling for me . . . I could 
hear you but I couldn't see you. I could tell by the sound of 
your voice how scared you were. I climbed up on a balcony 
to try and spot you. All I could think of was that I came all 
this way just to protect your butt and now you were going to 
die and there was nothing I could do about it." 
       "But it turned out okay," said Ani. "Right?" 
       "Ponch. Who's Eli?"  
       Ani's breath caught in her throat.  
       "I heard you call out his name when you couldn't find 
me. You said, 'Eli, help me'." 
       "I did?" 
       "So who's Eli?" 
       "He's um . . . my brother." 
       "Your brother? I thought you were an only child." 
       "I am." 
       "You're doing that thing again."  
       "What thing?" 
       "That thing where you only make sense to yourself."  
       "Eli was my twin. When we were born something went 
wrong. He . . . didn't make it." 
       "Crap. That must have seriously messed up your family." 
       "Yeah. My dad took it the hardest. I think my mom was 
just glad I survived. If it weren't for my grandfather Kahetay, 
I probably wouldn't have. He’s a Navaho shaman." 
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       "What's that?" 
       "A kind of medicine man for the soul. He had a vision 
about me before I was born. And that vision told him my 
life was in danger. He somehow convinced my mom and 
dad to go to the hospital early and that's the only reason I 
lived."  
       "Wow. You don't do anything normal do you? You 
couldn't even manage to get yourself born without some 
miraculous event happening." 
       "It's not like that, CJ." 
       "Yeah, it is. But I'm getting used to it." 
       "Used to what?" 
       "You. The strange things that happen around you. Stuff 
that can't be, but is anyway." 
       "So it's ok? You're not bothered by it anymore?"  
       "I'm not saying I'm gonna join the Freak-o-matic fan 
club to get the free button. I'm just kinda maybe getting 
used to your mega-freak status." 
       Ani smiled to herself in the dark. Maybe she could 
finally open up to CJ about the Kalb. Until she could, there 
would always be—  
       "So when you called out to your brother in the square," 
said CJ, interrupting Ani's thoughts, "that was what, just a 
comfort thing?" 
       "Kinda. But it's more than that." 
       "What do you mean more?" 
       "Eli is still here, sort of." 
       "Is this gonna be another one of your freaky ghost 
stories?"   
       "Eli's not exactly a ghost. We are . . . connected in a 
unique way. We share . . . " Ani stopped, sensing CJ’s 
discomfort. "It's hard to explain." 
       "Then don't." CJ yawned, exhaled slowly and said in a 
quiet voice, "I’m just glad you're okay. I thought I'd lost you 
there."  She rolled onto her side and scratched where the 
wool blanket brushed her cheek. "This place makes be itch. 
I feel like I'm in a hospital or something."  
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       "Well, I guess it's better than sleeping on the streets," 
said Ani feeling much the same way without admitting it.  
       CJ yawned again. "Maybe. I'll let you know in the 
morning," she mumbled, slipping into sleep. 
 
       When finally Ani closed her eyes, it had already been 
one of the longest days she could remember, and she fell 
almost instantly into a deep sleep.  
 

       And . . . into a transcendent dream . . .  
 

       She stood amidst a vast ancient library, filled with 
thousands of scrolls, books, and parchments housed in 
honeycomb-like compartments.  
       A teenage boy approached, holding a large bound book 
with an ornate metal clasp.  
       She instantly recognized him. "You were in my dream 
when I dosed off at—" 
       "—the library," finished the boy. 
       Ani nodded. "In New York." 
       "That wasn't a dream and neither is this." 
       "But I'm asleep, aren't I?" 
       "Asleep, yes, but not dreaming." 
       "If it's not a dream, then what is it?" 
       "A conversation. Nothing more." 
       Ani looked up. "Where are we?" 
       "Azimara. This is the Talis-cocaro . . . our library. Talis-
cocaro means "wisdom of the ages." 
       Ani reached for a nearby scroll. "Can I read one of 
them?" 
       "These scriptures are written in a symbolic language 
you have yet to comprehend." 
       "Scriptures? Are these religious texts?" 
       "Oh, I apologize for my word choosing," said the boy. "I 
did not perceive the word scripture to have religious 
meaning. I thought it to mean writings from scribes." He 
glanced at the scrolls to his left. "From what I have learned 
of your culture, religion is many things to many people. It 
would not be an appropriate description for these tomes. 
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Wisdom would be a more accurate interpretation, I believe. 
I am still learning your language." 
       "You speak it better than most."   
       "That is not entirely true. I am using the books in the 
room as a bridge between our two languages. They help me 
to speak and access knowledge I wouldn't normally 
possess. I did the same in your library back home."  
       "Nice trick." 
       "Trick?" Naviga paused, presumably searching for the 
meaning of the unfamiliar word. "No, not a trick. I will 
never intentionally deceive you." 
       "Just a figure of speech. It doesn't mean anything."   
       "All words have meaning. All words have power. No 
word should be spoken without true intent for the message 
it conveys."    
       "Right, so then, no humor where you come from, eh?" 
       He smiled. "Sometimes laughter is the message, is it 
not?"    
       Ani gave him an inquisitive look. "Who are you?" 
       "I am Naviga, he who prepares the Tome of the Zielfah 
Rii for your arrival. I am the translator of languages so that 
you will understand. I am the Master's apprentice until you 
come to replace me. I am the teacher of small things as the 
Master is the teacher of great things." 
       "That's the same answer you gave me the last time I 
asked. Word for word." 
       "It is the truest answer to your question and the truth 
has not changed since last we spoke." 
       "Right. I guess, I meant to ask a different question. 
How—?" 
       "—Ahnee," he said, putting emphasis on the second 
syllable of her name instead of the first, "all your questions 
will be answered when you are finally among us."  
       "Among who? What do you mean?" 
       The boy did not answer. He simply offered her the book 
he held in his arms. Ani noted that he’d been holding his 
place among the pages with an index finger. The thick book 
now fell open to that page.  
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       "This book looks different from all the others," said Ani. 
"What is it?" 
       "The Tome of the Zielfah Rii,” he said simply, as if that 
answered all her questions. “It is as much yours as it is ours 
and therefore provides the strongest link between us." The 
sound of someone entering the library behind him drew his 
quick attention. "I must go now."  
       He closed the book and vanished. 
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We cannot know the value of a thing that 
we must, at all cost, possess. Only when 
we loosen our grasp can we perceive true 
worth.  

