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Editorial 

 

This issue of Semaphore sees several changes to the magazine. The most major of these changes 

is the addition of two editors to the magazine�s staff, bringing the number of people working on bringing 

short fiction and poetry to you every quarter to a grand total of � three! Tabitha Polson and Freyja van 

Alphen-Fyfe were integral in the selection of works for inclusion in this month�s issue, and I am glad to 

announce that they will continue to aid in the production of Semaphore for the foreseeable future. 

 

In the meantime, I would like to remind everyone that with the publication of every issue of 

Semaphore, readers have the chance to vote for their favourite pieces for inclusion in the end-of-year 

Annual. Remember, writers whose works are included in the Annual are paid royalties and will be able to 

see their creations published in book format, something that Semaphore has not been able to offer since 

its debut issue. So, support your favourite Semaphore contributors, and vote today! 

 

But for now � enjoy the June issue of Semaphore! 

 

 

 

Marie Hodgkinson 

Editor-in-Chief 

Semaphore Magazine 

 

P.S. Forgive any errors. I be sick. Coff, coff. 
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White Satin 

By Kate Smith 

 

~ 

 

In a dim hallway on the seventh floor alive with the tragic perfume of roses rising from the flower 

market below, the first on scene lurked as far from the door in question as he could while keeping it in 

observation range. 

 

That was Thane da Silva�s first clue.  It was also as far as he was going, investigationally speaking, 

until someone told him what was going on.  He returned his bleary gaze to the gendarme at the top of 

the stairwell, a man who managed to combine an insolence slouch with attentiveness.  That slouch, plus 

the dark features, stamped him indelibly as Basque, probably on rotation to the seedy heart of Paris in an 

attempt to dull the provincial bloom. 

 

He opened his mouth and confirmed Thane�s summation.  �Scene�s secure.  Even the door handle.  

I could tell from here that the door was ajar so�� He shrugged, brows slanting down to give him a 

hawklike air.  �Nudged it open, hoping to preserve any prints.� 

 

�And called it in,� Thane said flatly.  �To the Department, specifically.� 

 

Thus shortcutting procedure and potentially compromising himself with his commanding officer.  

Even more interesting, he either knew how to route the call through the various switchboards or knew 

the direct number. 

 

The Basque shrugged.  �Felt � itchy, like ozone before a lightning strike.� 

 

Thane considered the Basque.  He was as young as the day and just looking at him made Thane 

feel as old and bitter as the dregs of night.  Better, much better, to throw them both out and start afresh. 

 

�Kind of thing my grandmère would call someone walking over her grave,� the Basque added. 
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Mountain country, Thane reminded himself as the hair on the back of his neck prickled.  Witch 

country.  He pressed tingling fingers to his dry eyes, counted to ten and then twenty when that wasn�t 

enough, then considered the door at the end of the hall outlined in the reflection of dawn. 

 

�Right,� he said.  �A secured scene.  Must be my birthday.� 

 

�I�ll stay here,� the Basque volunteered.  �Keep watch.� 

 

He didn�t volunteer for what exactly he would be watching for, and Thane didn�t ask.  He nodded 

instead and started the lonely walk.  Fifteen paces had rarely felt so long, and with every one Thane 

regretted answering the phone.  He should have been halfway to the Italian border by now with his 

favourite blonde and nothing more demanding to worry about then what to have for lunch, the ravioli or 

the scaloppini followed by insalata mista. 

 

But the door beckoned.  And Thane couldn�t resist the call.  The old panel, warped and sagging on 

its hinges, felt neither hot nor cold to his touch though it did swing silently, easily, under the slightest 

pressure. 

 

Roses, the scent of them almost visible on the warming air, assaulted him as soon as the door 

cleared the jamb.  Thane shut his eyes against the rush and breathed through it.  He rocked for a second 

and recovered to take in the bohemian dream of an artist�s space beyond the threshold. 

 

Furniture nestled within rings of misty crystal-trimmed lamps while trinket boxes spilt secrets 

around the base of candelabra.  Painted screens and folderols beckoned from beneath swathes of drifting 

fabrics to create a lush and decadent atmosphere pregnant with mystery.  The cramped garret above the 

blossom-littered cobblestones dazzled the senses with visions of absinthe and poetry� 

 

Except the folds of shawls and velvets couldn�t quite conceal moth marks and worn spots.  Dust 

fuzzed the seductive curves of classical sculpture, and there were scratches and dints aplenty.  It was all 

tags and tatters, and oh yes � the dead girl. 

 

Thane exhaled heavily.  His first step inside found a hollow in the floorboards that triggered the 

door to swing just as silently shut.  Thane rolled his shoulders and wove through the clutter to brood 

above the girl draped over the divan, a mirror clutched in her hand.  A trick of angles revealed both their 

faces in the mirror and it was no real surprise to Thane that his was the more deathlike.  A bad night with 

a bitter ending would do that, even to one as familiar with the uncanny and fey as him. 
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He stepped back a pace, and the glass resumed its adoration of the girl, reflecting her image to 

the other mirrors waking now with the growing daylight, until wherever Thane looked, even the inside of 

his own eyelids, he saw nothing but her. 

 

And it was bad, worse than usual, standing over her body on that welter of white satin ablaze with 

ivory butterflies, because he knows her. 

 

Knew her. 

 

A lemon meringue of a girl, dancing always on the cusp of tart and sweet, clad in heart-break 

black, that�s the Lily Marie of his memory.  A Fool in the classical sense, who survived the streets on a 

measure of charm, wit and guile, and a gift for telling risqué tales with perfect poise. 

 

Thane folded the image away before it tarnished. 

 

�Looks like even your charm ran out, but trust you to do it in style.�  Thane scrubbed both hands 

over his face; his fingers lingered at his hairline and jaw, palms pressing flat and hard across his 

cheekbones.  The grooves around his eyes seemed to cut deeper by the second.  �Damn it, Lily Marie.  

What were you thinking?� 

 

Argh. 

 

Pure ice breathed across Thane�s nape.  A draught?  The door was shut, as were the windows, but 

the sugar pale roses on the bombard table smelt richer, struck topnotes of menace and greed at odds 

with the pure colour. 

 

�Right.  I gather questions are unwelcome.�  Thane rolled his shoulders again, attempting to shake 

off the sub-dermal prickling, irritable and so tired his toes ached in his fancy handmade boots.  �Too 

bad.� 

 

Ting. 

 

The sun found a chink in the neighbouring buildings and streamed straight in through the shrouds 

of lace curtains, setting the mirrors afire. 
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Thane blinked watering eyes and lowered a shielding forearm.  �If that was an answer it was a 

little obscure.� 

 

But the carefully arty ambience frayed before the power of daylight, the shadows peeling away to 

lurk in the corners and baseboards, in the cracks in the plaster and the cobwebby undersides of furniture.  

Finding somewhere to wait out the hours until twilight when they could pounce and� 

 

Okay, so Thane�s instincts were quiet on what exactly the plan was, but they clamoured to take 

action now, this instant, before it was too late. 

 

Like it was too late for Lily. 

 

Or was it? 

 

There were so many mirrors in the room.  Mirrors, mirrors� notoriously tricky things, bending light 

and promoting distortion, blending truth and lie. 

 

Except for one unescapable truth� 

 

Thane looked down at Lily Marie.  Sunshine striped her face, bringing out the glaze of her clover-

honey eyes.  He reached out to curl a strand of platinum hair back behind her ear and hesitated.  The red 

silk cord looping twice around her neck and twisting over her torso spoke of autoerotism while the mirror 

in her hand added a narcissistic touch to the pose. 

 

And he was quite sure it was a pose. 

 

The careful positioning of arm and ankle, of wrist and hip so that her body lay open, inviting, 

made a mockery of sensuality.  Adding another fillip of scorn was the shimmering of satin butterflies on 

the fabric beneath and around her, the threads catching every kiss of sunshine until the wings seemed to 

flutter, blessing them with the ability to snare snippets of souls. 

 

Thane plunged both hands into his pockets and shivered.  He closed his fingers tight round the 

silver medal in his left pocket. 

 

Something else � Lilly�s right elbow, her head and outflung left hand, her knees � they aligned 

with the five points of a pentacle. 
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�Hellas.  Souls and mirrors and hints of ritual.�  Thane scratched a fingernail over a pool of wax 

beneath the closest candelabra and winced as it released a flash of nightshade scent.  �In Paris.  Where 

oracle glasses were all the rage during the reign of the Sun King.  Four centuries, give or take a decade.� 

 

Thane sketched a sun symbol in the dust on the armoire, slashed his hand over the symbol, wiping 

the surface clean.  If only it were that simple.  He turned away, only to catch one of Lily�s reflections.  

From this angle, the mirror emphasised the length of her throat and the blood red cord. 

 

Red to match the candles. 

 

�And last night was a blue moon night.�  A shaky half-laugh escaped Thane�s control before his lips 

tightened.  �Necromancy never goes out of fashion; it just goes underground, bringing it into my 

supposed sphere of expertise.  And don�t we sound bitter?� 

  

Irony, and its cousin Sarcasm, came all too easy this morning.  Thane pulled on his braid, the sting 

over his scalp a guilty pleasure, because Lily didn�t have the option of being guilty of anything anymore.  

He hoped. 

 

�Lily, forgive me.�  Thane checked her body for marks and bruises, murmuring a litany of 

apologies as he delicately examined between fingers and toes, the soft inner skin of thigh and arm, 

moving aside the wide bands of satin wrapping hip and breast, handling her cold flesh gently. 

 

Because everyone deserved respect. 

 

Particularly the dead. 

 

There were no marks on Lily, not even beneath the cord binding her neck, no blue lips or redness 

inside her mouth to indicate poison or suffocation.  Heart attack?  Doubtful. 

 

Thane straightened the drag of his coat hem as it brushed the floor in passing ripping at his ears.  

Maybe he was suffering overexposure to the world of the preternatural and occult, the dark side of 

fairytales, to the point where he saw a supernatural motive for everything instead of accepting that 

people did simply die. 

 

And maybe he was right. 
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Thane calculated the stain of lividity, the settling of blood in the lowest point of the body, and 

compared it to the cold grasp of rigor mortis.  He counted back the hours, automatically using the old 

style hours of the night.  �Midnight.  Naturally.� 

 

To all intents and purposes, Lily was gone. 

 

The question was - Gone where?  

 

Thane reached for the mirror in Lily�s hand.  Her fingers were wire stiff, locked tight on the brass 

stem.  Even through his glove his skin tingled as their fingers twined.  He bit his lower lip and his breath 

was still too loud in this room where mirrors reigned, broadcasting the struggle, emphasising his dark 

colouring versus Lily so pale and fair, stressing male to female, living to dead. 

 

He hated this bit, hated touching the physically dead for more than brief cursory examinations, 

although even that was starting to� not going there. 

  

Thane�s head ached, his skull tightening with more than sleeplessness and bad memories waiting 

to form.  He focused on the mirror in Lily�s hand, concentrating, blocking everything else out as he 

worked one knuckle loose at a time, feeling the mirror start to slide as its own weight dragged it from the 

prison of her hand to the floor. 

 

His hand was waiting to receive it the second it slipped free. 

 

And yes, its weight was more than he expected, a density greater than the combination of its 

parts. 

 

Thane rubbed his free hand over his thigh, startling for a second because the suede pants were 

his second favourites, before he recalled why the others were currently waiting a trip to the cleaner� and 

that�s somewhere else he wasn�t going.   

 

No.   

 

Here and now, he owes Lily Marie, for her love of life, and her laughter, because far too many just 

go through the motions of living while Lily�s love of it was her defining feature. 
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Thane cradled the mirror in both hands, tilting it so that the light and the angle showed his face.  

Only his face.  He released a long breath that fogged the glass and if there was a threat of a hitch in the 

sigh of relief he ruthlessly blocked it. 

 

Because there was only his face. 

 

Not Lily�s and his. 

 

Not Lily�s alone. 

 

And that was good.  That was more than good; it was so great Thane was almost dizzy, although 

that might be the sharp edge of exhaustion beckoning. 

