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Almost a year has gone by, and it still doesn’t make any sense. 
 
Dan was gentle and loving, loved jokes and to tell long stories—those who disliked him usually were people who were jealous of him in some way. I heard the stories about his younger days. When things didn’t go well, he would smash things—guitars, amplifiers, walls, doors—whatever was in his path at the moment. He told me he had been an angry person, but with time and some learned anger management techniques, he was much calmer. I wouldn’t have married a violent person—we were together almost fifteen years, and I’d never seen evidence of his temper. His daughter, much older now and living in Germany—also claimed she never saw that side of her father. He loved playing with her, and would tell her long stories before bedtime. It was true that he left their mother to most of her care when he toured (fairly normal for that time), but she was  a priority when he was home. 
 
Dan and his first wife split up because of us. I was introduced to him at a party in Los Angeles, and we hit it off almost instantly. We had so much in common—both of us were hippies at heart, loved organics and being out in nature, raising animals—we got on really well together. He and his wife had been estranged for a long time, and when he asked for my number I was unsure at first whether I should get involved. But he was so sweet, and the tough-guy image he occasionally projected seemed more like a stage act than the real person. It wasn’t long before we were regularly dating, and within a couple of years we were living together. I’m American, he’s English, so we decided it would be a good idea for him to get US citizenship and to get married. He was always so reluctant about marriage; I managed to coax him into tying the knot after ten years together. We had a beautiful farm near a lake in California with chickens and horses, a dog, a cat, and it seemed we were also feeding a host of other wild creatures that came by. 
 
I used to work as a fashion model, but Dan traveled so much, he always wanted me to travel with him, so I gave up everything just to support his work. He wasn’t making too much new music, just traveling with reunion shows of bands that had made him famous, but he was still making a ton of money. I had never been too keen on working; I had stumbled into the perfect situation, the celebrity husband who would take care of everything. I knew how fortunate I was, and took pains to make sure he didn’t have to focus on mundane domestic things. We would have staff tend to the gardens, the animals, and the house when we were away; when we were home I oversaw more of these things myself. We had a huge pond on our property, and there were many idyllic, lazy mornings sitting outside, listening to the birds, the rustling of the trees…
 
Then one day something happened. 
We were in the house that morning, finishing up breakfast. Dan would bring in the paper, it always arrived at 6:00 sharp—and he would peruse it before we started our day. We had a morning like that, very ordinary—we did discuss something, I can’t remember what it was, it wasn’t important—and then Dan announced he was going to work on fixing up our fence outside. This was an ongoing project that needed to be finished, and he had volunteered to do it rather than calling in a professional. I remember that I had to do some shopping in the nearby city, so we went about our separate tasks for the day. 
When I came home, Dan was in his studio. I started our dinner, and called for him to come down. I had to call him twice, and when he did finally come—he wore an expression on his face that I’d never seen before. He was sullen and troubled looking. I tried to talk to him about his day, but he only gave me very short answers. He only ate about two bites of his dinner before announcing he was going back to work in his studio, and didn’t want to be disturbed. 
 
I was a bit taken aback, but I figured he was working on something, and maybe he had some ideas on his mind, something for some new work perhaps. So, I let it be. But this became the norm—he no longer smiled or kissed me, he barely ate, and he spent a lot of time either in his studio or his record room. If he slept with me, he didn’t touch me, and I could feel how tense he was. I tried to talk to him about it, but he would just say he “wanted to be left alone.” Eventually he stopped sleeping with me altogether, hiding out in his studio for the most part. I was completely blindsided by his behavior. 
 
Then there was the notebook; around this time I would see him outside, or catch sight of him in his room, and he was holding a rather worn-looking spiral-bound notebook with a blue cover. He would have it open and would just be staring at whatever was on the page. If he noticed me around, he’d quickly close the notebook and hold it close to his chest. I really wanted to know what was in it—I assumed it was some kind of diary, though I don’t know why he would just stare at diary pages. However, whenever he ventured out and I dared to try to look for it, I could never find it. 
After another uncomfortable breakfast one morning, I went out to do some errands. I came back about two hours later, and noticed that Dan’s car was gone. I was a bit relieved, to be honest, as I could have a little time to myself in the house without feeling the tension. But as the hours went by and he had not returned, I started to worry. 
 
Where was he?
 