 

                 Xephero  ~  Tome of the Zielfah Rii 
 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FOUR 

 
THE GYPSY'S WARNING 

 
 
 
       At dawn, a 2-ton pick-up truck pulled up in front of the 
clinic. The back was piled high with rugs, assorted textiles, 
and brimming baskets of fruit to sell at the Cuzco 
marketplace. First came a warm greeting from little 
Theresa, who gazed up at Ani with a combination of 
admiration and awe. Then the driver hopped out and 
introduced himself as ’Cecilia's brother.'  
       After introductions they all shared a modest breakfast 
of poached egg, toast and juice in the dwelling next door to 
the clinic where Theresa, Cecilia and her older brother lived 
with their elderly but spry mother.  
        
       On their way out, good-byes having been said, Cecilia's 
brother gave them two full liters of bottled water and a 
warning not to drink the local H20, unless they wanted "one 
heck of a belly ache." He pointed to the back of his pick-up 
truck and offered them a place at the top of the heap, saying 
that Cecilia had explained everything. 
       "How much?" Ani asked.  



 
         
        

 45 

       He smiled at Ani's bandages. "My sister . . . she aided 
you?" 
       "Yes," said Ani, her hands still throbbing. 
       "Me too." He rolled up his sleeve to reveal the same 
white cloth dressings on his forearm. 
       "She's very kind," said Ani.   
       The man nodded. "Ceci says you're special. "You gave 
Theresa part of your magic." 
       "The rock?" Ani smiled and shrugged. "Oh, I was just 
trying to help. She had motion sickness." 
       He nodded. "No more. My niece is changed. She now 
has your magic inside her, and her stomach does not turn 
when we drive the mountain roads. You cured her." 
       "No I—" 
       "Yeah," CJ interjected, "Ponch has that effect on 
people." 
       "For my Theresa," he said, "I take you for free. Okay?" 
       "We accept," said CJ.  
       "Climb up. We leave soon." 
       CJ had already climbed in and settled on a heap of soft 
rugs when a voice called out from the clinic. Ani stopped 
mid-stride, having already swung one leg over the tailgate.  
       "Wait! We have something for you!" Cecilia hurried out 
the front door, waving a small paper bag in the air with 
Theresa trailing close behind. "A parting gift. Is okay. Don't 
get out," said Cecilia, as Ani started to climb down. "I pack 
it for you." Ani felt a tug on her backpack and heard the 
crisp sound of a paper bag crinkling and then the zipper 
closing. "Theresa wanted you to have them. She made them 
herself." Cecilia patted it gently. "All set."  
       "Thanks," said Ani, even though she hadn't the faintest 
idea what she'd been given. 
      As Ani settled in, making a nest of a pile of scratchy 
woolen blankets, Theresa climbed up onto the tailgate.  
       "Here," she said, holding out the little black stone Ani 
had given her on the plane. 
       "That was a gift," said Ani. "You should keep it." 



 
         
        

 46 

       "I don't need it anymore," Theresa said. "Can you give it 
to someone else who is sick? Maybe it will help them like it 
helped me." 
       "Are you sure?" 
       The girl nodded. "Someone you meet will need it. You 
give it to them for me, kay?" 
       "I will," said Ani, feeling a lump in her throat. "That's 
very thoughtful of you." Ani felt a special fondness for this 
little girl that she'd never experienced before. 
       Cecilia gave Theresa a slip of paper, which she held out 
to Ani.  
       "What's this?" asked Ani, taking the note. 
       "Our post address," said Theresa. "To write us when 
you get back to America!" 
       "To let us know you are well," added Cecilia.  
       "I will! Oh, I almost forgot." Ani pulled something from 
her back pocket. She held out the postcard she’d written to 
her father on the plane. "Would you mail this for me? It has 
postage already." 
        Cecilia reached out to take it but Theresa snatched it 
out of her hands. "I’ll do it! I know how. I mail all mother's 
letters!" 
       "It's for my dad," added Ani. "To let him know I'm 
okay." 
       Cecilia nodded in understanding.  
       "Do you need more postcards?" asked Theresa, eager to 
be helpful. "We have many!" 
       "No, I have plenty. A woman on the plane gave me a 
whole stack." 
       "All good?" called Cecilia's brother from the cab.  
       "All good," Theresa echoed back—obviously a well-
practiced ritual. 
       Ani glanced over at CJ. It would seem she had already 
fallen asleep, her head propped on a stack of colorfully 
woven tote bags. Ani smiled. It had been an exhausting 
couple of days and they had a lengthy drive ahead of them. 
       Cecilia gave a sad, sweet smile. "Viaje seguro, Ani 
Jasper. Safe journey."            
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       "Thank you for everything," said Ani.  
       As the truck slowly pulled away, Ani waved good-bye to 
her new friends and then settled in for the long haul. 
 
       The full day's ride up the mountain, though hot and 
uncomfortable, came as a welcomed relief to the chaos of 
Lima. Ani was so glad to be away from the city, she hardly 
noticed the numbness in her arms and legs from hours of 
sitting in odd positions, wedged between wooden crates 
and wicker baskets.  
       CJ, on the other hand, seemed quite content to snooze 
away on the plush stack of llama rugs she had claimed as 
her throne.  
       Ani passed the time by watching scenery float by. She'd 
never been on a real mountain before, never seen a growing 
forest or a flowing river with her own eyes. The pictures 
from her mother's anthropology books couldn't convey the 
unexpected sense of serenity these sites and sounds 
provoked. It was as if the trees, the creeks, even the air 
whispered to her deepest, most ancient self.   
       "Mother Earth, Father Sky," Kahetay had once said. 
"We are all connected to one another through this lineage. 
Our home is not the place where we build our shelters, that 
place in which we reside, it is in each leaf, each grain of 
sand, the roots of every tree, the song of all rivers that rush 
to the sea. We are here on this planet because we were born 
to her, and to her we shall return. Our bodies to Mother 
Earth, our souls to Father Sky. We are, all of us, on a long 
journey home." 
 
