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I was falling, falling, down through a colored mass. It was 

solid, it existed, yet I passed through it, and it passed through me, 

like Jell-o and barbed wire. Down and down I went, into a 

seemingly endless oblivion, haunted by the laughing faces of 

demons and wraiths, and dark spirits dancing inside the bodies of 

the living. As I fell spinning through a space where space did not 

exist, I was burned by an icy sun, and cut by invisible blades. 

Colors burned out and faded, like the last seconds of a firework 

display, and I was left in a black the color of sleep, and death. 

Whether I was still falling or not, I did not know. I became aware 

of sticky fluid all around me, warm and thick, and leaving a taste 

in the back of my throat like a new penny. When at last there was a 

distant light, all the world was crimson fire, until a golden angel 

with a halo of light floated down, to deliver me a message. She 

told me of pain and horror, and of a bliss and ecstasy like I had 

never imagined. She gave message of a choice, a fork. One side 

the damnation of convictions abandoned, the fire in a broken 

promise, and the other of salvation found only through following 

true love. Both paths were right. Both were wrong. Only wisdom 

would light the way to heaven, and only open eyes could see the 

road to bliss. Then the angel was gone. 
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At one point in time, I had it all. If you would have asked 

me what it felt like to be a king, or one of the Olympian gods, I 

could have given you an exact description. I had everything I 

could have ever wanted. I had the job, the girl, the car, the 

apartment. As far as I was concerned, I was as happy as the realms 

of happiness could allow. There was no human capacity for joy 

beyond what I felt. It wasn’t the life you grew up with on TV, but 

I knew from the early age of six that those images, in all their 

shiny glory, were not perfection, or the road to happiness I would 

find success on. They were illusions to the greedy and sullen. 

Those who had given up on true happiness, and would sell their 

own virtues for a Mercedes and a trophy wife. I wasn’t a movie 

star, or a rock legend. I was Marc Freeman, and I was happy.  

 I can’t say, really, why I did it. What could have possessed 

me to lose sight of myself, and what made happiness not enough 

anymore. I’ve had plenty of time to think, since then, and to this 

day it has remained the one great mystery: why did I make that 

fatal decision? Maybe someday I’ll have the answer. Yeah, maybe. 

Most likely, I will spend the rest of my time on earth wondering, 

turning it over and over again in my head, trying to find the truth, 

the glimmer of reason, in all the trappings and fog that has been 

my life. 

  

I worked as a property manager at an apartment complex 

called Sun Pointe, where I also lived, with my long time girlfriend, 

Brandi. My position required me to be home during the daytime, 

so that I could perform any repairs or upkeep necessary, handle 

any emergency situations that arose, and do very little else in the 

meantime. Which was, in my mind, a little bit like chaining your 

average redneck to a couch, with enough chain only to reach the 

toilet and fridge. Forced paradise. I never minded the repairs, as 

they didn’t take up too much of my time, and it gave me 

opportunity to meet new people, and keep contacts among the 

tenants. The upkeep was a collection of simple tasks, like mowing 

the grassy areas, sweeping occasionally, changing light bulbs. 

Mundane details that were barely enough to take an afternoon, 

once a week. All the time I had after that was mine, in which I 
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could write, play music, watch movies. Whatever. I loved it. 

Here’s a rundown of my typical day: I would wake up usually 

around seven or eight, and get out of bed to make breakfast for 

Brandi. We would eat, and I would send her off with a kiss, to 

tackle her day of college courses and part-time job. Then I would 

usually crawl back in bed until around ten, when I would get up, 

and get ready to face my own day. I would check the calendar for 

any appointments I may have had and forgotten about to fix this or 

that around the complex, and then, with a yawn and a stretch, look 

outside for any maintenance that needed doing. If there was 

anything for me to take care of, I’d get it out of the way, and 

usually be done by two or three, and, if there was nothing, I would 

usually go for about an hour to the gym, or for a run.  

 As soon as what I considered to be the labor part of the 

day was done, I would grab a quick lunch, (more often than not 

pizza…the food of gods), and then start the creative half. I loved 

art more than anything in the world. Almost. Love would always 

beat all. But art was far more constant. I had hit some hard times, 

when I was a freshman in college, that lasted through for a few 

years. During those times, the art was all I had. I was afraid of 

forgetting, and afraid of losing sight of what was important. 

Through art I learned to always look at the beauty in the world 

around me. Which sounds like sentimental new-age bupkis, but 

it’s the truth. The paintings were what I saw, the sculpture what I 

felt, the writing what I thought.  These were the tools through 

which I could experience the world safely, which I needed. 

Although I would have stood boldly and told anyone I was fearless 

as the night was long, I was terrified of almost everything. Not in a 

piss-myself-shaking kind of way, but I was afraid of getting lost. 

Of forgetting who I was, or getting too attached to any one thing, 

letting it become an intricate part of my life, and then have it torn 

away. That subconscious fear kept me from a lot of things, which I 

should have put more passion in, if only I could have believed in 

them; in myself. Through the creation, though, I could feel as 

much passion as I could for all of those things that make life 

wonderful, and express it freely. Any pain, loss, joy, of confusion 
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poured out through my hands, into these physical objects, for 

anyone to see. Sharing. It was all about sharing.  

 Anyway, I would commence this part of the day with 

newborn energy. I would sit to write, paint, play or compose 

music. Sometimes, if they weren’t working, I would call up my 

friends to come jam. Those hours were completely free, and I was 

usually so sucked into them that I was completely oblivious until I 

heard the calm, gentle breathing of the significant other as she 

came home from her own daily grind. Then either we would go 

out for the evening, or I would make dinner, and we would sit and 

talk, read to each other, or watch a movie. The time passed itself, 

really, we just happened to be there. Sometime between ten and 

eleven, on an average night, it would be time for us to go to bed. 

Everyday, regardless of how great or wonderful my day had been, 

this is the part I looked forward to the most. Since I was a child of 

ten, my biggest wish for myself was to have a beautiful woman to 

hold in my arms as I slept, or make love to whenever the mood 

should strike. It was incredible. Those few moments alone could 

have given me the energy and passion to last for days, but, each 

night, I was refueled. I couldn’t have asked for more.  

 My job also afforded me the opportunity to travel a lot, so 

whenever I felt like a road-trip, felt Brandi needed to get away 

from the stresses of work and school, or when my friends and I 

decided to take Falling Gondola out on a tour, I could pack up the 

car, and be on my way. The car, which I mentioned earlier, was a 

1970 Ford Torino. The Butch and Cassidy car. Pearlized green and 

navy paintjob, with black touches, black and silver interior, and as 

many features as I could install. I had done all the work myself, 

over a period of two years. She was my first car, but never really 

ran, so she became a project of mine. Those days, I only used her 

for special occasions, and used my other car, a black Beretta with 

a little statue of Buddha glued on the hood, for every day use. I 

loved those little trips. In fact, most of the big events of my life 

had happened on or surrounding the events of those trips.  

 One summer, my band and I decided to go on a little mini-

tour around the state, playing anywhere that would let us, and the 

side of the road if we were denied. We packed up our gear, and 
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loaded everything into Mike’s van, which had just recently had 

“Falling Gondola” painted on the side of it. Our very own tour 

bus. For the next few weeks, we drove around, town to town, 

coming in usually late at night, walking into every club or café we 

saw, asking if we could play, and showing them our demo. Then 

we would play any shows we managed within a day or two, get 

out, and drive to the next town. One night, in this tiny township, 

which pretty much consisted of a bar, a post-office, a general store 

which doubled as a gas station, and a whole lot of barns, we 

stopped to refuel. While we were there, the gas attendant 

suggested we play over in the bar. We figured what the hell, and 

walked over to talk to whomever was in charge. Our offers of 

entertainment were accepted, so we got our gear, and played a set 

for a roomful of piss-drunk townies. At the end, as we were 

wrapping up our cords, a man with oily black hair and a rotten 

Texas string-tie approached us. He introduced himself as an 

executive from some record label, and said he might be interested 

in putting out a Falling Gondola album. Nobody really believed 

him to be anything more than a townie who had had a little too 

much to drink, so he decided to screw with the newcomers, but we 

humored him anyway. We answered questions, gave him a demo 

tape and a phone number, and pocketed his business card without 

even looking at it. It was a very uneventful meeting, and probably 

would have slipped my own memory entirely, but no less than 

twelve days later, after we had already returned home, and I was 

sitting at my vintage typewriter to punch out some prose, I got a 

phone call. A man named Hank, claiming to have met us in a bar, 

just returned from his hunting and camping trip, and had just 

gotten the go-ahead to bring in our band to work out a contract. It 

all came back to me then, the whole evening, the town, and the 

rambling half-drunk conversation we had with a man in a string-

tie. I was shocked, and if it hadn’t been for the extremely bizarre 

nature of the entire scenario, I wouldn’t have believed it.  

 I set up a meeting for a night I knew my friends and I had 

intended to practice, and said goodbye. I immediately started 

tracking down the guys, and letting them know the news. I thought 

Cliff was going to have a heart attack. Those next days between 
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the phone call and the meeting were long and full of rampant 

daydreams, and sleepless nights, like a child on Christmas Eve. 

But eventually the big day came, and after several hours and 

many, many legal words and lawyers’ terms, we were officially 

signed to do three albums for a major label.  

On another trip, one which I took by myself, to get 

inspired, see some new art, and meet new people, I found myself 

in Seattle. As I was walking past a used book store, I happened to 

see a bright pink sign, informing me about a poetry-writing contest 

being held by a local publisher. The paper told me to submit three 

poems I had written to a main office downtown, and if I won, first 

prize was a deal to put out a short book of poetry and five hundred 

dollars. At the bottom it said that the last day to enter into the 

contest was today, and the judging would be announced three days 

from now. I copied three of my better poems from the notebooks I 

had on me, took a bus downtown, and sprinted all the way up to 

the receptionist’s desk. I quickly filled out my entry form, and 

handed over my submission. In a town like that, I knew there 

would be a lot of great entries, and I knew my own poems weren’t 

great, but I was becoming dreadfully aware of the difficulty to 

successfully publish a book of poems in today’s self-help ‘life for 

dummies’ world. I continued my vacation, visiting new galleries 

and watching street performers all day, striking up conversation 

with interesting looking strangers, and saw whatever shows I 

could find at night. Then, on the day of announcement, I got a call 

on my cell phone. I didn’t recognize the number on the screen. It 

was standard practice to ward off any sales calls or confuse wrong 

numbers wherever possible, if only for my own amusement. 

“Hard-on Harry’s discount whores, where more is less and 

less is more. How can we suit your needs today?”  

“Oh, excuse me…er…is there by chance a Mr. Freeman 

available, sir?” 

“Let me go see if he’s free. Who should I tell him is 

calling?” 

“Well, my name is Mary, and I’m calling with some good 

news in regards to a contest he recently entered.” 
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“In that case, I be Marc Freeman. What kind of good 

news?” 

“Mr. Freeman? The judges chose your works as the 

winner. They would like to set an appointment to meet you and 

give you your check.” 

“No shit? I won? Really? Wow…wow…so, yeah, when 

do I met them?” 

“When would be convenient for you, Mr. Freeman?” 

“I was planning on heading south again the day after 

tomorrow. Anytime between now and then works for me.” 

“I have an opening tomorrow at noon, is that alright?” 

“That would be just beautiful, yes.” 

“Alright, then, Mr. Freeman, tomorrow at noon you can 

come in and meet Mr. Caldwell. Just let the front desk know who 

you are, and they’ll tell you the way. I might show up fifteen 

minutes early, if I were you.” 

“Absolutely. And thank you very, very, very much. 

You’ve made me ever so happy.” 

“Your welcome Mr. Freeman. Goodbye.” 

“Yeah, bye.” 

So I was going to write a book of poems, huh? I had been 

waiting for that kind of an opportunity for a long time. If I could 

put together a decent book, even if it was never a bestseller, or 

even a moderate seller, I would have something published and real 

that I could take to magazines and publishers for more deals. An 

automatic foot-in-the-door, and a huge boost to the old resume. At 

noon the next day I went in to meet Mr. Caldwell, who insisted I 

call him Frank. There is something definitively sit-comish about 

the name Frank, that made me smirk whenever I said it aloud. 

Aside form that, I remember little of the afternoon, I was so 

excited and worked up. We posed for a picture to put in the 

newsletter, he gave me a check for five hundred dollars, and we 

sat down to discuss the book. He told me how much he loved my 

poems, and blah, blah, blah (I got the feeling he was reading from 

cue cards I couldn’t see somewhere), and then he started telling 

me how we would make the poetry book work. I was to write or 

collect somewhere between a hundred and a hundred fifty of my 



 8

poems, and mail them in to the editor. They would look them all 

over, check for spelling errors, or whatever it is they search for, 

and send them back to me, all marked up, to get my stamp of 

approval. Then I would send them back, where they would be 

retyped, word for word, formatted, and put out as a paperback. An 

artist would be hired to paint a cover, which would also be sent to 

me before put on the book for verification. I would be sent a box 

of free copies, and I would receive thirty percent of the profit from 

sales. I would receive a check monthly. If anything came up in 

between, they would contact me. As I left the building, I 

remember feeling a little violated, as the man in the big leather 

chair and the fake grin broke down my dream-come-true like they 

were mission points for a covert military operation. But, asshole or 

no asshole, I had five hundred dollars, and in a few months time, I 

would have a book, of all my own writing, and my name on the 

cover.  

 

 By far the most memorable trip of all was one to the beach 

with Brandi. I had planned for months, to try and make it a 

surprise. I schemed, made reservations at a great hotel, got tickets 

to see a concert on the beach while we were there, and packed 

everything up one day while she was at school. We could go 

parasailing, eat at some great fancy restaurants, go dancing, go for 

long beach walks, do all the classic beach things. It would be 

perfect. I was getting jittery, waving my hands about in tourette’s 

like energy as I loaded the Torino with our bags. I had just put the 

last bag in the car, and was getting some lemonade from the fridge 

when I heard the door shut. What time was it? Maybe it was just 

Mike or Cliff. Or one of the neighbor kids. I wish they would stay 

in their own damn houses… 

 “Sam! Guess who I ran into at school today!” 

 Brandi!?! She’s home already? I hope she didn’t see the 

car… “Who’s that?” 

 “Remember Rebecca Stipe, the girl I tell stories about 

from high school? My best friend for seven years who moved 

away her senior year? I was walking across the courtyard, to 

psychology, and I heard someone call my name. I turned around to 



 9

see who, and there she was! We got to talking and I ended up 

missing class, so we went to get some coffee and catch up.” 

 Too excited to see the car. Drink your juice. Act normal. 

“So, what was she doing at the college, did she move back here?” 

 “Yeah, she started this quarter there. She and Steve 

Clayborn got together up at school up north, and decided to come 

back here together, finish school and maybe start a business. If it’s 

not a problem with you, I told them to come over tonight for 

dinner, and maybe we could go play pool or see a movie or 

something, just the four of us.” 

 Steve Clayborn? Ex-boyfriend Steve Clayborn? Fucker. 

Oh well, we’ll be gone this afternoon. Maybe they’ll move away 

again before we get back, and I wont have to see him. She Walked 

into the kitchen with an envelope and open brochure in her hands. 

 “Hey, honey, what’s this? The Seabreeze? Are you 

planning to go somewhere?” 

 Shit! I left the reservation slip and everything on the 

table…dammit. “You weren’t supposed to see that yet, until after 

we had already left tonight, but I planned a little getaway beach 

vacation for us this week. Surprise!” 

 “That’s sweet, but I can’t go this week. I have work.” 

 “I already cleared it with Donna. She says to have fun.” 

 “But what about Becca and Steve? I told them to come 

over tonight?” 

 “Can’t you call and ask them to come next week?” 

 “No! Marc, I haven’t seen her in two years! We were 

looking forward to tonight, I want you to meet her.” 

 “And I want to meet her, but I think I can wait another 

week. I’ve already paid for the room, and I have tickets to see 

Black Lab. You love Black Lab. I have the whole thing planned, 

you’ll love it. I’m sure Rebecca will understand, and you won’t 

regret it, I promise.” 

 “We’ll, I’ll call her, but if she doesn’t want to cancel, then 

we’ll just have to go out to the beach a little later than planned, 

okay?” 

 “Right on. Sounds fair to me.” And she flashed a half-

smile, and walked to the bedroom, to make the call. I rinsed out 
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my glass and put it back in the cupboard. This kind of pseudo-

argument was not a good was to start of the week I had planned. 

Just a little sidetrack, that’s all. It would all be okay. It would be 

better than okay, it would be perfect. It had to be. I loved this girl, 

and this was the week. After nearly two years with her, I was 

going to propose marriage. The thought of it used to creep me out 

a little, because marriage meant kids, and the threat of a “real job,” 

But with her, I suddenly was so much more lax about it. Forever 

with her sounded great, and I’d even like to have kids with her, 

eventually, I think. Shockingly enough, it’d probably even be 

worth getting one of those horrid “real jobs” to have that future. 

 “Well, dear Marcus, I just got off the phone with 

Rebecca.” She walked back in the kitchen and leaned against the 

counter by my side, her hands resting on the edge behind her, 

looking at me with her head cocked to the side. 

 “Did we reschedule?” 

 “Nope.” 

 “So they’re coming over for dinner?” 

 “Better.” 

“Better?” 

 “When I told her about your surprise, she thought it 

sounded like fun. She called the hotel, and they had an open room. 

In fact, she said the desk clerk told her that they even had one 

nearby to our reserved room, only she wouldn’t say how close. So, 

they’re coming with us.” 

 So it would be a nice romantic, personal week. Just me, 

the girl I love, and TWO COMPLETE STRANGERS. One of 

which was an ex-boyfriend of my own sweet Brandi, about whom 

I’ve heard nothing that made me want to do anything less than spit 

on him. “They can do that? Just leave for a week? Don’t they have 

jobs to go to, classes to take?” 

 “Steve has a job working for his father, so it’s no problem 

getting the time off, and he makes enough that she doesn’t have to 

work. And Becca said her classes this quarter were all pretty easy, 

she would just call to get the reading tomorrow from her 

professors, and bring her books with her. Oh, this is going to be so 

fun. She and I used to have some wild times. I’m so excited.” 
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 What a tragic lifestyle they lead. Right. This will be just 

great… “Yeah, this’ll be great, Bran. Didn’t I say you’d love it?” I 

kissed her on the forehead. “Are we meeting them down there?” 

 “No, I told them to pack and come on over, they could 

ride down with us. That way we can all get to know each other 

better on the way down. And Steve totally loves old cars, so he 

would want to see your Torino.” 

 I started to feel this sick feeling in the back of my 

stomach, and my left ear started to tingle. I could picture it 

swelling before my eyes, driving down the road with that bastard 

Steve sitting there in the back seat of my car. ‘No,’ I told myself, 

‘this is supposed to be the perfect vacation. You can’t let this get 

in your way.’ I tried to push the feeling back, and smiled. 

 “Alright, Buddy,” She stood up straight and put a hand on 

my waist, “I’m going to go make sure you packed everything. 

Could you go out to the car and make sure there’s enough room 

for their bags, too? They should be here soon, and then we can be 

off.” 

 “Yeah, no problem” 

 She kissed me and told me she loved me, and then ran off 

to double check that I had gotten everything. I was suddenly 

paranoid that I would have forgotten something she considered 

crucial. She was generally fairly meticulous, and part of the fun of 

surprising her on this vacation would have been proving to her that 

I had remembered everything, and could anticipate something 

important. I sighed, and went out to the car, to put everything in 

the trunk. Me and my surprises.  

  

 Rebecca and Steve showed up two hours later. Both were 

tan with bleached blond hair, wearing almost identical gap outfits. 

When they stood next to each other, the top of her head reached to 

his lower lip. With her leaning her head in to rest on his shoulder, 

and he with his arm around her, they looked like store 

mannequins, or a beer ad. They were both attractive and stylish in 

a way that made me sick to look at them; the result of being 

consumer whores in a land hell-bent on looking good. If they 

hadn’t appeared so fake and manufactured, they might have 
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looked a nice couple, but as it was, it was all I could do to smile as 

I shook Steve’s hand, and heard our formal introduction. I took 

half their bags, and led him to my car, to load it up. By the number 

of bags the two of them brought, I was fairly certain we were 

going to be party in either the beginning of a drug smuggling 

operation, or the dumping of one, or perhaps several, dead bodies. 

