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Solving the disappearance of her father is the driving force in Clea’s life. 
Her memories of their relationship are incredibly happy and this scene 
shows their strong bond. This scene does not appear in the book but it 
describes the last time Clea saw her father alive and the first time she 
dreams of the man who turns out to be Sage. It is only later that she 

discovers how connected they truly are. 
 
 

“Dad, I want to come.  I’m fine.” 

I wasn’t even close to fine.  My whole body ached, my head was so clogged I felt like I was 
underwater, and the main reason I was sitting on my bed was that I knew I was too dizzy to 
stand.  But my dad was leaving for a long trip to Rio in three days, and I wanted to spend as 
much time with him as possible.       

Dad bent down and kissed my forehead.  “Clea, you’re burning up.  Come on, get some sleep.  I 
promise I’ll save the best shots for you.”  Whenever we went out taking pictures together, we’d 
battle over who’d snag the best place to shoot.  It was a point of pride that once one of us staked 
our claim, the other one wouldn’t go near that spot, no matter how perfect it was. 

I think I tried to argue, but honestly, sleep sounded really good.  I kicked off my sneakers and lay 
back on my pillow.  Dad tucked me in and smoothed back my hair the way he’d been doing since 
I was little. 

“Sweet dreams, Clea,” he said.  “Feel better.” 
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I was asleep before he even left the room. 

When I opened my eyes, I was standing in a meadow.  Beds of irises, my favorite flower, 
bloomed in patches all around. A warm breeze carried the scent of the ocean, and more stars 
shone above than I ever thought possible.  Automatically I reached for my camera, but I hadn’t 
brought it with me.  I took mental pictures instead, memorizing each angle and vista… 

…and then I saw him.   

He sat on top of a hill, his figure silhouetted by the moon.  His long legs spread out in front of 
him, and he leaned back on his hands.  He was so far away that I couldn’t make out the details of 
his clothing or features, but somehow I could sense the tension in him.  He stared up at the stars, 
as if searching for something.   

Maybe I should have been scared.  Strange man, strange place… but I wasn’t at all.  I wanted to 
talk to him.  I started walking his way, and was only a little surprised that my feet didn’t crunch 
on the grass.  They didn’t touch the ground at all, and in just two steps I was at the man’s side. 

I could see him clearly now.  He wore jeans and a gray T-shirt, with a black leather jacket.  His 
hair was so black it barely stood out against the night shadows.  His jaw clenched as he scanned 
the sky, and I felt like if I looked closely enough, I’d actually see the painful images locked 
behind his eyes. 

“It happens so fast,” he said without looking at me. 

I didn’t have to ask what he meant.  I looked around and saw it: the field, the grass, the irises… 
all of it suddenly moving at super speed: growing, blooming, withering, decaying, then sprouting 
up all over again.  It was like time-lapse photography – life and death in an endless cycle, 
whipping by heartbreakingly fast. 

Then he turned to me, his dark eyes locking on mine, and my heart stopped.   

“I’ve missed you, Clea,” he said. 

I had never seen this man in my life, but in that moment I knew him.    

“I’ve missed you, too,” I said.   

Tears filled my eyes as I said it.  It made no sense – I didn’t even know him, but his gaze made 
my entire soul ache.  And even though he was right in front of me, I felt like he was drifting 
away.  It was unbearable.   I knelt down next to him and reached out to touch his face.  I knew its 
angles, the scratch of stubble on his cheeks.  He smiled, and a delirious thrill rushed through me.  
I leaned in close... but he pulled away before our lips could touch.  

“Not yet,” he said.  “But soon.  I can feel it… can’t you?” 

 