       They made a few stops along the way to pick up or drop 
off various items for trade. At the last stop, a place called 
Ayacucho, Cecilia's brother unloaded baskets of fruit from 
the passenger seat and then offered to let the girls sit up 
front. The cab reeked of week-old bananas, a fruit which, to 
Ani's dismay, became both lunch and dinner. Now, if a jar 
of peanut butter had been within reach, the monotony of 
the meal would have been tolerable. To Ani, a banana 
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without peanut butter was like a slice of bread without 
butter. But it no longer mattered because by the time they'd 
finished, she never wanted to see another banana as long as 
she lived.  
       From Ayacucho, they drove all night and by the 
following morning, they had reached their destination.  
       When the truck finally rolled in to Cuzco, Ani and CJ 
were asleep on each other's shoulders. The driver nudged 
them awake. "Cuzco," he said, pointing ahead.  
       The rising sun, barely cresting the ridge, cast sidelong 
shadows that licked the vast stone walls rising on either 
side of the street. "It used to be the capital of Peru," 
Cecilia's brother said. "It was a proud city, an Inca city. But 
then it belonged to the Spaniards. They took its heart. And 
now it belongs to the tourists. They took its soul." 
       "We're not tourists," Ani said quickly.  
       "Eh? What propósito, ehh, purpose brings you here?" 
       "We're here to find my mom. She's an anthropologist."  
       "Ah, then you may come to see Cuzco with more than 
just your eyes. To know this city is to see beyond its walls to 
the heart of its people. Look beneath the surface. The Puma 
still breathes." 
       Ani rolled down the cab window. Early morning smells 
rushed in—street cooking mixed with eucalyptus smoke, 
punctuated by a strong stench of urine. Not a combination 
she was likely to grow accustomed to any time soon.  
       They passed by shopkeepers placing their imitation 
Inca pottery, woven rugs and bronze souvenirs out on the 
plaza to entice the very people who, according to Cecilia's 
brother, had stolen the soul of their city.  
       Somewhere a cathedral bell beckoned but the tune was 
sorrowful and sour. A fine gray mist hung over the 
surrounding green and red hills, muting the colors, lending 
a surreal quality to the scene. Ani rubbed the sleep from her 
eyes. She peered at their driver. "You said beneath the 
surface the Puma still breathes. What did you mean?"  
       "Cuzco," said Cecilia's brother, "was built in the shape 
of a puma to honor the animal spirit that watches over the 
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earth. To the Inca, Puma is courage, Puma is inner strength 
and holds the eternal present. It is said there lies a vast 
cavern-city below Cuzco where time does not exist. They 
say this city inside the earth is home to a thousand Inca 
who disappeared during the Spanish conquest." 
       Ani could tell their driver had the story memorized, his 
English much improved. She figured he only did it to give 
his passengers their money's worth, but she was fascinated 
by the idea. When she began to ask about the legend 
however, he interrupted her, pulling the truck over to the 
side of the road. "Tour over," he announced. "You go now. I 
have truck-full to unload." 
       The girls hopped out and shut the cab door.  "It was 
kind of you to give us a ride up the mountain," said Ani, 
suddenly realizing she had not learned the man's name.  
       "This mountain, it will make you breathe uneasy. You 
need time to adjust. Go slow, kay? Drink local tea. It help." 
       "We will," said Ani.  
       Cecilia's Brother extended a hand out the driver's side 
window of his rusted truck and said, "I am Casimiro." 
       Ani shook his hand. "Nice to meet you, Casimiro. I'm 
Ani Jasper." 
       "I hope you find your mother, Ani Jasper."  
       "Thanks. Me too." Ani smiled, nodded and then looked 
to the road that led into the heart of Cuzco.   
       "Hey, maybe you try the gypsy's place," he called as they 
started down the street. "She knows all a good stories. If 
your mother asked in town they would sent her to Lucia!" 
       Before they could ask where they might find this Lucia 
person, Casimiro sped away, leaving behind a cloud of 
exhaust. Ani choked, realizing as the smoke cleared, that 
Casimiro was right about the air being hard to breathe. This 
must be what it’s like to have asthma, Ani thought. Her 
lungs suddenly seemed very small and tight, and no matter 
how she tried, she could not catch her breath.  
       Mom had said something about altitude sickness before 
she left—that it took a while to get acclimated to the thin air 
at higher elevations. Ani ran through her mother's list of 
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potential symptoms: headache, fatigue, stomach problems, 
dizziness, difficulty sleeping. So far, all she had was a 
shortness of breath and a bit of dizziness. Counting herself 
lucky, she turned to CJ.  
       "How are you feeling?"   
       "I'm fine. What are you, my mother? Let's go." 
 