Most likely, the real Rebecca and Steve were cut up in these bags, 

and what I was dealing with were some kind of pod people or 

cleverly disguised criminals. Better be careful, I thought lest we 

end up in bags, too. As soon as Steve saw my car, he flew 

instantly into a list of questions about what kind of engine it had, 

and the tires, and what kind of sparkplugs I used. For the life of 

me I don’t understand the obsession that most guys have with the 

technical bullshit aspects of cars, and try as I might, I can’t stay 

focused on such things for more than a few seconds at a time. I 

listened politely for fifteen minutes as he discussed things I 

couldn’t possibly care about, and then quickly cut in, when he 

stopped for a breath, that we should go get the girls, and be on our 

way. After all, I said, we wanted to get there in time to watch the 

sun set.  

 Steve offered to sit up front, to make it easier for Rebecca 

and Brandi to talk about all the hundreds of things that they had to 

catch up on, in the three years since they had seen each other. 

Which meant, fortunately for me, that I could ride all the way to 

the beach with Steve, talking about cars, sports, and Lord knows 

what else. We got out on the road, and I tried to lose myself in the 

music, until Brandi asked me to turn it down so we could all be 

more sociable. Steve told me about his brand new sports car, and 

his job, and the business he wanted to open. I told him about my 

band, and the poetry book, and how I wanted to set up a gallery 

show. The longer we drove, the more obvious it became to me that 

the two of us had nothing in common, aside from the fact that we 

were alive, and going to the beach in the same car. But we were 

painstakingly polite to one another, and I’m quite sure he was 

faking interest in everything I had to say, just as I was doing to 

him. What had I gotten myself into?  

  



 13

 We got to the beach around five. The sun wouldn’t be 

setting until around seven-thirty. The plan was to go for a walk 

with Brandi on the beach, after a nice dinner at a waterfront 

restaurant called the Coral Bay, and as the sunset was glowing like 

fire off of the ocean, get down on my knees on the soft warm sand, 

and ask her to marry me. Though I had no promise of the sand’s 

warmth. That part of the plan was all up to Mother Nature. I found 

the hotel, and pulled up to the front, where I passed the torch (And 

my car keys) to the loyal professional workers of the valet service. 

We all walked into the hotel, Steve and I carrying the bags, while 

Brandi and Rebecca talked excitedly about things they had done 

when they were kids. They actually hadn’t stopped since they 

gotten into the car back at our apartment. 

 “Oh my God, this takes me back. Do you remember when 

we came here with your mom and dad, and they let us run around 

by ourselves all day?”  

 “Yeah, I can’t believe they didn’t want to follow us 

around to keep us out of trouble.” 

 “What, us, trouble? Never. We were good girls; they 

would have never thought of us as getting into trouble.” 

 “No, I just think my dad couldn’t resist your little brown 

eyes when you begged him please to let us go by ourselves.” 

 “Oh, shut up, Becca. We were like thirteen. Your dad 

probably didn’t start daydreaming about me until I was fifteen at 

least.” 

 “Hey, do you remember our secret cave we found down 

on the beach?” 

 “You mean the secret cave full of people’s names and old 

‘balloons’?” 

 “Yeah, do you think it’s still there?” 

 “Unless they closed it off to keep horny teenagers out of 

there. I think everyone I knew had sex in there at least once or 

twice.” I noticed Steve blush ever so slightly, and his eyes quickly 

darted from Brandi to Rebecca, then back in front of him. 

 “Do you think we could still find it?” 

 “I don’t know, that was a while ago. I’ll bet we could, 

though, if we looked long enough.” 
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 Rebecca turned around to address us “Do you think you 

boys can handle checking in by yourselves while we go explore?” 

We nodded. She told Brandi to follow her, and they started for the 

door. I caught Brandi’s hand, as she was starting to run, and she 

swung back around and wrapped her arms around me.  

 “Hey, do you think you’ll be back in time for dinner?” 

 “Yeah, we’re just going to go look for that cave real 

quick. You guys can go get our rooms ready, and we’ll meet you 

there in a little bit.” 

 “Think you and I can have some time alone after dinner? I 

have something special planned that just involves you and me.” 

 “Ooh, more surprises? Is it dirty?” 

 “Scandalously so.” 

 “I can’t wait. After dinner, I’m all yours, just let me 

know.” 

 “Okay. Promise you’ll be there, and we can sneak away?” 

 “Promises now?” 

 “It’s kindof important to me.” 

 “Then, yes, I promise you we will be there on time, and 

then you and I can go do whatever it is you have in mind for us.” 

 I smiled and kissed the tip of her nose. “Alright. You guys 

have fun. Watch out for giant man eating-crabs and killer 

lobsters.” 

 She reached up and kissed me quickly on the cheek, and 

turned and ran to the door, where Rebecca was waiting, and they 

sprinted out of sight. I picked up the bags again, and we checked 

in at the front counter. It turns out their room was only three doors 

down from ours. Thank you, desk clerk. I opened the door to my 

suite, and went inside. Dropping the bags in the closet, I walked 

around for a quick inspection, making sure the tiny soaps, 

shampoos, and clean white towels were all in place. Opened the 

mini-fridge to inspect the array of goodies, snacks, and beverages, 

and then put our things next to the dresser, on the rack next to the 

bathroom door, and in the closet, depending on standard room 

placement of their contents. Then I flopped down on my bed, and 

stared up at the ceiling. It had the same fascinating wallpaper as 

the rest of the room. Burgundy red swirls weaving around with 
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gold, like two living angry vines fighting for the same place, both 

tying to choke the other one out, but not quite succeeding. The 

longer I stared at it, the more it seemed to move, and swirl and 

dance. I imagined music, eerie dance beats with solid drums and 

sliding flutes and stringed instruments. A sinister tango of sorts, 

with a techno heartbeat. As my vine dance was reaching its 

dramatic climax, a knock at the door stopped it cold. I rolled off 

the bed, and peered through my peephole. All I could see was a 

big, ugly eye trying desperately to see in. I hate when people do 

that.  

 “Hey, man, you ready to head down to the resto to meet 

the girls?” Steve. Just what I wanted to see on the other side of my 

door. And what the hell kind of word is ‘resto’? Probably thinks 

he’s being clever…or French. I don’t know which is worse… 

 “Not just yet, let me change first.” 

 “Alright, mind if I wait inside? These hallways are so air-

conditioned I feel like there should be penguins walking by.” 

 “Sure.” He came in and stood inside the doorway, 

inspecting my room, seemingly captivated by the same wallpaper. 

I stepped into the bedroom area and opened one of my bags. 

 “These rooms are something, huh? Have you ever stayed 

in a place that had more than just a room with a bed and a 

bathroom before. And check out the tub! It’s like a mini Jacuzzi in 

every room!” 

 Ugh, I have to talk while I get dressed? “Yeah, they’re 

great. Better than my first apartment. I think they’re build for large 

groups, and people who intend to stay for awhile.” 

 “…And I was looking at the room service list, too, and 

they have, like, everything. You know you can order anything 

from an entire menu? And they can send up a barber, or a 

massage, if you want. And when you order adult movies they 

disguise them on your bill so nobody knows.” 

 I examined myself in the mirror. Dark black jeans, a 

charcoal grey t-shirt, a nice black long-sleeved over-shirt, 

unbuttoned, and leather boots. Casual, but classy enough to look 

nice. Ring was in the inside picket of the over-shirt. “You came on 

a romantic week to the beach with your girlfriend to watch porn?” 
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 “Hey, you can never have to many naked girls, you know 

what I mean?” 

 Rotten swine. “Not really. I’m more than happy with just 

the one.” 

 “And she’s a foxy one, too, that Brandi. You know we 

used to date, back in high school.” 

 “Yeah, I’ve heard.” 

 “It was a long time ago, though, I don’t think you should 

consider me that big a threat. Not too much anyway. But once 

you’ve had the high hard one,” He winked and slapped my 

shoulder, “you never really forget, you know what I mean, man?”  

 Gutless bastard! I’ll throw you out that window to crack 

your worthless skull on the boardwalk below, you prick, and 

watch your blood and brains slowly spread in a puddle around 

you, like a beautiful red flower blooming, or the graceful wax of a 

lava lamp!! “Yeah. You ready to go?” 

 We went downstairs and asked the concierge which 

direction we would find the Coral Bay, and how far away it was. 

He said it was up the beach, probably less than a quarter mile. We 

thanked him and gave him a dollar to make his hand return to its 

side, instead of sticking outward, like one of those cash-stand 

robots that asks for change for blind children or the elderly. Along 

the boardwalk there was a lot of activity. Hot dog stands, shaved 

ice, gift booths, all selling the same touristy crap all the other gift 

shops had. An occasional performer, children playing, couples 

walking hand in hand. Once in a while a child would find a way to 

get a banana bike up on the platform, and unleash hell upon all the 

unsuspecting bystanders. Ah, the innocence of youth…Steve was 

full of commentary about every girl we passed on the way down 

there, usually followed by his usual nudge and repeating of “You 

know what I mean?” When we finally arrived at the restaurant, I 

had made the executive decision that I did not like this guy, and he 

had no redeeming qualities. I would occasionally try to bolster 

myself, or keep myself from tearing his throat out with my teeth, 

by reminding myself about Brandi, and my impending question. I 

was nervous. Sweating, cold, suddenly flush. Jittery. Must have 

looked like an addict, walking along the boardwalk with a crass 
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and vulgar Ken doll. Oh well, at least the fear kept my mind off 

him. Mostly. 

 At the restaurant, we asked the man at the podium in a 

snazzy bowtie if Rebecca and Brandi had shown up yet. He said 

that they hadn’t, and offered to seat us now, or let us wait at the 

bar. Before I could say anything, Steve opted for bar. Great. I’ll 

bet he’s a marvelous intellectual when he drinks. I was hoping 

maybe he would be a quiet drunk. I’ve only ever seen one in my 

life, but, I thought I would have to get lucky eventually. Not this 

time though. 

 “Wow, this is a really nice bar. It’s so fancy, with the 

polished wood and brass rails. I feel like royalty.” 

 “I don’t know, my favorite part of a bar was the pool 

tables. What’s a bar without pool tables?” 

 “A whole lot of alcohol, and if you’re lucky, a stripper, 

you know what I mean?” 

 I think I preferred it when he talked about cars. “You have 

the one-track mind of an eleven year old, you know.” 

 “And the sexual drive of a seventeen year old.” 

 “What a charming attribute.” 

 “It’s good to know your strengths.” 

 Such arrogance. “How good of you to take up such an 

arduous and unpleasant task. How can we ever thank you?” 

 “I do what I can. What’ll you have?” 

 “Nothing, thanks.” 

 “Oh, come on, you have to drink something. Don’t worry 

about the money, it’s on me. I can afford it.” 

 “No, I don’t drink.” 

 “Sure you do, it’s good for you, help you relax.” 

 “I’m relaxed already. I don’t need help.” 

 “Just one then? Bartender, two of your finest imported 

ale!” 

 “That’s very kind, but I don’t drink. My body lets me 

create things, so as thanks, I avoid putting any kind of poison into 

it.” 

 “Poison? Shit, man, you sound like some kind of monk. 

But, if you want to be weird, just means more for me.” 
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 The longer we sat there, the more he drank, and the more 

he drank, the louder he got. Someone turned on a TV, some sports 

game, to distract him after some time, and he became convinced 

that they absolutely needed his input through the television to win 

the game. I drank virgin margaritas and water, and tried not to 

think about the man I was sitting with, occasionally watching the 

clock, or talking to someone who stopped in for a drink while they 

waited for their party. We must’ve sat there until it was almost 

seven thirty. I paid the bartender, and started for the door, after 

telling Steve I was heading back to the room. ‘Maybe they forgot,’ 

I thought. As I stepped outside, I saw that it was already dark. 

Damn that weatherman, the sun wasn’t supposed to have set yet. 

Well, I guess there was always tomorrow. I would call back from 

the hotel and see if I could get reservations for tomorrow night. 

Five minutes into my walk back, I ran into Brandi. The two of 

them were walking slowly towards the restaurant.  

 “Hey, I thought maybe you guys got caught in a flash 

flood and were carried out to sea. How was the exploration?” 

 “It was great. We finally found the cave. I never 

remember it smelling that bad in there. Or being that dirty.” 

 “Afterward we rented some bikes, and had some snow 

cones. It was just like old times. We lost track of time and were 

just on our way to…hey, where’s Steve?” 

 “Still back at the Coral Bar, I think. He was having quite a 

time, and decided to stay awhile longer.” 

 Brandi stepped forward and rested her hand on my 

forearm. “Sorry we were late. We just got carried away with 

nostalgia. It’s so great seeing her again.” 

 “That’s alright.” Who wants a perfect proposal, anyway? 

 “Hey! Everydoby’s al’dy here! W’re t’gether ag’in!” 

Steve stumbled up behind us. How a lumbering drunk snuck up on 

me I’ll never know. He staggered and threw an arm around my 

neck, and one around Rebecca’s.  

 “Well, since we’re all here now, let’s just go back to the 

hotel and order something sent up.” She shifted her weight under 

Steve’s arm. “Besides, I think we should get him off his feet soon 

anyway.” 
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 So we all agreed, and went back to Brandi’s and my suite. 

We ordered up some food, and some wine, and sat around talking 

in the main room. Steve was slung over one of the armchairs like a 

stuffed toy, head hung at a weird angle. Occasionally he would 

think of some more clever drunk-humor, and lift his head to say 

something.  

 “Roor s’rvice ‘s great, y’know? I th…I th’nk ever’thing 

should come d’liver’d right to you, like ro’lty, d’jou know what I 

m’n?”  

 Long after the food was long gone, and they were halfway 

into their third bottle of wine, I grew tired. We had been talking 

for hours, I think, and had all gotten a chance to hear about 

Rebecca’s goals, in school, and the store they wanted to open. And 

even after all the talking, and explaining, I still didn’t fully 

understand exactly what it was they wanted to sell. “Things people 

need,” She said. Steve’s dad, who was also named Stephen, was 

the head of some kind of large business. Lord knows what they 

did, either, it was all cubicles and number crunching and 

computers to me. Dozens of white collar, blue tie worker bee’s, 

most of whom I suspect don’t even know what they’re own job is, 

filing into work at 8:58 am with a powdered doughnut and 

Starbucks coffee, sit down at a computer screen in some nameless 

cubicle, and stare mesmerized at the glowing screen for eight 

hours. The only change in form at the end of the day being the 

small puddle of drool, from the steady trickle out of the corner of 

their mouths. These companies supposedly did something, they 

must have to have been a lasting corporation, and made all that 

money for Steve’s family, but I truly wouldn’t be surprised to find 

it was all some kind of experiment on mind control in humans. 

Live test subjects. Regardless, That’s where Steve worked, too, 

only he was given a fancy office with a window instead of a 

cubicle, and was known as a supervisor. Based entirely on the fact 

that he was his Daddy’s son. I doubt his job consisted of more than 

watching television, reading, masturbating, and practicing his putt, 

but he made a lot of money, and was considered a business man. 

Therefore, he would handle the initial capitol, and the legal 

business end of this new store of theirs, and Rebecca would handle 
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the day-to-day running. Schedules with truckers, hiring of people, 

orders, basic managerial work. She was studying economics and 

business, and was convinced she would find some kind of secret to 

making a fortune, and an infallible system for growth of a 

business.  

 I suddenly wished we had gone to their room instead of 

ours. Now it smelled of old food out there, and a very drunk Steve 

was still in my chair, still drinking wine. Only a matter of time 

until he threw up, and wouldn’t that be pleasant? Not only that, but 

as a host, I couldn’t just leave. Or could I? I told everyone I was 

very tired, had got up very early that morning and didn’t sleep 

well the night before. If it was alright with everyone, I’d be 

heading bedways. I kissed Brandi on the forehead, and said 

goodnight, and walked into the bedroom, shutting the door behind 

me. I took of my clothes, hiding the ring in my luggage, and 

crawled in bed. I could hear them talking still, and muffled 

laughter, like mice in between the walls. I started to create a song 

in my head that was slow and melodic to block them out, and 

drifted away to sleep. I don’t know what time it was when she 

came to bed. She stumbled a little when she came in and made a 

lot more noise than she intended. All that wine. She used to party a 

lot in school, especially after she moved out of her parents house, 

but she had calmed down since then. She was never drunk 

anymore, if she ever did drink. I never really liked seeing her drink 

too much, it usually worried me just a little. She told me she didn’t 

like it either, which is why she stopped. She had never enjoyed 

being really drunk, was afraid of blacking out, and had had a few 

bad experiences with boyfriends while she was drunk. Most of 

them with the one who was apparently one of our new best 

friends, who spent the majority of his evening adorning our chair. 

These days, at parties or clubs, when her friends would drink, she 

would just stick closer to me, and share whatever I was having. 

But she was pretty drunk now. She slipped into bed as graceful as 

a blind chimp, and put her arms around me. 

 “We’re all alone now. What was it you wanted to do 

earlier?” She whispered in my ear. Her breath was strong and 

stagnant. They must have gotten into the mini-bar. She hiccupped 
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and started giggling. She was usually fairly composed drunk, aside 

from the giggling. But she had no inhibitions at all, and was a 

terrible flirt in those cases. Another of the big reasons she drank 

less after she met me. I decided it best to make no signs that I 

wasn’t still asleep, just now.  

 “So beautiful when you sleep. Well, we have tomorrow. 

We’ll get to it tomorrow. And all week.” And she kissed my cheek 

and went to sleep with her head tucked up to my back and her 

arms still around me. I really loved this girl, and as I could hear 

her breathing peacefully, feel her breath against my back, I knew it 

would work out. It was just one day. A day that had too much 

planned for it. I was probably just a little cranky and tired, and she 

was excited about seeing an old friend. Tomorrow, I would ask 

her.  
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The next morning I didn’t wake up until around eleven. I 

got up, took a shower, brushed my teeth, and debated shaving. 

Normally, you would never get me to shave two days in a row, but 

since I still had a proposal to make, I decided I should. So I 

shaved, and trimmed my goatee, played with my hair awhile. It 

was still pretty short from my last cut. Then I put on some leather 

pants, a shiny silver shirt, made of some sort of tight nylon, and a 

velvet shirt with silver dragons embroidered on it. Donned the 

standard jewelry, a few necklaces and a bracelet, and took one last 

look in the mirror to make sure everything was okay. I had 

decided I would work harder, and make today even more perfect 

than yesterday was supposed to be. I ordered some breakfast to be 

sent up, Belgian waffles with whipped cream and fresh berries, hot 

cocoa, fresh fruit and a glass of milk. I had the local paper sent up, 

too, so I could see if there was anything going on. When the food 

came, I went in to check on Brandi, to find she was still asleep. I 

sat on the bed next to her, and brushed the hair off her face. I 

kissed her gently on the tip of her nose, and whispered that I loved 

her. She slowly opened her eyes, and woke up. She told me good 

morning, and asked how I slept. I went and got her breakfast, and 

set it down on the table beside her bed, and sat beside her on the 

bed with my own food. We ate, and I asked what she wanted to 

do. She told me she wanted to see if there were any art galleries in 
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the area, and maybe go dancing tonight. I told her that would be 

great, and maybe we would have time for my little surprise later.  

 After we finished breakfast, she got out of bed and put on 

a robe, and there was a knock on the door. Brandi let in Steve and 

Rebecca, who were already dressed and ready for a day. Steve 

looked fairly hung over from the night before, but that was to be 

expected. The second Brandi and her old friend saw each other, 

they were instantly awake and full of energy, and a little thing I 

like to call ‘pep.’  

 “Good morning, Bran-flake! How did you sleep?” 

 “I was out cold. I don’t think I even moved during the 

night. How about yourselves?” 

 “I slept pretty much like a rock. Steve was up a few times 

to throw up, which he did noisily. But aside form that, I was out 

like a baby.” 

 “Oh, I’m sorry my being sick got in the way of your 

precious sleep.” 

 “You weren’t sick, you were drunk, and I already forgave 

you.” She kissed him on the cheek. “Anyway, we were just going 

to head down to the café downstairs and get something to eat. 

Would you two like to join us?” 

 “We already ate, Sam had something sent up. I was just 

going to go get ready. Want us to meet you down there after, and 

we can start the day?” 

 “Sounds like a plan to me. Steve said he saw a winery 

museum on the drive in, and he wanted to go check it out.” 

 “What do you do in a winery museum?” 

 “I suppose you learn about old wine, I don’t know. I guess 

we’ll find out when we go there.” 

 “Too true. Okay, well, as soon as I finish getting ready, 

we’ll catch you downstairs, and we’ll be off.” 