 

The mirror slipped and Thane fumbled, the new angle turning the glass to flame and he flipped it 

so he wasn�t blinded by the light.  For the first time he saw the pattern on the back, worn smooth in 

places from the pressure of fingers and time. 

 

He didn�t like it.  Ripples chased down his spine in sheer atavistic response, a flex of the primal 

flight/fight muscle just beneath the civilised skin.  Thane steeled himself against it, steeled himself not to 

drop the mirror because he wasn�t convinced that would be a clever thing. 

 

For certain, this mirror in his hands attracted the sun but it felt like it belonged to the night.  To 

the darkest part of the night, black on black, where even secrets took on a life of their own and grew bat 

wings.  And that ignored or more likely inverted the fact that mirrors were born of fire and silver, two of 

the most powerful weapons in the arsenal of good versus evil.  Yet this mirror was heavy with the sense 

that if you stared in it too long you�d never reach the end. 

 

What to do with it? 

 

Thane was against outright shattering the mirror.  Seven years of bad luck was not a price he�d 

pay if he could help it.  He ran a thumb around the rim, half expecting a crystalline chime, gaining a 

squeak from the friction of leather glove on metal instead. 

 

If flinging it against the wall was out, so was locking it away with the confiscated mannequin dolls 

and the angel feathers, and all the other dangerous, seemingly innocuous items in the Vaults.  That was 

a clear invitation to trouble, particularly in a Department desperate for extra time and personnel to figure 
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out definitive answers for what to do with those � things � instead of always running to catch up with 

the next crime, the next act of stupidity.  

 

Not this time.   

 

Thane turned the mirror over and over, flashing between glass and pattern, the reflection shifting 

over his face, highlighting the determination in eyes as grey as concrete in the rain. 

 

If a mirror was born in fire, it could die in fire. 

 

Melting down the mirror was a soothingly neat solution. 

 

Except for one loose thread. 

 

Thane slid the mirror into his coat pocket, more leather between it and skin, and removed his 

gloves to touch Lilly�s smooth cool cheek.   

 

There was no proof that her death was wrong, before her time; at least no proof acceptable in a 

mundane world.  Knowing no one else would step forward and claim her, like too many who dwelt on the 

fringes, he�d see that her physical shell was taken care of decently, regardless of where her spirit was. 

 

Thane kissed his fingertips, pressed them to her lips, and turned to leave. 

 

Three steps from the door he felt a tingle of warmth on his cheek and he glanced over his 

shoulder.  �Lily?�   

 

Of course there was no answer. 

 

Except for a lone rose petal, white as a wedding gown, weeping from the bud to the cabinet 

beneath the crystal vase, landing in the dust, soft as a sigh while the array of mirrors glowed with the 

promise of the sun. 

 

Thane shook his head, the end of his braid whisking against his coat collar and took those last few 

steps before closing the door behind him, leaving Lily Marie and the roses and the mirrors alone one last 

time before the mechanics of mortality began in earnest. 
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But before the prosaic overall parade began there was the Basque. 

 

Conscious of the weight in his pocket, of the scrape of the mirror handle over his ribs, Thane met 

the Basque�s coffee dark eyes.  The silence in the stairwell spun out.   

 

The Basque lowered lazy lids in defence of the sunshine rippling through the dingy skylight and 

creeping down the hall.  And in understanding of the unspoken. 

 

Thane nodded once and brushed by the Basque on his way out. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mystery of Sad Girl in Mirror 
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Interview with a Tea Addict 

By Rory Pollock 

 

~ 

 

Tea continues to wreak havoc on our society. Tea abuse and Tea-related crime have risen beyond 

all predicted levels. But what do we really know about Tea users? Are they truly the evil criminals that 

they are so often portrayed as - or are they merely further victims of this addictive and debilitating 

beverage? 

 

To find out, I interviewed a recovering Tea addict, a man who operated one of the first New 

Zealand Tea rooms. Due to the sensitive nature of the topics we covered he wishes to remain 

anonymous, and so will be referred to in this interview by the pseudonym �Mr. G.� 

 

I arrange to meet Mr. G. at his Davenport home  

where he now lives with his wife. She meets me at the 

door and shows me into a small room at the front of 

the house, where Mr. G. is waiting. He is sitting quietly 

staring into space; he appears not to have noticed my 

entrance. Slowly, he turns his head to look at me. His 

eyes take a moment to focus before he stands and 

greets me: �Good afternoon, Sir. Please have a seat.� 

 

I sit down. I compliment him on his lovely 

house and thank him for this opportunity. But Mr. G. is 

disconnected, somehow, from the matters at hand; he             

hardly seems to notice this �small talk.� Soon I begin       

to ask the questions which brought me into his company.                Mr. G (Photograph by Sam Bain)  

 

�How old were you when you first drank tea?� 

 

Instantly his eyes focus. �I was fifteen years of age when first I called upon the floating academy,� 

he responds quickly. �In that day none knew of Tea. It was the summer of nineteen sixty nine, and I was 

invited to attend a function hosted by an older boy. There was a chamber near the back of the house.  

Occasionally groups would disappear into it, emerging several minutes later in exuberant moods. 
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I inquired of another boy the nature of the aforementioned room; he chuckled and said, �That�s 

the tea room.� Intrigued by this mystery I determined to ingratiate myself with those that frequenting the 

chamber. My attempt was successful, and when next they entered I was invited to join them. Inside was 

a single porcelain Tea pot. I had then my first cup. After that day, I did not imbibe again for many years.�  

 

He describes his years at university and his rediscovery of Tea. As he does so, his demeanour 

changes. He sits up straighter, his shoulders square, and his hands begin to shake. He is doing more than 

merely remembering; Tea has changed him and it affects him even now. I listen intently as he describes, 

almost lovingly, the process of brewing Tea.  

 

�Tea pours forth from the porcelain pot in a graceful amber arc. It mixes with the milk in exquisite 

turbulence. The solution stills as steam settles like morning mist on a mountain pool.� 

 

He pauses now for a long moment. I am about to ask another question when he continues: �I can 

see now that I was addicted. But at the time I was unable comprehend my predicament. 

  

�I decided to utilize what I had learned of the arts of brewing. I began an enterprise that others 

have called a �Tea room.� I believe it was the first in New Zealand, although I may be mistaken. It was 

small at first, and we imported our product primarily from Sri Lanka and India. Latter we attempted to 

cultivate our own strain; however, Camellia sinensis does not grow well outside the tropics.  

Nevertheless my enterprise expanded rapidly, and as awareness of Tea increased so did its use.  

�However as prosperity grows so does attention. And with the stress of keeping such a large 

operation invisible, came further overindulgence of Tea.  

 

�I would stay awake for days, when I did sleep I slept for longer and longer. I became afraid that 

if I let my eyelids fall that I may never wake again. As a consequence I drank more and more Tea, kept 

myself awake for longer and longer until I needed an assistant to brew my first cup in order to regain a 

semblance of self. I truly believe that had I not been caught I would be dead today.� 

 

Here Mr. G falls silent: he does not want to talk about the eight years he spent in prison. If he had 

been prosecuted under today�s anti Tea laws he would still be serving a life sentence.  

 

I leave thanking Mr. G. and his wife for their time. I have a lot to think about.  

 

Undoubtedly, Mr. G caused a lot of pain and suffering. He helped initiate the epidemic of Tea 

abuse that is causing so much destruction in our society today. Many would believe he should be 
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imprisoned for life. But to hear him talk about those years, it seems to me that Tea, above all, is a 

seductress. He was caught in a web of spiralling abuse; he is as much a victim as those his efforts in the 

Tea industry has destroyed. All he wants now is to live the rest of his days in peace. He has paid his debt 

to society; should he not be allowed this final, simple pleasure? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2 Fairies at the Tea Fountain 
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Antarctica 

By Holly Painter 

 

~ 

 

Let's get one thing straight right off the bat: 

There are no polar bears here. 

 

I know it's disappointing. 

We'd all be having a better time if there were polar bears around here 

Exchanging subtle witticisms with dapper, cross-eyed penguins 

Like they do in the Sunday morning cartoon shows. 

But there just aren't, and no one's proven quite ambitious enough  

To step in and correct the problem by importing a few from up north 

The way they did with all those palm trees from Hawaii. 

You know they don't grow naturally in California. 

Not even in Beverly Hills. 

 

Personally, I think a certain Father Christmas is the man for the job. 

He's already got the mission half sewn up,  

Being headquartered right there at the North Pole. 

And with a line-up of supersonic reindeer at his command, 

I reckon an evening jaunt down to the South Pole would be a breeze. 

But the big guy won't bite. 

There isn't a single blessed child in Antarctica 

And Ol' St. Nick says that mythical beings get enough flak 

Without taking up outlandish mercenary work. 

 

What a whinger. 

 

 

My papa will probably do it though, if he can get the time off work. 

He's been here before, on a Coast Guard ship in 1973 

So he knows how empty it feels without polar bears, 

Though their absence wouldn't have bothered a man like Papa too much. 
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He's always liked things sort of quiet and peaceful. 

I don't think he was ever much for growling or posturing or scrapping. 

Not even then, when he was a lean, ruddy-faced young man 

Travelling the world on a four year tour of duty, putting in requests 

To be sent to Alaska and Antarctica and other places that were not Vietnam. 

 

No, Papa wasn't shirking his duty to Uncle Sam, don't worry about that. 

He just felt that if all of mankind had determined to murder each other 

Then he preferred to go where there wasn't much mankind around. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mt. Erebus 
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Scarlet Truths 

By Nadia Maragha 

 

~ 

 

I�d done a lot of things in my life, but tracking down a wanted criminal had to have been the most 

significant, if not the most terrifying. 

 

Believe me, by no means was I thrilled when the captain of the guard picked my decade to go after 

the Scarlet Blade. You see, there were all sorts of bandits who ran rampant in the plains and mountains 

around the capitol, most of them former soldiers who had become deserters during the civil war that had 

just ended the year before. These bandits usually didn�t do anything more than raid food stores in border 

villages, but they tended to be a nuisance. Once in a while you might stumble upon a renegade soldier 

who turned out to be some sort of mad killer, but that was rare. 

 

However, the most feared of all these outlaws was the Scarlet Blade.  

 

Rumour had it that he was a former guard who had been demoted for defying orders. After he 

killed a whole group of guards who had been sent to bring him in for his court martial, he became 

wanted, and disappeared. Every now and then we heard that he had been seen near a town or lurking 

around the capitol.  Anyone who had ever seen him always reported the same thing: around his waist he 

wore a bright red sash. One would think that that would make him easy to find, but it didn�t. He had 

been on the run for a year and a half, and we hadn�t caught him yet. 

 

So you could imagine my reaction when I heard that we were being sent to search for him in the 

forest bordering the village of Bright Glen. I had only been on the guard for a few weeks, and I didn�t 

know what to think. The decade leader dragged me and my fellow terrified colleagues out to Bright Glen 

Woods.  

 

It was a bright night, at least, so the moon was strong enough to light the woods. I was glad about 

this, because every twig that snapped underfoot made me jump out of my skin. I was sure that at any 

moment that madman was going to run me through like skewered meat with his quicker-than-lightning 

sword that we always heard about. Or maybe he was the type to slowly pick off his prey one by one. I 

was so absorbed in my fear that it took me a while to realize that I�d managed to wander away from my 

cohorts. 
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I froze, horrified. I knew right away that I had no chance whatsoever. I was the novice of the 

group, and while I was quick with a sword, I wasn�t the smartest thing to ever walk on two legs. Mind 

racing and confused, I drew my sword so that at least I would be armed if he showed up. 

 

�When a blade is drawn, the wielder is ready for battle,� said a low, quiet voice from above my left 

ear. �Do you wish to fight me, boy?� 

 

I felt my heart start banging against my ribs, and my breath caught in my throat. He was right 

behind me. The Scarlet Blade was right behind me. I don�t know how I could tell it was him, but I could. 

�Forgive me if I�ve frightened you. I�ve always been a bit light on my feet,� he whispered. �If you 

wish to do battle with me, turn and face me, for I never fight without seeing the face of my enemy first. 

