Dream Mending

                            Tong Y. Chen
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Wedding
It was April in Vancouver - the sky was a crisp blue, and the air was filled with the spirit of Spring. As the guests approached the Victorian Garden, they were met with a warm breeze and the sight of a fountain of spouting columns of water, jumping up and down in a cheerful welcome.  

In Victoria Garden, flowers blossomed and weeping willows danced. The bridal party was busily posing for photographs.

When the music started to play, the bride pushed a wheelchair down the aisle and smiled sweetly toward the front where her groom stood waiting. In the wheelchair sat an old man.  His face was a canvas of deep wrinkles and his head was sparsely covered in gray hair. His head and hands were twitching and shaking constantly. The sight of him sent a wave of hushed whispers through the crowd.  They wondered, Who was this man?  Only I knew the answer to this question.  This 98 year-old man was a very special friend of mine. He was the guardian of both the bride and groom. He had suffered from Alzheimer’s disease and had become demented.

When the groom's marriage vows arrived at the line of, " .....for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, until death do us part.", I  noticed that the groom had changed "until death do us part." to "no death can do us part." When I raised my glasses and stared at him, he gave me a wink and went back to the rest of his vows. Glancing around, there was no sign that any guest was aware of this interesting modification. 

The minister announced the official marriage of them, and the couple hugged and kissed. Together, they happily walked with the old man's wheelchair toward outside. Watching this frail and demented old man passing by my aisle, I sighed, sad to see the man had lost his mind and could not share the happiness of this long waited wedding. 

Behind this wedding, there was a secret this man had hidden for twenty some years.

Guests started to leave for reception, while I remained seated and fell into a deep thought.
Park
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Some time, one day in Fall, my wife and I went to Boston to visit our children. While my wife was busily taking care of the grandchildren. I decided to drive to the park at the Charles River. It was a beautiful day, the foliage had turned colorful, the sky was blue and the breeze warm. Leaning over a wooden bench, watching the canoes paddling by, I felt sleepy. 

Suddenly, I was awakened by a panicked screaming, "Help!! Help!!" I jumped up and ran to the place. There was a 6-7 year-old boy choking. He was struggling and turning blue. A similar aged girl by his side was crying and screaming. There was an old man in a panic patting the back of the boy. I rushed over, put the boy face down on my bended leg, and after several thrusts on his back, with one groan, out came a piece of chestnut. The boy could now breathe and started to cry.

After not too long, the boy stopped crying and went back to play. Knowing the boy was no longer in danger, the old man hugged me. "Thank you, thank you." There were tears shinning in his eyes.

He introduced himself. He was a retired History professor of the University of Virginia in Charlottesville.  He had moved to Boston. He liked to bring these two kids to play here.

We sat down on a bench and started to chat casually. We were so comfortable with each other, soon it seemed we were long lost-friends and were reacquainting our missed past.

About half an hour later, suddenly, he became quiet, deep in thought, then he raised his head, and stared straight at me. "Bob, I already feel like we are old friends. I believe you are a trustworthy and respectful man. I have a secret that I have never revealed to anyone. A secret about these two children and the promise I made to keep these two and nurture them until they become a married couple. I feel so lonely that I have no one to share my secret with who can understand my burden and guilt. Can you promise me you will keep this secret? " I nodded my head, "Eddie, I will.  Go ahead!!"

"This story may sound strange or crazy to you, but I am just telling the facts I have gone through." The old man then started to tell me.....
Andover Inn
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This is his story---"Thirty years ago, my oldest son, John asked me if we would let him attend Phillips Academy Andover, a boarding school,  hour an half of driving distance from Boston. Since Andover is a renowned school, and knowing John's independence and reliability, we agreed. 
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In October, just one month into the school year, there was a "Parents Day" when parents were invited to visit the students and school. Because both my wife and I were busy with the young kids and school, we didn't attend Parents Day.

My son John was very kind and didn't insist on our visit. He just joked, "Dad, as long as you pay my tuition, you don't have to come." His kindness made me feel guilty, so I decided to pay a visit myself in November.

John told me he had made a reservation at the Andover Inn and paid the first night stay, so I didn't need to rush. Then, as it should happen, my plane was delayed for three hours.

When I exited Highway 95 into Andover, it was already 11pm. Snow had started to fall and the wind kept shaking the car. 

The road into the countryside was narrow and curvy. Not a single light could be seen in the dark. After half an hour, I was happy to see a twinkling light ahead of my car.

