"Their love strobed, bodies alternately furnace and freezer, threaded through with ecstasy that trickled along their nerves like ice melting, metal liquefying, frost forming. The air in his lungs was partly her exhalation and therefore partly her, seeping into him the way cold crept into the car. They were one substance – was separation possible? This Walt Sanders identity was a single chip in a great mosaic, their multiple lifetimes creating the complete image. He'd seen enough fragments – he longed to break out of this skin for a glimpse of the whole.
   "Being part of everything isn't imprisonment," she said, knowing his thoughts.
   "This existence is a limit – I want the history of my soul to flow through me and take me along."
   "There's as much infinity between zero and one, as between zero and infinity," she observed. "Whatever your soul knows, is here. Every wail of birth and ash of scattering is in you now." Fingers light on his temples, rubbing little circles, she said, "You're thinking so furiously your head's all tense – let go."
   Under his skin he followed her touch, each muscle going fluid with joy, every cell smiling as thoughts bounced telepathically, faces stretched so far it seemed their lips would split. Laura started the Grateful Dead's American Beauty in the tape player; voices and guitars circling like a net gathered them up to be reborn in light, the whiteness of this snowbound car. Intricacies of frost had decorated their drawings on the windshield, acid's brilliant blues and pinks edging the crystalline feathers. Music rose in spirals visible as their breath, teasing every receptor to shrug off habits of perception – the world was incomprehensibly rich, and now they were awake to drink it in."

"The pull Cob had exerted on her before was still there – this broken leg was the first salvo in a war he didn't want. He should leave – not just this room but California, their history. Karma, Cob said – Walt had barely given it a thought before coming out here but Karmafornia was where he'd landed. Berkeley, Cob, the van driver on Highway 17, even Laura were on the same wavelength: hurry up, push, go, trample. What was he doing here? He couldn't see his peaceable nature prevailing. Karma supposedly provided opportunities to fix past mistakes, to evolve, but Cob had already destroyed him twice – what was going to be different this time around?"
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