 “Alright. Take your time, we’re pretty hungry, and the 

longer you take, the more opportunity for food we have.” 

 “Okay, enjoy breakfast.” And she shut the door behind 

them. As she leaned against the door, she looked at me and bit her 

lip. “You know, we’ve been here for a night already, and we still 

haven’t made proper use of this great suite, or the Jacuzzi tub.” 
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 I sat down in one of the armchairs and picked up the 

newspaper. “I thought you had to get ready so we could meet our 

friends in the café.” 

 She started to walk closer, using her entire body to 

emphasize each step, like a panther, closer and closer to me. “You 

heard them. They said we should take our time.” 

 “I don’t know, I think it might be rude if we show up too 

late, just because we wanted some time alone.” I opened the paper, 

and pretended to find an interesting article. She put her foot on the 

seat of the chair, next to my legs, and stood up on the cushion, 

with her other foot on the other side. 

 “You know, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were 

avoiding me. Am I so ugly to look at you have to bury your nose 

in that paper?” her tone was mocking and jovial. 

 “No, of course not, I’m just trying to think of poor Steve 

down there, sitting at that table an hour from now waiting. You 

know how concerned I am about being considerate to others.” I 

spoke without lifting my eyes from the story I was pretending to 

read. “Besides, this story is really quite fascinating.” 

 “Oh, I think Steve will be fine. And is your story more 

interesting than, say, this?” And her robe fell to a rumpled heap 

around her ankles. As I looked up to meet her eyes, a pale blue bra 

fell to cover my right eye. I enjoy a good game, and I would have 

tried to continue to play hard to get for longer, but she has a 

stunning figure, and is beautiful in a way that no Barbie-blonde 

could ever match. Slightly golden skin, long, dark hair, big, deep 

brown eyes, bright smile and a gorgeous body. I am only human, 

and I ended the charade, and gave in to her game.  

 

To my surprise when we got downstairs, not only were 

they still at a table, but they were both still eating. Before them 

was a small stack of dirty plates with food remnants still on them. 

Steve had a strip of thick bacon in each hand, and was using them 

to scoop scrambled eggs into his mouth, and Rebecca was just 

finishing up a stack of pancakes. We pulled up chairs at their table 

to wait for them to get done. When they saw us they pushed their 

plates forward, and called over their waiter to charge the bill to the 
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room. In minutes we were outside, trying to figure out where to go 

first. Steve suggested his winery museum, which seemed to go 

over well with Rebecca and Brandi both. So, I shrugged, and we 

found a taxi to take us to the museum. I had decided, some time 

ago, that I didn’t want to bother with directions, traffic, parking, or 

finding my way around in a new place. It was a vacation, which 

meant I wanted to be free of the stress that comes with the 

ownership and use of a car. As a result, my car was virtually in 

hibernation, and the taxi would be our transport, whatever bizarre 

tourist trap our destination might be. The museum was actually an 

old winery from the late 1800’s, that had gone out of business 

around 1912, or something. So you could tour the ancient 

establishment, learning about how they used to make wine, and 

view artifacts of the time which had absolutely nothing to do with 

wine, such as an antique diver’s suit or a menu board from a 

restaurant showing olde tyme prices, cheaper than I could buy a 

pack of gum today. My trouble with museums has always been 

that I don’t really think old things to be a topic of conversation, 

and usually not too particularly amazing. How can a person carry 

around a palm-pilot computer/cell phone which can call anyplace 

in the world or hook directly up to the internet in seconds and 

think it common place, but stare in awe at an ancient pump for 

nearly a half hour saying “isn’t that incredible?” It’s fascinating 

and all, but not hours fascinating. And somehow, some people are 

just annoying when they start to learn. They suddenly remember 

stories or some massive education they received at some point in 

time relating to whatever it is they’re looking at, or listening to, 

and of course we all are waiting with bated breath to hear every 

last one of them. This is often illustrated when older folks try to 

return to college, but sometimes materializing in others, more 

youthful, usually the egotistical. When I left that place, I knew that 

I hated Steve.  

Hating Steve felt good. Not because I agree with hate in 

any way, but to make a conscious decision, and be completely 

assured of something like that. In a world of insecurity and 

falseness, to be completely sure of one fact in the universe. There 

may or may not be life on other planets, the world could stop 
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spinning at any moment, but I hated Steve, and would continue to 

do so, whatever else may be going on in the universe around us. 

 

We all took a cab back to the main center of the little 

beach town, after we got something to eat at a café near the 

museum. I had the address of two galleries, which I had heard 

were very good. According to the art critic of the town’s only 

paper, anyway. One of them, the Oceanfront Gallery, had an 

interesting collection of sculpture and paintings by a local artist, 

specializing in abstract symbolism of emotions and ideas. It was 

beautiful. I have always loved symbolism in abstract art, and this 

was truly a beautiful collection. My favorite peace was a sculpture, 

which had a soft green field for abase, with little yellow circles on 

it, they looked plush, and from the center rose a tall blue column, 

changing in shape and size on the way up, like a tree. It was even 

textured, so it looked like kind of a stucco tree bark or some kind. 

Coming from the column were golden wire, probably no more 

than an eight of an inch think, extending out to colorful metal 

strips, which wove and twisted around the trunk-like column like 

fling ribbons, all suspended there, frozen in time, as they were 

catching the wind and flapping freely. It was magnificent. I could 

have stayed there all day, contemplating every beautiful inch of all 

those great paintings. Sadly, our “friends” seemed to find them 

much less fascinating, and were impatiently tapping their feet and 

waiting for us to move on to the next piece, mere minutes after our 

first glance at the last one.  Even Brandi, who is usually a very 

involved critic of galleries, was urging me to continue. Normally, 

she’s the one who wants to dissect the artist’s thought, and I have 

to remind her that there is more to see before they kick us out for 

closing time.  

After the Oceanfront, we stepped back out into a brisk 

afternoon breeze. Clouds had moved in while we were inside, and 

were giving us a little shade. They were big, white marshmallow 

clouds, and didn’t smell like rain in the least, but our party felt it 

might be best to move on. Rebecca suggested we return to our 

hotel, but I brought up the other gallery. I insisted, since that was 

what Brandi had said she wanted to do today, but told them we 
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could ride there if it made them feel better. We took a covered 

bike wagon, even though it wasn’t raining, or even that cold, over 

to the other gallery. The exhibit in there wasn’t anywhere near as 

good. A lot of realism, and a lot of pseudo-art, pieces passed off as 

having some kind of taste or passion, when they were really as 

empty as the black parts of space. I made sure to keep up, and not 

stall, partially due to the poor quality of art, but also because it 

seemed to me everyone’s patience was wearing a little thin. It 

probably took us little over an hour to get through the small 

gallery, and then we took a cab, a real one this time, back to the 

hotel, for some dinner in the downstairs restaurant.  

 

 Perhaps it was their attitude at the galleries, or the cold 

feeling I got from their glancing eyes, but I was a little through 

with company, by this time. It’s always been a problem for me; 

not finding it in me to be sociable, but to keep a social presence, 

without getting sick of not only the act of being friendly and 

sociable, but of those around me. After the day with the Barbie 

twins, being rushed from place to place, listening to constant 

complaining and mundane facts, I was most definitely done 

spending time with our friends for the day. If I had loved Brandi 

any less, I would have brushed them off with a cold shoulder, and 

gone to bed, maybe even playing sick for the next day or so to get 

rid of them. But I did love her, very much, and I knew how 

important spending time with her long lost friend was, so I sat 

quietly through the meal, smiling, nodding, and occasionally 

giving a little bit of input, with enough enthusiasm as to convince 

everyone I was truly having a good time. At first I was afraid that 

Brandi would catch on, as adept as she usually is at reading 

beyond my exterior, and I might catch trouble for it later, but I 

began to notice how involved she was in the company of the other 

two. She didn’t even seem to notice. As the evening wore on, 

sitting at that table, I began to drift, and started forgetting to 

comment, and that I was smiling and nodding and faking polite. 

When Brandi finally noticed I was spacing off, she told me I 

looked tired, and suggested I go on up to bed, and get some sleep 

for tomorrow. I agreed, and politely excused myself, bidding our 
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company goodnight, and kissing my dear, sweet love on her 

forehead. I thanked her a million times, in that kiss, for helping me 

escape, giving me peace. How beautiful she looked, smiling in the 

dim light of the restaurant. All the way up to my room, I held that 

image in my head.  

 Once I got to the room, I immediately found my portable 

cd player, and a notebook. I sat on the balcony, sketching the 

image of my saving angel, and wrote, listening to music playing 

overtop the ocean’s waves. I completely lost track of time, sitting 

there, until it suddenly occurred to me that my eyes had the heavy 

sting of fatigue. So I packed up, went inside, and went to sleep. 

And then I dreamt. This was, in fact, the first night I had the 

dream. 
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Colors flashed by, blurred, like clouds and finger-paints, 

blurring by so fast I couldn’t focus on one image, but just saw the 

whole, as a tangled mess. The sun rose from in between two spots 

of color, and started burning the world around it, melting it away 

in red glowing embers, and then turned hard, and smooth, a giant 

marble held up against a black sky. A spark was caught inside, 

which began to twist and dance, faster, glowing brighter, like the 

filament of a light bulb, and then exploded in angry lightning, 

furious at the world, and searching everywhere for answers as to 

why it was torn from its home in the clouds, and placed in such a 

confined area. It tore the glass ball to pieces, and the chards fell 

around me. I could see pictures in the shards, as I started to fall 

beside them. A picture of Brandi, with huge, dark, feathery wings, 

and a mask, pictures of books and records I don’t remember, of 

friends, exes, family. A shard fell directly in front of my face, with 

a picture on it of me, laying naked on the ground, crying, and 

bleeding from wounds I couldn’t see. The shard turned red, filled 

with blood, and started dripping, then pouring out the blood, like a 

waterfall, on the ground below, which was coming for me, and 

fast. I hit, splashing in a warm, red pool, and the shards all fell 

around me, dark now. I looked up to a rain, still falling, of red 

blood, falling from the dark sky. I could feel the warmth in it, fresh 
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from a body, my body, and the coppery taste as some of it dripped 

into my mouth. 

  

 I woke up to the sound of water falling. It was morning, 

and as the fog of sleep wore off, I recognized the sound to be the 

shower. As I crawled out of bed, I heard a soft squeak, the sound 

of faucet handles turning off the cleansing water. I stuck my head 

around the bathroom door, to see my darling Brandi, wrapped in a 

towel, brushing her perfect white teeth.  

 “Hey, good morning, gorgeous.” She looked over at me, 

foaming at the mouth like a rabid hound, and then spat, rinsing out 

her toothbrush. 

 “Morning to you too. Feeling better rested now, after a 

good night’s sleep?” 

 “More or less. What about you, did you sleep at all last 

night, or did you sit downstairs talking with Rebecca and Steve all 

night?” 

 “No, the restaurant closed a few hours after you came up. 

Rebecca decided to get some sleep them, too, but I wasn’t tired, so 

Steve and I went out and sat on the beach.” 

 She dried off her hair, and started to comb it. “Wow, you 

sat out there all night?” 

 “Well, we were talking, and lost track of time. Before we 

knew it, the sun was rising behind us.” 

 “Sunrise on the beach, huh? Sounds romantic.” 

 “Aww.” She set down the comb, and walked to the 

doorway, where I stood, placing a hand on my side “Is someone 

jealous?”  

 I bent my head down to kiss the tip of her nose. “Of 

course not, I trust you with my very life.” I leaned in to kiss her, 

but she turned, her hair spraying cool water in every direction, and 

walked towards the bedroom. 

 “Good. As well you should.” 

 I wiped off my face, and leaned against the frame of the 

bedroom door. “So aren’t you the least bit tired, having been up all 

night?”  
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 “Of course not. Look at this beautiful day! There’s too 

much to do to spend all that time in bed sleeping. Why don’t you 

go take a shower while I get dressed, and we can go get 

breakfast.”  

  

 We found a booth downstairs, and ordered breakfast while 

we waited for Rebecca and Steve to come down, to plan the day. 

Just a few minutes after our food arrived, they came around the 

corner. Steve was grinning, looking straight ahead, and I couldn’t 

help but think about how truly brain-dead he appeared. Rebecca 

looked almost morose, at first, but as she caught a glace of Brandi, 

her smile came back, and whatever it was I thought I saw 

disappeared. The two of them hugged, and sat down across from 

us, and ordered when the waitress came by. Rebecca yawned, and 

stretched, and then turned back to Brandi.  

 “So, I hear you guys had quite an adventure last night. 

Even got kicked out of the restaurant here.” 

 “I wouldn’t say kicked out so much as forced to leave by 

the impatient looks on the waiters, and the guy at the door with the 

keys in his hands.”  

 “Nice. So, what are we going to be doing today?” 

 Rebecca looked out the window, and sat up tall, in a 

movement so fast, it almost looked like something bit her “I know! 

Let’s spend the day on the beach. It’s supposed to be a really nice 

day today, we can go swimming, and build sandcastles, play 

Frisbee, maybe work on our tans…” 

 Brandi “Hey, yeah! And ride those weird bike things, and 

fly kites, and go for a nice walk! It’ll be great!” 

 “Alright, so then let’s go get ready, change into water 

clothes, and find some buckets or whatever, and then meet out 

front there.” 

 And thus we were off to our rooms. I grabbed an old pair 

of shorts, and started rummaging around the room for anything I 

might need for a day at the beach. I tossed some beach towels, a 

book, my headphones, some lotion, two full water bottles 

(Knowing Brandi’s constant worrying about dehydration) and my 

notebook into a small gym bag. I remembered a Frisbee That I had 
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put in my suitcase at the last minute, so I grabbed that, too. Brandi 

came out of the bedroom with cutoff shorts and a halter top.  

 “You got everything in there, Buddy?” 

 “Yup” 

 “Towels and lotion, and water bottles?” 

 “And a book and a Frisbee to boot.” 

 “Good job. Then lets go to the beach.” 

 We decided to walk to the beach, since it was such a nice 

day, and on the way in, we stopped in one of those little beach 

stores and bought a kite, and one of those foxtails; the tennis ball, 

with the windsock on the end.  

 “I remember once, when I was a kid, my best friend and I 

came to this beach with my family. For three days, we were 

virtually unsupervised, running around causing havoc and 

mayhem. We broke at least four banana-bikes, with reckless 

driving, trying to catch the seagulls, and by the time the three days 

were over, we couldn’t go into any one of the stores along the 

beach strip, because they were suspicious of shoplifting.” I was 

smiling, remembering how amused we had been at the time. 

Though it seemed I was the only person who was smiling at the 

story. 

 “Thanks, Marcus. What a lovely piece of nostalgia to 

impress our friends. I glow with pride over your felonious 

childhood.” 

 “Shoplifting is a misdemeanor, not a felony.” 

 “Drop it, okay?” 

 We all clustered through the crowded store, back out on 

the street, and started walking up the sidewalk, when Steve 

stopped, and said “Hey, guys, what were you planning to build a 

sandcastle with?” 

 Rebecca turned “Oh, damn! I guess we should go back to 

that little store and get something, huh?” 

 “Or we could find one closer to the beach, they all have 

the same stuff.” 

 Steve smiled a wide, horsey smile “No need. Ta-da!” And 

pulled his arm from behind his back. In his hand he had a pair of 
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plastic buckets full of shovels and rakes and little plastic sand-

tools.  

 Rebecca looked shocked “Where did you get those?” 

 “From the store. On our way out, Marc’s story gave me an 

idea. They’re just plastic, and now we have a shoplifting story, 

too, you know what I mean?” 

 Brandi and Rebecca both laughed, and took the buckets 

from him. “You’re so impulsive and crazy, Steve. I guess that’s 

what makes you so fun.” So when I do it as a child, I’m a felon, 

but when he does, he’s fun? Great. 

  

 Down at the beach, we found a nice clear spot, and set 

down our beach equipment, and played a little with the frisbee and 

the foxtail. We sat down, drawing in the sand, and someone 

suggested we go in the water. Everyone took off the clothes hey 

had over their swimming things. Except me, of course, who hasn’t 

owned a pair of swim trunks in over a decade. I swim in shorts, 

plain and simple. Brandi had a bikini I had never seen before. 

Silver, with black edges, and smaller than anything I had ever seen 

her wear before. The second Steve saw it, he whistled. He was 

wearing tiny, tight, briefs of some kind. “Alright! Now that is the 

kind of body a man would sell his soul to be with.” 

 “Oh, and what’s wrong with mine?” Rebecca put her 

hands on her hips and glared at him. She was wearing a one piece, 

with a diamond cut out to expose her flat, tanned, pierced stomach. 

 “There’s nothing at all wrong with your body, it’s a 

beautiful body” Brandi put a hand on Becca’s hip, the other on her 

shoulder “Hell, I’d fuck you.” 

 To my scoffing surprise, Rebecca pursed her lips, and 

stuck out her neck, and then Brandi preceded to kiss her. On the 

lips. Steve howled, and hollered. I was shocked, and unsure how 

to take that. It’s one thing, to kiss someone on the cheek. But, 

regardless of how innocent or playful it might have been, I 

couldn’t help but feel a little disturbed at watching my girlfriend 

kiss someone else. To make my morning complete, when we got 

in the water we discovered that the silver of my girlfriend’s suit 

reacted to water much the same way a thin, white, cotton t-shirt 
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does. And the small amount of her chest that the silver fabric 

covered were now made fairly visible. I think it was the last thing 

Steve saw, until we got through swimming, and he noticed that 

there was even more to see below the waist.  

Around this time, some noisy, small children showed up 

around the area we had set our things, and, like rodents or 

cockroaches, the sounds of a few brought many, many more over 

to investigate. We decided to go for a little walk, to hunt new 

ground. We gathered our things, and set off. After probably a mile 

of walking, Rebecca suddenly recognized the terrain. 

“This place is right near the cave, I think.” 

“The cave you were looking for last night?”  

“That’s right, it is! It should be just over there!” And, over 

a short hill, was a rocky mound, about six feet high, with a small 

cave opening, leading downward. We went in. Inside, in the dim 

light reflecting off the moist walls from outside, we could see 

years worth of carvings on the walls, and condom wrappers 

scattered across the wet sandy floor.  

“Oh, man, Becca, doesn’t this bring you back?” 

“I don’t know, I don’t think I spent as much time here as 

you.” 

“What are you implying?”  

“Nothing at all. Wasn’t this one of your favorite places to 

go with your boyfriends, though?” 

Steve was staring vacantly at Brandi “Yeah…” 

“God, Those were carefree days. All energy and passion, 

no concern for the future. No college or bills, just living for the 

moment. To feel like that again, huh?” 

Outside, the area around the cave was pretty clear of all 

other beachgoers, including small children. We decided to claim 

the spot about five minutes from there our own, and make a sand 

castle. Our building skills left something to be desired, and our 

castle ended up looking more like a crippled, deformed turtle, so 

we gave up, and decided to relax a little. We lay on our towels. 

Steve stretched, and mentioned taking a nap in the sun. Rebecca 

liked that idea, and had him rub some lotion on her so she 

wouldn’t burn if she fell asleep. I did the same for Brandi, and got 
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out headphones, and my book. Next to the bag was growing a little 

pink flower, and I tucked its stem into her suit top. “There. That’s 

what the flower needed. Now it can be a truly beautiful flower.” 

 Rebecca, Steve, and Brandi were all laying on their backs, 

dozing off, and I had put on my headphones, and was laying on 

my stomach, reading. When the music and the book are both really 

good, the combination can put me in a place stronger than sleep, 

and I don’t notice anyone or anything around me. After a few 

chapters, what must have been at least two hours, I felt someone’s 

arms on my shoulder. It startled me, and I jumped, pulling my 

headphones off.  

 “Sorry, but I was talking and you couldn’t hear me.” 

Rebecca. 

 “That’s alright. What’s up?” 

 “Not much. Just woke up, actually. I didn’t really intend 

to fall asleep. Where did those two get off to?” 

 “I’m not sure, actually. I was kind of in a zone. Probably 

got bored and went for a walk.” I put my book and my headphones 

back in the bag.  

 “I’m starting to get a little hungry. When they get back 

from their walk, I think we should go find food.” 

 “This will keep you, until then.” I tossed her an energy bar 

I had in the gym bag.  

 “Wow. Thanks. You’re really prepared. What else do you 

have in there?” 

 “Just the essentials. Clothes, music, toys, a book, my 

notebook.” 