It was then that I noticed the envelope on the table in the hallway, where we usually put the mail when it arrived. I hadn’t really paid attention to it earlier; there was no writing on the envelope, but it was sealed. I opened it up, and found a short handwritten note inside:
 
I’m going away for a couple of weeks. Don’t try to call me. I need to figure things out.
--- Dan
That was it—curt, to the point, and told me nothing, except that he’d gone away. Every part of me hurt; I’d been on edge, but not having the source of the tension there made me feel better and worse at the same time. On the one hand, I wanted time of my own to think; on the other, I was grief-stricken, because I had to face the fact that I was losing my husband—to what, I didn’t know. Given his state of mind, I wasn’t sure if I should call the police—maybe he would try to harm himself. I agonized over the note, and finally called my best friend. We did end up calling the police—mainly because I was worried about his mental state. But after reading the note, they said they couldn’t really file a missing persons report; if he didn’t come back in a couple of weeks, they would look into it. In the meantime, they’d keep an eye out, but they couldn’t stop him from getting away from his own house legally. 
 
I had various friends visit me over the next two weeks. I hardly had time to think; Dan’s manager called, several of his bandmates called—he had turned off his phone, so no one could get through to him. At this point the story had leaked to the media, and everyone wanted to know where he was, what happened. But I had no answers.
 
All at once, two weeks later, Dan reappeared. He looked better physically, and was calmer. But he was still ice cold to me. He would not tell me where he had been, and did not want to talk about his trip. I told him that the marriage was over—unless he was willing to talk this out or go to therapy, I couldn’t live like this, and I felt if I was going to leave, I deserved an explanation of what was making him so angry. But all he said—very calmly—was, “Yes, I think you are right. That is a good idea. Whatever you need to get moved out, I’ll pay for it.” What about the animals? “I’ll get them all sold to another farm, there are plenty around here. And I’m selling the house and moving back to England.” 
 
And that was it. Nothing else. No explanation, no attempt to save the marriage. I was confused, angry, heartbroken—ultimately I just threw my wedding ring on the table and walked out. He did not look moved, nor the least bit upset. 
 
I received the divorce papers from the sheriff. They cited “irreconcilable differences”. I was numb; I don’t even know what that meant. Part of me wanted to fight, but I wanted this whole thing over with. I didn’t want anything from him anymore. We reached a settlement amenable to California divorce law, and he sold the house and moved. 
 
About a month ago, I learned about Morgan. He claims to have met her after we split up, and claims she saved his life. From what? I still don’t know—all I know is that he married her after knowing her only three months. This really hurt. Was it a rebound marriage? It had to be—there was no way it could last. 
 
But if he was as charming to her as he had been to me all those years…
 
It’s over. But I still can’t sleep thinking about it. And I can’t help thinking that the man who left me was not my husband. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Heath
 
“Heath! Glad you could make it. Come, let’s get back to the hotel and get a drink.”
 
It was the first time I’d seen Dan since his last tour. He was just like the old Dan I remembered—jovial, joking around, a twinkle in his eye. But more than that—he seemed very relaxed, and very happy, and he gave off a kind of—I don’t know—perhaps you’d call it an “aura”—of being perfectly centered and calm. 
 
The concert was amazing—Dan had a great voice, and maintained much of his old range as he got older—but he sounded fifty years younger. He also tested out some new songs, which were amazing. He’d been puttering along playing the oldies for awhile, so this was a welcome surprise to his manager, and to the fans. 
 
I was really happy for him—but I was also puzzled. It wasn’t that long ago that Theo was hysterical about Dan looking like he was on his deathbed, and then suddenly disappearing for two weeks, before returning to announce he was divorcing her. The two of them had seemed so happy before this. Theo had such a docile and sweet personality; it didn’t seem possible that she could make him so unhappy. 
 
Dan was beaming as he sat across the table from me, and I couldn’t help but to comment.
 