       Ani and CJ roamed the town, stopping here and there 
to ask about Lucia. Everyone knew of her, but none agreed 
on where she might be found. Each person they spoke to 
sent them in a different direction.  
       By late afternoon, they were tired, hungry and knew no 
more than when they arrived. CJ suggested they postpone 
their search and spend whatever daylight remained locating 
a place to eat and sleep. Ani readily agreed. She had 
developed a pounding headache in the last few hours, 
whether from altitude sickness or exhaustion and lack of 
food, she did not know. They decided to eat at the first 
restaurant they came to, which was less than a block up the 
street—a place called The Nazca Café.  
       Next to the restaurant, in a shallow alcove, a blind 
musician with tree branch hands and sun-painted skin, 
plucked out a tune on a splintered mandolin. The image 
captivated Ani, as though she'd seen it once in a dream. He 
played to an audience of beggar children. Faces pressed up 
against the glass of the restaurant; the children were too 
preoccupied with the sight and smell of food to appreciate 
the intricacies of his song.   
       When Ani stopped to listen, CJ snapped. 
       "Ponch what are you doing?" 
       "Sorry. It’s just that I feel like I've seen—"  
       "Whatever. I'm starved. Break out that wad of cash and 
let's eat." 
       "Remember, we still have to pay for somewhere to sleep 
tonight, and find a guide in the morning. This money has to 
last us—" 
       "Alright already. So we’ll skip dessert."  
       A large, dark-skinned man wearing a permanent smile 
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gestured to an empty table. After Ani and CJ took their 
seats, the man hovered over them, presumably to take their 
order, but they had not been given menus.  
       Ani glanced around the restaurant. Every customer 
seemed to have the same simple meal—pepper steak and 
mixed vegetables. She pointed to a nearby table, held up 
two fingers, and within 10 minutes a plate of food identical 
to their neighbors' slapped down in front of them along 
with two cups of tea. The man pointed to the cups and said 
"Coca. Drink. It will make you feel better."   
       Turned out the man was right. They drank the tea and 
devoured their dinners, grateful to be eating solid food 
again. Almost instantly, Ani began to feel normal again. 
Though a little dry and bland, the meal proved to be more 
filling than Cecilia's onion soup the night before, and 
signified a vast improvement over the steady diet of 
bananas they'd had on the way up the mountain.   
       When the permanent smile returned, he waited by the 
table as they finished their meals.  
       Confused, Ani looked up to ask if there was something 
he needed.  
       "Okay," said the man, "you pay now." 
       "Oh, I'm sorry. Um . . . how much?" She pulled the roll 
of money from her pocket.  
       The man inspected the bills, pulled a single bill from the 
roll and gave Ani her change in local currency. "You are in 
Cuzco, not America. You can put it away now," he indicated 
Ani's roll of cash, "before someone sees it and decides to 
relieve you of your burden." 
       "Do you know where we could find a guide? To take us 
into the Amazon?" 
       His bent smile melted into a bland expression. "No. No 
guides here."  
       As the restaurateur returned to his kitchen, another 
man approached their table, smelling of cigar smoke and 
bacon grease. "Ladies, I believe I can be of some assistance. 
You wish to find a guide?" 
       "Yes," said Ani. 
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       "No," said CJ at the same time.  
       "I can offer you your pick of the best. I take my cut off 
the top, get you everything you need, supplies, llama's to 
carry it all and of course a trail man who can take you 
anywhere you want to go." He held out his hand. "My 
services are very reasonable. I make you a great deal." 
       "Nah uh," said CJ. "Not gonna happen. Get lost bub." 
       "Your friend here is the one with the money," said the 
man. "She can decide for herself." 
       "I said get lost. My friend isn't interested in your 
services." 
       The man huffed, turned on his heels and strode out.  
       "CJ, we have to hire someone." 
       "Not him." CJ put an uncharacteristic hand on Ani’s 
shoulder. "You're gonna have to trust me when it comes to 
people like him, Ponch. It's the only way we are going to 
survive this. Got it?" 
       "Yeah, okay," answered Ani. 
       "Time to go. And from now on, keep the cash out of 
sight."  
       As they got up to leave, a beautiful Spanish woman 
strolled into the restaurant carrying a basket of flowers. She 
wore a black-fringed red shawl draped over one shoulder 
and a skirt woven in a myriad of vibrant colors hemmed in 
gold. The moment she entered, several people called out in 
unison, "Lucia!" 
       Ani and CJ exchanged bemused glances. The woman 
they'd been trying all day to find had just found them. She 
smiled and waved like a celebrity, floating from table to 
table, selling flowers from her basket and, as Ani later 
learned, stories. They waited for their turn to speak with 
her. And waited. And waited. 
       Nearly an hour later, Lucia had visited every table but 
theirs. When most of the customers had gone, the gypsy 
woman finally turned toward Ani and CJ, eyeing them with 
curiosity. Ani knew she had become aware of their presence 
long before she decided to approach them, and wondered if 
the woman sensed their agenda.  
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        Lucia pulled a chair over to their table and sat down. A 
slight smile curled the corners of her mouth. "You have 
been watching Lucia, hmm? We have done a little dance, 
the three of us, with our eyes. You wish to buy a story?" 
       "No," said Ani, watching the woman twist her long 
black hair and tuck it into her waistband. "We were just 
hoping to um, ask you a few questions." 
       "So it is answers you seek? I have as many answers as I 
have stories." Her bright moss-green eyes sparkled with 
interest. "What is it you wish to know?" 
       "Nearly two months ago a team of anthropologists came 
to Cuzco. They were headed into the Amazon to study the 
Guardian Tribe." 
       "Indeed," said Lucia. 
       "My mom was on that expedition. We've come to find 
her. Did they speak with you while they were here?" 
       "Mmmm," she uttered as if she had just tasted 
something sweet. "I told them stories. They paid me well." 
She let her last words hang in the air as if they were meant 
to be not just a statement, but also a suggestion. In the 
silence that followed she waited, turning a band of antiqued 
silver on the middle finger of her right hand between 
thumb and forefinger.  
       "Oh," said Ani, finally figuring it out. She dug into her 
pocket and handed the gypsy woman the change she had 
received when she paid for dinner. "Is that enough?" 
       "It will suffice," said Lucia, stuffing the money into a 
drawstring pouch tied at her waist. "What is it you wish to 
know?"  
       "The research team, do you know where they're 
camped? Or where the Guardians can be found?" 
       "You cannot go to this place." 
       "They went," argued CJ. 
       "But you cannot."  
       "We have to," said Ani. "I think they may be in some 
kind of trouble. Please, if there's any way you can help us, 
anything you can tell us—" 
       "You must give up this search and return home, 
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wherever that may be."  
       "If you won't offer us your help, then we'll just have to 
find our way without it." Ani couldn't hide the frustration in 
her voice. 
       "Then this mountain will be your ending," said Lucia 
with an aire of finality. "Hear me now. I tell only what I 
know is truth. If you were not invited, then you are not 
welcome. Nothing will protect you. Not the wind, nor the 
mountain will guide you. The river will not quench your 
thirst. The moon will not light your path. Go back to where 
you came. Leave and live." 
       "Thanks for the advice," said CJ, "but we didn't come all 
this way to turn around and go home. We're going to find 
them. Now are you going to help us or do we get our money 
back?" 
       Clearly offended, the woman rose abruptly from her 
chair. 
       "Wait. Please," Ani pleaded, grasping her arm. 
       Lucia glared down at Ani. "This conversation is done," 
she said, breaking Ani's grasp, but the woman's expression 
changed when she saw the ruby hanging around Ani's neck.  
       "You wear the Gypsy's Gift? You? Amaru!" She reached 
for the necklace.  
       Ani drew away.  
       The woman seemed to reconsider her actions. She 
relaxed her stance and smiled. "Maybe you give Lucia this 
ruby, she tell you what you need to know." 
       "I can't," said Ani. "I'm sorry. It's not mine to give." 
       "Then I cannot help you." With a flick of her wrist, she 
bade the restaurant owner a hasty farewell, and strode out 
the door. 
       "Well, that was a waste of a couple of bucks," said CJ, 
throwing a disapproving look in Ani's direction. "Money we 
can't afford to throw away. What were you thinking, 
Ponch?" 
       "She recognized Sophie's ruby. How is that possible?" 
       "She was just trying to play you." 
       "I don't think so. She called it the Gypsy's Gift. She was 
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genuinely surprised that I had it." 
       CJ smirked. "Not to mention mad." 
       Ani glanced over at the restaurateur, who made his way 
back to their table, his smile more genuine this time. "Ahh, 
everything for effect, that woman. And what a marvelous 
effect she is."  
       "Does she know about things," asked Ani, "or are her 
stories just stories?" 
       "Oh, she knows," he said, staring off in the direction of 
her exit. "If anyone knows, Lucia knows."    
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Author's Personal Note 

 
I was raised within the sphere of influence of two 
great human beings, my parents. Both teachers, 
their greatness manifested in the form of heart, 
wisdom, intelligence, understanding, and 
acceptance. Freedom of speech and thought, 
though not commonly permitted in a child's 
confining existence, were their gifts to me and to 
the children they guided. To them, children had a 
voice, and they listened. 
 