 “What’s in the notebook?” 

 “Oh, just things I write. Poetry, prose, journal stuff.” 

 “That’s right, you’re a writer. Brandi mentioned 

something about that. Can I read some of it?” 

 “Depends. Are you asking because you want to read it, or 

because you want to be polite?” 

 “I love poetry, I want to read it.” 

 “Then absolutely.” I handed her my worn, black and white 

notebook. “Good luck on some of the handwriting.” 
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 I sat for awhile, listening to the waves crash, feeling the 

soft wind, playing with the sand with my feet. It was so beautiful, 

and calming, yet somehow lonely. As though all the aspects of the 

beach were somehow together, but still apart. The waves sang a 

song, but nobody answered, and the winds blew by too fast to 

recognize, and the sand grains were all single things, but so many 

that they were all to alike to look at. I noticed Rebecca was 

looking at me. 

 “Do I have something hanging from my nose?” She 

smiled. 

 “No, I was just reading. These poems are really, really 

good. This last one is incredible. Is it about Brandi?” 

 “Which one is it?” 

 “Where did it go? There it is‘…Caring eyes…warm 

heart…more bright and pure than the sun…more beautiful than the 

moon…” 

 “Yeah, that’s about Brandi.” 

 “You really love her a lot, don’t you?” 

 “With all my heart and soul.” 

 “That’s so sweet. Why haven’t you asked her to marry 

you? It’s been like two years, hasn’t it?” 

 “How do you know I haven’t?” 

 “No ring.” 

 “Oh, right. Well, I wanted it to be perfect. I wanted to 

surprise her with something romantic, and just when she let her 

guard down, thinking that was the end of the surprises, I’d hand 

her the ring.” 

 “Well, I’d say a week at the beach counts as a pretty 

romantic…you were planning on doing it this week, weren’t you? 

And then we came along and ruined it for you…” 

 “You didn’t ruin anything.” 

 “You were, you were…oh, I’m so sorry, I didn’t know, we 

didn’t meant to…” 

 “No, no, really, you’re fine. She was so happy to have run 

into you, she wanted you to come. She’s been so energetic these 

last few days, too. She’s always had a lot of spirit, but she hasn’t 

been this electric since we first fell in love.” 
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 “It’s been so great seeing her again. She really is fun. I 

promise I wont say anything.” 

 We heard laughing from over the hill, as the heads of 

Brandi and Steve came into sight. I stood and stretched, and 

walked over to greet them. I kissed Brandi on the cheek. 

 “Hey, you’re back.” 

 “Yeah. Rebecca was asleep, and you were dead to the 

world, so we went for a walk.” 

 “Aww, your flower must have fallen out somewhere” 

 “Oops, it looks like it did.” She walked over towards 

Rebecca, and smiled, and started getting our things together. She 

bent over and got her clothes out of the bag.  

 “Hold on, you’ve got some sand stuck to you.” I brushed a 

lot of sand off her back, and off her suit. I noticed that it seemed 

more wrinkled than it had been, and damp, almost wet, in some 

spots. Apparently strange inviso-fabric dries in a weird way. After 

she was all clear of sand, she smiled tiredly, and thanked me, and 

put on her clothes.  

 

 The walk back to the hotel was quieter. Everyone was a 

little tired from all the fresh ocean air, so we decided that after 

dinner we would go to bed. I realized that this was our third day at 

the beach, and I had only had one chance to be alone with Brandi. 

When we got to the room, we each took a quick shower, to get all 

the salt water and sand out of our hair. When I was done, she was 

already in bed. I crawled in next to her, and wrapped my arms 

around her. I kissed her on the ear, and whispered. “Hey, beautiful. 

We’re finally alone. I’ve missed you, you know.” 

 “I know. I’ve missed you, too, but it was a long day, I’m 

exhausted.” 

 “I think I have a few ideas about how to give you some 

more energy.” 

 “Tomorrow. Right now, nothing sounds better than sleep.” 

 “You sure?” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “Positive?” 

 “Uh-huh.” 
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 “Okay then. I love you, Brandi Bergan. Sweet Dreams.” 

 “You too.” 
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 In my sleep, I saw more dreams. Actually, it was the same 

dream from before, the same crystal ball, with spooky images I 

didn’t understand, and the same plummet down into a growing sea 

of blood. Only this time, everything was clearer. Like a filter was 

removed, edges all cleaned up, and sharp. I could feel, touch, hear 

everything around me, more real than life itself. And as the rain 

fell, this time, I swear I hear something echo the word “soon.” 

 

I woke up to an empty bed again, but no sound of a 

shower. When I listened more closely, and the ringing in my ears 

I’ve come to expect calmed down to a whispered buzz, I could 

hear soft singing, mixed with whistling, from the main room. I got 

up, and stumbled out, bouncing my shoulder off the doorframe, 

like a drunken pinball. I’ve never been a morning person. I 

lumbered, half tripping, out to say good morning, and almost took 

out a room service cart. Brandi laughed at the spectacle of seeing 

me try to wake up. “Hey there, sleepyhead. Thought you were 

going to sleep all day. I had breakfast brought up.” 

 “Food? Food good. Marc hungry.” 

 “I thought you might be. I got you Belgium waffles, with 

whipped cream and strawberries, orange juice, and even a—” 

 “Doughnut. Yummm. Thank you. Love you. You good. 

Love you lots.” 
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 “Yeah. Thanks, Captain Cave-man. I’ve got bad news, 

though” 

 “Awww…” 

 “Rebecca called this morning, we were hoping today we 

might be able to have a girls’ day. To catch up on the old days, 

and spend some time together.” 

 “So is Marc going to be bonding with Steve then?” 

 “No, you’ve been spared from that. Steve has to take care 

of some conference calls today, and do a little computer work.” 

 “He brought a computer to the beach?” 

 “Just a laptop, to do some basic work, for the conferences. 

Besides, you brought your laptop.” 

 “Just to write with, not to work.” 

 “Well, you write, Steve makes executive decisions.” 

 “Okay. I’ll play it solo today. Think you two can go a day 

without causing too much trouble?” 

 “We’ll do our best. I should be going, though. She’s 

expecting me for breakfast.” 

 “Okay. Kiss goodbye, and on your way.” 

 She kissed me, and was out the door. I ate my breakfast, 

and lounged around in my underwear, watching television and 

reading for about an hour, and then mustered the courage to take a 

shower. I put on my dark artist clothes, the things you see for sale 

at Goth boutiques and goodwill: black leather pants, and a dark 

shirt of glossy leather, with silver buttons rimming the seams like 

a 1920’s pilot, or the Rocketeer. I threw on an open velvet black 

overshirt, and added a bracelet for good measure. I grabbed my 

stylish shades, for that extra flair, and I was ready to go. I decided 

I would cruise around, and pretend I was exploring a new town. I 

usually put my notebook in my ass pocket, but that wouldn’t work 

in the leather pants. I would just have to carry it, and be prepared 

for an interesting day of noble solitude. 

 Beach towns are interesting things. On the surface, there 

are white stores, sandy shores, and people wearing sun visors and 

walking well-groomed dogs. There is more, there has to be more. I 

don’t believe that an entire town could exist of these people. There 

have to be young people somewhere. There must be jazz clubs and 
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music stores, and city parks with green grass. It’s just a matter of 

where to look. Thus, I will search for the town beneath the beach. 

First step is to find a park. That’s easy enough, I simply found a 

local, selling paintings on the sidewalk, and asked about any good 

local parks. Artists have different notion of good parks than 

normals. To an artist, a good park is relaxing, like a Buddhist 

garden. A place of concentration. The sidewalk painter was a good 

lead. His directions, paired with the driving of a local cabbie, 

brought me right to a beautiful park. Vast fountains, with plant 

islands, full of fresh flowers. Tier after tier of cement planters, like 

the stairs of the angels. I found a park bench, and sat down with 

my notebook. I was writing for a while, maybe an hour, before a 

strange girl sat down on the bench next to me. She was maybe a 

year or two younger than me, dressed in the height of goodwill 

fashion. She had very light colored hair, almost a brownish 

blonde, which hung a few inches past her shoulders, which had 

been streaked to a golden shine naturally by exposure to the sun. 

Very cute, with a wild spark in her captivating blue eyes. 

 “Hi!” 

 “Hello.” 

 “Whatcha got there?” 

 “It’s my notebook.” 

 “You look really into whatever it is you’re writing. Your 

face was so intense it was almost scary, like you were possessed or 

something.” 

 “Yet you decided to talk to me anyway, with no fear for 

your immortal soul. How very brave.” 

 “So what are you writing?” 

 “I just finished up a dream, a few journal things, and a 

poem.” 

 “Will you read some of it to me?” 

 “Some of what to you?” 

 “Some of what you just wrote.” 

 “I mean, which of what I just wrote would you want me to 

read?” 

 “The dream.” 

 “No.” 
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 “No?” 

 “No. Too many words.” 

 “Can I read it myself?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Will you read me a poem?” 

 “Yes.”  

 “Okay.” She smiled, and re-adjusted herself, sitting up 

straighter, and folding her hands in her lap. “I’m ready” 

 I couldn’t help but smile. “Alright. This one is called…oh, 

what the hell, lets call it…Light of Darkness; 

 

 Your darkness lights the summer sky 

 I know not which way your heart goes 

 To say I understand would be a lie 

 Your mind is a thing that nobody knows. 

  

 You call to the fates to light your way 

 I simply ask them to weave it 

 For if the map is un-drawn I never stray 

 Because I never know when I leave it 

 

 So come, my angel of the light 

 Sing to me with your soul 

 And I will love you with all my might 

 Through this world and the next we’ll stroll” 

  

 “Wow.” 

 “Wow?” 

 “Yeah, wow. I liked that. A lot.” 

 “Really? You know, the fragile ego does not understand 

sarcasm.” 

 “Of course really.” 

 “Well, then thank you. Very much.” 

 “I’ve never seen you here before, do you live around 

here?” 

 “Nope. I’m on vacation.” 

 “Do you have…a girlfriend?” 
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 “Yeah.” 

 “Oh…where? I don’t see her anywhere…” 

 “She’s spending the day with an old friend.” 

 “So you got the shaft?” 

 “I prefer to think I was left free to explore on my own for 

the day.” 

 “An optimist, huh? I like that.” 

 “I do my best.” 

 “So, now, about that dream…gimme. I want to read it.” 

 “Alright. It starts…here.” I handed her the notebook, and 

pointed to the page where I started writing about the dream. She 

read it slowly, re-reading several parts, but never questioned the 

spelling, or what a word said. She seemed to actually understand 

the handwriting. After she finished reading about the dream, she 

kept reading. 

 “You know, the dream ended on that last page there.” 

 “I know.” 

 “So, what’re you doing?” 

 “Reading into your most personal scribblings.” 

 “And are you enjoying yourself?” 

 “Very much so. That’s pretty intense. You’ve had that 

dream twice now, then?” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “It is as dramatic as it sounds?” 

 “More so, actually.” 

 “Do you know what it means?” 

 “I haven’t tried to look too deeply into it. It seems a little 

ominous.” 

 “Yes it does. But you should still have it looked at.” 

 “You sound like it was an infection or something.” 

 “Whose to say? Maybe it is.” 

 “That sounds even more ominous than the dream.” 

 “You know, there’s a gypsy woman who lives north of 

here, she might be able to tell you more about it.”  

 “Gypsy woman sounds like an adventure to me.” 

 She smiled again, and the spark in her eyes grew brighter, 

she put her hand on one of mine “Do you want to go now?” 
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 “Actually, now, I was looking for a jazz club. And a good 

pizza place.”  

 “Pizza, I can find. Jazz club…well, we can always see 

what we can do, can’t we?” 

 “So am I to assume you’ll be accompanying me on 

today’s journeys?” 

 “Of course. You’ll need someone to show you around the 

town, and protect you from the seedy underbelly of society.” 

 “How do you know I’m not the seedy underbelly of 

society?” 

 “Well then, I’ll just have to protect you from yourself, 

then.”  

 Incredible. This girl was flirting with me. Not just a little, 

she seemed to be into me. She played off very word I said, and she 

even appeared to be listening. What the hell, if I’m going to spend 

the day exploring, I might as well make a new friend.  I’m sure 

Brandi wouldn’t mind my having company. It’s not like we’re 

going to fall in love and run away together. We’re just eating. She 

led the way, and we decided to walk, to save money on a cab. As 

we walked more through the town, it started to look less like a 

white picket fence beach town, and more like a regular city. With 

streets that were more of a web than an organized grid, scattered, 

forking off in random directions, causing a few buildings with 

strange new shapes. We finally came to a pizza place, small, a 

blue building, set back between two large stores. Inside, paper 

lanterns hung from the ceiling, posters from movies, and prints of 

abstract paintings were hung on walls that were themselves 

painted with surreal colors and shapes, images from dreams and 

nightmares. The tables were all old, and worn down, but 

amazingly clean. Rock music, classic and modern, but all solid 

and heavy, played over the store, as loud as peoples’ voices in a 

standard restaurant. Talking was less frequent, and all over people 

leaned closer, simply to hear one another better. But it made for a 

comfortable, close environment. The workers weren’t just 

strangers, they were people who would sit next to the table and 

lean within six inches of your face, simply to hear you, telling 

jokes and speaking in friendly terms. All at once, it was the coolest 
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place I had ever entered to eat. I wanted to sit there forever, I 

wanted to move to this town just to frequent the place. I wanted to 

go home, and recreate it exactly, to share this glorious closeness, 

the smells and feel of this place, with the world, and with my own 

home town. We sat at a table, and looked at the colorful, hand-

painted menus, where every pizza was a living thing of some kind. 

When the waiter in the rock shirt and the torn, paint-splotched 

jeans and the Lennon shades arrived, we ordered a pizza. Onions, 

green peppers, tomatoes, sharp cheeses, and lots of mozzarella, 

with parmesan and red pepper on top. I have never found anyone 

so eager, let alone insistent, on joining me in eating a pizza that 

was not only dead-animal free, but had no weird soy-based 

toppings either. We ate our pizza and drank root beer floats, and 

talked about everything we could think of. The decaying state of 

modern music, or favorite songs, art. We talked of literature, 

movies. Told stories, and jokes. For three hours, we sat in that 

restaurant, enjoying each other’s company. On the stereo came the 

Sultans of Swing, and I suddenly remembered my other mission of 

the day. I flagged down one of the workers, and asked about any 

live jazz I could see in the area. He told us about a place, about a 

mile from the pizza shop, in the underground basement of a coffee 

shop. Five nights a week they had live music, and the other two 

had poetry readings. It sounded like a wild place; hip, and full of 

bop jazz the likes of which that used inspire Kerouak. It was just 

what I was looking for.  

 “So, are you going to be joining me on this particular 

venture, or have you had enough?” 

 “Are you kidding? Of course I’m coming.” 

 “Shall we walk, or shall we take a walk?” 

 “Ooh, lets go for a cab. I don’t think I’ve ever taken a cab 

before.” 

 “Really? It’s like being wealthy, and having a chauffer, 

only a little more run-down.” 

 “Well, then, shall we?” she extended her arm out, and I 

escorted her, elbows locked, to the cab, and then to the club. When 

we pulled up outside, it looked exactly like I knew it should. Aside 

from the occasional beatnik hanging around outside, one would 
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think there was nothing going on. Then I could hear the far away 

trumpet noise of jazz music coming up from the ground. We 

walked down the cement stairs at the side, to a big wooden door, 

with stained glass windows. We opened it, and I paid the large 

man in black for the cover charge. As we walked through hallways 

and rooms, the music got louder, red and yellow and blue lights 

reflected off of everything. Small round tables with candles on 

their centers were scattered across a large stone floor. There was 

an open floor in front of a small, raised stage, where a jazz band, 

like you see in cartoons and old movies, was playing some 

awesome jazz music. Wild, sweaty music that made you want to 

get up and dance some dance you’ve never even heard of. We 

found an empty table, and ordered some sodas, and sat for a while, 

soaking in the atmosphere. After a song or two that stretched out 

to fill my entire life, she leaned forward to talk. Our conversation, 

and all those around us, were almost like silent movies. To hear 

each other above the music everyone’s faces showed strain, from 

screaming, but our words disappeared a foot away from us, 

leaving everyone else in their own protective envelope of sound.  

 “ISN’T THIS INCREDIBLE?” Nikki had to yell to be 

heard, even leaning halfway across the table toward me. 

 “IT’S SO INVIGORATING. I FEEL SO VERY ALIVE, 

IT’S HARD TO SIT STILL.” 

 “I CAN TELL. I CAN SEE IT IN YOUR EYES, LIKE 

SOME KIND OF MADNESS OR SOMETHING.” 

 “INSPIRATION AND MADNESS ARE OFTEN ONE 

AND THE SAME. MAKES IT WORTH THE FACT THAT 

WE’LL PROBABLY BE DEAF IN THE MORNING.” 

 “I DON’T MIND IT AT ALL.” 

 “WHY’S THAT?” 

 “LOUD MUSIC GIVES ME A GOOD EXCUSE TO BE 

THIS CLOSE TO YOU.” She put her hand on the side of my face, 

and her voice became quieter, “You’re even better up close.” And 

she closed her eyes, and leaned in to kiss me.  

 “Whoa.” I turned my head “I can’t do that. I told you, I 

have a girlfriend.” The band announced that they were taking a 
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break, and the quiet background music kicked in, almost as though 

the fates were willing silence for our conversation. 

 “I know. I just…I’ve never felt this close to anyone, after 

so short a time. After any amount of time. You’re more incredible 

than anyone I’ve ever met before. You have more passion in you 

than anything I’ve ever known. I wanted to think that maybe 

you…you felt…”  

 “I understand how you feel. I’ve had a better time today 

than I’ve had in I don’t know how long. But we don’t even know 

each other’s names. For all you know I’m just a sham, some fake. 

I really like you, and you’re a lot of fun. I really want to spend 

more time with you. But I have been with Brandi for a long time, 

and I care a lot about her. This week was supposed to be the week 

I proposed to her.” 

 “So where is she?” 

 “What?” 

 “If this is your romantic getaway, if you’re so committed 

to each other, where is she? How can you propose to someone 

who isn’t here?” 

 “She wanted to catch up with her old friend, they haven’t 

seen each other for a long time.” 

 “But if this weekend was supposed to be so special, why 

are her friends even here?” 

 “She just ran into her…its kind of a long story, and it’s not 

the way I would have chosen things, but you can’t always make 

those decisions in life.” 

 “So you’re compromising what should arguably be the 

happiest part of your life for her?” 

 “Relationships are about compromise, aren’t they? You 

sacrifice a little of what you want to make the person you love 

happy.” 

 “So you sacrifice your happiness, or your dreams, to 

please someone who doesn’t even care to see you over her friends 

on a very special romantic week?” 

 “Yes! I would sacrifice anything for someone I love, and 

who loves me. Is that so wrong, to be devoted? Loyal?” 
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 “You just seem more like the kind of person who knows 

what he wants and doesn’t give up on his dreams, that’s all. I 

picture you giving these things up for this girl, and I think it would 

be such a shame to waste so much of who you are. You could be 

anything, and you would give it up for someone.” 

 “I don’t know what to say. I’m happy that you’re that 

concerned for me. But I love this girl, and above everything else, 

what I’ve always wanted was to have a family. To have a wife and 

kids who love me…it just seems the most beautiful thing in the 

world to me.” 

 “Yeah.” 

 We sat in an introspective silence listening to the music, 

our own ideas and future dreams dancing in front of us, confused 

by the conflicts caused by fact and those dreams we so desire. She 

spoke, as she was looking ahead, beyond anything in this world. 

 “It’s Nikki.” 

 “Hmm?” 

 “My name. It’s Nikki Halloway.” 

 “…It fits you. I like it. It’s cute; energetic. Mine is Marc 

Freeman.” 

 She smiled, and nodded, and took my hand to shake it. 

“Pleased to meet you, Marc.” 

 “Charmed,” I kissed her hand. “Oops…sorry.” 

 “Don’t be. Ever.” 

 I couldn’t believe how captivating her smile was, or how 

intense and serious her eyes could be, even while twinkling with 

childlike mischief. I have never been one to even look at another 

girl when I have a relationship. Not once. But, sitting there, I 

couldn’t help but notice how beautiful she was, how alive, vibrant 

she was. So much fun, so much life. I’d never seen a more perfect 

smile. I must have been looking at her for awhile, because she 

blushed, and looked away for a second, smiling, before she looked 

back and started talking again. 

