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T'hey pulled the sizatrle pier* of p*tteny out ont* the ledge. 'Ihe d*rk lraired w$Hlan's hnmrls
were shaking toe as th*y prised off the lid.
'*Well...yon can start breathimg ng*in. Hell*o G*hrielle, welc*me h*ck."
Jan*s fingertigls p[m.veci over fhe serolls packed a?ray sc carefull.v so"l*r:g ago,
,-\{ei r*ad the ixs*:rig:tion un the esver of the olln" "You will hold tny s*ul in .v*ur hands. Once
again. {)nc* and xlwa_vs."

"t\ic*. I }ik* that." She il*ct tu clear her tkr**t of the emaJiou.

"Th*rrnri ffir&r'e *m ths nnderside. 'So that --vou rrrfty sce rny love lbr this rvoman--ph-vsical and
spiritanl, h*und anrl untr*und, finite and inli*ite."'
J*n's e-v*s f"*xnd her lover's gaze, "She wa*ted the right person to fintl it."
'*She wanfed 'yttu' to find it."
'f he .vounger w$man sr*-allorved, breathed out the breath of the chosen, a long quavery bre*th,
frlt Gnbrielleos presenr:e with her, within her. Quoted the Persian poef frcm lnerutlry, "I semf

n:-y s*ul through fha invisible."
"A:rrl [r-v alld b_v rxy soul returned to me..." *Iel completed and cemplem*nted her. "$he tct&V{w

gmrmbtr*, b*t on the future, and put her faith in...5,,ou."

Jan lxughed tightly. "lYhat's th*t song? 'Gonna sit right dawn and write m-vself a letter--"'
"'Y*u htld my soul iu yaur handsr"' l}Iel qaoted ag*in to her cornpanion"

"[ihe meant th*t for both Bf us."
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