However, if you came in peace and wish to go in peace, simply say so, and you will be free to leave.� 

 

It briefly crossed my mind that he didn�t sound like I thought a cold-blooded killer would. I closed 

my eyes, tightened my grip on my sword, and turned in place. I found myself standing face-to-face with 

the man that had held my country in constant fear for the last six seasons. 

 

I don�t know what I thought he�d look like; perhaps some feral, crazed monster with wild hair and 

animal pelts for clothes. He looked more like a scholar, albeit a starved, dirty scholar. He was pale, with 

night-black hair that hung in straight, grimy hunks around his face. His eyes were thin, but I couldn�t tell 

what colour they were in the dark woods. The moonlight revealed a deep hollowness in his cheeks and 

an angular quality to his body beneath his loose black tunic. He was taller than me by little less than half 

a head, and though he was obviously starved, I knew somehow that he could beat me in the blink of an 

eye. 

 

It seemed as though we stood there for eons before he broke the silence. 

 

�So you wish to fight me, then,� he murmured. It was not a question, but a statement. �I am tired, 

and had hoped you would choose to leave. Nevertheless, I accept your challenge.� 

 

I staggered backward, unsure of what to think. Before anything else could register in my mind, the 

moon-glow touched upon a streak of red around his waist as he shifted position, and that was when I 

finally, truly realized that I was up against the Scarlet Blade. 

 

�I�m giving you another chance to leave,� he said softly. 
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I was completely befuddled. But no, I couldn�t back down, no matter how merciful he had decided 

to be. It was my mission to capture this man and take him to my captain so that he could be given the 

punishment he deserved. At the very least, if he managed to kill me, I was going to take him with me. 

True, I was absolutely terrified of him, but I had developed a sort of respect for him. If he was really as 

cold-blooded a killer as everyone always said he was, then why wasn�t I dead? 

 

He had a sense of honour, if nothing else. 

 

But I would not back down. I raised my sword slowly and took a balanced stance. Seeing this, he 

gave a weary sigh and closed his eyes. 

 

�Very well,� he said, and drew a sword from the sheath tied to his sash. 

 

I gave a battle cry that was meant more to invigorate me than it was to scare him and charged at 

him, blade glinting. All I saw was a curved streak of silver and a flash of sparks as he blocked my blow 

with a magnificent parry. Then it became a frenzied melee as we exchanged stroke after stroke of 

unbridled desperation. We were both determined to live, and would stop at nothing to grasp that goal. 

Despite his emaciated appearance, he had all the grace and elegance of a dancer, and indeed, we 

pranced around one another, the Scarlet Blade always a step before me as we whirled about, locked in 

our deadly dance.  

 

And suddenly, without even a hint of its coming, I found myself with my back to a tree. The Scarlet 

Blade stood before me, his right forearm pressing hard against my chest, pinning me to the tree trunk. 

His left hand held his sword, the blade trained at my throat. The only suggestion that he had been 

fighting a moment before was a light layer of perspiration on his face and his laboured breathing. 

 

�Just do it,� I said, swallowing hard, gasping for breath. I was groping for some kind of bravery, 

some kind of dignity at this point. I didn�t feel like dying with my back to a tree, but I was much too 

aware of the cold steel lodged against my neck to ignore the idea, and knowing that his sword would not 

slip did not make me feel better. �I know all about the other guards you must have finished off the same 

way. You�ll be free, and I�ll be dead, so no one will know you were here, right?�  

 

He stared at me for a long time, his narrow eyes bright in the darkness, and I could feel his warm 

breath against my face. He never once moved an inch, but he seemed to be thinking hard. Then, 

abruptly, he stepped back, and his sword made tinny rasping noises as he sheathed it. Before I could 
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move, however, he had his arm pinning me back again, this time across my shoulders. He pulled my 

sword from my limp hand and tossed it into the grass behind him. 

 

�I will not kill you,� he said, his face mere inches away from my own. �But neither will I let you go.� 

 

I felt my heart would pound its way right out of my chest in panic. When he let go of me again, I 

fell back against the tree, sank to my knees, and shut my eyes. All I wanted was to go home, to be safe 

and asleep in my bed in the barracks. A shuddering breath escaped my lungs. I wrapped my arms around 

my body, still waiting for my fear to die away enough for my mind to start working again. 

 

�Do you plan to say anything tonight, or will I be doing all the talking?� he asked, turning his back 

to me as he slid my sword into his sash. 

 

I took a deep breath before answering so that my voice would be even. �Thank you for letting me 

live.� 

 

He turned his head to look at me from the corner of his eye. �That is inconsequential,� he told me. 

�It�s of great importance to me,� I protested. Then I shut my mouth in case he decided to kill me 

anyway. 

 

However, all he did was nod and say, �True.� He turned his head back around and looked to the 

sky. Doing so shrouded him in darkness again, for all his clothes were as dark as his hair, and I wouldn�t 

have known he was still there at all had he not been wearing the red sash. 

 

�I know why you came into the woods tonight,� he declared finally. 

 

I didn�t reply, as it seemed he didn�t want an answer. 

 

He whirled around to face me. �You wished to capture me so that I may be executed, correct?� 

 

I nodded, then remembered what he had said about talking, and said, �Yes.� 

 

He nodded and sat down in front of a tree a few feet away from me. �Know that though I have not 

eaten well for a very long time, I am swift, and while I am armed, you are not.� 

 

I took that as a warning against leaving. �I�ll keep that in mind.�  
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After his comment about not eating well, my eyes strayed again to the rigid boniness of his frame 

beneath his threadbare clothes. I reached inside the survival pack that hung at my belt. 

 

�I have some food, if you like,� I said awkwardly. 

 

His thin mouth turned up in the slightest of smirks. �You would feed me?� 

 

�Yes. I can�t watch a man starve when I have food to give him,� I explained. 

 

�Noble of you,� he replied. �If you don�t mind, yes, I would appreciate some food.� 

 

�It�s not much,� I said, pulling out the loaf of bread tucked in my pack and holding it out to him. He 

accepted it and tore it in two. When he held half of it out to me, I shook my head. 

 

�You take it,� I insisted. �I already ate.� 

 

�Thank you,� he said, settling back against the tree. 

 

We sat in silence for a time, while he ate, but I became uncomfortable. I finally decided to say 

something before the silence drove me as mad as he was. 

 

�Did you really�you know?� I asked, unable to bring myself to complete the question. 

 

�Did I kill those guards who came to my house?� he asked, finishing it for me. 

 

�Yes,� I said. 

 

�Yes, I did kill them,� he replied, casual and without hesitation. �And I do not regret it.� 

 

I shrank back against the trunk of my tree. �Why did you do it?� I asked, my voice dropping an 

octave. 

 

�Because they deserved it,� he whispered, staring down at the bread. 

 

�How can you say that?� I demanded. �They were only doing their job!� 
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The Scarlet Blade laughed bitterly. �Of course. I�d forgotten. Their job is to be murderers, isn�t it?� 

 

I was dumbstruck. �What are you talking about?� 

 

He was quiet for a long time while he finished the small loaf. After he was done, he looked up at 

the stars and said, �They killed my wife and son. So I killed them.� 

 

I didn�t know what to say to that, so I didn�t say anything.  

 

He lowered his head and looked at me. �And how many have you killed?� he asked. 

 

�None,� I replied, a hint of pride in my voice. 

 

�It�s only a matter of time,� he said. 

 

�Well, at least I don�t drench myself in blood every now and then,� I retorted. �You still murder 

people all the time.� 

 

There was no change in his face at these words � it remained as if wiped of emotion. He gazed at 

me for so long that I almost started squirming.  

 

�Imagine this,� he said finally. �You are wanted for a crime you did not commit the way they say 

you did. So you run away. You are constantly accosted by people who want your head, so you fight them 

in self-defence. Sometimes they die, sometimes they don�t. You�ve done no wrong that you can see, yet 

they all want you dead.� 

 

I thought this over, and to my horror, I found that I could see where he was coming from. 

 

�What really happened to you?� I asked. What could drive someone who seemed so calm to such a 

mad, bloody act? 

 

�Why do you care to know?� he returned. There was no malice or incredulity to his question, only 

curiosity.  

 

�I value the truth,� I explained. 
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�Very well,� he said, bowing his head. His hair and the night�s shadows concealed his face entirely, 

and I was unexpectedly seized by the feeling that I was in the company of a ghost. The paleness of his 

hands and the bright crimson sash seemed to be burning through the darkness. Then, he began to talk, 

and I stopped thinking. 

 

�I served on the royal guard for seven years. When the civil war began two years ago, I was first 

stationed at the palace as a castle guard. They were losing so many men on the side of the royals that 

eventually I was sent to fight the uprising down south. My commanding officer ordered my company to 

cut down a group of unarmed protesters. I refused, so I received a huge demotion and was sent back to 

the capitol. They told me to go home. I went back to my family. 

 

�About a week later, they sent a group of soldiers to my home in town. My wife opened the door�� 

He stopped, his voice dying away suddenly. He had never looked up, his face remaining shrouded, and 

though I could not see his expression, I was sure it was one of anguish.  

 

�My wife was always a strong-willed woman,� he said, and I could hear a wistful laugh lacing his 

voice. �When they tried to force their way into our house�she had pulled a poker from beside the 

fireplace before going to the door. Before I could get to her to stop her, they�� He faded off again. 

 

I closed my eyes, already knowing what it was that he couldn�t say. When I opened them again, he 

lifted his head. I could see a tenseness in his jaw that hadn�t been there before, and his fists were 

clenched so tightly that it seemed he was trying to keep himself from flying to pieces. He was glaring at 

me as if I were the cause of his grief. 

 

�The one who did it�he grimaced and kicked her out of the way afterward as if he were disgusted, 

then raised his sword � with her blood on it � and flicked it at me, as if in challenge. I had grabbed my 

sword, so I ran toward him with it pointed straight at him. I ran him right through before he could even 

stop grinning.� 

 

I was cringing at this vivid description, and even more so at the apathetic tone he used. But the 

worst part of all of it was that I knew he had been right to do what he had done. 

 

�The rest of them were on me in a moment, and when my son came to aid me, they murdered 

him, too. I fought furiously, and by the time I dropped my sword, every last one of those guards was 

dead.� 
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He laid a hand on the red sash. �This was my wife�s. It had been one of her favourite things to 

wear during festivals and such. I wear it all the time, as a reminder of why I keep fighting, and as a 

testament to those who would oppose me.� 

 

By now the moon was gone, and I was barely able to see him for the darkness. But my eyes had 

adjusted, and I could see his face as he came close once again. 

 

�Now what do you believe of me?� he whispered. 

 

�I believe�I believe that�that you are�that you did the only thing that you could have done,� I 

replied, struggling for words, my voice a rough murmur from having gone without speaking for so long. 

 

�Truly?� he asked, leaning toward me. 

 

�I have said that I value the truth,� I reminded him. 

 

�Then there is still virtue in this world of sinners,� he murmured, moving back away from me. 

 

�I believe there is,� I said. I was going numb, because I hadn�t changed position since he had 

taken my sword. I was sure that I would be aching by morning. 

 

�I will let you leave, if you so desire,� he said, pulling my sword from his sash and holding it out to 

me. I took it back gratefully and slid it into its sheath.  

 

�Thank you for listening to my version of the story,� he said. �There is only one other who has: my 

niece, who supplied me with provisions when I first left the city.� He stood up and offered me a hand, 

which I took. He pulled me to my feet. His eyes were intent, his brow furrowed. �I know you have done 

much for me already, but I would ask of you one more favour,� he said slowly. 