 “So, are we going to go see the gypsy, to try to clear up 

your twisted psyche?” 

 “Ummm…what time is it?” 

 “Almost ten” 



 51

 “I should probably go back to the hotel, Brandi and 

Rebecca should be back by now, they’ll be wondering where I 

am.” 

 “Oh…okay.” 

 “Can we go later this week?” 

 “Do you  actually want to?” 

 “Are you kidding? Of course!” 

 “Do you think you’ll be given more free time to 

yourself?” 

 “For you, I’ll make time.” 

 “Really?” 

 “Of course. I meant what I said, you know, I really do like 

you. I really want to be your friend.” 

 “But just my friend.” 

 “If things were different, I would be falling all over 

myself to be with you. But they’re not.” 

 “Who knows what the future holds? So, do you want my 

number, and you can call me when you want to go?” 

 “Absolutely. And I’m staying at the Seabreeze, room 867. 

Call the front desk if you ever need to find me.” 

 We parted ways, and I paid for a cab to take her home, 

and took one myself, back to the hotel. On the way back, my mind 

was torn between lingering thoughts of Nikki, on cutting the 

evening short, dwelling on what ifs, and Brandi, and salvaging the 

week, trying to create new plans. I walked through the hotel. I 

stopped by the restaurant, to ask someone to send some wine up to 

our room. As I was heading out, I saw a girl over at a table in the 

corner. Is that Rebecca, sitting over there? Nah, that girl is sitting 

by herself, she doesn’t have the smile that Rebecca does. Just 

another beach blonde. The room was still empty when I got to 

there. Fatigue was overcoming me, after my long day. I found a 

classical station on the radio, and sat down to relax, and think for a 

time. When the wine came, I set it on the table. Brandi was always 

a huge fan of wine. Myself, I wasn’t much fond of it. Time 

crawled, and I realized my eyes were burning. I turned out the 

lights, and went to bed, leaving a note on the table, by the wine, 
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telling her I was tired and had gone to bed, its okay to wake me 

when she comes in, and I love her.  
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I had the same dream again, with the images, and the 

blood. Only this time it was longer, and did not end simply in 

confusion. Each shard was a movie that lasted several seconds, 

showing horrible fates of loved ones, and perfect strangers both; 

showed people I knew well turning into monsters, like werewolves, 

and vampires. At the end, as I lay in a crimson pool, left from the 

rain of blood coming down from the black sky, I heard footsteps 

approach me, splashing gentle. I looked to see the source of the 

sound, expecting to see some dark demon, or the monsters from 

the glass shards. Instead, as I looked up, I saw Nikki. She wore 

white robes, and her hair danced in an invisible breeze. She 

seemed to have a light blue glow about her, which was keeping the 

rain from touching her. She didn’t say a word, but smiled at me; 

not a cruel, sadistic smile, like I saw in the crystal reflections, but 

a warm caring smile, and she extended her hand out to me. I took 

it, and my body started to tingle. The blue glow flowed over me, 

cleansing away the blood. The puddle retreated from around my 

ankles, as though afraid to touch the light, and the blackness in the 

sky became a beautiful sunrise. The orb burned bright, and 

overtook the world in powerful glow.  

 

 

I woke up when something hit me in the face. It was just 

starting to grow light outside. Brandi’s arm was draped across my 
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head, just under my nose. She was sound asleep. I tickled her, and 

she grinned in her sleep and rolled back over. Free from the cages 

of the arm! I was less than tired, after another occurrence of my 

strange dream. I rolled out of bed, and took a shower. I looked in 

the mirror, and saw that I was starting to look a little grisly. One of 

these days, I’ll have to shave. Maybe later today. Maybe 

tomorrow. Who knows? I put on some shorts, and I sat down on 

one of our benevolent hotel host’s armchairs, and thought about 

what to do. I could order breakfast, but I didn’t know how long 

until she would wake up. I actually had no idea when she came in. 

I could bring out the laptop, and get some writing done. Or, if I 

felt particularly bold, I could do both. I opted for boldness, and 

called room service to have breakfast sent up, making sure they 

would knock extra quiet, as to not wake up the sleeping girlfriend. 

Then I found my trusty portable cd player, and some music. Some 

Pink Floyd, some Pearl Jam, some chick rock, some Black 

Lab…Black Lab!! That’s right, we have tickets to see them this 

week, at the beach! In all this madness I had almost forgotten. It 

must be tomorrow, fantastic! Nothing brightens a messy vacation 

like a great rock band. Armed with some of my favorite music, I 

sat down at the laptop, and started typing. I typed up a few things 

from the notebook, and moved to working on a story I had started 

a few months back. Fifteen minutes after I got into it, I 

remembered the breakfast, so I went and propped the door open a 

little, so that I would see the room service attendant, and went 

back to work. Not long after the cart came, and the timid little 

attendant had me sign on the bill, and I sent him scurrying on his 

little way. More than happy to get away from the hairy stranger in 

the shorts, with the glimmer of madness in his eyes, from writing. 

Back to work. As per usual, I got involved, very involved, in my 

stuff. I was halfway through the second part of the Wall when 

someone grabbed my shoulders.  

“Sweet merciful Christ!!” I jumped and fell sideways. 

Who knew I had gotten so zoned out? 

I looked up to see Brandi standing above me in her 

underwear, laughing with her hand covering her mouth. “A little 

paranoid this morning, aren’t we?” 
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“I was…uh…working with Pink Floyd. We weren’t fully 

here…So are you going to help me up, or leave me sitting here?” 

She grabbed my arm, and hefted me to my feet. “This cart 

over here for me?”  

“No, order your own breakfast, that’s for me.” She put her 

hand of her hips, and glared at me with a smirking sort of mock-

anger “Yes, of course it’s for you. Well, for us. I figured we could 

at least have breakfast together, even if I don’t get to see you all 

that often these days.”  

“You’ll be happy to know, I decided today would be set 

aside for just me and you.” She pushed the cart over on front of 

the chairs, and sat down. 

“Really? Get sick of your friends already?”  

“Yup. I felt bad for leaving you alone, when you’re the 

one responsible for this whole week.” 

“Well, what do we have in the plan for today, then?” 

“I’m not telling.” 

“Are you saying you don’t have a plan?” 

“No, I’m saying that it’s a secret, so I’m no telling you.” 

“I suppose these plans will probably involve me putting 

on a shirt, eventually…” 

“Well, I certainly don’t intend for us to lay around naked 

all day.” 

“Damn.” 

“I’m sorry, are you disappointed?” 

“I like seeing you naked.” 

“I know.” 

“Haven’t seen it for days.” 

“I know. Things have been hectic.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Well, I wasn’t planning on giving any hints, but, part of 

the plan for later tonight just might involve nakedness and 

togetherness.” 

“Magnificent! Well, lets get this day going!” 

We finished up breakfast, and I put on a silk aloha shirt, 

and finished up what I had been working on on the computer while 

she took a shower. As soon as I was done, and got to a good 
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saving point, I watched a little television. After much searching, I 

finally found a cartoon. She came out of the bedroom from getting 

dressed, and called my name. When I turned, all I saw was a bright 

flash as she snuck a picture of me. “Surprise!” 

“Oh, that’ll be lovely. I think you caught me while I was 

drooling.” 

“Do you know what we’re going to go do first?” 

“From the camera, I would guess either top secret spy 

work, or do-it-yourself porn.” 

“Hmmm-no. We’ll be going out on a photography 

expedition.” 

“That was my next guess.” 

“I’m sure it was. You pleased?” 

“Always.” 

We went photo-taking, walking around the beach, and 

around town. Photography was always Brandi’s fascination as 

much as it was mine. It was one of the things we did together, 

because it was a shared, bonding thing, for us, physically and 

artistically. Seeing one image through the views of two different 

photographers. Today, though, I did most of the picture taking. 

She didn’t seem very involved, didn’t notice any great shots or 

offer any input as to where we were going. As a result, we 

wandered aimlessly, chatting as much as taking pictures. She filled 

me in on the lives of Stephen and Rebecca, from the way they first 

met, to stories from their high school years, and what they’ve been 

doing in the passing time in-between. She was sure to fill me in on 

some of many of Steve’s better qualities, sensing the way I felt 

about the big blond oaf. At one point, after who knows how long 

of wandering aimlessly, we passed a nickel arcade, open to the 

street with big, long, open archways. We stopped in, and played 

games until we ran out of nickels, and then walked across the 

street to see a movie in a small, old theatre; the kind that shows 

second-run movies two for three dollars back home. We started 

making our way back to the hotel after the movie was over. 

Several times, during all this walking, I would put my arm around 

her waist, or my hand on her back, or take her hand. Usually that 

was around the time that she would spot something in a store front 
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or on the street corner that excited her, and she would break away 

to run up and explore, and then call me over to see it. After many 

such attempts at contact, and the following escapes, I stopped 

trying. Back at the hotel, I asked what the plan was now. 

“Um…why don’t you go put on your swim trunks.” 

“I don’t do ‘swim trunks’” 

“Oh, right. Well, put on whatever it is you feel like going 

swimming in” 

“Done.” 

“That?” 

“Well, yeah.” 

“Don’t you need to put on a suit?” 

“Either I’ll swim in the boxers, the shorts, or go naked” 

“Well, I have to go put something on” 

“Hey, is there a reason for this? What’s next on our plan?” 

“Of course. I thought we could—” She was cut off by a 

knock at the door. “Could you see who that is?” 

I meandered over to the door, and opened it wide. To my 

oh-so-pleasant surprise, it was Steve. And Rebecca. And Steve. 

“Hi guys. How’s it going?” Get bored without ruining my 

vacation? 

“Hey, Marc, man, we saw you guys coming in, so we 

thought we’d stop by and see if you wanted to go out to dinner.” 

“Actually, Brandi was just changing, we were going to—” 

just then she came hurrying around the corner, pulling on a shirt 

over that great silver bikini of hers. 

“I hear voices…Steve! Rebecca! Hi, how are you?!?” This 

will not end quickly. 

“Hey! How’s your day been?” 

“It’s been good, and how are you two?” 

“Well, we have some news. We thought you might like to 

go to dinner with us, if you haven’t eaten already.” Say no, say no, 

say no— 

“Absolutely, we’d love to go.” Nooooo! 

So we went down to dinner, once again, with our same 

two friends, and sat in that restaurant, and ate, and talked again, 

always talking, but so little action, and such little substance. Both 
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Rebecca and Steve sat, staring more at the menus, unchanged from 

the past five days we’ve seen them, with the intentness of someone 

avoiding conversation. Brandi was taking on a similar action, out 

of timid fear, sensing the avoidance and discomfort in the air. It 

became frightfully obvious to me that the only way we were ever 

going to get this dinner over was to get it started, and if it were up 

to me to get that ball rolling, then so be it. 

“So, aren’t we all quiet tonight. Is there something wrong, 

or have we just decided that we would eat in an atmosphere of 

quiet meditation?” Rebecca looked shocked, as though she had 

just been bitten, or slapped with a dead fish across the face. 

Apparently, she had thought her subversive avoidance clever, and 

not noticeable to the naked eye. 

“Oh, no, nothing’s really wrong, we just…we wanted 

to…” Clearly, she was having a hard time finding the right words 

to phrase whatever she wanted to say. “We…Steve got a call 

today. From the office...” At hearing his name, Steve, too, snapped 

out of his stone-trance, suddenly remembering that he was, in fact, 

sitting with other live human beings for dinner in a hotel 

restaurant, and that he had truly had something to say. 

“Yeah. Something went wrong in one of the departments 

under me. The department head, he was supposed to take care of 

things while I was away, but, well, someone dropped the ball, and 

now I have to go down there.” He stopped, and looked around. 

Obviosly, his small audience was supposed to react somehow 

here, give him a reprieve of some sort, and save him from his own 

ramblings. Instead, he saw three faces, watching him in silence, 

waiting for perhaps more explanation, or, in my case, an apology 

for being such an ass. As that nobody else was talking, he went on. 

“The guy in charge, he’s a real shit. He doesn’t understand 

anything, especially not his job, and when I tried to explain to him 

how to fix things, he just got confused. I talked to my Dad, and he 

said I had better come down to fix it. Since I’m in charge of 

supervising that department, its my ass if it doesn’t get finished, 

whether it’s my fault or not.” 

The table was silent as the news we heard sank in. With 

the slow motion of a magic spell in a science fantasy movie from 
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the eighties, faces began to change around the table. Rebecca’s 

became a mask of apologetic loneliness, and Steve made the short 

distance from stupid to confused. Brandi’s change came much 

more slowly, from impassive timidity, to sadness and sorrow. I 

could feel no change in my own face, as I tried to remain a stage 

of blankness that could be interpreted as any emotion, to hide the 

fact that inside I was running a victory lap, while singing ‘we are 

the champions.’ The only thing that brought me back down was 

seeing that Brandi was progressing even more into sadness, the 

perfect image of a sorrow on par with the loss of a beloved pet, or 

a grandmother. This extreme sadness gave me cause to stop and 

rethink, to consider if this was, in fact, a greater tragedy than I 

initially interpreted it to be. I had decided to offer some words of 

sympathy, to break the sudden quiet, but Brandi beat me to it.  

“Awww, that’s terrible. Is there any way you can stay just 

a few more days?” 

“No, Dad hired a charter to take me back tomorrow 

morning. I wish there was another way, I don’t want to miss any 

time. I should be able to be back before the end of the week, 

though.” 

“So what about you, Becca, are you going to stay with us, 

or go back with Steve until his business is cleared up?” She lifted 

her head, and opened her mouth to answer, but the words came 

instead from Steve. 

“No, we talked about it, and I want you guys all to stay, 

and have fun. I’ll be back before you know it, and in the meantime 

you three can have a blast. You won’t even notice I’ll be gone.” 

Sure I will. That annoying sound will be gone, and the sun will no 

longer be blocked by a big, blond head. 

Brandi scootched closer to Rebecca, and put her arm 

around her shoulders, lowering her head to look her in the eyes 

“Aw, honey, cheer up. What’s wrong? It’ll just be a little while.” 

Steve didn’t speak for her this time. “I’m just a little 

bummed that I haven’t got to see him too much on this romantic 

week away. Business just keeps getting in the way.” 
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He put a hand on her shoulder, as comfort “Hey, babe, I’m 

sorry. I’ll make it up to you. When I get back, it’ll be just you and 

me, okay? I’ll plan something really special.” 

“What if you don’t get everything taken care of before it’s 

time to go?” 

“I promise you, I’ll be done, and back here, before 

Monday.” 

“And besides, Becca, it’ll give us even more time to hang 

out. We can go clothes shopping, and have a nice chance to gossip 

about him behind his back. It’ll be great. Promise.” 

Finally the words of encouragement broke through the 

melancholy shell, and a smile spread across Rebecca’s lips. Her 

eyes lightened up, and her head lifted once again, with more of the 

energetic spirit she had displayed the first day we departed for this 

little trip. The rest of dinner was spent in polite conversation, 

discussing business, politics, and the types of things you see 

people discuss over bridge, or dinner with the neighbors on family 

sitcoms. I played along, despite being slightly alarmed by the 

entire affair, and the food came and went, followed by dessert. 

Still we sat, talking un-interrupted, until around ten thirty, when 

Steve informed us that he had to go to bed, to be awake for his trip 

back tomorrow, so that it would get over with sooner. The three of 

us remained, and while I was no longer much of a participant in 

the talks between the two girls, as that it was still technically 

Brandi and my day together, I didn’t feel like abandoning ship just 

yet. I made an effort, while perhaps not the greatest, to get a word 

in occasionally, just to make my presence and active interest in the 

evening known. Close to midnight, there was as much yawning as 

talking going on, which I thought was a good sign that it was time 

for everyone to go on up to bed. They agreed, but wanted to talk a 

little bit more. I was told to go on up ahead, and they’d be up in 

ten minutes. I was tired, and so I didn’t argue. I paid the bill, and 

set out on the long trek to our hotel room, to get ready for bed. Ten 

minutes became fifteen, and then twenty before I heard footsteps 

and quiet talking coming down the hall. After a quick goodnight, I 

heard Brandi’s key hit the lock, and she came in. She was walking 

quietly, setting everything down carefully, as to not make a noise, 
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until she noticed a reading light on next to the bed. She walked in, 

and sat down on the bed, taking off her shoes.  

 “Hey. Is she going to be alright?” 

 “Yeah she is. I…yeah, she’ll be fine. Sorry our night 

together was ruined.” 

 “Wasn’t ruined. We’re still together. We got to have the 

morning alone, and we’re alone now.” 

 She lay back a little more, and leaned over to me, putting 

her hand on my neck. “So you’re not mad?” 

 “Of course not. You know I’m never mad at you.” 

 “I know. Why are you always so sweet to me?” 

 “Because you look good naked.” 

 “Is that what it is?” 

 “Well, that, and the fact that I love you more than life 

itself, need you more than the stars need the dark, and am moved 

by you more than the tides by the moon.” 

 “Oh, is that all?” 

 “That’s all.” I pulled her closer, and kissed her. She put 

her arms around me, and kissed me back. She took off her shirt, 

and turned out the light. We progressed together with the 

mechanical grace seen on movies, orchestrated and choreographed 

by years of experience. There was no talking, and while it was her 

that initiated the intimacy, she was moving only on memory, 

without impulse. While we made love, her eyes were closed 

almost the entire time, and she reacted to my touches with the 

passion of a sleeping tree. The one time her eyes did open, she was 

not looking up at me with the pleasure, the love, and the raw 

emotion I normally saw, she simply started at the ceiling, as 

though she was waiting on the hard foam of a dentist’s waiting 

room chair. When we had finished, she kissed my cheek, and 

rolled over, wrapping the blankets around herself, and falling 

asleep. As I was looking up at the ceiling, fading into sleep, I was 

overcome with the feeling of distance, like watching a plane 

carrying family or old friends take off, through a terminal window, 

and disappear into the night sky. I brushed it off as the paranoid 

melodrama that usually comes over me in the late night, with little 

sleep. She was simply tired, from a long day, and concerned for 
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her friend, and I was probably a little over tired, myself. That must 

be it. And I slept. 
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The colors swirled by, almost familiar by now, having 

been with me every night for the past four days. This time the fog 

was separated, and I could see that the colors were actually 

moving pictures, like tiny, fragments of movies, showing the 

insides of peoples’ lives. I saw innermost secrets, hidden images, 

things most people never saw. The pictures started burning away, 

melting like the celluloid film from an old movie, to reveal a 

flaming sun, brighter than the fires of hell. The fires were 

extinguished, turning blue, and fading out, to reveal a crystal 

sphere, perfect, flawless, dark, and cold. Lightning sparked and 

danced, not merely glowing as before, but fighting, sending a 

message of emotion and spirit, telling a story, and begging me to 

understand. At the climax of this dance, in anger and passion it 

exploded, shattering the ball into a thousand pieces, flying around 

me, falling, and taking me with them, falling from the void, down, 

down, into eternity. In the shards, I saw friends, lovers, family, 

and people I had never known. I saw pain, sadness, joy, surprise. I 

saw entire lives unfold, in the space of time too fast to remember. 

My girlfriend hidden behind the wings of a dark angel, my friends 

walking, backs turned on a dying shadow. I saw myself again, 

laying in a fetal position, whimpering and crying, bleeding until 

the shard turned red, and started pouring blood, drops falling, 

forming a sea in the nothingness below. I landed hard, hitting the 
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surface, splashing, sinking down. I swallowed the blood, as I 

gasped for breath, trying to swim to the surface. Then Nikki 

floated down, glowing blue, blood avoiding the light, as would a 

vampire. She reached down, and took my hand, and lifted me from 

the sea. I looked up to see her angelic face smiling down at me, 

glowing with a gaze almost heavenly. She whispered something to 

me, which was at once the most beautiful thing I had ever heard, 

but so far beyond my range of understanding that I couldn’t even 

hear it, and she waved her arm to show me something. I tore my 

eyes away from her visage, and saw that in the glow of her aura, 

the darkness and blood had disappeared, and were now a glorious 

sunset, floating in a golden sky, with great gentle clouds. She 

released my arm, and I floated beside her. For a moment I looked 

down, and doubted my weightlessness, and I fell, away from the 

sunlight, into darker and darker skies, but as I looked up, I saw 

Nikki flying after me, bringing in her wake the light and beauty, 

catching up to me fast.  

 

I woke to a door slamming shut, and a quiet voice 

muttering “oops, shit.” I rolled over and hoarded pillows and 

blankets around me, forming a warm, cozy cocoon. I heard a creak 

near the door, and lifted a solitary eye to go out of the warmth to 

explore. It reported seeing Brandi, peeking her head in.  

