 Epilogue

  Aaron Windwalker returned home a hailed hero. Soon he began attending many of the best social gatherings and he acquired many new acquaintances. 

  He made changes in his business practices. He sent clergy, teachers, and more laborers to the mineing sites. He sent carpenters in to replace the shanty towns with more livable constructions. 

  Aaron also frequented the artistic community in Crystal City. He discovered a brilliant painter and commissioned him to do a painting for him. It depicted himself, Farren, Leigh, and Morrison. Every night Aaron toasted their images. 

  Leimere had become a good friend and confidant. They would sit in Aaron’s office after hours sipping brandy and talking. Leimere never seemed to tire of hearing Aaron talk about his friends and their journey together. “I wish I could have known them,” Leimere said one night.

  Aaron sat back in his chair, brandy in one hand, and pipe in the other. “A fine troop were we,” Aaron said grinning.

  “Do you believe you will ever see them again?”

  “I like to think so. I can not believe that we would have been brought so close only to be scattered like sand in the winds. I think there is more to it than that. There are strange forces at work here my friend, unseen forces. Something magical is afoot. I think our majist friends know more then what they let on. I don’t doubt being called back to the priest either. Something just wasn’t right about the way things ended.” He puffed his pipe some.

  “Ah, yes,” Leimere nodded. “The woman. Leigh. Do you suppose she will ever return to this world?”

  Aaron thought back to his conversation with Morrison about his vision dream. Morrison’s dieing words to Aaron were to remember the vision. He nodded affirmatively. “Yes. My dealings with her may not be done just yet.”

  Farren returned home a celebrity. Traveling minstrels were already singing the praises of the foursome far and wide. His family was overjoyed to see him. Seceli wept when she greeted him. At first he said little about the adventure. He felt strange being without the others. He was heartsick over Leigh. It took him some time before he explained the whole story to the other adults.

  Farren’s raise was waiting when he got home. The dilemma had passed. It didn’t take him long to send Hector packing.

  Miranda became close with him. They would sit up at night on the front steps stargazing and conversing. 

  “How goes it with Joseph?” he asked one night.

  “He’s coming around. I think he will marry me soon.” She stopped and looked at her brother. “Farren, I am sorry about Leigh.”

  He smiled warmly at her. “I can still feel her here,” he patted his chest. “He said she would come back to me. The High Priest promised me that after she was gone. I don’t know why they made her go back. I think there is something she needs to do in her world. But, I do know she will come back to me. I can feel it.”

  Miranda got up to go in the house. “I hope so.” She turned and went inside.

  Farren stared up at the sky. He thought to himself, “Leigh, I am with you. I miss you…come home to me.”

Leigh did not return home to fanfare. She awoke on the bathroom floor to an empty penthouse. Jaz was not around. Half dazed with the shock of being home, she dressed in different clothes. She took the garments she wore on Amity and put them in a box. They still smelled like the mountains and the forrest. She hid Morrison’s pipe and pouch in there as well. Leigh then hid the box in the spare bedroom closet. 

  When Jaz finally did come stumbling in he had a sleazy looking woman on either arm.  Leigh’s stomach turned instantly. She knew she could not be with him anymore. 

  Leigh stayed only a short time in the penthouse with Jaz. Discretely she packed some things and left the suitcases in the closet of the spare room. She took her computer in there and started sleeping in there as well. It was a miserable time for her, her heart broken. Jaz started fights with her constantly. He insisted she tell him where she had been and with who. He didn’t let anyone come to the house and he rarely left. He wanted the confrontation. He wanted some answers. She couldn’t tell him the truth, he wouldn’t believe it.   She stopped doing the acid and hid in her room. She worked incessantly on a new book. The worst was yet to come.

   Another morning began with Leigh getting sick again. She stood woozily over the kitchen sink running the water to wash away undigested toast. Jaz had been watching this display from his bedroom doorway. “Sick again?” he sneered. “You’ve been doing that a lot lately. Hope it aint my company.” He laughed and strolled into the living room. 

  “Just fuck off, Jaz,” she growled.

  He strode over to her and grabbed her by her shoulders. He spun her around to face him. “You’re fucking pregnant aren’t you , you little cunt. Whose baby is it Leigh? Huh? Is it mine? Is it? Where the fuck did you disappear to? Who were you fuckin’ that got my wife pregnant? Tell me!”

  “Let go of me!” she ordered coldly.

  Jaz forced a hateful kiss on her mouth. She bit his lip in retaliation. He shoved her back into the counter. “Bitch,” he hissed tasting blood. He brought his hand across her face hard, knocking her to the floor. Blood spewed from her mouth and nose. He stared at her a minute, fury and pity battling in his tortured mind. He dropped to his knees beside her. “Leigh? Honey?”

  Leigh grabbed hold of the counter and pulled herself up. She spit blood into the sink and grabbed a paper towel to wipe her face. “Get away from me you sick bastard,” she warned cleaning up.

  Jaz was on his feet in a minute. “Leigh…well, you bit me! I’ve never laid a hand on you before, honey. I’m sorry. Leigh, just talk to me. Are you havin' my baby?”

   She threw the bloody towel in the sink and headed for her room. Jaz shadowed her. “It is morning sickness isn’t it? How far along are you …”

  She grabbed her luggage.

  “Leigh!”

  She pushed past him and headed for the door. She stopped briefly in the living room to slip on shoes and a jacket. She reached for her writing materials. “Its over, Jaz ,” she said pulling on her coat. “I should have left here the day I got back.” She slipped on her shoes and collected her things.

  Jaz sprinted to stand between her and the door. She snatched up her car keys and faced him. “You’re not going anywhere. Your ass is mine and if you’re pregnant then I own both of you. I want some answers, Leigh. I deserve some answers.”

  “I don’t owe you a damn thing, Jaz.”

He laughed,  frustrated. "You don’t…Seven years, Leigh! Seven years with me! Now you’ve got my baby too? You will stay! We can work through this. You are my wife, damn it!”

  Leigh shrieked with laughter. “Oh, do you really think so? It’s called common law, Jaz. There’s nothing on record. You don’t own me. I am leaving. Maybe at one point I might have owed you an explanation, but certainly not now. I am telling you once Jaz, get out of my way.”

    Jaz  stood before her crumbling. “Leigh, please,” he pleaded. “I love you. I will take care of you. If you are pregnant I will take care of our baby too.” He started to blubber. “I swear , no more whores, I promise. I’ll even lay off the coke…I’ll do anything you want. Just tell me where you were, Leigh. Tell me who you were with. Tell me if the baby is mine.”

  She stared at him pitifully. She couldn’t give him the answers he wanted. “You wouldn't believe me if I told you the truth, Jaz.” She moved past him and opened the door. 

  He grabbed her arm. “Leigh, please, don’t do this.”

  She shook him off. Leigh looked into Jaz’s eyes. All the good and bad of seven years of her life stared her in the face. She almost broke. Leigh pulled the door open.

  “Leigh! If you walk out that door…don’t you ever come back. Do you understand me? Never!”

  Leigh didn’t look back. She swallowed spit and blood. Out she went swinging the door shut behind her.

  She could hear Jaz wail for her as she went to the elevator. Tears welled in her eyes. Leigh looked down at her swelling belly. “Oh Farren,” she whispered. “I hope I can do this alone.”