 

�If it is in my power to carry it out, you have my word that I will,� I told him. He had opened my 

eyes to the way the world really was, and thanks to him, I had realized that not everything was black and 

white. Most things were grey, and one could only decide what was right and true based on one�s own 

beliefs. The entire country had believed that the Scarlet Blade was a cruel murderer simply because a few 

people with power had said it was so. Yet right was a subjective thing. Had he truly been a brutal killer, 

he still would have thought he was right. Truth can be a prejudiced thing, depending on one�s viewpoint, 

and he had taught me that. I owed him much for such a lesson. 
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�Could you deliver a message to my niece, to tell her that I am well?� he asked. �I have not seen 

her in several weeks, and she is the type that frets.� 

 

�I will do so gladly,� I said. �What is her name, and where can I find her?� 

 

�Her name is Irene, and she works at an inn a street down from the palace. She has bright red hair 

and is of a cheerful sort.� 

 

I bowed. �You have my word,� I said, straightening. 

 

�Thank you,� he repeated. �But I have one more question for you.� 

 

�Yes?� 

 

�What is your name?� 

 

I smiled. �Leon. And what is yours? Surely not what they call you.� 

 

He laughed, the first real laugh that I had heard from him since I had met him. �I sometimes forget 

it myself, but you are lucky, for I remember it at the moment. I am Daleth.� 

 

�I�m glad I met you, Daleth. It is true that not all is as it seems, isn�t it?� 

 

�Indeed. And you have shown me that with people like you living in it, our world still has a 

chance.� He looked up at the sky, which had begun to lighten. �Dawn will be here soon. Your people may 

have abandoned you for dead by now. I suggest you go after them.� He looked back at me and held out 

a hand. When I took it, he yanked me forward into a tight embrace. 

 

�May luck follow you on all your paths, Leon,� he said as he released me. �And may your path and 

mine cross again someday.� 

 

�I look forward to that day,� I told him. Then, my hand on the hilt of my sword, I turned and 

started back the way I�d come, glad that it was my rest day and imagining how wonderful my bed would 

feel when I fell into it. Though I did not hear him move, I heard a soft �farewell� follow me. I whirled 
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back around to see if he still stood behind me, but all that was there were the trees and the soughing of 

the wind through the leaves.  

 

I smiled and began my homeward trek once more. 
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Lady�s Night 

By Kate Smith 

 

~ 

 

The turning of the year brings rain to vanquish the heart-aching heat that holds the city hostage.  

It arrives in cracking lightning and wild riffs courtesy of the thunder gods, a mad drumming that rips the 

night apart and puts it back together.  The rain settles in to polish towers to a lazy sheen and soothe 

gardens, to dispel the little sins that accumulate during the heat haze. 

 

It also brings umbrellas, like the one shielding the woman walking home� alone.  Her feet keep a 

ready beat, not too fast nor too slow but with the potential for speed just a whisper out of the dark away. 

 

The air is cool on her skin, the moisture sweet.  The tattoo of the rain against the shiny black 

umbrella summons a stray dancestep and a twirl, a childish splash through a puddle and a sideways 

glance to see if anyone is watching before she resumes her walk. 

 

At the corner she turns right onto a street where LED lights in the footpath shimmer blue beneath 

the slicking water.  The tiny balconies are bare and dripping a counterpoint to the gurgling in the gutters. 

 

The rain catches a breeze and she tilts her umbrella in defence, correcting it when the breeze sinks 

beneath the weight of water.  It�s not a night for angels to be about.  For anyone to be about, really. 

 

She raises the rim of the umbrella to sight along the street, measuring the distance to the end of 

the block and her next turn.  With something like a sigh she rummages through her pockets.  A flick of 

her fingers coaxes the lighter into action and her lashes shiver as she removes the cigarillo from her lips, 

exhaling cherry smoke rings as she walks. 

  

A subtle sneaking behind her shifts. 

 

She spins, watery blue light flashing on the flare of white-blonde hair escaping the umbrella�s 

embrace. 

 

There�s a hitch in the rhythm, then the footsteps up-tempo. 
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She retreats, two steps, three, falling out of the light and into the shadows. 

 

Above the splashing of pursuit, a heavy panting.  Momentarily drowning out the rain, a deep inhale 

preparing to speak.  A hand reaches out, the fingers already curling.  �Hey, lady�� 

 

Good intentions?  Perhaps he�s after a light or to share the umbrella. 

 

Doesn�t matter.  

 

Her grip on the umbrella shifts, swinging the black bell of it behind her shoulder. 

 

His eyes stretch wide, hands lifting to chin height, the enormity of his error dawning.  He starts 

screaming even before the shaft of the umbrella cracks against his jaw and the metal tips of the petals 

drag down his face as she pulls the makeshift weapon back for another blow.  He scrambles, half-falling 

to the puddles.  His voice pitches higher than a little girl�s as she advances, swinging the umbrella in a 

two-handed grip. 

 

She raises her brows, and he freezes, the scream dying in his throat.  The rain combines with the 

unearthly blue lighting to gift her a halo, increasing her elegantly macabre beauty. 

 

�Run,� she suggests, quite gently. 

 

He nods fervently, blood streaming down the ruin of his cheek to mingle with the rain. 

 

She twirls the umbrella and he breaks, bolting down the middle of the street. 

 

The final fizz of the cigarillo lying on the footpath wafts cherry steam to caress her face.  She drags 

her finger along the shaft of her umbrella with the skull-and-crossbones lining and licks the stain from her 

skin.  Her lips curve and the glow of her eyes slides from amber into gold. 

 

She has the taste now, the tingle of blood on her tongue, to match the trail of whimpers that�s 

such music to her ears. 
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alien state police  

By KC Wilder 

  

~ 

  

skin complexions greener 

than the greenest leafy trees 

in packs they seem to  

traipse around  

isolated streets 

  

well disguised  

a bilious fleet 

piled into uniforms 

strapped to almost plastic chins 

underneath hats and coats  

massive flailing purple tonsils 

pulling their antennae in 

  

alien state police 

  

new arrivals looking awkward 

drooling into microphones 

caterwauling to their leader 

on a distant planet 

  

alien state police 

  

eight foot long reptilian tongues  

wadded up inside their mouths 

dangling down from special hats  

puffy coneheads  

stuffed beneath 

  

strapped down  
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butts in souped up cars 

zoom around in spanking clean 

galaxies and aerostars 

  

wearing big fat ticket books 

designed to mask what they are 

mind contracting 

raygun packing 

  

alien state police  
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The Light Touch 

By Erika Swyler 

 

~ 

 

The instant Olivia caught sight of the tramp Charley had brought, she knew she'd never speak to 

him again.  The woman stood among the marble and crystal of Lillian Bauer's parlour with all the poise, 

subtlety and class of a deranged parrot.  Next to Charley's perfectly clipped, coiffed and tailored exterior 

she appeared the pinnacle of vulgarity.  In all certainty this bizarre creature marked the end of her 

friendship with Charley; however, decorum dictated that introductions were necessary.  

 

"Ah Olivia, darling," bubbled Charley.  As she kissed his cheek, she noted that he looked tipsy this 

evening; his skin was warm and pink and his eyes were already glassy.  "Allow me to introduce you to 

my lovely date, Brooklyn.  Brooklyn, this is one of my very dearest friends, Olivia Eddington." 

 

"Oh my god.  This is Livvie?" squealed a shrill voice.  Brooklyn pulled herself from Charley's side.  

"Charley talks about you all the time."  Olivia's nose was assaulted by the odour of cheap perfume.  As 

the woman leaned forward to grab Olivia's hand, her perverse lycra neckline revealed what could only be 

called a debacle of cleavage.   

 

"Does he now?"  Olivia raised an eyebrow.  "I can't ever imagine why."  She grimaced out a smile 

as the woman pumped her hand with all the grace of a plumber.  No one ever called her Livvie, ever.  It 

just wasn't done.  She held back a flinch as Brooklyn's gaudy red fingernails scratched against her hand.  

Good god, were those rhinestones on her manicure?  Brooklyn.  Named after a borough, and not a nice 

one at that.  She turned to Charley, questioning. 

 

"And however did the two of you meet?"  Though the message was clear�where in the hell did 

you find her?  People of their sort don't interact with people of her sort.  When Brooklyn excused herself 

to "powder her nose," Charley nearly ruptured with laughter.  "Isn't she fantastic?  I picked her up in a 

bar, in the Bowery of all places."  He chortled as though amazed by his own brilliance. 

 

"Yes, but what is she doing here?"  Olivia sniffed.  One didn't just bring anybody to the Bauer's 

mixers, certainly not anyone picked up at a bar.  Doubtless it would get back to Charley's parents, since it 

was well known that Lillian, while elegant and irreproachable, was a disgusting gossip.  Though, she 
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thought, perhaps that's what he wanted.  To her surprise, Charley giggled (which Olivia thought rather 

unbecoming in a man, yet secretly endearing). 

 

"It's so simple, darling.  I'm slumming it.  A few times out with Brooklyn and my parents will send 

me abroad again in no time.  Not to mention, I'm enjoying myself.  Trust me Olivia, she's really fun�very 

� uninhibited." 

 

"I'm sure you're right," she nodded, though it really wasn't fair of Charley to use the poor girl.  

Olivia had always prided herself on her humanitarian sensibilities (she quite often gave to charity), and so 

forced another smile as Brooklyn returned from the ladies room.  The girl did look lost rather lost�a lost 

lawn flamingo.  Olivia extended an arm.  "Come dear, let's find where they've set up the drinks.  Lillian's 

parents always make certain parties are, well, liquid."  Olivia escorted her to an elegant wet bar (Lillian's 

choice, no doubt), asked for a glass of champagne and endeavoured not to cringe as Brooklyn loudly 

ordered an Appletini. 

 

Midway through a discussion with Alexander Masterson about the last holiday at St. Maritz, Olivia 

noticed that her left wrist was bare.  Impossible, she thought.  She never removed that bracelet for 

anything�it was a gift from Grandmother Victoria.  It couldn't have just dropped somewhere.  She 

checked her clutch bag, to disappointing results.  The bracelet was insured, of course, but not the sort of 

thing that was replaceable.  One didn't replace heirloom jewellery.  She expressed such a thought to 

Alexander, who responded with eyebrows raised, "That's strange.  Blythe mentioned earlier that she 

couldn't find her ring, you know, that huge thing Clay gave her?  Gone." 

 

At that precise moment, a raucous peal of laughter exploded from the direction of the fireplace.  

Alexander audibly groaned and muttered something about certain people being allowed to bring 

whomever they wanted to these parties.  His wonderful cattiness was something Olivia always 

appreciated.   She turned to see Brooklyn throw her head back and crow, both hands grasping Charley's 

wrist.  Charley, flushed as he approached inebriation, leaned heavily on her shoulder as he eyed the 

treacherous valley of her bosom.  A thought struck her that was quite distasteful.  No, certainly not.  

Well, perhaps.  Olivia excused herself from Alexander and wound her way through the sea of gowns and 

handbags that crowded the Bauer's grand parlour (nodding once to Stefania Fellowes because everyone 

does) before latching her arm around Charley. 

 

"Charley�my bracelet's gone missing," she added a slight pointed emphasis on the world missing, 

so that the last syllable dipped with proper disdain.  "And Blythe's ring, you know, that enormous one?   

It's disappeared." 
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"Really?  I wonder how she could have lost track of it, it must weigh three pounds," he laughed, 

finding himself terrifically funny. 

 

"She probably just dropped it somewhere," Brooklyn chirped.  "I do that all the time.  I'm always 

losing things.  I dropped my cell phone in a toilet once." 

 

Charley and Olivia, startled by the comment, blinked at her. 

 

"It's not a cell phone," hissed Olivia.  "It's an antique bracelet and an engagement ring.  How could 

you possibly be so idiotic?"  The instant the words fell from her mouth, she tried to pull them back in.  As 

the finality of the word "idiotic" settled in, Charley sobered.  His jaw dropped and Brooklyn's chin began 

to tremble beneath her garish red lips.  Olivia stammered a brief apology.  Charley begged Brooklyn to 

excuse them for a moment.  He steered Olivia to the foyer. 

 

"I'm going to forgive that insult because I understand you must be very upset," said Charley.  His 

fingers closed tightly around Olivia's arm.  "But I ask that you refrain from further insulting my date."  His 

eyes narrowed.  "It makes you look cheap.� 

 

Olivia glanced down at the hand holding her arm and noticed something puzzling; rather the 

absence of something was puzzling.  She mulled over the question before asking, "Charley, where's your 

watch?" 

