




What I have to tell you is that I don’t know why my father, the CIA, my three trips to a healer, and the Sisters of Bon Secours labyrinth are linked. But they all pulse in my mind with the same uncertainty. Like in the story, A Wrinkle In Time, that I read as a child. At the climax there’s a dais. On the dais is something the main character has to face. It throbs. If I remember right, I think it was the main character herself. Surrounding the dais are members of the main character’s family. Unconscious. Dreaming. Held together by strobes. Anyway, what I know now, about each of these things is that 1. I miss my father terribly and what has replaced him is nothing. But longing and a wanting to understand the mystery behind his existence. So, because of the Freedom of Information Act, I wrote to the CIA and asked them for information about my father’s work for them. What he did in Africa, Nepal, and Vietnam. Maybe to understand him, but more, I think, to find the connection between his past and my present life. 2. Because of health issues, I sought a physical therapist I thought might be a healer too. She describes herself to me as an energy worker. All I know is that she can read my mind. And when she’s working on me, she sees what I see. Without knowing my ability to fly, she says to me when things start to become difficult, Now, don’t start flying. Just as I’m envisioning myself standing on earth, heels up, milliseconds before pushing off. Arms outspread. 3. I don’t know any of the Sisters of Bon Secours. Their website describes the convent’s mission as “to help bring people to wholeness, to alleviate human suffering, and to help bring others to a deeper awareness of their own spirituality.”  And that the labyrinth is “a symbolic pilgrimage or journey to the divine.”  Coincidentally, my healer’s last name is Devine.

My healer says she is peeling back layers. She says my body is in a state of pensiveness. Bated breath. She says she needs to drain the bad blood. Blood, she adds, that isn’t mine. And just before she says it, I’m looking down into a tunnel where a dark reddish brown liquid flows.


I look up “bad blood” in the dictionary. It is bitterness between persons.


I decide to go to the Sisters of Bon Secours labyrinth. It is just up the road.


On the way home from seeing Bobby, a monumental film set in 1968, the headlights of my husband’s car catch the sign for the Sisters of Bon Secours convent, reminding me to find out how one can visit.


I want my healer to understand without my having to ask. I want her to tell me exactly what I need to do to get on with my life. I want her to tell me whose bitterness I carry.


I’m hoping the letter about my father will come soon, that everything will make sense. Symbols and times and locations. Like 1968, the year of the setting of Bobby. The year I was four. The year my father began his last mission. Each will shine with a resonance beyond my knowing; the knowing will make me whole.


In the meantime, I call the Public Information Line at the CIA asking for a time frame. Sooner rather than later, I get, even though I first contacted them over a year ago, six months after my father died.

***


My healer says I need to pick an issue. That I’m all over the place today. In my body. Out of my body. Downright confused. I tell her I’m not sure where to go. The pain in my abdomen has lessened and all tests have come up clean, but sometimes I can’t walk upright it’s so bad. I want to crawl in bed and curl over it, on my side. Then sleep. Sleep to dream. My healer says things must be better, I’m wearing color and my face is bright. I think it’s hope. Hope, because my healer can read my mind. If that’s possible, what else is? I try to settle down and concentrate. We talk chakras and I attempt to follow. It seems there’s a path between them. I’ve got to keep them open. Problems, questions need to be filtered through. Blue, green. And gold is the color of a spirit, a spirit that seems to be helping me out. When I leave I feel like I’m going with the wind. And, boy, is it cold. I tell my spirit to fly behind me, try and keep up, cause I’m late, late, late.

***


It’s fun, I tell myself, to look for signs. The sun is a bright knee. There’s one, and two is in the mailbox, a sealed plain white envelope, a Bible verse inside with some sort of proclamation about the second coming. The mask of a lunatic. I decide it’s from the CIA. My house is a container for such things. Some people decorate. I place small objects, bits of paper, letters on tables in teetering piles. It’s a game, my husband says, like Jenga.

***


Today the labyrinth has lost its meaning. I think I’ll see a bird swoop low over my path?  Hear footsteps?  One can only take so much mysticism, poignant moments, dark signs. Being “open” takes a lot of work. For now, I’d like to not worry about it and whip through the aisles of Walmart. Not think about every item produced by a man or woman who has never heard of the likes of fair trade. Psychosis is just a breakdown of resistance anyway, resistance to what we already know, all at the same time. I’ve met my fair share of lunatics in Walmart. Let’s face it, when we’re in Walmart, we’re all on the edge. My sister and I discuss this topic frequently. My Walmart is 10.3 miles from the labyrinth. I clocked it. Just because I don’t go in, doesn’t mean I can’t drive by.

***


I can’t rise up out of the muck, the split sun, the dusty streets, the creases in my hands that dry and crack and split and itch. I can’t find my favorite anthology of form poetry. I crawl around in the dust. I audition my life and get booted. Onto the next tryout and show. It’s avoidance anyway. I build a wall of dishes and voices. In downstairs rooms. They crash together, crash around. Between errands, I slide my two girls’ Christmas pictures into envelopes. Then ratchet down, go into numb and subdued.

***

--Katherine McCord

