
SOUL MATES

So I'm dreaming along, having a discussion with my dead friend, Stevie Duck.

He says: “All of your stories are about you. All of your characters are like you.”

Then there's like a  commercial break in a 43 minute TV show, and Steve G's 

presence pops up and he's standing at the counter at Ron's Liquors in Pacific Grove. He's

got a bottle of good champagne in his hand. He puts it on the counter and says matter of 

factly: “Soul mates.” 

He's got a wry smile on his face and a twinkle in his eye. He's talking about his 

girlfriend, and I wake up.

Steve G, I think in the middle of the night, in exile, in an essentially empty flat in 

a small town in the Northwest that I call Little Siberia in honor of Alexander Pushkin 

and his poem “The Gift”.



Steve G died unexpectedly in his girlfriend's garden in the middle of the day, in a 

garden he had probably helped to create.

I went to his memorial at a little after one o'clock or so, the street two blocks up 

from the beach packed with cars on both sides of the street. 

The event had already begun in a nice old house in a nice neighborhood,  folding 

chairs in the living room facing a fireplace he had fixed, which is how he and his 

girlfriend had met, he'd once told me.

There had been a piece in the Carmel Pine Cone detailing his sudden passing, with

an appropriate photo of him that did him justice. We were about the same age, baby 

boomers, but he looked younger, no grey hair, a youthful, very much alive, presence.

He was a big guy. Worked on rich peoples' ranches down the coast and in Big Sur,

was a sculptor who built things a la Antonio Gaudi.

The memorial and the house had great vibes.

There was a mike set up, and there was a fellow behind it playing classical guitar 

well.

I didn't stay long. I knew some of the people, most from the Monterey Peninsula 

area artsy set: People who went to the Bach Festival, go to art openings because they 

know the gallery owner or the artist, and are artists or writers themselves.

The place was packed with people: Families, children underfoot, people in their 

thirties and forties, fifties, college kids; everybody seemed to know everybody, a  nice, 

congenial group. 



I had nodding acquaintances with some:  They had come into the liquor store, 

people like the red haired woman with the look alike smart daughter, they both spoke a 

bunch of languages, the daughter was between colleges and on her way back to France, 

etc. Nobody I really knew. It wasn't the Pebble Beach robber baron crowd, the leisure 

class conspicuous consumption people.

So I walked through the proceedings, invisible like the wind.

I talked to one guy,  his neighbor on Sunset Ave., who said: “She was the best 

thing that ever happened to him.”

Another guy I didn't know told me: “What Jennifer told me is that he'd 

complained of a pain in his left arm and had not gone to a doctor, went out in the garden,

took a nap and didn't wake up.”

I listened to a couple of people talk about what a great guy he was, which was 

true. I liked the guy.

I only knew him from his trips to the liquor store where we'd BS and trade war 

stories.

So I was surprised when he popped up in my dream almost a couple of years later.

My first thought was whether I still had the email address of the memorial that I 

had written to to acknowledge that I was intending on showing up.

An interesting aspect of this scenario is that I can't remember what his girlfriend 

looks like. She didn't know me, we'd never met, and I can remember saying to her when 

she thanked me for showing up, “ I liked the guy,” and I'd moved on out the door, back 



to my house up the street, about a half mile away.

I think she wore white. 

I found him in my Google mail history.

The first email I'd written was dated 8/19/13:  I met him at Ron's and we'd talk 

about his projects: He was making a glass fireplace for the Rombis; doing his bee thing 

with his younger woman.

Sorry to hear that another larger than life character has left the building.

He told me about his adventures in the Caribbean. Never talked to me about 

Barcelona, did mention his fondness for Gaudi.

I'm  the swing shift clerk at Ron's in P.G.

My condolences.

Her reply, 8/19/13: Thank you so much for your kind words. I am Steve's 

girlfriend. The memorial will be at my house Saturday 1 pm. . . You may be busy but in 

case you wanted to know, the address is 555 Crocker Ave. in Pacific Grove.

Again, thank you for your condolences. It means a lot.

Jennifer.

My  reply on 8/25/13: Nice tribute. Steve would be proud of you.

8/27/13, she wrote: Thank you!

2/18/15 (2 days ago), from me to Jennifer: Soul mates. I thought of you and Steve 



and how happy he was with you in a dream.  I wonder why I had it.

Take care.

Jennifer, her reply, 2/18/15:  Thank you so much for sharing your dream with me. 

I miss Steve all the time and it is so hard being without him in my life. I hardly ever 

dream about him and am always wishing and praying that I will dream about him when I

go to bed. That you would have this dream and share it with me is the next best thing.

Thank you so much, 

Jennifer

2/19/15 (1 day ago), from me to Jennifer:  I'm sentimental. I like people. I enjoyed

seeing how happy Steve was about you. Dreams are magical. Attached is a story about 

one of my favorite people. It begins with a dream.

I'm on the road at the moment, with no direction home.

All the best.

And that was that. What I'm left with is, was my dream my projection or had 

Steve G slipped into my sleeping head from somewhere in the collective unconscious to

deliver a message to his squeeze: “Soul mates”.

I'm as up in the air about that as I am about reincarnation, the mortality of the 

soul, and patriotism.

My job was done. I'd delivered the message and that was that. 