Between the ages of eleven and fourteen I had a 
series of thought provoking, life-altering 
conversations with my father, who had just 
completed his doctorate at the University of 
Southern California. I consider my father a rare 
individual, a singular original. He is a gifted 
conversationalist, an incomparable professor, a 
talented musician, a skilled craftsman, an affable 
gentleman, a playful genius, an intellectual 
humorist . . . uncommon in many ways, not the 
least of which, was his manner of conversing with 
his pre-teen daughter.  
 
As a dyslexic child (a disability my father and I 
share) in a world which had no name for or 
knowledge of the now common learning disorder, 
I received such labels as "slow" and "inattentive" 
in school, getting low marks in every subject but 
art and creative writing. My self-respect and self-
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confidence would have suffered greatly had I 
identified with the labels I'd been given in school, 
but my parents saw to it that I never did. Far from 
treating me as a learning disabled child, my 
father instead challenged me to push beyond the 
thinking of everyday thoughts, to fathom the 
unfathomable. What's at the end of the universe? 
How do we know dreams aren't real? What exists 
beyond our five senses?  
 
When I began to write down my ideas, and 
incorporate them into stories, it was my mother 
who encouraged me to take those stories and 
expand them into books. I finished my first book 
at the age of twelve—100 handwritten pages, 
misspellings and all. Even did a hand drawn 
cover. At this point, my father, who intercepted 
the little string-bound manuscript on its way to 
the round file, offered me a piece of sound advice; 
"Never throw away anything you write," he said, 
"no matter how silly you think it might be in the 
moment." When I asked him why, he said simply, 
"Someday you will be grateful." He was right. And 
I’m grateful to him, and to my mother, not only 
for encouraging me to take myself seriously as a 
writer, but for challenging me to be the kind of 
person that is not afraid to ask the big questions 
and imagine the answers. 
 
When I was twelve I learned that imagination 
could open doors—real doors—to inner worlds. By 
the time I graduated from high school, I knew two 
things for certain; that I was a writer, and that I 
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wanted to someday give the gift to others that my 
parents gave to me. This book is that gift. It is a 
favor returned. With love and deep gratitude, I 
dedicate The LightBridge Legacy to my father 
Jim, for starting me on this wondrous path and to 
my mother Elaine, without whose wisdom, love 
and support of my father and myself, this book 
would never have come to be. 
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Heartfelt Gratitude  
Extended Version 

 
To the LightBridge Legacy's first and foremost 
editor, Greg Conway, who took time away from his 
own artistic endeavors to support me in mine. A true 
friend, with a gifted intellect and a courageous soul, 
he dove into this epic world and, brick by brick, 
helped me lay the foundation and map the 
treacherous, uncharted territory of the LightBridge 
Legacy's mythical landscape. Without his help and 
the challenge his editing presented to better my 
writing, I may never have found the courage and 
belief in myself necessary to complete the original 
900-page novel. His mark and his heart are on every 
page of this journey.   
 
To my test readers: Jan, Cassidy, Archana, Kenny, 
Eoanna, Ishara, Rainbow, Jim, Elaine, TJ, Larri, 
Raena, Paula, Jean, Grant, and Cat for their 
wonderful feedback and constant encouragement. I 
am blessed to have in my family and circle of friends, 
people I love, trust and respect, whose opinions I 
value and take to heart. They helped me (and Ani) 
more than they will ever know.  
 
To all those at the Millie Ames Writing Workshop 
for listening to me read Destiny's Call for months on 
end, and for offering honest and insightful criticism.  
To JS, for being my guide through new and 
unfamiliar terrains; for showing me the history, the 
beauty and the secret side of New York City.  
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A special thanks to my beautiful friends, Larri, 
Eoanna, Raena, Michelle and Rainbow, for their 
ongoing support and contributions to the evolution 
of this book, which has spanned more than a 
decade… to Larri for always being there for me and 
my stories (whether they be sung or written), to 
Eoanna for her loving feedback, for dreaming up the 
word LightBridge and graciously letting me borrow 
it for the title… to Raena, for allowing me to make 
her family my own, and for her constant, generous 
function as proofreader, encourager and supporter 
of the dream that this book represents.  
 
And last, but by no means least, to Rainbow, for 
saving Hazool's life. In the first draft of The 
LightBridge Legacy, Hazool (now in book two) was a 
minor character who made his exit in the form of an 
untimely demise a few chapters after his entrance 
until, that is, Rainbow insisted I resurrect him and 
integrate him into the rest of the story. Hazool has 
since become a favorite of many, including myself. I 
will be forever grateful for her kindness to my 
characters, and for the love and light she brought to 
my life during our years together at the theatre. 
  
To my fellow Muse & editor, Cat Spydell, without 
whom this book might never have seen the printed 
page. Thank you for coming along with me on this 
incredible journey, and for believing in me, and my 
dream to bring light to the world. 
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To Gregg DeCastro for being my Kahetay; my guitar 
teacher, my guide, my friend, and my soul's "wise 
grandfather" during my teen and pre-teen years 
when, through the gift of music, he guided me in the 
evolution of self. I don't know who I would be today 
without his influence in my life and I suspect Ani 
feels the same way about her adopted grandfather 
too. 
 
To my sister, Ishara, for being my Sophia, the wise 
woman; for always being there with just the right 
words to heal my heart, calm my fears, and soothe 
my soul. For always making sure I know I am loved.  
 
To my sweetheart Henatay, for being my original 
inspiration for Kahetay’s character. Of the Pueblo 
tribes in New Mexico (not the Navajo), Henatay 
(Cloud in the Keres language) is every bit as wise 
and noble as Kahetay is in the LightBridge Legacy. 
He is an inspiration to me every day. I am blessed to 
have him in my life and by my side. Every moment a 
gift.   
 