 

He started, "Pardon?" 

 

"Your watch.  You were wearing it when you came in." 

 

He shook his head and mumbled something about perhaps having left it in the car, though he 

developed a sudden fascination with his left wrist, pulling the sleeve of his jacket over it several times. 

"You know as well as I do you had that watch on.  It's Brooklyn, isn't it?  I saw her talking with 

Blythe earlier.  She took it!  Your watch, Blythe's ring and my bracelet!"  She pointed a finger at the 

centre of Charley's crisply pressed shirt.  "She stole them, Charley." 

 

He twitched with discomfort.  "I never expected it of you, Olivia.  Accusing someone like that.  Just 

because she doesn't have money doesn't mean she's a thief."  He turned from her leaving her staring at 

his back as he said, "I never had you pegged as a bigot." 
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Olivia found she could not respond.  She flushed an unbecoming shade of purplish red.  She wasn't 

a bigot.  She couldn't possibly be.  She gave to charity.  She'd made an effort to be nice to Charley's 

date.  It wasn't her fault the woman had started making off with everyone's jewellery.  Olivia had nothing 

to do with that at all.  It was she who was the victim, not that girl.  She marched back to the parlour, 

heels clicking on the chequered marble, intent on confrontation. 

 

She found Brooklyn enrapt in conversation with Mitchell Anderson.  He was prattling on at great 

length (most likely about his yacht or some such banal thing) as Brooklyn leaned against his arm.  She 

twisted one hand through the ends of her brown, crispy looking permanent wave, the other twined 

suspiciously around Mitchell's wrist�his watch hand.  Olivia rushed to them, nearly knocking down Lillian 

Bauer herself (who squeaked much like her prized Chihuahua).  Neither Brooklyn nor Mitchell, too enrapt 

in their own conversation, noticed the satin and chiffon-clad Olivia approaching.  She slowed, assumed 

her best air of dignity and poise (achieved by years of training in just such subjects by Madame La 

Roche) and slid herself next to Brooklyn's ear.  She greeted Mitchell, who was startled at her sudden 

appearance.  

 

As Mitchell began regaling Olivia with stories (indeed, it was about his yacht after all) she leaned to 

Brooklyn, steeled her stomach, and whispered, "I know what you're doing." 

 

Brooklyn grinned tightly before whispering back through clenched teeth, "I don't know what you're 

talking about." 

 

"I know what you're doing and I insist that you stop it right now." 

 

Brooklyn jabbed Olivia in the side with a pointed elbow�the sharp poke made Olivia yelp, which 

she tried to disguise as a sneeze.  Brooklyn turned to Olivia with a malevolent smile.  "Oh, Livvie, I'm so 

sorry.  I didn't see you there."  She spun away from Mitchell.  "I'd better go find Charley."  She sauntered 

into the crowd of dresses and suits, leaving Olivia holding her side next to a slack jawed Mitchell. 

 

"Fantastic, isn't she?"  He breathed. 

 

Olivia pinched her face.  "Yes, fantastic, Mitchell.  She stole my bracelet, Blythe's ring and Charley's 

watch." 
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He turned to her, quite shocked.  "I never thought you one to say such a thing, Olivia.  Just 

because she's not," he stopped himself, unable to say the word.  "She's refreshing!  Perhaps you're just a 

little jealous.  It's understandable, you know."  He looked down his long nose at her.  Olivia grabbed at 

Mitchell's arm.  Her hands unexpectedly met bare skin, as his French cuffs had popped open 

unbecomingly. 

 

"I have never been jealous a day in my life."  She gave his sleeve a sharp tug.  "Don't try to tell me 

that you've forgotten to wear cufflinks.  Don't even bother.  I know she took them." 

 

Mitchell coughed uncomfortably.  "I won't tell you then.  If you'll excuse me, I must find Lillian." 

Olivia found herself standing alone in the parlour corner, next to one of Mr. Bauer's statues.  The 

statue was of a young woman, draped in cloth that fell in strategic places.  Her head turned back, with 

her mouth slightly parted, as though laughing to a lover.  Olivia passionately hated that statue; she 

thought it tasteless amid the art nouveau décor.  She knew it to be a replica, and not a good one at that.  

She sighed, leaning against its pedestal.  A flash of movement led her eye in the direction of a brilliant 

fuchsia cocktail dress.  Brooklyn, with Lillian Bauer herself.   

 

Olivia watched as Brooklyn flurried about Lillian.  It seemed she was instructing Lillian on how to 

tease her platinum blonde hair for an up do.  As she watched, Olivia noted the quick movement of 

Brooklyn's hand, just at the nape of Lillian's neck.  It was sudden; barely a snap of the wrist and Lillian 

had been liberated of her necklace, without noticing a thing.  Brooklyn feigned dropping her large red 

leather purse and rummaged in it as she removed it from the floor.  All the while, Lillian laughed, 

unaware of the theft Olivia had just witnessed.   

 

With renewed purpose, Olivia launched herself from the pedestal and stormed across the floor, 

charging with the grace and determination of a freight train.  She halted in front of Lillian.  "Lillian, that 

woman, she just took your necklace.  I saw it!"  Her mouth curled up in a sneer as she pointed a 

manicured finger at Brooklyn.  "Check her bag.  I promise you it's in there." 

 

Lillian blanched.  Her frigid blue eyes looked between Brooklyn and Olivia before answering, "Olivia, 

I have no idea what you are talking about."  Her hand went to her neck and encountered the absence of 

a chain.  The pear shaped diamond pendant that once hung at her breastbone was now decidedly 

missing.  She mumbled something about the latch always coming undone and perhaps she dropped it 

when at the bar. 
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Olivia screeched at Lillian.   She'd seen Brooklyn take it.  She'd seen her drop it in her bag.  

Certainly if the bag were to be opened, the necklace, her bracelet, Blythe's ring, Charley's watch and 

Mitchell's cufflinks would tumble out.  She narrowed her eyes at Brooklyn then gasped.  No, Blythe's ring 

wouldn't tumble out, as it was happily twinkling (in all its champagne diamond square cut glory) on 

Brooklyn's finger.  Brooklyn mouthed something to Olivia, a word that bore the distinct look of, "Oops."  

She smiled at Olivia with malice. 

 

Olivia found she could no longer bear such mockery.  She hurled herself at Brooklyn.  "You," she 

hissed.  "You, get out of here.  I know you've taken our things.  You don't belong here.  Give them back 

then get out, you� you piece of trash."  She grabbed the drink from Lillian's hand and tossed it down the 

front of Brooklyn's dress.  A collective gasp rose from the parlour.  Movement halted.  The pleasant 

clinking of ice that had emanated from the bar ceased.  Olivia felt light-headed as she watched Brooklyn's 

face gradually transform to a river of mascara-tinted tears.  She heard a loud cough from Charley.  

Mitchell appeared at Brooklyn's side, offering her a towel and ushering her to the ladies room. 

 

Olivia watched her retreat, flabbergasted.  Brooklyn turned her head over Mitchell's shoulder, 

looked directly at Olivia and winked.  It was as though she'd slapped her.  "Did you see that?  Did you?  

She winked at me!"  Olivia looked around at the horrified faces that surrounded her.  Stefania Fellowes 

had set down her drink (until now an unheard of event).  Blythe and Clay sucked in their breath.  Charley 

grimaced.  Most disturbingly, Alexander Masterson rubbed his hands together with what bore all the 

appearance of delight.   She knew, quite suddenly and totally that somehow she'd made a terrible faux 

pas.  Lillian's voice, filled with scorn broke her reverie. 

 

While looking at her shoes, amidst a thorough dressing down, Olivia picked out several key 

phrases, "refuse to tolerate," followed shortly by "total disregard," right on the heels of "completely 

mortified," and of all things, "class bigot."  The last part stung the most and had Olivia suddenly 

concerned that she might be seeing her dinner again.  Somewhere between "astonishingly uncouth" and 

"decline further association," Olivia realized that a ring of her friends had gathered around to watch her 

humiliation.  Indeed, Alexander Masterson seemed to be relishing it.  She turned her head to apologize to 

Lillian, but was met with a regal finger pointed towards the foyer and the damning words, "I'm going to 

have to ask you to leave." 

 

It was Charley who placed her coat on her shoulders and made apologies for her.  He stated how 

terribly sorry he was for having not asked Olivia to leave earlier in the evening, but how could he have 

known?  Olivia bowed her head like a repentant child.  It was Charley who escorted her to the door.  He 
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didn't bother refraining from reminding her how he'd asked her to keep her mouth shut.  She could only 

nod. 

 

It was Brooklyn, having returned from the ladies room quite recovered (triumphant even), who 

opened that door for her and stated, "It's just a misunderstanding.  I really hope that we can be friends." 

 

Olivia managed to stammer an apology of the weakest sort.  Brooklyn, with an air of charity about 

her, extended her arms for an embrace.  Olivia, desperate for forgiveness, for respite from the 

embarrassment, fell into that embrace.  Charley cleared his throat and they parted.  He draped a 

protective arm around Brooklyn's shoulders.  Olivia extended her hand.  Brooklyn took it, clasping it in 

firm shake.  Olivia's eyes grew round as Brooklyn, with a carnivorous smile and a deft hand, slid Blythe's 

enormous engagement ring onto Lydia's finger. 
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CHARLIE�S DREAM 

By Paul Alleyne 

 

~ 

 

1. 

The doorbell rang. It was louder than usual. Noel jumped completely off the bed. He was still half 

asleep, but he ran, stumbling through the house to the front door; he unlocked and opened it. Gramps 

was standing at the door frowning at him. He said, �Let me in, boy. Let�s talk about it.�  

 

He moved Noel aside and came on in. Noel was confused, flabbergasted and speechless. �Gramps 

was dead,� he thought to himself. �What is he doing here?�   

 

Suddenly, he felt someone shake him, and then he heard the voice of his girlfriend calling his 

name. She said, �Get up, Noel, it�s one o�clock in the morning.�  

 

He opened his eyes and looked up to see Sian standing over him. She continued, �Go take your 

shower and go to bed.� 

 

He sat up, rubbed his eyes, and then asked no one in particular, �What the hell is going on?�  

 

Sian laughed, responding, �Are you having more bad dreams?� 

 

�No,� he replied. �Just weird ones; very weird ones.�  

 

Suddenly, Charlie felt as if someone had given him a swift kick to his posterior. He was puzzled; 

why would Sian be kicking him? Before he could figure it out, he felt another kick, harder this time. It 

woke him up completely, and as he opened his eyes he could see a uniformed LAPD officer standing over 

him next to a patrol car with its engine running. He had been dreaming. 

 

It was still somewhat dark. The officer held a cup of coffee and a McDonald�s sandwich bag in his 

hand. He was grinning. 
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The officer said, �Damn, for a minute there, I thought you were dead, Charlie. Here�s your morning 

breakfast.� He leaned down and handed the coffee and the bag to Charlie. 

 

Charlie reached up and took it from the officer. He said, �Good morning, Tom. What time is it?� 

 

Officer Tom Maylor laughed, and then he replied, �The time. You want to know the time?� he 

asked jokingly. �You have a job to go to, Charlie?� Not waiting for a reply, he just turned, yanked open 

the passenger�s door of the patrol car, got in, and slammed the door shut. The car sped off. He stuck his 

head out the window and shouted, �Five o�clock.� 

 

Charlie did not have anywhere to go. He had no job. He had neither family nor friends, except 

other homeless people like him who lived as he did � day-to-day, moment-to-moment, hand-to-mouth. 

However, he was content as long as he had something to eat and a place to sleep. He had no concern for 

his safety. His life was already lost, he was already dead; and it did not really matter much to anyone. He 

was just another homeless person � one less problem for the authorities to deal with. 

 

Charlie sat up and he looked around his surroundings. He was sitting in filth under the Santa 

Monica Freeway. He smelt like old piss. Nevertheless, he was smiling. He was having his first meal of the 

day, maybe his only meal, but his first meal. The dream he was having was strange, but it brought back 

some memories of a past life he had just about forgotten. He decided that he would take an afternoon 

nap � after he figured out lunch. 