“I’z too late. You ‘lready woke me. Make ‘s much noise ‘s 

you pleaze.” 

“Well, someone had to. Wouldn’t want you to sleep the 

entire day away.” 

“’nd why not? H’ve you more plans f’r me today?” 

“Not really. Actually, I think you’ll be planning for 

yourself today.” She sat on the edge of the bed, placing her hand 

on my leg. “Rebecca was still really sad, about Steve going away. 

I told her I’d cheer her up, and spend the day with her.” 

“So I’ve got ‘nothe’r day to meander ‘bout by m’ 

lonesome?” 

“Think you can handle that, or are you going to die of 

loneliness?” 

“Nah, ’m ‘lready making fr’ends.” 
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“Should I be jealous?” 

“Not ‘nless you want me t’ die ‘f lonel’ness. W’ll you be 

back ‘n time for the show?” 

“Show?” 

“Black Lab.” 

“Oh, is that tonight? What time?” 

“I f’rget. Seven, I think.” 

“Hmmm…maybe. I don’t really think it’s fair to just 

abandon Rebecca like that though, and you only have the two 

tickets.” 

“So d’s that mean you wont be jo’nin’ me t’night?” 

“Would that be a problem?” 

“F’r you? ‘f course not.” 

“Alright. I got you breakfast again. It’s sitting out there, 

when you feel like getting out of bed. I have to go now, she’s 

expecting me. Thanks for being so understanding.” 

“No problem. Love you. Bye.” 

I heard her close the door to the room behind her, as she 

left. I lay in bed for awhile, trying to focus, and get my mind to 

stop reeling, and skipping like a scratched record. When I was 

finally coherent, I went in search of Nikki’s phone number. I was 

trying to remember if she had mentioned a job, or what she does 

during the day, but it wasn’t coming to mind. I dialed the number, 

and waited, still half-wrapped in my little bedding burrito. Toasty.  

“Hello?” 

“Nikki! Hi! This is Marc, the, uh, writer guy you met in 

the park. Do you remember?” 

“Of course I remember. What’s up?” 

“Well, I was cut loose again for a day. I thought you might 

want to hang out.” 

“Absolutely. When?” 

“Well, as of…I don’t know how long ago, I am solo. So, 

whenever you feel like going out, I’m ready.” 

“That’s great, I was looking for an excuse to leave. So 

where do you want me to be?” 

“Um…such an open question…where are you now?” 

“Home” 
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“That’s helpful. Really.” 

“We’ll, do you want to meet at the park, or do you want 

me to come meet you at your hotel?” 

“Depends. Have you eaten yet today?” 

“Nope.” 

“Outstanding, why don’t you come here, and it’ll give me 

a chance to shower and find clothes, and then we can go get 

breakfast.” 

“Alright. The Seabreeze?” 

“Yup. Room 867.” 

“Alright. Be there soon.” 

“Okay, bye.” 

Click. I went about morning grooming rituals, both 

standard things such as showering, hair care, and brushing of the 

teeth, and also the rare and extra effort chores, shaving, as I had 

planned to yesterday, and making sure to wear nice clothes. Every 

once in a while I am hit with the impulse to look nice, not for the 

sake of any one person or event, but simply to look nice. This was 

one of those days, and it had been building up for almost a week. 

Once it arrives, these days of niceness, what I know as ‘spiffy 

days,’ can last for a few days, either slowly dwindling down, until 

I’m back to my regular self, or building up, into an explosion of 

suits and leather shoes, which only the super-scruffy can survive. 

By the time I was through grooming, there was a knock at the 

door. I stumbled over to the door. Unbeknownst to me, without 

any cognitive realization, the status of the room had completely 

deteriorated to a disheveled mess. I don’t think I’ve lived in a 

place that messy since my first studio apartment. Normally Brandi 

always made such an effort to stay clean, my ears were boxed for 

the slightest infraction. It created a facade of cleanliness that can 

only be beaten in extremely zoned out times. Wonder if Brandi 

realized how thrashed our room has become. Regardless, I cared 

not, and opened the door.  

“Welcome, to my incorrigible shit-hole.”  

“Impressive. Do you greet all girls you bring to your hotel 

room that way?” 
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“You know, I just might. I think you might be the first girl 

I’ve ever brought to my hotel room, besides my girlfriend and her 

friend, who have vacated for the day.” 

“So, you’re saying I’m your first?” She took a step closer 

to me and put her hand on my chest.” 

“Ooo-kay, I think maybe we should be heading to 

breakfast now.” 

“You mean that’s not breakfast on that cart over there?” 

“Yeah, that’s what I’m saying” 

“Then what is it?” 

“Cold.” 

“Oh. Then we should probably go get breakfast.” 

“Novel idea. Lead the way.”  

“If you want, but we’ll probably end up in the laundry 

room or something.” She started heading the wrong way down the 

hall. 

“Hey, I had an idea. How about I lead the way.” 

“I think that’s probably a good idea” We started off in the 

direction of the elevators. 

“By now, I could probably make my way to the hotel 

restaurant with my eyes shut.” 

“How often have you eaten there?” 

“I think most of our meals, besides the first one, have been 

either there, or room service.” 

“No kidding?” 

“Not even a little bit.” 

“Then we’re NOT going there for breakfast.” 

“Oh?” 

“You need to experience more places. Don’t you get bored 

eating there all the time?” 

“Oh, very much so. But I have very little say in these 

things. My contributions to conversations, and eating 

establishments, is seen more as making waves than being 

sociable.” 

“Well, today, we will go to new places, and enjoy new 

sights.” 

“Magnificent.” 



 68

And so we walked, and I was led to a beautiful little pastry 

café, which looked like something out of Hemingway’s Paris, with 

a colorful awning, and little tables, with a waiter, dressed very 

formally, serving coffee, tea, and breakfast baked goods to people 

chatting and sipping, or quietly reading the paper. It was a truly 

unique place, and very charming. Before we finished our food, I 

half expected a man in a beret to walk past our table playing an 

accordion, or perhaps someone to ride by on a bike, which a 

massive front wheel. None of this happened, save in my 

imagination, and after some delicious breakfast, we ordered some 

cocoa, and talked for a while.  

“So, you said you were looking for a reason to leave your 

house this morning. Were you that bored?” 

“No, I just needed out…” 

“Is it something you don’t want to talk about?” 

“It’s just…hard. My step-dad…he came home early this 

morning drunk, and he’s been up since. He passed out probably an 

hour before you called. I didn’t really want to be around when he 

wakes up.” 

“Is he violent when he wakes up?” 

“Mm-hmm.” She looked so sad, watching the steam rise 

off of her cocoa, not looking up at all.  

“I’m sorry. Does your mom know about it?” 

“She’s pretty oblivious to most everything. He didn’t 

always drink this bad, and she’s been on her calm drugs for a 

while now, I don’t think she even sees a problem.” 

“So he wasn’t like that when she met him?” 

“Not really. He was never a great guy, he was always a 

little rough, a little crude, but he wasn’t violent, and he didn’t 

drink. He had been an alcoholic, but had been sober for a few 

months.” 

“He decided he didn’t like sobriety?” 

“We’ll, it was never really his idea. He had gotten a few 

months in jail for getting in a fight, what’s it called…aggravated 

assault, or something. And they put him through the rehab while 

he was in jail. He hadn’t been out long when mom met him.” 

“What made her decide to even date the guy?” 
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“She’s been a little messed up since Dad left. He ran off 

with one of his old friends, who he had been having an affair with. 

Mom was devastated. She got depressed, and everyone got a little 

worried. That’s when she got on the pills. They’re supposed to 

make her normal. Instead, they make her some kind of a smiling 

zombie, like if June Cleaver were taken over by the evil undead. 

So when she was out one day, and this biker guy, just out of jail 

for assault, started coming on to her, she didn’t see anything 

wrong with it. So they started dating, and after only a few months, 

he asked her to marry him. She said yes, and they went down to 

Vegas and got married. He started drinking more after that, and 

started staying out longer with his friends.” 

“I’m sorry. That’s terrible. Has nobody tried to point out 

to her what her pills are doing?” 

“Yeah, but she denies it. Says she’s fine. She’s addicted to 

them, but nobody wants to admit that. She refuses to listen when 

anyone points out her drunk husband, flirting with a waitress or 

picking a fight. She just shuts herself in and takes more pills to 

make it all go away. Meanwhile, he’s getting more violent, more 

drunk ever day. He lost his job last week. Three nights ago he 

broke the television when he didn’t like whatever he was 

watching. Threw a bottle right through the screen. He got up to get 

another beer, and didn’t make it back to his chair before passing 

out. I had to put out the fire myself.” 

“Oh my god. How do you deal with it? Living with 

someone like that?” 

“I spend most of my time in my room, listening to music, 

writing, reading, getting out whenever I can. I had a job as a 

waitress, but that didn’t last long…” 

“What happened?” 

“Manager was a real creep. Always hitting on the girls 

who worked there. One day he was giving one of the other girls 

who worked there a real hard time, she was newer than I was, and 

really shy. She just wanted to get back to her tables, but he 

wouldn’t let her go. He grabbed her ass, she just asked him to 

please stop. I told him to leave her alone, so he turned to me 

instead, telling me I had better watch my attitude, or he’d throw 
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me out. Said if I wanted to make it up to him, we could go to his 

office. He put his hands on my shoulders. I put my knee in his 

groin. And that was pretty much the end of my career as a 

waitress.” 

“Right on. That’s so awesome. And you haven’t felt like 

finding another job?” 

“I don’t think so. I don’t think I’m really a job type of girl. 

I pretty much just wander around, go for walks, write in the park. 

Whatever keeps me out of the house, and doesn’t cost a lot of 

money. I really don’t care, as long as I don’t have to see him…” 

Almost the entire time she was talking, she hadn’t looked up. Only 

on occasion, on pauses, did her eyes dart up to find mine, only to 

dart back down again to the white reflections of light rippling on 

the dark surface of her hot drink. It was more that I could bear, 

seeing the pain on her face, the fear, and the shame. I wanted to 

tell her it was okay, that she shouldn’t be ashamed of anything. I 

wanted to somehow make it better, see that smile, and the energy 

in her eyes. 

“Does he hurt you?” 

“…” 

“I’m sorry. You just seem…afraid of him. The way you 

talk about him. You don’t have to answer, I probably should have 

asked…I was just…I don’t know.” 

“…Sometimes. He’s only actually hit me once. Usually he 

just grabs me, my arms or my shoulders, or my face, to get my 

attention or something. One time I told him I hated seeing what he 

did to my mother, and that he was a worthless bastard. That’s 

when he hit me. I don’t think I’ve ever been hit that hard before.” 

“I’m sorry. I wish there was something I could do. Isn’t 

there anywhere you could go?” 

“Not really. I’m not close at all with my family, they don’t 

understand me, so they aren’t that fond of me. And I don’t really 

have many friends. The ones I had all faded away, I don’t think 

I’ve seen too much of anyone since we all graduated.” 

“I’m so... If there was any way I could help…You’re such 

a cool girl. You don’t deserve that. Nobody deserves to be treated 

that way, to have to live like that…” She was still watching the 
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table. I reached across, and gently lifted her head up with my 

finger under her chin. “…Especially not someone like you. You 

really are one of the most incredible people I’ve ever met. We get 

along so well, and I only met you two days ago. I want you to 

know I think you’re pretty special, and if I can ever help you, just 

tell me how, and I’ll do it.” Suddenly, an idea came to mind. “You 

could come back with us, and get a job out in Vancouver. I know 

you don’t really want to work, but it would have to be better than 

this…” I was on the verge or tears, imagining this wild, energetic 

girl being hurt, stuck in such an unhappy place. I was lost for 

words, and out of suggestions, and wished I could just pick her up 

and carry her back away from all this hurt that the world had given 

her. 

She looked into my eyes, and I saw a flash of lightning 

there, among the blue, in between the little colored freckles of her 

iris. A smile crept back across her face, and bloomed with life, her 

entire body lifted with a new energy. She suddenly looked the 

adventurous girl who had approached me on the park bench days 

ago, with curiosity and questions. She put her hand on top of mine, 

still stretched out toward her on the table, and whispered, so 

quietly I could barely hear her, and wondered if she was even 

talking to me. 

“Thank you. So much.” And then she spoke up, clearer, 

with a strong voice. “Alright, Marcus, enough of this sadness. Let 

us go see if we can’t find some answers about those dreams of 

yours.” I couldn’t help but feel my own energy rise, with hers, and 

felt a smile across my face to match it. 

“Ah, yes. The dreams.” 

“Have you still been having them?” 

“Indeed I have been, yes.” 

“Well, that we shall have to remedy. Off to see the gypsy 

then.” 

I paid the bill, though she argued, and wanted to offer up 

some money, and then we started walking through the beautiful 

early afternoon sun. She started to tell me about how she had 

found the old gypsy, years ago. She had gone for a run with one of 

her friends. It had been a regular event for the two of them, but her 
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friend was leaving the next day for college, so it might be the last 

time they see each other for a long time. They took a new path that 

they had always driven past, and intended to run down, but had 

never gone before. It was a dirt road, through a fairly open forest, 

that always seemed bright and green and alive. They were running 

along, when they noticed a tiny cottage about twenty feet off the 

road. It was brightly colored, but old, and very small. They 

wondered to each other if it was inhabited, and decided to take a 

break in their run to investigate. When they came close, the front 

door to the cottage opened up, and an old woman stepped out. She 

greeted them as though they were old friends and invited the both 

of them in for tea. They agreed, and went inside. The house was 

filled with plants, and cool decorations, mystic looking things, and 

the woman told them stories about her gypsy ancestors, and the 

trials they went through. There were tales about thieves and 

vagrants, and witchcraft, and powers of the sixth sense. She gave 

them a tarot reading, and gave her friend a good luck charm, to 

help her sleep in this new place away from home. Since then, She 

had gone back to visit her from time to time, to hear stories, and 

share tea. She was really smart, and really friendly, whether she 

had mystical powers or not, and she knew a good deal about 

psychology and dreams, too. Her visits were usually random, but it 

always seemed that she was expecting them. It had been almost a 

month since the last time she stopped by, and she felt bad about 

how long overdue she was. 

When we got to the dirt road that led into the woods, we 

walked along in a quiet that reflected a good strong appreciation of 

the beauty that surrounded us. The trees were tall, and lively, the 

grass was healthy and short. It occurred to me that I don’t think 

I’ve ever seen such short grass grow in the wild. Flowers of all the 

colors of the rainbow sprouted up all over the open spaces, and 

under the protection of the trees, and grew in a solid string along 

the edges of the road, as though we were being welcomed in with 

a guiding rail of natural glory, spreading a wonderful scent across 

the air. I knelt, and picked a purple flower, and tucked it behind 

Nikki’s ear. She smiled at me, as we walked on. I could tell she 

was thinking something that was on the tip of her tongue to say, 
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and I was on the verge of asking what it was, but it seemed that we 

were both loathe to shatter the perfect silence that surrounded us 

as we walked. The cottage slowly came into view, in a clearing 

just on the other side of some trees. It was colored pink, green, 

purple, just like the old gypsy wagons you see in picture books. It 

was kept up much better than I had expected, and looked 

comfortable and clean, as old and small as it was. There was a 

short fence around an herb garden, which sent smells intertwined 

in the air, with the sweetness of the flowers. There were hand 

carved birds and things that looked like dream catchers hanging 

along the eave of the house, among many little bags, and charms 

to ward things off. On the wooden supports that helped hold up the 

overhang, there were black symbols I didn’t recognize, but seemed 

to fit. As we approached closer, the front door opened, and a 

woman dressed in a loose unbleached cotton dress, stepped from 

the doorway. There were simple designs in basic plant dyes 

decorating the dress, giving it flair, like the kind of thing you 

might see in a picture of Woodstock, or painted in an image of an 

old gypsy dance, around a burning fire. She wore jewelry made of 

delicate, smooth carved wood, and stones, and what seemed to be 

tiny bones. When we could see her more clearly, I was surprised to 

see how young she looked, for how old Nikki said she was. She 

was supposed to be only a few years away from sixty, but she 

looked no more than forty, with long dark hair that had only one 

small, faint streak of grey, blending into the ribbons and beads 

hanging in it. I was in awe, trying to take in everything I saw 

around me, as we drew near to the front porch. Everything I was 

seeing was so natural, it felt like home, and yet so magical, it was 

almost as if it was a dream, or a fairy tale. I was energetic, and 

excited to be there, but calm and relaxed at the same time. As 

though I were overwhelmed with a view of paradise, but soothed 

with the knowledge that I would see it all, in time. As soon as we 

were within talking range of the porch, the gypsy woman spoke.  

“Nikki, you have come to see me. It’s been a while. I am 

glad to see you. And glad to see you’re guest, too. Won’t you both 

come inside, and join me for some tea, and talk?” 
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“We would love to.” And with that simple exchange, the 

woman turned, and walked in, and Nikki followed after, myself 

coming in behind, shutting the door behind me as I entered. The 

cabin was as small inside as it had looked from the outside, but 

was warm, and inviting. It consisted of four rooms; the living 

room, which we were standing in, a bedroom, through an open, 

beaded doorway to the left, a tiny bathroom, through a thick 

curtain on the left of the wall in front of me, and a small kitchen, 

just on the other side of a broad archway which consisted of the 

right half of the wall I was facing. The house seemed to have 

exactly everything it needed to be comfortable to live in, and 

nothing more. In the living room there was a small loveseat, and a 

high backed reading chair, both made of matching burgundy 

fabrics, comfortable and soft. The coffee and end tables, as well as 

the bookcases and shelves were all a matching dark finished wood. 

There wasn’t a speck of dust anywhere. Plants were hung and set 

about everywhere, every plant different, every pot intricate and 

unique. There were many books, also, on the shelves, as well as on 

the coffee and end tables. There was a small compact stereo inside 

the open cabinet that was the bottom of one of the bookcases. The 

kitchen had a sink, oven and range, and older looking refrigerator, 

with a latch handle, and rounded edges. The cabinets were all 

fronted with frosted glass. I was beginning to notice that, aside 

from the cabinet the stereo was in, there were no doors that could 

not be seen through. Only curtains, and openness. It was a house 

with no secrets. In the corner of the kitchen was a small round 

table, with four dark wooden chairs around it’s edges, and a soft, 

deep green tablecloth on it. There was a candleholder, with a thick 

white candle, half burned resting in the center. In front of three of 

these chairs were white cotton doilies. The woman walked right 

over to the stove top, and pulled a steaming tea kettle off of a 

glowing red burner, and poured the water into three cups sitting on 

the counter next to it. She had been expecting us. Nikki sat down 

in the middle seat, and motioned for me to sit to her right, which I 

did. The gypsy woman brought a cup and saucer of tea over in 

each hand, and set them before us, and then returned a moment 

later with another cup for herself, and a small plate with an array 
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of home made cookies and snack pastries, sitting in the seat across 

from me. I examined my tea, which was dark, and pungent, with 

the smell of wonderful spices, fresh ground, and placed not in tea 

bags, but in a metal screen strainer, attached by a short, thin chain 

to the handle of the cup. I sipped the tea, and my body was warm 

and tingled all over as I felt the plants seeping down my throat and 

into my stomach. The woman smiled at me. 

“You like my tea then? Good. I am pleased that you enjoy 

it.” She smiled, and took a sip herself. “I’m sure Nikki has told 

you about who I am, but in case she forgot to mention my name, 

you may call me Magdeline. Or Maggie, if you prefer.” Before I 

could introduce myself, Nikki cut in.  

“And this is Marc. He’s at the beach for a week’s 

vacation.” 

“I see. And there is a reason in particular that you brought 

him to see me, or were you just showing off?” Her words were 

joking, but always kind, and spoken through a half-smile, as 

though she knew more, but was playing along.  

“He’s been having dreams, or, rather, the same dream. It’s 

a little disturbing, you might call it a nightmare, and I thought you 

might be able to tell him what it means, and help it go away.” 

Magdeline took a breath in, clocking her tongue. 

“Nightmare. That is not good. Tell me about this nightmare, Marc. 

Spare no detail.”  