Following the light, I came to a big barn house. Getting out the car, I heard loud disco music, yelling, and laughing that could have deafened me. The snow on the path was thick enough to reach my knees. In the gusting wind, tugging my collar tight, I pushed open the heavy barn door and stumbled inside. It was a disco restaurant run from a barn. I couldn't believe that on such a dark and cold night, there were still so many young people patronizing this place.  “This must be the only social facility in this little town,” I thought to myself.

Cold and hungry, I found a table at the corner. I ordered a lobster pie, which I had never had before. It turned out to be very delightful. Two lobster tails soaked in hot melted butter. The tails were sweet and fresh. I started to feel my luck had turned around.

With the help of GPS, I entered the school gate. Looking ahead, there were two buildings on either side of the road. The left one was dimly lit. The other one on the right was bright, emanating loud music and the sound of laughter. When I knocked on the door, an old gentle man appeared and welcomed me in. To my surprise, he was in an 18th century costume, wearing a gray, curly wig, one commonly seen in the portrait of President Washington.

Following the old man into the ballroom, there were many people, young and old, all wearing masks and costumes, dancing, chatting, laughing.... I was puzzled - Halloween had passed the week before. I assumed these people must have just wanted to continue this exciting party.

It was too late to disturb my son in the dorm.  I was not sleepy, so I found a seat in the corner and ordered a drink.

While I was enjoying my drink, a beautiful young lady in a long white dress walked over to me. She wasn’t wearing a mask or any special costume. Her face looked pale and sad. I gave her a smile. She then took a seat next to me and sat down.

Before I could say anything, she tensely asked me, "Would you do me a favor?" I said, "I will if I can!"

She seemed relieved. She told me that she used to have a boyfriend. They loved each other very much. Later, the doctor told her that she had cancer and could die at any time. Wanting to save her boyfriend's misery, she decided to leave him without telling him the reason. Now she regretted that it was a wrong decision, because that made her boyfriend feel betrayed and angry. He felt that he could never trust another woman, and stayed single ever since. She gave me his name and address, asked me to find him and tell him that she loved him, and that she left him for a good reason. I was puzzled. I asked: "Since you know where he is, why don't you tell him yourself?" She didn't answer, but merely walked away. That was the last thing I remembered that night.

The next day, when I woke up, I had a heating pad on my forehead and my body was covered with layers of warm blankets. The morning sun was shining through the window onto the old fashioned desk and end tables. I was in a hotel room. The innkeeper knocked on my door, asking, "Are you OK?" I said I was fine and asked for a cup of hot tea. Besides, "What happened to me last night?"

He told me that in the middle of night, a dog from the inn was barking intensely outside, which alerted the innkeeper. He had found me lying in the snow on the ground of the cemetery across the street from the inn.  They took me in. I was shivering and kept saying “Cold, cold.” However, I acted appropriately. They put me in my room, kept me warm, and I fell asleep until this morning. 

While the man told me some words I said last night, I couldn't recall any. Thanks to that Labrador - without this dog, I would have frozen to death.

To my surprise, when I walked to the lounge, I saw a portrait hanging on the wall. They told me that he was the founder of the school, Mr. Samuel Phillips, Jr. I could swear, he looked exactly the same as the old man who welcomed me into the disco house across the street. The innkeeper told me that he had died in 1802.
Dream Talks
Back in Charlottesville, I was occupied by school work, and didn't pay much attention to the encounter in Andover. Not to mention the white-dressed lady in my dream. Although my encounter in Andover was very dramatic, I just assumed that I was exhausted from the harsh winter drive late at night, had passed out in the wild, and merely had a nightmare.

However, two weeks later, I had a dream. The lady dressed in white came back to ask if I had contacted her boyfriend. Touched by her anxious face, I made a promise in my dream that I would search for him. After I woke up, the dream seemed very clear. I am not someone who believes in ghost stories, but I became curious. I decide to look for this man. I got an address and the man's name from the dream - it was Steve Wesley in Cary, North Carolina. After I made a name search, I was shocked to find that this seemingly random name and address turned out to be real. I became desperate to find this man.

I picked a weekend, drove 4 hours to visit Steve, without first checking whether he was at home. I arrived at a small colonial style house. Steve was shocked to see me show up on his door step after I told him about the lady in my dream and what she wanted me to tell him. At first, he was skeptical of my sanity and motives. Later, he said, "You look serious and sincere. I did have an ex-girlfriend, Sandy, who ran away from me years ago, without giving a reason. But, as a scientist, I don't believe in ghosts. I am sorry." 