 

Sergeant Tom Maylor and his new partner, patrol officer Eddie Clement, continued on their rounds. 

Eddie grinningly asked Tom, �How did you come to know Charlie?� 

 

Tom was quiet for a minute, thinking. He responded, �Oh, we go back �a ways. I met him a couple 

years ago. It was a typical call from the radio dispatcher � a homeless man at the McDonald�s restaurant 

causing a problem. When I got to the restaurant, Charlie was huddled in a corner, crying. I immediately 

felt sympathy for him. He seemed cold and was a bit delirious, but harmless. He kept asking for 

something to eat. �All, I want is something to eat.� He kept saying. We took him to a homeless shelter, 
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cleaned him up, and gave him some new clothes, but he had no place to go other than back to the 

streets.  

 

�It was then � and still is � strange how he fought them when they tried to take his filthy clothes 

away from him. It�s was not that he did not want new clothes, but as it turned out there was something 

in one of the jacket pockets. After he was able to wrestle the jacket away from the shelter volunteer, he 

stuck his hand in an inside pocket and retrieved a small, sealed plastic bag. In the bag was a torn photo. 

He let them have the jacket after he got the photo out. I was very curious about that picture, and after I 

got him to show it to me, I became curious about him as well.  

 

�The picture was of a very beautiful black woman, but she seemed to also be part Asian and wore 

one of the traditional Asian dresses. He became pained when I asked him about this woman. He didn�t 

want to talk about her when I asked him. He seemed to be in a quandary, so I left it alone. I concluded 

that she was probably a special part of his life at one time. Most of us live on a tightrope, and it just 

takes a strong wind to knock us off our perch. Charlie was knocked off his perch!� 

 

 

2. 

Eddie could not get Charlie out of his head after hearing the story. Later that evening as he sat 

with his young wife, Marietta, and his two-year-old baby girl, Julia, having dinner, he asked Marietta to 

put some food together in a container. She asked him why, and he just smiled, saying, �For a friend who 

needs it.� She prepared it for him, and he took it from her, kissed her and left saying, �I�ll be back in an 

hour, or so.� 

 

He got in his truck and drove over to the Santa Monica Freeway underpass. Charlie was there as 

he always was. He appeared asleep. Eddie wanted to hear Charlie�s story � he had become more than 

curious about Charlie. He got out of his truck and went over to Charlie as he huddled under some filthy 

blankets he used to shield himself against the cold and wind; he even had a trash can fire going to help 

keep warm. Eddie woke him up. He said, �Charlie, I brought you some dinner.� 

 

Charlie stirred and awoke. He looked at Eddie through half-closed, sleepy eyes. He asked, �Who 

are you?� 
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�I am Eddie Clement, Tom Maylor�s partner. I brought you dinner.� 

 

Charlie chuckled. He said, �Well, I had dinner already � a whole lobster with lemon butter and a 

huge baked potato.� Then he reached out and took the food from Eddie, saying, �But I�m not one to 

refuse gifts of food, so I will save it for tomorrow. Now what else can I do for you, Eddie?� 

 

�Well, Charlie, I would love to hear your story,� Eddie replied purposefully. 

 

�What story?� Charlie asked. �I don�t have a story.� 

 

Eddie said, �Tom told me some things about you. I couldn�t get it out of my head, and I wanted to 

hear your life�s story.� 

 

Charlie started to laugh. �You must be kidding me.� He asked, �You want my story?� 

 

Eddie replied, �Yes Charlie, please tell me your story.� 

 

�Why are you interested?� Charlie asked. 

 

�I am because you don�t seem to be like the average homeless person,� Eddie replied. �Looks like 

you are somebody.� 

 

Charlie chuckled and said, �Naw, I�m nobody. I�m like every other homeless person out here. We 

all have stories. Mine is no different. Maybe I had a life at one time, but I�m nobody now. My story is just 

another story. I lost my way; that�s all there is to it.� 

 

�Well, I still want to hear it, Charlie. I really do.� 
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Charlie got very quiet. As Eddie waited for Charlie�s answer, he thought of his own life. It was a 

good life � a lovely wife and daughter, and a nice home. The home was small, but it was comfortable. He 

knew little about his father. He never met him, or had any opportunity to communicate with him. All the 

information he had about him came from his mother, Maria Clement, and it was sketchy at best. Charlie�s 

situation somehow drew him back, so he had to know.  

 

Charlie sought to strike a bargain, even though he held all the chips. He offered, �I tell you what. 

Let me think about it for a couple days, then maybe I will tell you � how�s that?�  

 

Eddie was disappointed, but he realized that Charlie was not going to agree so easily. Still, he was 

going to keep at it, because he was intrigued. His only hope was that Charlie did not suddenly disappear 

before he told the story to him. It was a chance he had to take, having absolutely no choice in the 

matter. He agreed to wait. But then, almost immediately, Charlie suddenly changed his mind. �I tell you 

what,� he said. �You look like a nice kid and you should be home with your family.� He appeared 

thoughtful for a moment and then said, �Buy me a cup of my favorite coffee at McDonald�s and I�ll tell 

you my story � and maybe a cherry pie for dessert.� 

 

Eddie did not hesitate. He said, �It�s a done deal.� He hurriedly opened the passenger�s door of his 

truck and ushered Charlie in, saying, �Get in.� Charlie got up hesitantly, suddenly not sure if he really 

wanted to go through with it after all, but nevertheless, he dusted himself off as best he could and got 

into Eddie�s truck. Eddie got in on the driver�s side. He put the truck in gear and they took off, heading 

directly to the neighborhood McDonald�s a few blocks away � the one that Charlie frequented.  

  

When they got to the restaurant, Charlie chose to sit outside. Eddie did not argue; fresh air was 

good � the funk in the truck emanating from Charlie was stifling. He went in and soon returned with two 

cups of hot coffee and a cherry pie. He gave the pie and one cup of the coffee to Charlie and went and 

sat opposite him. He anxiously waited, hoping for an outpouring from Charlie. Charlie took his sweet 

time, sipping the very hot coffee and casually eating his pie as Eddie look on, not interrupting � just 

waiting. 

 

Charlie finished his pie and Eddie asked him, �What�s your real name, Charlie?� 
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Charlie hesitated. He was caught off guard by Eddie�s question. He had been �Charlie� for so long 

that he had truly tried to forget his real name. It was the part of his life where he experienced much 

turmoil, and it was also associated with much happiness.  

 

 

3. 

 

He answered Eddie�s question reluctantly, uncomfortably and not showing much confidence. �My 

name is Charlie,� he said. �I was known at one time as Noel Heath, but I�m Charlie now.� He got quiet 

and said nothing for a few minutes, thinking back to his life as it was then. He suddenly started up with 

his story. Eddie listened; grasping onto every word Charlie spoke � building images in his mind as 

Charlie�s story unfolded. 

 

Noel Heath awoke in a cold sweat from the nightmarish dream he had been having over and over 

again the last couple of weeks, not unlike a television serial or soap opera where the scene changes ever 

so slightly from the previous episode. He would sometimes wake up from the dream and fall back to 

sleep, only to have the dream continue where it left off.  

 

Throughout his life, Noel had always had dreams, which were usually strange and different from 

the typical ones, the ones that most people had after a heavy meal or after watching a scary movie. No 

one chased after him, nor were they ghoulish dreams, but his dreams were strange. He recalled some of 

them. There was one where he was totally blind but went about his business in a normal manner, using 

his other senses to navigate his environment without the use of any physical aids. He recalled another 

where he was visiting an art gallery and after having viewed a painting of an image of Jesus Christ, he 

felt the eyes of Jesus following him as he walked away. He could feel those eyes piercing his brain, 

looking into his mind, but he would not dare look back. When he did get up enough nerve to look back, 

Jesus was standing directly behind him, smiling at him. He so startled himself that he woke right up out 

of the dream. In yet another dream, he was asleep on his bed when he felt a pair of hands clamp onto 

both ankles and, holding them firmly, pull his entire body off the bed and through the walls of his home. 

He was deposited in a large Buddhist temple filled with lit candles and incense spewing exotic fragrance 

around its majestic interior. He was the only one in the entire temple from what he could see. The hands 

that held him positioned him at the very center of the temple floor, where he was made to sit in the 

cross-legged yoga style. The hands then released him and he immediately began to chant in prayer. After 
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a while, those same hands carried him out of the temple and directly back to his bed. He awoke 

immediately on the release of those hands, quickly looking around as if expecting to see someone in the 

room with him; there was no one, of course, only him. What was striking was the extreme quietness; it 

was so quiet that he clearly heard his heart beating vigorously as it pounded hard against his chest.  

 

These strange dreams became normal to him at an early age, so he was comfortable with them. 

This dream, however, the one he recalled to Eddie, had a different twist. Early on, he did not pay much 

attention to it, and he did not remember much of it when he woke up; but as it continued, more of a 

picture developed. It grew more disturbing and frustrating as he remembered more of it and tried to 

understand its meaning. 

 

There were times when he would refuse to or simply be afraid of going back to bed. Rather, he 

would get in his car and head to the California coastline where he would go in one direction or the other, 

usually driving until daylight. 

 

In this dream, he was standing on a high hill overlooking a deep, dark chasm, that except for some 

shrubbery and scraggy trees, was bare of vegetation. The wind howled as it raced through the chasm 

and hard across his path. It swirled around, blowing dust and debris, so much so that he shielded his 

face from it. With each episode, he got closer to the edge of the chasm until he arrived at the very edge. 

He looked down, straining to see within its depths, but could discern nothing except a black cold 

emptiness, and he could tell from the sound of the wind that it was deep and foreboding. 

 

In this last episode, he was at the very edge looking across to the other side and through the 

darkness; he started to make out the shape of what appeared to be the slight figure of a woman moving 

around, desperately trying to maintain her balance against the strong, swirling winds. She wore a long, 

flowing dress or gown, which was being whipped about by the force of the wind. He could not make out 

her features or determine who she might me, but it seemed to him that she was trying to say something, 

and at the same time desperately extending her outstretched arms in the futile attempt to reach across 

the expanse of the chasm to him. He strained to listen, but with the wind blowing and howling the way it 

was, he could not hear her.  
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He scrambled to the edge of the chasm, and grabbing a tree limb, he tried to reach her. He 

stretched out in an improbable, impossible attempt to get to her, but failed. He slipped and tightened his 

grip on the tree limb, trying to regain his footing and prevent a free fall into the darkness. The episode 

suddenly ended with him waking up in a cold sweat, and shaking with fear and confusion.  

 

After the initial shock and the realization that he was actually in bed having a dream, he laughed 

nervously. It was silly, he thought � only a dream, he reasoned, but just the same, its reality confounded 

him. He caught himself rubbing his eyes as he did in the dream. He had rubbed them so much that they 

became red, swollen and irritated. He had not slept well all week and this was beginning to bother him. 

He did not care for sleeping pills, so he was going to tough it out. Hopefully the dream would end soon 

and he would be able to move on with his life, he reasoned. 

 

Eddie was fascinated by Charlie�s dream sequence as he related it, and he observed that Charlie 

seemed to have difficulty talking about it in stretches. He struggled emotionally, stopping from time to 

time in order to catch his breath as if in a panic of sorts. 

 

 

4. 

Noel was a computer software engineer, and a good one. He had been divorced for some five 

years. He had a stepson, age 13, who lived with his ex-wife in Chicago, his hometown. He left when the 

boy was only five years old and had not seen him since then. He felt very guilty about that, but every 

time he talked to his ex-wife, an argument always seemed to break out.  

 

It was a bad breakup. They had fought frequently, and he made the regrettable error once of 

slapping her across the face. He had completely lost it when she made some vulgar comment to him. He 

desperately tried to apologize, but she would not accept it, which made him think that she had finally 

found an excuse to get him out of her life.  