So I told her about the dream I had been having. I told her 

about the colors, which had become clearer over the nights. Told 

her about the sun, which turned to glass, the shards, and the 

falling. I told her about the images in the pieces of the sun, and the 

rain of blood, all using as much detail as I could remember. When 

I started to tell her about Nikki, as an angel, I noticed that Nikki 

blushed a little, and started to fidget with her doily. The entire time 

I was talking, she sat there, watching me with her intense grey 

eyes, making no more noise than an occasional ‘Hmmm,’ which 

was at once understanding, and beckoning more information. 

When I had finished, her eyes lingered on me, and we sat in 

silence, as she lifted her cup to her lips, and took another sip. 

Nikki had recovered from her fluster, and was watching the both 
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of us intently. I sat with my hand on my cup, waiting for some 

sign from Magdeline. Then at last she spoke. 

 “That is indeed a troubling dream, and I can see where 

you would find much confusion in it. I have an inkling as to its 

inner meaning, but we will see if we can find more than just that.” 

And she stood, and walked to the living room. She returned 

carrying something covered in a velvet cloth, blue with gold 

tassels on the ends. She set it on the table before her, and removed 

the cloth. Underneath was, of all things to find in a gypsy’s 

cottage, a crystal ball. The ball itself was dark and perfectly round, 

and only slightly larger that a grapefruit. The stand it stood on was 

silver, and inset with crystals, and ornate swirls. The main design 

was that of a dragon, holding up the ball with its powerful claws, 

and its strong jaws. She looked back at me again. “Surprised?” 

“A little. What does it do?” 

“It helps me divine answers. Lets see what answers we 

can get about you, shall we?” She held her hands, little more than 

an inch around the ball, and then started to touch it in swirling 

motions with her fingertips, her eyes closed, head tilted back. “The 

dream is both a sign of things to come, and a manifestation of a 

power from within your soul. The swirling colors are the lives of 

everyone on the planet, so many, so vast, that to most people, they 

are but a swirling blur, blending from one to another, but you are 

becoming more in synch with them, with their truths. You will in 

fact soon be coming in closer contact with all truths. They will 

speak to you, answering both questions you had asked, and ones 

you never knew existed.” 

I leaned forward, trying to grasp all she was saying. Nikki 

said nothing. “The truths of the entire world will become yours, 

and such knowledge will threaten to wash over your mind. Things 

you have held as fact since birth will become false. The night will 

be day, and pleasure will become pain. As you become 

overwhelmed by the pressures of these new thoughts and realities, 

you will be made to make one of two choices. You will either be 

trapped by the things you see, and live a cursed pain beyond 

anything man had known, or you will find freedom, and joy the 

likes of which rival heaven itself. By abandoning convictions will 
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you be damned, and only by embracing true love will you be 

saved. But be warned, while they are both the path of 

righteousness, they are also both wrong. What will result, what 

prices will be paid, and what prizes will be won, that is all for fate 

to reveal.” 

My head was spinning. The look on Nikki’s face told me 

she shared the feeling. “I’m sorry, that’s all a lot to grasp. I’m a 

little confused as to what it all means.” 

“I understand.” 

“Could I use your bathroom for a moment?”  

“Certainly. It’s behind the curtain in the living room.” 

I was already standing before she had issued permission, 

and stepped all too gladly behind the thick curtain that separated 

the tiny bathroom from the rest of the world. That was a fairly 

heavy prediction to lay on someone, and I just needed a minute by 

myself to gather it all in. I ran some cold water in the sink, cupped 

my hands, and splashed it on my face. I dried my face, and looked 

in the mirror, trying to find more answers from somewhere in my 

own eyes. I found no answers, but noticed that I could hear 

Magdeline and Nikki speaking out in the other room.  

“Have you told him about the way you feel?” 

“I said something. Not exactly how I feel, no, but, that 

would be crazy.” 

“Why would it be crazy?” 

“Because I’ve known him for too short a time, to even 

think of feeling such things.” 

“Dear child, look inside yourself. I can see in your eyes 

how truly you care for the boy. If your heart is telling you of 

feelings, then accept them, embrace them.” 

“But he’s here with his girlfriend. He even said he wanted 

to ask her to marry him.” 

“He hasn’t, though, has he? Something is holding him 

back. Something in his eyes says he isn’t ready to do that just yet.” 

“Are you saying he isn’t meant to be with her?” 

“I’m saying that you shouldn’t give up just because it 

doesn’t look good now. Do you think it would be worth it, if you 

got what you wanted?” 
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“Absolutely.” 

“Then keep fighting for it, until there is nothing left to 

fight for anymore.” 

I returned the towel to its place and walked back into the 

kitchen, sitting down again. “Magdeline, isn’t there any more you 

can tell me about what you said? About your predictions? 

Anything to make it a little more clear?” 

“I’m truly sorry, but I cannot. To try and simplify the 

visions I see is always a mistake, for I don’t always know the true 

meanings myself. If I were to interpret it one way, and it was 

meant for another, then I would unwittingly lead you to disaster. If 

I leave it as it is, then perhaps you will remember it in its true 

form, and will know what to do and how to use that knowledge 

when the time comes that you need it.” 

“Of course. Thank you, anyway, for all you’ve done. You 

helped show me the area of focus for my dreams. Maybe I’ll find 

the answers soon.” 

“It is my pleasure. I only wish I could do more. But, that is 

all the information I can give, and you two probably have other 

things to be doing. The day is young, and there is much fun out 

there to be had.” 

Nikki straightened in her chair a little, as if getting poised 

to stand. “Yes, we probably should be going, and leave you to 

your peace.” 

We all stood up, and walked over to the door. Nikki 

turned the knob, and led us out to the porch. Nikki and I turned to 

face our host.  

“Thank you again, for all your help. It has been a real 

pleasure meeting you.” 

“Yes, thank you, Maggie. I’ll see you again, hopefully it 

wont be as long between visits.” 

“You are most certainly welcome. You both take care 

now.” 

“Bye.” We turned and started walking back down to the 

dirt road we had come up on, out of the beautiful fairy-tale forest 

and the enchanted cottage in the woods. For the beginning of the 

walk, neither of us spoke. It wasn’t the beautiful silence of 
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admiration from before; it was solemn, and looming, like a thick 

fog. I was too confused, lost in thoughts about Magdeline’s 

predictions, to think about conversation. Nikki was quiet, too, 

probably in thought. Eventually, she did speak.  

“Are you mad at me?” 

“Why would I be mad at you?” 

“I don’t know. You haven’t spoken to me since we left. 

Maybe you didn’t like going there, or what she told you.” 

“Whether I liked what I heard or not wouldn’t be your 

fault. You were just trying to help me.” 

“But, still, maybe I shouldn’t have…I don’t now, 

interfered or something.” I stopped, and turned to face her. She 

was walking with her head down, watching the dust in the ground 

below her feet. I put my hand on her shoulder, and stopped down 

so I could catch her eyes.  

“Nikki, I am not mad. I promise. I was just thinking. She 

said a lot of confusing things, and I was trying to make some sense 

of it.” 

“Really?” 

“Really, really.” She smiled again, and looked up. I smiled 

back at her, and we continued walking.  

“So have you come to any conclusions about what she told 

you?” 

“Not really. Just a little paranoia. How right is she, 

usually?” 

“I’ve never seen her wrong. Did you notice she had tea 

and the cups ready when we got there? She knew we were 

coming.” 

“Yeah, I noticed that. And it wasn’t just that you called 

her or anything?” 

“She doesn’t have a phone, so I couldn’t have if I wanted 

to.” 

“Hmm. Do you make anything of what she said? 

Anything, I don’t know, come to mind, any interpretations?” 

“Well, I don’t know. She said that everything you knew 

would be turned around. Maybe she means your relationship. 
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Maybe it’s not what you think it is, and maybe there’s someone 

else.” She reached over and quickly squeezed my hand. 

“She also said that I had to follow my heart, and ‘by 

abandoning convictions would I be damned.” 

“Yeah…”  

“I don’t know, you know? It’s a lot to think about. She 

also said the day was young, and we should have fun. I agree with 

that. Let’s go do something.” She seemed to agree, and perked up 

a little. 

“Like what?” 

“Well, you know what? We’ve been here six days, and I 

still haven’t been to the amusement park.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah. We went to an old winery, and an art gallery, and 

not the park. I suppose that since you live here, you’re probably 

pretty sick of it by now, though, yeah?” 

“Actually, it’s been years since I’ve been there. Abject 

poverty and solitude don’t really guide one to an amusement 

park.” 

“Well, then lets go there. Black Lab starts at seven, and 

that’s in the amphitheatre right next to the park. What say we go 

there until time for the show?” 

“Sounds great.” 

We had reached the main road, and were already heading 

though the outskirts of town. We passed a large building, with a 

stables out behind it. It caught my notice with the faint smell of 

horse manure, which was odd to smell in a beach setting, normally 

fragrant with salt water and seafood. I suddenly got an idea. It was 

quite a ways to the park, for a walk, so I led Nikki inside the office 

of what the sign said was a horse carriage company. We hired one 

to take us down to the amusement park, which was actually less 

than I thought it would be, and the man told us to wait just a 

minute while they got a horse ready. I told him I’d be right back, 

and ran across the street, to a candy store I saw through the 

window. One if my fondest childhood memories is of a candy 

shop at the beach, just like that one. Taffy pulling machine 

spinning away, the smell of sweets in the air. I bought a bag of 
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taffy, and when we left the shop, a horse and cart were sitting out 

on the street. I gave Nikki my hand as she climbed in, and then 

followed, and we leaned back to enjoy the ride. We talked a little, 

and ate a few pieces of taffy. The gentle swaying motion of the 

cart, and the rhythmic clopping of the horse’s hooves were 

hypnotic, and Nikki yawned. She pulled her feet up onto the seat, 

her legs folded back, and leaned her head on my shoulder. I was 

overcome with a feeling of peace, and leaned my own head back 

on the seat, closed my eyes, and lifted my head to the sky. Then I 

drifted. I wasn’t asleep, not really, but in my sleepy haze, I wasn’t 

really awake, either. I was aware enough to think, but far enough 

gone to dream. 
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Red. The sky was red, with lines in it. Of course, I was 

looking at the sun, with my eyes closed. I had nearly forgotten. I 

couldn’t feel the rhythmic motion of the horse cart, or hear the 

hooves hitting the street anymore. The red deepened, and started 

to look more like the rain from my dreams. I saw little dark shards 

again. One of them grew larger, and larger, the reflections 

becoming a movie screen. Through the glass reflections, I saw a 

room, with seashells on the walls, in light colors. A bed with the 

uniform look of a hotel room, only disheveled. There was a tiny 

red light glowing on the radio on the nightstand. I saw a shirt on a 

chair, in the corner of the screen, a pair of jean shorts on the 

bedpost, a tank top slung over a lamp next to the bed. A pair of 

khaki shorts hit the floor. A man and a woman, dressed only in 

underwear, danced poorly into view, towards the bed. They were 

laughing, and kissing one another. The man gave a playful little 

shove, and the woman half fell, have jumped backwards onto the 

bed. As she wiped her dark hair away from her face, I could see it 

clearly. It was Brandi. The man, tall, tan, and blond, like a living 

Ken doll, could only be Steve. He started crawling across the bed 

towards her, as she leaned forward to unclasp her bra. She pulled 

it off, and tossed it aside. His hands found her breasts, and slid 

their way down her side, along her most delicate curves, until his 

fingers caught her panties, and those, too, were pulled off. He 
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tossed them, in a ball, over his shoulder, as she wrapped her arms 

around him, pulling him close, separating her legs, tugging on his 

bikini briefs with the toes of her right foot. Naked, they embraced, 

and came together. Her hands clasped his back, and her head 

leaned back, mouth open. It all faded to black. 

 

I jumped. The nightmare shudders that often accompany a 

short sleep, and jar one from peaceful slumber to a frightened 

alertness. I was in the back of a horse carriage, in the afternoon 

sun, gently swaying in time with the horses’ hoof beats. Leaning 

against my right shoulder was a beautiful young girl, her arms 

wrapped around me, who even in sleep had an energy almost 

electric. My right arm was draped over her shoulder. In front of 

me, over the driver’s head, I could see a tall roller coaster off in 

the distance. Nikki stirred, apparently woken up by my jolt, as I 

regained consciousness from that…that nightmare. She blushed a 

little, realizing her arms had gotten all the way around me in her 

sleep. She pulled them back, and I took my arm from around her 

shoulder. She sat up straight, and I brushed a little piece of hair 

away from her face.  

“Good morning. Did you have a nice nap?” 

“Mmm-yeah. I did. I had the best dream.” 

“What about?”  

“I’m not telling.” 

“Why not?” 

“’Cause. Maybe I’ll tell you later.” 

“Alright, I guess I can live with that.” 

“How about you? We’re you awake that whole time?” 

“No, I dozed off.” 

“Did you dream?” 

“Yeah. I did.” 

“The same dream?” 

“Not…really, no.” 

“What was it about?” 

“…I’d really rather not talk about it. It wasn’t nice.” 

“Maybe later?” 

“Maybe.” 
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“Okay. That’s fair.” 

“Hey, I think we’re almost there.” 

And that we were. We watched people gathering, and 

staring, as we rode through the parking lot, up to the front gate, in 

our carriage. I was trying to fight through the fog of confusion that 

wrapped itself around my brain. That dream, what could that have 

meant? Why would I see such a horrible thing? Maybe it was just 

paranoia. That had to be it. Too much thinking about prophesy and 

dreams, and things going wrong. I looked over at Nikki, fascinated 

by all the people, smiling as big as I had ever seen, beautiful blue 

eyes darting from one sight to the next, so alive. Maybe I was 

feeling a little guilty, too. I hadn’t done anything wrong, really, 

but that was a pretty cozy scene back there. And I couldn’t help 

but feel a little bad about how close I had gotten to this girl in the 

past three days. I loved spending time with her, and felt great just 

to be around her. Talk easily with her. Am I getting too attached to 

her for such a short time? Am I spending too much time with her? 

Am I letting her think I have feelings that aren’t there (They aren’t 

there, right?), and intentions I don’t have? It was all too much guilt 

and confusion for a space of two hours. Time for a break. We got 

out of the carriage, and walked to the gates. The line was short, so 

I paid our admission, and we went inside. The park was a cross 

between a county fair and Disneyland. More permanent than just a 

carnival, but without the themed hype of a major park. We walked 

around for a while, scooping the place out, and then rode a few of 

the tamer rides. We got a light dinner of greasy amusement park 

food, and then hit the rides. We got lost in all the fun, running 

from place to place, riding rides, playing games in booths. I 

managed to win a pair of decent sized stuffed animals at one of the 

booths. One, a tiger, I gave to Nikki, the other, which was a little 

puppy, I decided I would save for Brandi, to let her know I was 

thinking about her. Nikki won a smaller one, a little elephant, 

which she gave to me. After some searching, we tracked down a 

polite, moderately sane carnie with a watch, who told us that it 

was about a quarter to seven, and we decided to go one last ride on 

the roller coaster. The crowd was thinning out, younger kids and 

families all going home, and the late night people not yet coming 
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in full force. We got the front car on the coaster, and started on the 

way. It wasn’t one of those roller coasters where they strap you in 

with five-point seatbelts, and metal cages, that do their best to 

make the riders either throw up or wet themselves. It was fast, but 

simple, an older style roller coaster. There were two big hills that 

you climbed up, and the rest was all downhill bumps and turns and 

corners. It was fun. And, just as we were climbing the second hill, 

I looked past Nikki to the water of the sea. The sun was halfway in 

its descent, throwing pink and orange rays across the sky, painting 

the clouds, and washing its brush in the waters of the pacific. 

There was so much color, and light, it took my breath away. I was 

standing on the top of a world, with full view of a heaven and an 

earth of matching color, and ethereal beauty. Nikki turned her eyes 

from the top of the track to look at me. She smiled with all the 

happiness in the world. I pointed over at the beautiful picture 

behind her, and she turned to see it.  

“Isn’t it beautiful?” I asked her, in awe. She turned back to 

me. Her eyes reflected the beauty I saw in the sky. She looked 

happy, and in love, and a little afraid.  

“Yeah. It is…” There was more she wanted to say, I could 

see, in her eyes. She was struggling between what she wanted to 

say, and whatever was holding her back. Instead, she just smiled 

wider again, and put her hand on mine, on the bar, as we 

plummeted down the hill at all the speed gravity could muster.  

When the ride was over, we walked out the exit, and down 

along the gates to the entrance of the amphitheatre. The line was 

already moving fairly fast, and it wasn’t a big show. In less than 

five minutes, we were inside. The theatre consisted of a wooden 

arc, facing the beach, with rows and rows of padded benches. 

There was no numbering system, and no order to the seating. You 

simply found a place to sit, and sat in it. The stage was a raised 

platform in front of the opening of the half circle. It was open, 

with tall metal towers rising up from the four corners of the 

platform, and bars connecting them at the top, high in the air, 

holding all manner of lights. There was no back, so behind the 

stage and speakers there was a beautiful picture of the ocean. The 

concert was actually a show for some modern band, one of those 
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angry rap/rock shows, and Black Lab had been scheduled as the 

opening band. Only the producers of the show had received so 

many calls from fans, mostly prompted by a suggestion on the 

band’s web site, that he had decided to make the bands have equal 

playing time. Black Lab was still playing first, with no other 

opening bands, but they got a full set, with the option of encores, 

as opposed to being restricted to a half hour playing time. They hit 

the stage when the last remaining light from the day was lingering 

in the sky. We had gotten pretty good seats on the benches, and 

could see clearly. The show was incredible. This band was my 

favorite, without a doubt. I love every thing they do; everything 

they touch is golden. Nikki had said that she didn’t remember 

them, and didn’t recognize their name. Radios hadn’t played any 

of their music since their first album came out years ago. But now, 

she was loving the show. She was dancing in her seat, bobbing her 

head, and screaming louder than anyone in the in-between breaks.  

I’ve always thought that people show a lot of their true 

selves when you see them at a concert. They abandon thoughts of 

proper acting, and let themselves get carried away. What kind of 

person are they, when they release their inhibitions? Will they sit 

there silently, and occasionally clap? Will they suddenly start lap-

dancing with complete strangers? Nikki was living energy, 

dancing, yelling, singing along as soon as she had figured out 

enough of the chorus. The lights from the stage bounced off her 

hair, in streaks of blues, purples, greens, yellows. The lights 

danced in pools in her eyes. She was a part of the music, had 

become an extension of the lights, living motion, dancing to the 

sounds. Every now and then I would see her looking over at me, 

smiling, as she bobbed and danced. I was having a great time 

myself, and got so caught up in the music, I was singing along and 

dancing, too. During one song, called Perfect Girl, we caught each 

others’ eyes in the chaos that had become the amphitheatre. I don’t 

know if she was laughing, or if she was trying to talk to me 

through her smile. Then she threw her arms around me, and kissed 

me cheek.  She lingered with her arms around my neck, and stared 

into my eyes, and mouthed the words ‘Love you.’ Then she let go, 

and stepped back, and watched the show, as though nothing had 
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happened. Within minutes, I was swimming with the music, and 

couldn’t tell if I imagined it, or if it was real. The rest of the show 

rolled on in a wave of incredible music and unbridled passion 

exploding on the stage. There was one incredible encore before the 

stage was cleared for the next band. Nikki and I had already 

agreed, beforehand, that we didn’t care to see that band, so we 

gave up our seats on the bench to someone with less taste in 

music, and left. We had to maneuver our way through the crowd to 

get out the gates, and worked in one of the noisiest silences of my 

life, ears ringing from the raw power of the speakers. When we 

were finally outside the gates, and free from the crowds, we 

slowed our walk to a mellow stroll. Finally, the music from the 

concert had faded to the point where it was no longer 

overpowering any attempts at conversation we might make, 

though we would still have to contend with the ringing in our ears.  

“So what do you think of Black Lab?” 

 “WHAT?” 

 “I SAID, WHAT DO YOU THINK OF BLACK LAB?” 

 “I LOVE BLACK LAB!!” 

“YEAH, ME TOO. THAT’S MY FAVORITE BAND IN 

ALL THE WORLD.” 

“I CAN SEE WHY. I THINK THAT WAS THE BEST 

CONCERT I’VE EVER BEEN TO IN MY LIFE.” 

“YEAH?” 

“DEFENETLY.” 

“SO WHAT DO YOU WANT TO DO NOW?” 

“I DON’T KNOW. MAYBE GET SOMETHING TO 

EAT?” 

“THE GREASY FOOD DIDN’T HOLD YOU OVER?” 

“NOT AFTER THE WORKOUT I GOT DANCING.” 

“ALRIGHT. WHERE DO YOU WANT TO GO?” 