Disappointed, I told him, "I know it sounds crazy, but hopefully, you might get some relief that there is a possibility she left you for a good reason, even if was only from my imagination." 

This didn't come to an end. The white-dressed lady continued to come into my dreams. As time went on, the number of dreams increased, and started to become more real to me. In particular, the information given by the lady was verified in reality. This woman named Sandy, used to live near Andover. She had been a secretary at Phillips Andover Academy. Before she met Steve, he had been with another girl, Carol. They were very attached to each other and ready to get married. The arrival of Sandy broke up Steve and Carol's relationship. Steve and Sandy fell in love.  

A year later, Sandy was told that she had cancer and might die in a short time. Sandy fell apart. Loving Steve so much, Sandy didn't want to make his life miserable, so she decided to leave Steve without telling him why, hoping he would hate her and more easily accept her disappearance. She hoped Steve would go back to Carol. However, it turned out that instead, Steve lost his trust in being in any relationship, and had stayed single ever since.

According to Sandy, I was one of the few who had the ability to communicate with ghosts. Without this instinct, Steve could never have dreamt of meeting Sandy. Although I was a stranger, I had correct information about Sandy's past, so Steve started to accept me. 

We became close friends. Through my communication across two different worlds, Steve and Sandy were reunited and they fell in love again. Happiness now showed on Steve's face.

On the other hand, Steve very much resented that their love had to go through a middle man. Besides, he was not satisfied with this virtual type of love. He desperately wanted to hold Sandy's hand and hug her tight.
Maturing Dream 

One day, Steve invited me to his laboratory, now in Irvine, California, a genetic and stem cell research laboratory. Pointing to an incubator, he excitingly whispered to me, "My dream is coming true!!"

He told me that he was a highly classified specialist in genetic clone science. In veterinary science, clone technology had been a proven one, and it was also an option in human. The cloned sheep, Dolly, had just passed away after more than twenty years of life. Of course, it was very controversial with respect to religion, law, ethics and biological consequences. Steve used to be strongly against the cloning of human being as well.

However, after Steve became reconnected with Sandy, he changed his mind. Disregarding the law, ethics, and biological risks, out of his own burning desire and selfishness, he had decided to produce two clone babies, one from Sandy's DNA and one from Steve's. He expected that as the babies grew, both Steve and Sandy, through the cloned babies, would return to the previous course in the real world, to re-live their life again. They wanted another chance to complete the  happy life which had been interrupted and ruined by Sandy's cancer. 

He had retrieved Sandy's DNA from a piece of skin taken from her grave. Now, his and her clone cells were being cultivated in this incubator. 

The plan was that once these two embryos were ready, they would be sent to a secret laboratory in Thailand to develop. By his estimation, after 18 months, two babies would be born. These two babies would each carry the exact same traits of appearance, personality, emotion, and love toward certain people....,  exactly the same as Sandy and Steve. If everything went well, he hoped they would complete a life journey exactly as Steve and Sandy wished.

Steve held my hand tightly and asked me for a favor. “If something ever happens to me, please take care of these babies. Keep them and nurture them until they can be independent. The final goal is for them to become a happy couple.”

Five years later, I received a message from Thailand. I was asked to adopt two children, one boy and one girl, both the same age, four and half. For me, they were quite understandably named Cindy and Stevenson. Steve's attorney told me that Steve had committed suicide, saying he wanted to join Sandy in the other world. He claimed that now there were two pairs of Steve and Sandy, one in the underworld, one in the real world, waiting to have a real happy union........"

When the old man had finished his story, he again asked me to keep this secret. I agreed. Looking around, the children were still happily playing. Two mysterious kids!!

After that day, I would come to visit him every time I came to Boston. He later sent two children to attend Andover as well. Because of these two unusual children and a secret he couldn't share, his wife moved away to live with their grown son, John. With a limited retirement income, this old man  struggled financially.

It had been 20 years since I met this old man. Now, finally, these two children were united as a couple. but the old man had lost his mind, and could no longer join us to celebrate. 

 I got up and walked to the reception area.

I went to meet the old man, and called him by name, but he just stared at me without expression.  I wished that Sandy could still enter his dreams and tell him how grateful she was that he had fulfilled his duty. 

Two years after the wedding, the old man died. Sadly, Cindy later died of cancer. Stevenson disappeared and was never heard from again.