To my mother for being my Nan J. For passing on 
her gift of words, her love of stones, and her interest 
in anthropology and archeology to me when I was 
young (thank you for all the rock hunts and 
arrowhead treks Mom). And for being the strong, 
intelligent, beautiful, adventurous woman who 
raised me to be myself no matter what, and taught 
me by example, to be courageous in the pursuit of 
one's dream.  
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To my father for being my Xephero, my wise 
counsel; for being the strength and core of a vast 
family; for challenging my mind to go beyond the 
accepted railways of thought and delve into the 
outer reaches where the tracks have not yet been 
laid.  
 
And to both my parents for the rare and beautiful 
love and friendship they have given me; the 
incredible support of my writing and my dreams 
over the years; all the times they sat down with me 
to work out the twists and turns of a story, or solve 
its paradoxes. And for giving me the kind of 
childhood that sparked the imagination, and 
launched a life-long fascination with myth and 
dreams, quantum realities and inner worlds.  
 
My deepest gratitude to all. 
 
Hathanya wa nua, 
 
Elayne James  

And a very special note of appreciation to my 
book foster partner, Chris, who supported this 
work when Ani and I needed it the most, and who 
believed in me and my creative abilities so 
unquestioningly, that he fostered this book 
without ever having read even a rough draft.  



     

 
ANI JASPER 

 
I asked Ani Jasper to introduce herself. 
 
Here is what she said: 
 
“You know how sometimes when you’re asleep you can’t tell if 
you’re dreaming or not because everything feels so completely 
real? Well, that’s how it feels to be me. I never know if what I’m 
experiencing is real or not. But I think I’m slowly figuring out that 
it’s ALL real, and that is the scariest thing I can think of. See, if it’s 
all real, then I am in some deep dark shades of trouble with all 
kinds of bad mixed in. 
 
I’m Anani Jasper. People call me Ani. Not Annie. Ahh-nee. I’m a 
girl, I’m almost fourteen, I’m an amateur geologist and a magical 
apprentice. I live in New York City, but I still consider the Mojave 
Desert my real home. I’m technically an only child because I lost 
my twin brother the day we were born, but if you want to know a 
secret, the truth is, I didn’t really lose him because we are still 
together. Two souls. One body. Weird I know. But kinda cool at 
the same time. It’s called Zielfah which means “double soul,” and 
because of it, I’m next in line for some fierce magical mojo I didn’t 
ask for. Oh and get this… because I am the appointed heir 
apparent, I have some equally fierce enemies that want me 
permanently deleted in the worst way. Mom and Dad don’t know. 
Nobody knows. No one would believe me anyway. 
 
So I live my life as if everything is normal…whatever that is. 
Mom’s an anthropologist and Dad owns a rock and gem shop. I 
can tell you anything you want to know about all sorts of stones 
(including their magical properties–but don’t tell my dad that. He 
doesn’t believe in magic). My godfather, Kahetay is a Navajo 
shaman and has some pretty cool skills of his own. He’s the one 
who first taught me about magic. And then there’s Sophie, my 
um… I guess you could call her my mentor… she’s a wise-
woman… a magical practitioner and a good friend. She knows 
about my “future memories”—these strange visions I have where 
I go into the future and remember things that haven’t happened 
yet.  
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That’s how I found out my mom’s in trouble. She’s gone missing 
on expedition in the Amazon jungle and it’s up to me to save her. 
 
Have you ever had to do the thing that scares you the most? 
That’s what I have to do. And in order to do it, I have to “embrace 
my magical destiny,” whatever that is, but that’s how Xephero 
puts it. Xephero is the Light Master who wields the LightBridge, 
the most powerful magical object in the world, and he has 
chosen me as the next in line to be the keeper of that magic. All I 
know is if I do it I can save my mom because if I don’t she’s 
gonna die. It means doing things I never thought I’d do, wrong 
things, dangerous things, but you would too if it meant saving the 
person you loved most in the whole world. You never know what 
you are capable of until you are forced to face the unfathomable. 
 
Welcome to my world.” 
 
Ani Jasper 
14 years old 
New York City 
USA 
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The Circle of Light Ceremony 

A Sacred Christmas in the Mojave Desert with the Jasper Family 
 
Living fifty miles from any semblance of a town and a hundred 
miles from any shopping mall, and having very little money to 
spend on presents, the Jaspers created their own holiday 
traditions far removed from those of modern society. 
 
A glimpse of Christmas at the Jaspers: 
 
Having no family of his own, Kahetay, Ani’s Navajo shaman 
grandfather, spends every Christmas with the Jaspers and brings 
to their holiday a sense of reverence they cherish. 
 
It is called the Circle of Light Ceremony. In this ceremony, each 
family member is asked to offer a gift to the world, and then a 
more personal gift to those present in the circle. 
 
At midnight on Christmas Eve, the family gathers in a circle, 
sitting cross-legged on the floor, each with an unlit candle. The 
room is dim, lit only by the warm glow of the tree lights. There are 
no presents under the tree, just four lavishly embellished boxes 
with slits at the top just large enough for folded pieces of paper to 
enter. 
 
Kahetay lights the first candle and says, “With this flame I bring 
the world to peace, to this pure and beautiful moment we share, 
so that they may know what it is to be at peace and seek it with 
each rising sun.” He then leans to Ani and with his candle, lights 
hers and says, “With this gift of light, I offer wholeness, to bind us 
with a deep knowing that no matter what we search for we are 
already complete.” 
 
As Ani’s flame is lit, she says, “With this flame I heal the wounded 
hearts of the world with love.” As she leans to her mother and 
light’s her unlit candle she says, “With this gift of light I offer my 
true heart to connect all who share this circle.” 
 
As Mrs. Jasper’s candle is lit, she says, “With this flame I bring 
the world laughter, so that they may know joy and embrace joy in 
their lives a little more every day.”  



         
        

 

As she leans to her husband and light’s his unlit candle she says, 
“With this gift of light, I offer the spirit of discovery, to bind us with 
a sense of becoming all that we are meant to be.” 
 
As Mr. Jasper’s candle is lit, he says, “With this flame I bring the 
world belonging, so that all may know they are loved.” He leans 
forward and lights the large candle that waits, unlit, in the center 
of the circle and says, “With this gift of light, I offer safety and 
warmth, to bind us in the knowledge that home is not just where 
we live together, but what we share with each other.” 
 