 

He was not a very emotional person, but was very passionate about what he believed, logical in his 

view of the world, and believed in loyalty to his friends. He sought an explanation for everything, because 

in his logical mind, there was always one; things did not just happen in a vacuum. This was why the 

dream so disturbed him. It was not logical, and yet he could not shake it. It replayed in his head 
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throughout his waking moments, like videotape on rewind, and it was beginning to affect his work. He 

could not accomplish much because of the intrusion of this recurring dream. 

 

Starting with high school, Noel accomplished everything early. He graduated at 16 and went 

directly on to college where he studied computer software engineering. He graduated in three years at 

19, took a year off, and then went to graduate school. So at around 22, he had completed his formal 

education.   

 

He worked hard and made every effort to complete every task he started, never forgetting what 

his beloved grandfather told him. He said, �Son, never leave a job undone. Always put your best effort 

forward, no matter what you doing: Making love, cleaning the yard or anything else. Give yourself the 

satisfaction of knowing that you did the very best job you could do � for yourself, not for anyone else.� 

 

This philosophy stayed with him for the many years since his grandfather gave him that wisdom, 

and when he was having difficulty is completing a job, especially one that he did not care for, or was just 

feeling a bit lazy or discouraged, his grandfather�s words of wisdom would resonate in his head, renewing 

his determination to succeed. He could hear his grandfather�s voice now and imagine his handsome face 

smiling at him. They loved each other a great deal and were very close. Gramps, as he called him, was a 

very smart and intelligent man, even though he never finished high school. He was self-taught, survived 

by working hard and applying his own philosophy of life. He worked every day of his adult life, and did 

not do much else, which saddened Noel.  

 

Gramps developed walking pneumonia at age 75. He either did not know he had it, or did and 

simply ignored its symptoms. He collapsed at work and was rushed to the hospital emergency room 

where he was immediately admitted. He died a day later. Noel cried for days. It was the only time that 

his emotions overtook him. A huge piece of his soul had been ripped from him. He missed that man! 

When he felt lonely, he would recall the long conversations they had had.  

 

Gramps loved to walk. On his walks with Noel, for what seemed like miles, Noel usually got tired 

first, but Gramps never seemed to, or pretended not to be. He would say to Noel, �Son, it looks like 

you�re tired. We better head on back.� Noel would shake his head in disbelief; as much as he tried to hide 

his tiredness from Gramps, it did not work. 
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Gramps was from Kansas. He spent the first 16 years of his long life there. His parents, like many 

other black Americans in Kansas, were poor in terms of material things, but they had a close, loving 

family unit. Gramps� father was a custodian at the local high school and his mother made a few dollars 

making dolls, which she sold to the neighborhood store. Her dolls were particularly popular among the 

neighborhood kids at Christmas time.  

 

As a child, Gramps dreamt of a world of adventure, fantasizing about traveling the world, seeing 

new things, and meeting people of different cultures. His favorite subjects in school were geography and 

history. On most nights, he read �til he fell asleep � for one thing, there was not much else to do in 

Manhattan, Kansas.  

 

In 1950, at age 16, Gramps decided to join the Army. He sought out and talked to his cousin 

Marvin who was in the 92nd Army Division and stationed in Italy until he was injured in a late-night 

skirmish with the Germans. The stories that Marvin told Gramps filled his head with fantastic imagery. So 

using his broad smile and quick wit on an overzealous recruiter, his application was accepted.  

 

After finishing boot camp, Gramps was shipped out to South Korea where he was assigned to a 

transportation unit. He mainly repaired and drove heavy trucks, and saw very little combat. After six 

months in Korea, he went to Japan, then to France, and finally ended up in Germany where he stayed for 

a long three years. He became a language junkie; he learned quickly and learned to speak in the native 

tongue fluently. In 1960, he retired from the army, but re-enlisted five years later in 1965, and was sent 

to Vietnam along with the many young men who were drafted. He spent a full four years there.  

 

Noel loved hearing the stories Gramps told him because they were colorful ones, filled with 

bravado and humor, and each time Gramps told them they seemed to get a little bigger and more 

exciting than the time before. As he got older, he began to suspect that Gramps was embellishing much 

of it. However, he did not mind. He enjoyed them just the same. 
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5. 

Unable to fall back to sleep after one of his dream episodes, Noel picked up the telephone to call 

Sian. He dialed her number, but thought better of it. He would instead leave his home in the Mid-Wilshire 

area of Los Angeles and go for a early morning drive in his all-black, super fast 1977 Porsche 911. He 

decided to take his usual route: Pacific Coast Highway all the way to Malibu as far as Trancas Canyon. 

Maybe he would call her when he got back. 

 

He dressed quickly and was out the door in five minutes; got in the car and started it up. As the 

car idled, the roar of the engine somehow relaxed him. He got his music started. He loved jazz, especially 

from artist like Miles Davis, Nancy Wilson and Kirk Whalum. His latest acquisition was �Kind of Blue� by 

Miles Davis. The CD player started playing and he was off on his drive, stopping only to get some coffee 

from the 7-11 store a few blocks away. They made good coffee � not as delicious as Coffee Bean or even 

Starbucks, but it was the best thing going when the coffeehouses he frequented were closed. 

 

He drove fast. He once told a friend that he only knew one speed � fast. Somehow, the police 

never stopped him; he would always see them before they saw him. Someone else was always getting 

the ticket. He got to the Santa Monica Freeway quickly. He felt good, and there was very little traffic. He 

was going to enjoy this drive. Miles played; he drove. He was quickly wide awake, but all the while in the 

depths of his mind, the dream nagged at him. He just could not shake it. He briefly toyed with the idea of 

seeing a shrink, but dismissed it as something vulgar. �Not me,� he thought. �Not Noel.�  

 

His views about doctors were that they filled your head with doubt, fear and dependency, keeping 

you on a string until your money ran out or your insurance would pay no more; then somehow you were 

cured of whatever ailed you. They were as crooked as lawyers or mechanics. Gramps told him once, 

�Son, get yourself a good mechanic and stick with him. If you don�t, that Porsche is going to cost you 

more than my wife did me.� Noel took Gramps� advice, as he always did. �Damn, I miss you Gramps,� he 

said aloud. �Why did you have to leave me alone like this � I need to talk to you.� He was certain that 

Gramps would know what to do; he always did, as insightful as he was. 

 

Noel got up to Trancas Canyon in a quick 40 minutes. He parked alongside the roadway 

overlooking the churning ocean below. He got out, stretched his legs, and with arms folded, he leaned up 

against the warm car engine, enjoying the crisp morning air and the captivating view of the darkened 

Pacific Ocean. He thought of Sian. She had come to mean a lot to him. He felt that it was only a matter 
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of time before they got married, because he could not see his life continuing without her being an 

important part of it. He hated to admit it, but he was in love with her � probably the first time he had 

ever fallen in love with any woman. He fancied himself as a bit of a loner and had difficulty sharing his 

�space.� Sian was different. In some ways, she had conquered his soul. 

 

After a while, he got back in the car, turned it around, and started back home � the dream still in 

his mind as he continued to wrestle with its possible meaning. He came off the PCH at Sunset Boulevard. 

He liked driving the twisty, curvy roadway of Sunset because it made him focus on his driving and helped 

him to clear his mind, at least temporarily. When he got back to his house, it was coming up on the six 

o�clock hour and still a bit dark. He contemplated staying home from work, but decided against it. He did 

not want to be around the house, brooding, and besides, work was another good distraction that he 

needed right now. He parked his car in the driveway, got out, and quickly entered the house. He stood in 

the darkened hallway for a few moments trying to decide if he should call Sian or take a nap. He decided 

on the nap instead. Sian should be getting up about now. They often talked early in the morning before 

they went to work, a sort of ritual, but she was visiting her mother in Long Beach for the last week and 

he didn�t want to intrude on them. 

 

 

 

6. 

 

As Noel continued with his story, Eddie noticed that talking about Sian seemed to give him 

renewed energy, lift his spirits. She was obviously the brightest part of his life, and at the same time, the 

source of much of his despair. 

 

Noel met Sian at the Long Beach Jazz Festival. He had been going to the festival for some five 

years now, an experience he looked forward to every summer. He enjoyed the atmosphere, the music, 

and he met some interesting people. During the concert, he usually sat quietly, barely moving, and close 

to the stage where he could easily discern the every movement of the performers, soaking in the music 

and enjoying it just as he wished. 
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There was one empty seat between himself and Sian. She was at the festival with her mother, 

Mildred. Just before the concert started, Sian asked him if he was holding the seat for someone. He 

glanced over at her and replied simply, �No.� 

 

She smiled and said, �Good, I could put my bag down on it then.� 

 

He teased her, asking, �You sure you can trust me? I might steal it.� 

 

She looked him up and down for a moment, and then responded, playfully, �Yeah, I think, I can; 

you have an innocent face.� And then she giggled at her silliness. This was the start of a beautiful 

friendship, and an intense romantic adventure where love blossomed. 

 

Sian was a �looker� by any standards. She was the type of woman that stood out no matter what 

she wore or where she was. She was the color of dark chocolate with skin shiny and as smooth as silk. 

She had naturally straight, thick, shiny black hair that traveled all the way down her back to her waist. 

Her eyes were as dark as her hair and skin; they were deep, slanted and almond-shaped eyes, sitting 

under well-manicured, dark eyebrows and framed by thick, long eyelashes. She was not skinny by any 

means, but solid with an athletic built standing almost six feel tall on lovely bowed legs. 

 

She carried herself straight up, as someone who attended modeling school; but in fact, it was her 

mother who taught her to stand and walk straight. As a child she was taller than most of her peers and 

very shy. She tended to hide her height by stooping when she walked, which irritated her mother. She 

demanded that Sian straighten up, and as she grew older, her confidence grew along with her height, 

which she finally accepted along with the many compliments she received.  

 

The concert started and Noel settled in for an enjoyable evening, and he was beginning to enjoy 

his company, too. He would glance over at Sian, only to see her staring at him; at least he thought she 

was. The music was great. The concert featured artists who were some the very best on the jazz scene 

and some of Noel�s favorites � Kirk Whalum, Bobby Caldwell, Rachelle Ferrell, Blue Note and Randy 

Crawford singing her smoky rendition of one of Noel�s favorites, �Joy Inside My Tears.�  
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He was hypnotized by the music � in a music box of sorts. The sounds came from everywhere, but 

through it all, he heard her voice � Sian�s voice as she chatted with her Mom. It did not intrude on his 

listening; it was a pleasant voice, slippery and seductive, as hypnotic as the music.  

 

There was a break in the music, and he suddenly heard her say, �Would you like a glass of wine, 

sir?� She added, �I have sandwiches, too, if you want one.� 

 

He turned and looked across at her, drinking in her beauty. He replied almost immediately without 

much thought, �Yes, I would.� She handed him a glass of white wine and a sandwich on a small paper 

plate. He admired her hands as he took it from her. Her fingers were long, slim and sexy, with well-

manicured nails. He commented, �Very nice hands.� 

 

She beamed, and then said, �Thank you. My mother did my nails. She is a manicurist.� 

 

Noel said, �Really? Well, she did a great job.� 

 

She said to him. �Thank you again. Let me see your hands.� 

 

He reluctantly extended one of his hands. They were large hands, and contrary to her hands, his 

nails were not manicured, but well shaped. They were the hands of a basketball player � the game he 

played in college until he fractured his right ankle. He was never the same after that. She examined the 

extended hand closely, and then commented mischievously, �You have large hands, and strong fingers. I 

bet you give great massages.� Then she chuckled and added,  �Do you have big feet, too?�  

 

He was a bit embarrassed by the stereotypical connotation of that comment and responded with a 

straight face, �No, sorry, I just have average-sized feet.� 

 

She laughed. �Modestly perhaps, or are you just an honest man?� She paused and then continued. 

�Maybe?�  

 

He replied, �Just an honest man, and I do give great massages.� 
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They both chuckled at that quip. 

 

They started dating soon after that day at the jazz festival, and became inseparable. They 

appeared to be truly in love with each other.  If there was such a thing as soul mates, then they were a 

prime example. After dating for about six months, he decided that he would ask her to marry him. Her 

birthday was a week away, so he made dinner reservations at one of their favorite restaurants and 

ordered a small cake with special instructions.  