“Mate, I’ve got to say, you’re looking extraordinarily well. What’s changed? Was marriage that terrible?”
Dan laughed. “It got to be bad. We had some—differences, and they turned out to be significant ones.”
“But she still says she doesn’t know why you split up.”
“No. No she doesn’t know. And I have no plans to tell her. If you knew my reasons, you’d understand why I’m not telling her.”
“Do you care to share your reasons?”
Dan shook his head. “No, not yet. I’ve only shared them with my new wife.”
“Wait—what did you just say?”
Dan smiled broadly. “ New wife. Her name is Morgan. Yes, I just got remarried and I’ve never been happier. She’s not here tonight, but if you want to meet her, I’ll be home for a bit after this gig.”
“But—wait—who is this woman? When did you meet her? Were you seeing her while you were still married?”
“No! Believe it or not, I wasn’t. I only met her in the last few months.”
“Is she someone I know?”
“No, I don’t think so, unless you’ve read her writings, or followed her YouTube channel.  I met her…under strange circumstances. It would take hours to explain. But we ended up communicating by email, then by Skype. After a few weeks of this, I really wanted to see her in person—I had a terrible crush on her, and I wanted to be with her, though I didn’t want to rush things at the same time. Fortunately she was amenable to my staying with her. So, I stayed at her house in New York for a few months. We managed to adapt to our different styles of living—she is so different from me in some ways, but we do have things in common—and finally I realized I had to talk to her about the things that split up myself and Theo. The conversation went much better than I could have hoped—and I realized then that this was the woman I wanted to be with for the rest of my life. So, I asked her to marry me, and she said yes! We got married rather quickly, as I was anxious to move back home, but we had a lot to settle state-side before we could go.”
	I was truly perplexed. “I…I can’t believe you married her. It’s so SOON.”
“Oh yes, I’ve been hearing that. I’m surprised at myself, honestly—I’ve never been a fan of marriage. She really isn’t either—but this was—well, it was just right, and we both knew it.”
“I’m glad to hear it—but I’m wondering what this mysterious issue is that broke up you and Theo.” 
“Hmm, well, it’s something that’s been an issue my whole life—I’ve just avoided it. I can’t avoid it any more. It’s part of, of—my vulnerability, I guess. But Morgan has really helped me with it ways I would never have expected. And my life feels totally different—I’ve had happy moments before, but now it’s just like everything has fallen into place.”
“Well, you’ve certainly made me curious.” 
Dan grinned broadly, and toasted me with his whiskey. “Stop by and meet her. I think you’ll have a lot in common.” 
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Morgan
 
It came up about ten minutes into our conversation.
Dan and I had been having video chats for a few weeks. He asked a lot of questions about my writing, though I had the impression that he hadn’t really read any of it. He also asked a lot of personal questions. This time we were talking about other interests, and I made a casual reference to reading Tarot cards.
“Do you do that? You do fortune telling?”
I laughed. “I wouldn’t call it that. I’m not looking for tall, dark handsome strangers. I use cards to help people understand what’s going on in their life currently, and that usually shows a path forward as well. To be fair, I mainly read for myself these days.”
“Oh, I see. Could I ask you—would you mind reading for me?”
“Not at all. What do you want to know?”
Dan sat back and looked thoughtful, and a little nervous. He pulled at his fingers restlessly. “Well, I guess—as you know, I’m getting divorced, I kind of…well, I kind of want to know about the stuff around that.”
“By ‘stuff around that,’ do you mean financial and practical stuff, or emotional stuff?”
He considered for a moment. “Emotional stuff I guess. Whatever you get.”
I nodded, pulled the cards down from a shelf, and began to shuffle. 
I started to look at the past events, and for information about his wife.  It was a surprising start—the Empress, Strength, Six of Cups reversed, Emperor reversed. 
I looked at him through the camera. “You have a secret.”
His eyes widened. 
I continued. “It’s not something…bad…but you think it is. You had some past trauma connected to it—looks like you were six years old? Something about a confrontation with your father. And it has to do with…a female.”
Dan said nothing, but was visibly trembling.
“Whatever it is, it’s burdened you for a long time. You’re on your guard about it, and secretive. There’s the Hierophant—I feel like you have tried to obey what you think are the rules. But you are not happy.  And you have the Wheel of Fortune reversed—it comes up over, and over, and over again…”
Dan’s expression had not changed, but I saw him starting to nod slowly.
“OK, so I think you’ve been confused about what to do—you have Judgment, so you reached a point where you felt you had to solve the issue, to stop repeating this and put it to an end. But you have the Seven of Swords—you did not approach this directly. I get the sense that you never have.”
“No,” he blurted out. “I can’t!”
I looked at him for a moment, waiting to see if he would say more. But he didn’t, so I went on.
“These next cards represent your wife—Queen of Cups, clearly a beautiful compassionate woman, or at least she seemed that way.
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SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE, SEPTEMBER 8, 2016:

LEGENDARY MUSICIAN DANIEL SAMPSON WAS REPORTED
MISSING BY HIS WIFE YESTERDAY EVENING. SAMPSON WAS
SATD TO HAVE LEFT A NOTE, BUT GAVE NO INDICATION OF HIS
WHEREABOUTS. /"I_'.CuE HAVE NOT YET FILED A MISSING
BASED ON DETAILS IN THE NOTE. THERE

PERSONS
WERE NO TTIONAL DETAILS FROM THE POLICE, BUT
OU’RCES CLOSE TO SAMPSON SAID HE HAD BEEN SUFFERING

- g /S ONM DEPRESSION, AND THERE WAS SOME REASON TO BE
i 1‘ (6] CERNED FOR HIS SAFETY. SAMPSON IS A CELEBRITY
S CALIST WHO PLAYED WITH VARIOUS BANDS AND AS A SOLO
TIST OVER THE LAST FIFTY YHEARS, AND IS KNOWN FOR HIS

SONGWRITING AS WELL AS HIS SINGING.
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