To complete the circle, Kahetay chants a blessing of winter, of 
light and love. And as all the candles are finally lit, and the room is 
filled with firelight, they open the beautiful boxes that are waiting 
under the tree. In each box are little pieces of paper. For the 
seven days before Christmas, each member of the family writes a 
message or a blessing or a wish for everyone, whether it be 
humorous or heartfelt, and places it in the other family member’s 
boxes. 
 
Still sitting on the floor in a circle they take turns sharing their gifts 
from the heart, reading the messages aloud, laughing, crying and 
hugging as the love between them grows as bright as the flames 
of their candles.  
 
When the sharing is complete, they enjoy a sumptuous meal 
together that they all helped to prepare. Christmas eve is Ani’s 
favorite day of the year. 
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PLACES IN "THE SECRET HALF" 
 

Most of the places and locations used in The Secret Half are 
real. The exceptions are noted here. 
 
Jasper's Rock and Gem Shop is not a real place but it was 
patterned after the desert rock shops I visited in my youth 
that dotted the desert highways, many of them quite literally 
"out in the middle of nowhere."  
 
The stretch of The Mojave Desert where Ani grew up is 
located in Southern California. It was one of my favorite 
playgrounds when I was a child. My parents owned a cabin in 
the high desert and many of Ani’s adventures in this book 
were based on my own (even scorpion and rattle snake 
encounters). Such an enchanting landscape to fire the 
imagination. Mystery and history, ghost towns and gold 
mines, natural rock formations, unique plant and wildlife, 
Native American Petroglyphs, hidden beauty and ancient 
secrets— all these and more led me to choose the Mojave, 
pronounced Mo-hah-vee, as Ani's birthplace. It seemed the 
perfect place for a young girl with her own share of mystery 
and magic. 
 
Interesting Facts About The Mojave Desert  
 
The Mojave Desert occupies a significant portion of Southern 
California and parts of Utah, Nevada, and Arizona. Named 
after the Mojave Native Americans, it occupies roughly 
54,000 square miles in a typical basin-and-range topography, 
stretching from the southern end of the Sierra Nevada 
Mountains to the Colorado Desert. The Mojave contains the 
Mojave National Preserve, Joshua Tree National Park and 
Death Valley, the lowest elevation in North America (282 feet 
[86 m] below sea level). Death Valley, one of my favorite 
desert locales, is a wondrous place full of color and mystery, 
where the temperature can approach 120°F in late July and 
early August. Early spring or late fall is the perfect time, 
weather-wise, to explore this enchanting place. 



 
         
        

 

 
In New York City   
 
The Wakefield where Ani meets CJ is fictitious, although 
its location, Morningside Heights, is an actual place. 
Morningside Heights is a neighborhood of the Borough of 
Manhattan in New York City, which is home to the 
magnificent Cathedral of Saint John the Divine and 
Columbia University, where Nan Jasper studied 
anthropology under Professor Hayden. Morningside 
Heights is bounded by the Upper West Side to the south, 
and Harlem to the north. On September 16, 1776, the Battle 
of Harlem Heights was actually fought in Morningside 
Heights. The neighborhood, which has also been referred to 
as the "Acropolis of New York," is part of the Fifteenth 
Congressional District of New York, which includes all of 
Upper Manhattan.  
 
Morningside Park where CJ teaches Ani to fight (or at 
least tries to), is an actual park that defines Morningside 
Heights' east boundary, and is where the neighborhood got 
its name during the early stages of its development in the 
1890s. The park was called "Morning Side Park" in 1870 
because of the way it was lit up by the rising sun at dawn. I 
wanted Ani and CJ to have a special place that would 
represent their budding friendship and a "park of the rising 
sun" seemed the perfect choice, because they were, without 
realizing it, embarking on a new adventure just by 
becoming friends. 
 
Wordwise is not a real bookshop, but I placed it on the 
site of a beloved New York bookstore, Morningside 
Bookshop, that was forced to close its doors during the 
recession of 2009/2010. I hope someday another bookshop 
will stand in its place so that I may visit it and stroll 
through its aisles as Ani did.  
 
The "access tunnel" CJ and Ani navigate to arrive at CJ's 
secret place in Chapter 15 is my own fabrication, but the 
abandoned subway station, CJ's "favorite place in all of 



 
         
        

 

New York," is very real (and one of my favorite places too). 
It is called The City Hall Station IRT, and is located 
directly under City Hall. The architect responsible for the 
dramatic look of this historical landmark is Rafael 
Guastavino, the man CJ refers to as "Rafael somebody-
or-other" (sorry Rafael). To make up for mangling of his 
name in The Secret Half, I will tell you a little bit about the 
man and his stunning contribution to NY architecture.   
 
The City Hall Station and Its Maker  
 
The City Hall Station was the original southern terminal of 
the first line of the New York City Subway. Opened on 
October 27, 1904, the station was designed to be the 
showpiece of the new subway system. Though it was (and 
still is) considered to be one of the most beautiful subway 
stations in New York for its unusually elegant architectural 
style, passenger service was discontinued on December 31, 
1945, for practical reasons, and then reduced in use to a 
turning loop for the number 6 train, which remains its use 
today.  
 
In the 1990s, the Transit Museum lined up funds to turn 
the station into a museum, but after a few renovations were 
made, Mayor Giuliani opposed the plan over security 
concerns, as well as noise and ventilation issues.  

 
In 2004, the subway 
centennial renovation 
erased decades of grime 
from the skylights, which 
had been blackened during 
World War II, allowing 
sunlight to stream once 
again into the station. 
 

The station's exquisite combination of strength and beauty, 
which remains hidden to the bulk of New Yorkers and 
visitors alike, is attributed to Rafael Guastavino. 
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Who Was Rafael Guastavino? 
 
The visual elegance of Guastavino's work provides indelible 
impressions of New York City. Each year, thousands of 
tourists visit NYC and its historic structures such as Grand 
Central Terminal, Carnegie Hall, and the Great Hall on Ellis 
Island, but until recent years, few were aware that the man 
responsible for these famous buildings was Rafael Guastavino 
(1842-1908), a Spanish immigrant who integrated centuries-
old construction techniques into modern architecture. 
Guastavino’s designs—with their great spans of curving 
expressive spaces—combined grace with sturdy, enduring 
construction, and fireproof materials.  