 

She looked lovely at dinner and they could not keep their eyes off each other, enjoying that special 

time together. After dinner, the dessert arrived in the form of a small chocolate cake with a one candle 

on top. The waitress set the cake and a cake knife down in front of Sian and stepped aside. Sian blew out 

the candle as Noel watched her closely. She tried to cut the cake, but could not. Something seemed to be 

obstructing the path of knife. She seemed frustrated, saying to Noel, �Honey, there must be a rock in 

here. I can�t seem to cut it.� 

 

He chuckled at the irony of that and responded, �There may well be a rock in it. Let me see, I�m 

stronger than you.� 

 

She looked at him curiously as he took the plate from her. The waitress looked on in amusement.  

Sian became befuddled when Noel stuck his fingers in the cake and carefully removed a small, 

jewelry type box. She could not speak; just watched him with mouth agape. She was totally surprised by 

what she saw. She never expected this to happen. She was speechless as he got up, cleaning cake 

residue off the box. He came over to her, but she could not look at him. He squatted down next to her, 

opened the box to reveal a two-carat diamond engagement ring, and while showing it to her, he 

announced, �Sian, it�s time we got married.� 

 

Her response through trembling lips was immediate, but wordless. Her emotions took control and 

she could not respond to him in any coherent way. She just nodded her head, first slowly, then 

vigorously. She let him take her hand and he slid the ring on her finger and then kissed her gently on her 

lips. The tears came and just rolled down her cheeks silently from her overfilled eyes as she cried with 

joy.  
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7. 

Noel�s disturbing dream stopped soon after their engagement. He was not sure exactly when it did, 

but he was thankful that it did, though still unresolved. 

 

Sian inherited a lineage of African and East Indian. She was born on the island of Trinidad in the 

West Indies where the predominant culture is influenced by African and East Indian traditions. Her father 

was East Indian and her mother African, giving Sian a uniquely striking appearance. 

 

The family lived in a small seaside village named Mayaro Village. The villagers were mostly 

fishermen or had small shops that served the tourist industry. Sian�s grandfather was the typical 

entrepreneur; he owned a fleet of six fishing boats. Her father, too, had owned a bed and breakfast inn, 

located on the beachfront were many overseas guests spent their holidays. On national holidays, 

Trinidadians from across the island came to visit the beach and eat at the local restaurants.  

 

Sian loved the sea, and could easily talk her grandfather into taking her along on fishing trips some 

mornings during school summer holidays. Her mother loathed it and spent most of the time that Sian was 

gone patrolling the seashores until she returned. Mildred told Noel that she had nightmares of the boat 

capsizing and Sian drowning; she was so afraid that it influenced her decision to immigrate to the United 

States when Sian was just 12 years old.  

 

Sian never forgot her early childhood, a period in her life when she was very happy.  She had a 

large extended family � lots of relatives, many in her age group, who along with her lived in Mayaro 

Village. 

 

Sian and Noel argued almost daily about her and her mother�s wedding plans for them. He wanted 

small; she wanted elaborate. She had not been back to Trinidad for some time and was excited to show 

off her new husband to all her cousins, aunts, uncles and childhood friends. She was steeped in tradition 

and culture and wanted to be married in a traditional Hindu wedding ceremony. He was committed to 
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marrying her, but dreaded all the drama associated with it � Vegas was just fine with him. He proposed a 

solution, and Sian compromised � they would get married here in California and would go to Trinidad to 

have a civil ceremony and stay there for their honeymoon.  

 

Noel had never been to Trinidad, and he had not thought much about the island until Sian tried to 

sell him on the idea of getting married there. The closest he had come to knowing anything about the 

islands was while dating Rachel, a college girlfriend many years ago. She was Trinidadian, and he loved 

listening to her voice as she talked about the island. She spoke in a sing-song rhythm of sorts, and when 

she got excited, he could barely understand her � unlike Sian who rarely got excited. 

 

Rachel had given him a history lesson of Trinidad, from the days of early slavery through to its 

independence from Britain on August 31, 1962. She included the history of Carnival from it roots in 

Europe, hundreds of years ago, to its introduction to Trinidad by French colonists around 1785 and its 

progression up to the present. He thought about visiting during the carnival celebrations, but he had 

broken up with Rachel and his interest waned after that. Now he was set to go. He was truly excited 

about his and Sian�s marriage plans. 

 

As the wedding day grew nearer, he became more nervous � ambivalence crept into his mind 

about getting married. But, he was not about to back out. He dare not disappoint Sian; she was someone 

special, and he knew he could never find another woman who moved him like she did. 

 

On their arrival in Trinidad, it seemed like the whole village was there to greet them. Sian was 

excited and not shy in showing off her husband. Noel, on the other hand, was reserved; he wasn�t sure 

how to handle all the attention Sian�s family gave him. They were treated like royalty.  

After Noel and Sian were married, they hardly left the village, except for a driving tour of the island 

of Trinidad. They ate, slept, made love, and took long walks on the beach. On the second week of their 

stay, Sian asked Noel if he wanted to go with her on a fishing trip with her grandfather. He agreed to the 

trip without hesitation, and strangely that night, he awoke in a cold sweat and shaking. The dream, 

which he thought he�d forgotten about or had forgotten him, had suddenly returned. In this episode, he 

was standing at the edge of a chasm and leaning into it, trying to discern the face of the woman across 

the other side. She slipped and began a freefall into the dark, cold, foreboding, bottomless chasm. On 

the way down, she screamed, �Noel, save me!� 
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He responded, �Sian, nooooooooo!� 

 

And this was when he awoke in a cold sweat, shaking with fear. He looked over at Sian, who was 

asleep and not stirring. He slid off the bed and went to sit near a large picture window overlooking the 

ocean. It was a beautiful sight with the moonlight reflecting the dark ocean.  

 

He jumped as he heard her voice. �Come back to bed, baby. It�s cold.� 

 

He went back to bed, and she cuddled up to him, both of them soon falling back to sleep. The 

alarm in the form of Sian�s grandfather knocking on their door woke them up. It was 3 a.m. and time to 

get ready for their fishing trip. Noel awoke, still thinking of his dream, but did not share it with Sian. They 

reluctantly got out of bed, got dressed, and set out to the wooden jetty just 300 yards away.  

 

Grandfather walked with Sian, holding her hand as he did when he took her fishing as a child. Noel 

followed. It was a beautiful morning � the air fresh and crisp with a gentle wind blowing across their 

path. There was a certain calmness about the whole atmosphere. They got to the boat, which was 

already fired up and prepared for them by some of the men who worked for her grandfather. They 

casted off and the boat, with grandfather at the controls, went further and further away from land, 

disappearing into the vast ocean. Noel and Sian sat cuddled together, braced against the morning chill 

and enjoying the trip.  

 

Suddenly, and without warning, the weather changed for the worst. A sudden storm moved in with 

heavy rain and a very strong wind. The sky quickly turned black with tumultuous clouds twirling about in 

the early morning sky. The water got rougher, with waves quickly increasing in height and ferocity. Noel 

was suddenly very nervous. The meaning of the dream he had been having was now coming true. He 

grabbed Sian tightly, trying to keep her safe as large waves lashed repeatedly against the boat, slapping 

it with large, watery hands, seemingly determined to turn the boat over. Grandfather calmly started to 

turn the boat around to get back to shore, but before he could complete the turn, a strong wave washed 

over the boat and dragged both Sian and Noel into the deep, dark ocean. Grandfather, using all his 

experience and knowledge, desperately tried to get back control of the boat. Sian was screaming, and 

Noel was trying to find her. She seemed near, but with them being buffeted about by the strong waves 

and in the darkness, he couldn�t find her, and her screams seemed to be getting further away from him. 
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He could hear the boat�s engine and grandfather�s voice calling their names. Suddenly, the boat was 

upon him, and grandfather threw him a rope, which he grabbed as he continued to yell for Sian. She was 

not responding to him or grandfather, however. The fear of having lost her suddenly engulfed his mind 

as he was pulled to safety back on the boat. He and grandfather continued to call out to her, but got no 

respond. Noel�s head was now spinning with images from his dream. He leaned over the edge of the 

boat, desperately trying to find her in the churning water. Just as suddenly as the storm started, it 

ended. The cloud cover dispersed and the water returned to it usual calmness.  

 

Noel jumped back into the water, screaming for Sian, but he was not a strong swimmer and was 

desperately attempting to stay above water. Grandfather, seeing this, implored him to return to the 

safety of the boat. 

 

Charlie was now teary eyed and shaking as he continued with his story. Eddie�s was now thinking 

that he made a mistake by getting Charlie to relive this nightmare. He reached out and held Charlie�s 

hand as an offer of support, but Charlie pulled away. He wanted to relive every moment, it seemed. He 

continued: 

 

�I walked the beach for days and weeks, looking and hoping that somehow she would show up 

alive and smiling with those dark, hypnotic eyes and long, black hair, but she was gone; she was gone 

from me forever. I was lost; my life did not mean anything � not then, not now. I should have died that 

day instead of her, or died with her. We would be together now.�  

 

Eddie asked, �How did you get back here, Charlie?� 

 

Charlie replied distractedly, �I don�t know. I have no idea. I just awoke one day, and I was here in 

the street. I am tired. I need sleep. I want to dream of Sian. Take me home.� 

 

�Where is your home, Charlie?� 

 

 �It is where it is � where you picked me up.� 
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8. 

 

It was two weeks before officers Maylor and Clement returned to Charlie�s makeshift home. 

Maylor, as always, got out of the patrol car with a hot cup of McDonald�s coffee and a sandwich. He 

attempted to wake up Charlie, but suddenly stopped when he realized that this was not Charlie. He woke 

the guy up and queried him about Charlie�s whereabouts. He asked, �Where is Charlie? What are you 

doing here?� 

 

The man smiled and, with a toothless grin, replied, �Charlie left. He sold me this spot for $10. He 

said that he was going home to his wife.� 

 

Maylor frowned and asked, angrily. �His wife? What wife? He doesn�t have a wife.� He handed the 

coffee and sandwich to the new resident and left. He was quiet when he returned to the patrol car. 

 

Eddie asked him. �What�s the matter? Is there something wrong with Charlie?� 

 

He looked over at Eddie and replied with a bit of  anxiety, �Nothing�s wrong with Charlie. He�s 

gone. Gone to be with his wife, he said.� 

 

Eddie frowned. He said, �Tom, he doesn�t have a wife. She died some time ago. She drowned 

while they were on their honeymoon.� 

 

Tom turned to look over at Eddie and then he asked sarcastically, �And how do you know this, 

Eddie?� 

�Because he told me so, Tom.� 

 

Tom said, �Well unless he plans to die, he won�t be joining her.� 

 

Eddie replied, �I hope that�s not what he is planning to do � commit suicide. We have to find him 

before he does.� 

 

�And where shall we start looking for him? I have ansolutely no clue.� 

 

�We can start at the ocean. She drowned in the sea.� 
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�He told you this? When?� 

 

�We had a long talk about his life a couple weeks ago.� 

 

�Well, not until after breakfast. Let�s have some breakfast first.� 

 

The night after Charlie related his story to Eddie, he had dreamt of Sian. He didn�t dream of her 

drowning on that faithful day, but rather, he dreamt of their wedding day, and distinctly remembered the 

Hindu priest�s prayer reading.   

 

�A circle is the symbol of the sun and the earth and the universe. It is a symbol of holiness, and of 

perfection, and of peace. In these rings is the symbol of unity, in which your lives are now joined in one 

unbroken circle, in which, wherever you go, you will always return to one another and to your 

togetherness.� 

 

He was intent on joining Sian, wherever she was; he could not continue without her. He walked 

into the ocean as far as he could until it swallowed him up. As he drowned in the swirling ocean, he could 

see her face clearly. She was reaching out to him, smiling. Her smile gave him the warmth he felt when 

they were together. He died contented that he would be happy with her in death, as he was with her in 

life. 
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