 
Rafael Guastavino and later his 
son, installed the trademark 
masonry floors, ceilings, vaults, 
domes, stairs and acoustic 
products in churches, railroad 
stations, museums, concert 

halls state capitols, libraries, government and university 
buildings, private homes, and highway structures. In all, his 
firm created nearly 400 structures in New York City, many of 
them among the most famous and distinctive in the country.  
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Lexicon 
A Glossary of Azimaran Terms  

used in The Secret Half            

  
 

The people of Azimara are called the Etah yu  
(ee tah hue). Their language is referred to as 
Etahyute (ee tah yoot). Below are the Etahyute 
terms used in this book, accompanied by their 
phonetic pronunciations and definitions (plus a few 
terms from the Natah) and name pronunciation as 
well. 

 
Amna tah: (am nah tah)  -that which shows the way  -the 
Mapstone.  
 
Ani: (Ahh nee) -the first girl ever chosen to be a Master of 
Light.  
 
Azimara: (Az ah mar ah)  -the subterranean city of the of 
the Etah yu located below Cusco, Peru  -Xephero's home.  
Translation: The heart that cradles all. 
 
Etah yu: (ee tah hue)  -the people of Azimara. Translation: 
Held by the earth. 
 
Etahyute: (ee tah yoot)  -the spoken language of the Etah yu. 
 
Hathanya wa nua: (hah thon yah wah nu ah)  -thank you  
 -I honor you  -you're welcome (definition depends on 
context). 
 
Interval:  the place between here and there, now and then, 
mind and heart, between one world and the next 
(Xephero's word for the Web Between Worlds). 
 
Iye howah Koumfah (eye hoh wah coom fah): -Light Master 
–teacher -guide.  



 
         
        

 

Iye-zah: (eye-zah-) –the way of light 
 

Kahetay: (Kah hee tay) - Ani’s Native American adopted 
grandfather -Tribal Shaman. 
 
Ki mer kos: (kye mer cous) -the Nine Great Illusions in the 
initiation test of the Natah. 
 
Koumfah: (coom fah) The current Light Master. The title 
given to a Light Master who has taken on the responsibility of 
protecting Azimara by means of magic with the use of the 
LightBridge. A shortened version of Iye howah Koumfah. 
 
Li aun twah ni: (lee ahun twah nee)  -the Interval -Web 
Between Worlds -the birthplace of light. 
 
Lozah na: (low zah nah)  -future memories  -unique 
visions where an individual's consciousness travels into 
the future to recall a past event that has not yet happened. 
A part of the Zielfah magic. 
 
Náá nátah déé or The Natah: the name of Kahetay's 
shamanic circle, meaning from another place. 
 
Nin-Kiya: (nin kye yah) -the secret soul name of Solomon, 
as well as all of Solomon's nine lives (incarnations). The 
name means above and beyond, or extraordinary.  
 
Noh-wee: (no wee) I am here. 
 

Noh-wee hah-ho-wah: (no wee hah ho wah) I am here to 
guide you.  
                                                               
Ri: (rhee)  -apprentice   -the chosen. 
 
So-kraw-ah: (so kraw ahh)  -to remember  -memory  -to 
keep in a hidden place of the heart. 
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So-kraw-ah Amna-tah:  (so kraw ahh am nah tah) -the first 
Etahyute words Xephero speaks to Ani in Zielfah (inner-
communicatively). Translation: Remember the Mapstone. 
Keep this memory in a secret place of your heart. 
 
Solamas: (sole ah moss)  -one of the Koumfah (LightBridge 
Masters) of Azimara   -Xephero's predecessor. 
 
Tome of the Zielfah Rii: (zeel fah ree) -the ancient book of 
wisdom created by the Zielfah Rii for the Zielfah Rii.  
Wi anham kar'ree -soul bound -a feeling that comes over 
you when you glimpse your true path. 
 
Yahza: (yah zah)  -a bridge -refers to the teleportation of 
the physical -also a word used to describe the 
transformation of spiritual essence from the physical 
plane to the ethereal plane (life after death). 
 
Xephero: (zeffer roe)  -the most recent Koumfah 
(LightBridge Master) in Azimara. 
 
Zah iye yah: (zaw eye yah)  -bridge of light  -the Azimaran 
word for LightBridge.   
 
Zielfah: (zeel fah)  -double soul. A person with one body 
but two souls  -also refers to the inner communication or 
thought transference of the Zielfah Rii -and the instinctual 
telepathic language of all sentient animals on earth.  
 
Zielfah Rii: (zeel fah ree)  -used to identify the Zielfah 
chosen to become the next Koumfah -a Zielfah who has 
become the apprentice of a Master Koumfah. Literally 
translated, it means double soul apprentice. 
 
Zolada ki: (zoe la da kie)  -the name of a Koumfah master  
-Solamas' predecessor. 
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Below is the original ABOUT THE AUTHOR page from the First Edition (titled 
Destiny’s Call). That’s me in NYC (Central Park), & the inset is me at age 13! 

 



 
         
        

 

As promised, here is the cypher for the Mapstone messages, 
but just like Ani, you will have to decode them yourself to 
see what they say! All part of the adventure.ツ 
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Parting Thoughts 

 
 

Creating The LightBridge Legacy has been an epic 
adventure in and of itself, one that started nearly three 
decades ago and has enriched my life in many beautiful 
and inexplicable ways.  It has been a privilege to share it 
with you.  

 
Thank you for coming along with Ani and me on this 
strange and wondrous journey. We hope to see you in 
book two: The Hidden Gates. 
 
As they say, "the adventure continues . . ." 
  
Elayne G. James 
 
                                 

Visit the my website for more goodies like  
Strange and Fun Facts about E.G. James,  

Author’s personal history page with   
photo gallery & much more:  

www.ElayneJames.com 

 
Get into the mind of the author!  

Follow my blog at  
www.ElayneJamesBlog.com 

 
For tons of LightBridge behind-the-scenes  
secrets and little-known story facts, go to  

Pinterest & check out my LightBridge Secrets Board: 
www.Pinterest/ElayneJames/Lightbridge-Secrets 
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Hey, thanks again for joining my Book News list! 
Looking forward to seeing you in Book Two, The 
Hidden Gates! I’ll send you an email let you know 
when it is released.  
 
Don’t forget, you can get pre-press copies of all 
my books in exchange for your honest feedback 
when you join my VIP Readers list!  Sign up at 
EGJ-InnerCircle.com! 
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