“LETS JUST WALK ALONG THE BEACH IN THE 

DIRECTION OF YOUR HOTEL, AND STOP AT WHEREVER 

WE SEE THAT LOOKS NICE.” 

“RIGHT ON.” 

And we walked, talking loudly to one another. It was a 

clear night, and the stars were all shining down. We took off our 
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shoes, stuffing our socks in the toes, and walked barefoot along 

the firm wet sand. I tripped twice, and had to roll up my pant legs, 

to keep from doing it again. As we walked, I pointed out the 

Northstar, and what little I knew about constellations, and we 

enjoyed a peaceful conversation. I have no idea how long we were 

walking, or even how far away we were from the area where the 

hotel was, since we had both been asleep in the carriage. By the 

time our hearing had calmed to a quiet hum, we saw a nice looking 

restaurant casting a light out across the beach, where we were. It 

looked from where we were like an Italian restaurant, which 

seemed odd to have on the beachfront property usually reserved 

for seafood places. We walked around to the entrance, brushed the 

sand off our feet, and put our shoes back on. Inside, the man 

behind the podium told me that they usually only had room for 

those with reservations. I asked and begged for him to check and 

make sure there wasn’t room for just two more, and luck 

prevailed. Someone had canceled their reservations, so there was a 

small table for two open. We were led to our table, and we sat 

down. From the outside, I wouldn’t have guessed the restaurant to 

be as fancy as it was inside. It was indeed Italian, but it was full 

mostly of well-to-do vacationers in extremely fancy dress. There 

was a small band of three men playing Italian music in the corner, 

singing words that none of us understood. We were, undoubtedly, 

out of place there, but the staff seemed to accept us, and we 

received no glares of hatred. We nibbled on breadsticks and a 

spicy tomato sauce until our waiter finally arrived, looking 

exhausted. We ordered our meals; I had a stuffed pepper, Nikki a 

calzone of some kind, and then a salad called Insalata Caprese, 

which consisted mostly of mozzarella and tomatoes, to share. 

Then we had some fruity, wonderful dessert, and sat for awhile, 

and talked.  

“So, have you given any more thought to following me 

back to Vancouver, getting away from all this?” 

“I don’t know. That’s a pretty big change to make. Right 

now I have no money, and no real prospects up there. I would 

pretty much be jumping in the deep end.” 
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“Yeah, but sometimes that’s the best way to do things. 

That’s how I learned to do most things. And you wouldn’t be 

completely alone, I’d be around, and I’d help you get on your 

feet.” 

“Do you think I could do it?” 

“Absolutely. Not only could you, I think you’d enjoy it. 

Good music, decent people. Beautiful scenery. No tourists. And 

you could hang out with me all the time.” 

“If Brandi says its okay.” 

“Why wouldn’t she say its okay? Right now she’s off with 

her own friends.” 

“Give me a little more time to think about it. Maybe I 

will.” 

“Well, I think it’d be good.” 

“Hey, I just remembered, you said you had a dream while 

you were falling asleep in the carriage this afternoon.” 

“Yeah, I did say that.” 

“Well, are you going to tell me about it.” 

“I wasn’t really planning on it.” 

“Why not?” 

“It wasn’t a good dream” 

“I don’t care, I want to hear it anyway. Please? I’ll tell you 

mine.” 

“Alright. But you first.” 

“If you say so. I dreamt about a guy.” She stopped and 

looked me right in the eyes. “I met him in the park on vacation one 

day, where he was writing. We had a great time together, and I 

really liked the guy. Everything he said made me fall faster for 

him. I spent the better part of two days with him, and by the later 

part of the second day, he had started to come around. He resisted 

me at first, because he had been in love with a girl, who he had 

wanted to marry. But he realized that as great as she was, she 

wasn’t right for him. He started to fall in love with me, and we 

ended up sitting alone in dinner that night, and we moved closer to 

one another, and he kissed me. It was the most passionate kiss I 

had ever had in my life, and I knew right then that we were meant 

to be together.” She stopped, and blushed, and looked down at the 



 91

table for a minute, regaining her composure. Then she looked back 

up at me, cheeks still a little flushed. “Yeah. That was my dream. I 

think it was the best dream I’ve ever had. What was yours?” 

“Mine was nowhere near as pleasant. It was red, like the 

blood in my dreams, and then one of the shards from the crystal, 

from the same dreams, started showing me a moving picture with 

no sound, like a silent movie, only in color. It grew, or I zoomed in 

on it, or something, and I saw a hotel room bed, with clothes 

tossed about. Then I saw Steve and Brandi together, getting into 

bed, in their underwear, and then they were naked and…together. 

Lots of detail. Lots.” Just thinking abut it, the memory was 

choking me up. I hated seeing that. I knew my Brandi would never 

do that to me, but at the same time, seeing that dream, I felt as 

though it had already been done. 

“Oh, my god! Marc, that’s so awful…I’m sorry. No 

wonder you woke up so violently.” She put her hand on my arm 

“Is that why you haven’t asked her to marry you yet? Do you think 

she might be seeing someone else?” 

“No, I don’t think she’d ever do that to me. It was just so 

real, seeing it in the dream like that.” 

“I…don’t really know what to say…” She looked 

sympathetic, but I could tell there was something on her mind. 

“It’s okay, you can say whatever it is you’re thinking” She 

was a little surprised that she wasn’t hiding it as well as she had 

thought, but after a moments pause, she found the words to 

explain what ever was on her mind. 

“Well…Magdeline told you that you would see things, 

truths, that would turn around everything you know. Maybe that’s 

what this was. I don’t want to sound…I don’t know, pessimistic, 

but maybe that’s where she is, and not with her friend.” 

“I know what you’re saying, and…I know it makes sense. 

But I just can’t believe that Brandi would do that to me, you 

know?” 

“I know.” She looked down, looked sad, and said quietly, 

more to herself “And I just can’t believe we didn’t find each other 

for a reason.” 
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We talked for a while longer, lightening the conversation a 

little, until the waiters made it known that we had been sitting 

there for almost an hour since we finished dessert. So, I paid the 

bill, and we were off on our merry way. We walked along the 

boardwalk back to the hotel, which wasn’t far away at all. I 

offered to walk Nikki home, but she said that wasn’t necessary. 

After much insistence on my part, I convinced her to take a cab. I 

caught one outside the building, and gave her money to pay him. I 

told her to call the hotel tomorrow, and I’d give her my number 

and address for home, and see if maybe she was coming back with 

us. I said goodnight, and she looked at me with her eyes screaming 

out emotion. I half expected her to leap at me and give me another 

kiss, but she just put her hand on my arm, and whispered goodbye, 

in a wavering voice. Then she turned and got into the cab.  

I walked up the stairs to our floor, instead of taking the 

elevator, thinking the entire way about how strange this week had 

been. ‘Nikki Halloway,’ I thought ‘perhaps you are right. Maybe 

we met for a reason. But I don’t know what, and I can’t turn my 

back on Brandi. Not after all this time. If things were 

different…but that’s not a productive line of thought. I will hang 

on to you, though. I hope you decide to come back with me.’ As I 

walked down the hall, I swear I could hear a crying noise coming 

from Rebecca’s room. Poor girl, she must have been ignoring the 

fact that Steve was gone all day while she was out with Brandi. I 

let myself into our room as quietly as I could. It was completely 

dark, lit only by the moon coming in through the big glass door to 

the balcony. I tip-toed over to the bedroom door. I could hear 

Brandi breathing in perfect rhythm as she slept. I set the stuffed 

puppy I had won for her at the amusement park in her arms, and 

put everything from my pockets onto the nightstand. I took off my 

shirt and pants, and climbed, into bed, as carefully as I could, as to 

not wake her. It had been a long, confusing day, and in moments, I 

was asleep. 
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I fell through a collage of images, clearer than ever 

before, but still somewhat blurred, like the world through a rainy 

windshield. I would catch one directly, here and there, and it 

would stand out, with clarity and precision perfect, and untainted. 

A fat man in a stained t-shirt hits his wife, and she begs apology, 

forgiveness, and love. A twelve year old pockets a cd in a mall 

record store, under the urging and watchful eyes of his friends, 

and starts a habit of larceny that will eventually lead to his death. 

A girl, having just lost her job and a few months behind in all her 

bills, walks through a doorways to meet a man a friend of hers 

told her would solve her money problems and make sure she could 

keep her apartment and stay in school. A year from now she will 

have dropped out, and have a dozen scars from abusive and ill-

mannered clients, and a secret, terminal disease that will kill her 

before she discovers it. The sun burned louder, brighter, hotter 

than ever before as it shredded its way through the picture images. 

I was afraid my flesh would be burned off, and tried to protect my 

eyes with singed arms. Searing pain became bitter cold, as the 

burning sun gave way to frozen crystal, empty and black as deep 

space. Lightning that made all the hair on my body stand on end 

tore the crystal ball asunder. Shards cut me, went through me. I 

looked down at a gaping hole in my side, terrified, in pain, as I 

fell, but knew it mattered not. I fell, and the pictures and images 
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and people fell, too, reflected in the shards of the frozen sun, 

falling down, down, down in a shower of blood from my open 

wounds and the bleeding hearts of a million sad souls. I hit the 

gathering warm pool at the bottom with a splash as dull and 

soundless as it was painless. Around me landed the pieces, the 

people and their stories. One landed right in front of me. I looked 

down, and saw the same movie about Brandi and Steve that I saw 

before. I turned away, but the movie played on, and I saw it, 

wherever I turned my head, projected on the sky, the puddle 

beneath me, and the insides of my eyelids. When it finally ended, 

with their lustful embrace, I turned my crying eyes to the sky, 

looking up just to see another crystal land on my face, splitting the 

bridge of my nose. I held this shard in my hands, and looked inside 

it. I saw pictures, a montage of movies, spread about on every 

facet of the surface. I saw Brandi and Steve together again, this 

time in my own bed, our bed, back home. I saw them walking hand 

in hand through the college. I saw myself, sitting in a church 

crying. More and more images, a nightmare I couldn’t 

understand. They were all blurred by the stinging tear that cried 

out in a grief I couldn’t voice myself. I was in despair, ready to 

give up, when I saw reflected off the pool a familiar blue glow. I 

turned to see Nikki, again, floating. This time she was even 

dressed as an angel, in gauzy white robes, like mist, around her 

floating image. She lifted me to my feet, and I felt strong. She 

spread her glow to me, and I was clean. She spoke to me. She told 

me, with a voice that was wordless, and a sound that I could not 

hear, but could feel the words resonating with understanding 

through my body, and my entire soul. She told me that the choice 

was coming soon. That I had inherited a gift, a gift of truth and the 

future, and repeated Magdeline’s warning, that through 

abandoning my convictions and breaking promises, I would find 

hell, and that only through following my heart would I find joy and 

happiness. She set a hand on my chin, lifting it until I was staring 

right into the eyes of the beautiful seraphim, and said in as 

comforting a voice as sound can create, not to worry, because 

although whatever decision I made would be wrong, whatever 

decision I made would also be right. My heart was frozen with 
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fear, imagining a hell I could not avoid. I cried and begged that I 

be given more explanation. She simply kissed my forehead, and 

started to flow away. I called for her to take me with her, to save 

me from that decision, and leapt after her, trying to will myself to 

fly. 

 

I hit the ground, with a thud I couldn’t hear in the silent 

place in between sleep and waking where I found myself. I was in 

a tangle of blankets, on the floor of my hotel room at the beach, 

where I had been staying for the past week. As the remainders of 

the dream faded into distant memory, reality flooded back into my 

mind. I could hear the hushed noises of talking from the other 

room, only one voice. I could only make out the ‘goodbye’ before 

I heard the phone click. I tried to stand up, and made it only on my 

third attempt, sundering out to the living room, still wrapped in the 

hotel bedding. I shuffled across the carpet, seeing the world 

through half-asleep eyes. Brandi was sitting in a chair next to the 

phone.  

“Hi.” 

“ ‘ey. How’s it going?” 

“It’s going okay. How are you?” 

“Too ‘rly yet t’ tell, but I w’d say ‘t looks good. How w’s 

yest’rday?” 

“Wonderful.” 

“Right on.” 

“That was Steve on the phone. He’s on his way back now, 

from the airport. He wants to surprise Becca, so he called and 

asked me to have her down to breakfast when he comes in. I’m 

going to go wake her up, you go get ready. Come over as soon as 

you’re done.” 

“Alr’ght. I c’n do that.”  

“I know you can.” She stood, and headed to the door. “See 

you soon.” And she went out the door.  

I went about getting ready, taking my time. I was still a 

little phased by the dream, and everything that had happened over 

the past two days, and I wasn’t really thrilled about seeing Steve 

return from his business trip. I was hoping the plane would go 
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down en route. But luck was not on my side this morning, it would 

seem. Here was the week that I had planned to be a fun, romantic 

adventure, and not only had I not proposed to Brandi yet, but the 

only fun I had had was with someone I never met before. And now 

we were about to go down, for the surprise return of the one 

person I had ever disliked so much I would actually wish them 

hurt just to not have to see them. I know it’s not the right way to 

feel, I know that he doesn’t even realize how offensive he can be. 

But there’s something about ignorance that I’ve never been able to 

shake, that just annoys me to no end. When I was younger, back in 

high school, and ruled by my rage and impulses, I used to get 

angry, and shout at moments of frustration that ignorance aught to 

be punishable by death. Those times aren’t generally moments I 

reflect on with great pride, but something of them always lingers 

inside me.  

When I was presentable and clean, I went over to 

Rebecca’s room, as I was told. The door was propped just a little 

bit open, by a shoe. I knocked, and opened the door, kicking the 

shoe out of the way, so the door would close right. Brandi was 

sitting on a padded chair, exactly like the ones in our own room. 

When she noticed I had arrived, Brandi turned her eyes from the 

bedroom door to me. 

“So, here you are. Finally ready?” Finally? How long had 

I taken? 

“Yup. I thought I’d give you girls some more time to get 

ready. So, are you ready?” Rebecca stepped from the bedroom, 

turning off the lights as she passed through the doorway. 

“I know I’m ready. Lets go.” She looked tired, and much 

whiter than she had looked before. She had new lines under her 

eye-lids, like she had been crying, and was covering it up with 

makeup. We all went down to the same old hotel restaurant, and 

sat down in one of the booths. Probably the same one we had eaten 

several of our meals during our stay there. I tried hard to be 

attentive, and engage in pleasant conversation. To be sociable. But 

there were thoughts ravaging my brain, like an earthquake, and 

ideas were scattering in every direction, like panicked civilians 

trying desperately to get out. Every time I tried to focus on the 
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conversation, or on one of my two breakfast companions, I would 

end up drifting into a daze. I was in one such daze when I was 

snapped out of it with a sharp ‘hello.’ I shook off the fog of 

daydream, and looked up. Steve was swiftly walking up to our 

table, with a hero’s smile on his face and a duffle bag in his hand. 

He sat down at the booth, and Rebecca was glowing. Brandi 

couldn’t help but smile, seeing her friend finally happy again. I 

could only imagine how down the poor thing must have been 

yesterday, seeing the relief on her best friend’s face. We had a 

quick breakfast, that I was aware very little of.  

“So what time will we be leaving today?”  

 “We should probably leave around two if we’re going to 

get back at a reasonable time. We don’t know what traffic will be 

like on the way back.” 

“What do you want to do until then?” I had apparently 

come out of my daydreams in the middle of a discussion about our 

day’s plans. I was just wondering if there would possibly be a way 

for me to have the day alone with Brandi, so I could finally do 

what I had come here to do in the first place, and ask her to be my 

wife. The suggestion for Steve and Rebecca to spend their last day 

here together alone was just forming on my tongue when Steve 

came up with a suggestion of his own. 

 “Why don’t we spend the last morning here together, out 

on the beach? It’s a nice day, and we’ve only spent one day out 

there. I haven’t been to a beach in years, it would be a shame to 

waste our time here anywhere other than out by the ocean.” Thank 

you Steve, yes. That sounds perfect. Why would I want to spend a 

romantic day with my beautiful girlfriend when I could spend it 

with everyone on a public beach, and especially you, Steve, in 

those darling speedos of yours. 

“That sounds perfect, Steve. Why don’t we all go change 

and get our beach stuff together, and we can head out.” Obviously 

my lady love and I are not on the same wavelength. That’s 

happened a lot lately. Rebecca’s face mirrored the disappointment 

I was feeling about the group activity. 

We went up to the room, and threw everything together 

again quickly. Since nothing was put away in our room, it was a 
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simple matter to get it all back together, since we hadn’t put 

anything away, and Steve and Rebecca had taken most of the 

beach toys with them. We met our friends near the elevators, 

heading on our way down. Steve had his same duffle bag. He 

noticed me staring at it. 

“Some guys at the airport asked me to carry this for them. 

They said I better not put it down anywhere, or they’d kill me. Ha, 

I’m just jerkin’ your chain. I tossed our beach things in here after I 

emptied it out.” With swiftness of mind usually only seen in 

science fiction and Mensa meetings, Steve answered a question I 

hadn’t even known I cared about enough to ask. We all journeyed 

down to the beach on foot, and found a nice place with few 

beachgoers, and no kids. We decided to start off with the water, 

and a little swimming. The water felt warmer than before, for 

some reason, and it was eerie. I felt a little paranoid, like I could 

feel something bad rising up. I got out of the water, to shake the 

feeling off, and went to lie on my towel. Before too long, the three 

of them also emerged from the water to dry off, and I was 

reminded of both the good, and the bad of Brandi’s silver suit. I 

tossed her the towel she had brought, to dry off. Steve pulled his 

own towel out of his bag, and it unfolded. It said ‘Ocean Crest’ on 

it, in blue letters along the top and bottom edges. Where do I know 

that name from? A sharp pain seared through my skull, forcing my 

eyes shut, and I bit down hard enough to split steel. A hotel room, 

with seashells on the wallpaper, all in pastels. That room, I know 

that room from somewhere… A bed, messy, but plain, like a hotel. 

Softly glowing red light from a bedside radio. No, that was just a 

dream, not real. An aluminum room service cart, jeans hanging 

loosely over the bottom rack, two empty wine bottles in a bucket of 

melted ice. A familiar looking pair of panties slung over the edge, 

next to a service bill. Ocean Crest. But…he was back home, and 

she was with…Rebecca, sitting in a room, shades drawn, crying, 

with a pile of tissue next to her…Rebecca. No…she 

wouldn’t…there’s no way. Brandi and Steve in bed together. No 

way… 

The pain receded to an annoying buzz, but the pictures 

remained. Doubt filled my mind. If he wasn’t gone, if he was at 
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the Ocean Crest, then where was Brandi all day yesterday? Has 

Rebecca been alone, not with Brandi all these days? Is that why 

she’s looked so tired, like she’s been crying? No, it’s just paranoia. 

That has to be it. The weekend just hasn’t been going like I had 

planned, and between that and the dreams, and the warning from 

an old gypsy woman, I’ve created some paranoid delusion in my 

subconscious. I need rest. After we get back, and things get back 

to normal; I get some sleep and get rid of some stress, everything 

will be fine. In the meantime, I think it’s best I get back inside. 

Have a little bit of me-time.  

“Hey, you know, I was just thinking, and it may take a 

while to clean up that room of ours. It was pretty thrashed, which 

means there’ll be a lot of cleanup to do. If I go back now and get 

started, that’ll give you more time to have fun out here.” Brandi 

turned her head to the right, so that she was facing me.  

“Do you really want to do that?” 

“Yeah. You guys have fun. All this sand is liable to just 

get in my boxers and chaff anyway.” 

“Alright. Have fun.” And she turned back to the sky. I 

took my towel, my sandals, and my shirt, and started walking back 

to the hotel. I got inside the room, and drew the curtains shut. I 

had too much on my mind to deal with the oppressive sun. I 

grabbed the luggage, and started trying to make sense of the mess, 

sorting things into different piles. As soon as I found some dry 

boxers and shorts, I changed. It was already warm in the room, no 

sense in making it uncomfortable with a shirt. I hadn’t gotten too 

far when there was a knock at the door. ‘Must’ve been in here 

longer than I thought. Maybe Brandi just forgot her key.’ I stepped 

over a pile of dirty clothes to the door, and opened it. It wasn’t 

Brandi, or a hotel employee, as I expected. Instead, it was Nikki, 

and she had a package in her hands. She looked sad, her eyes were 

a little puffy, and red, but she had that great big smile when she 

saw me, and the same white-hot spark in her wet eyes. 

“Hi. I…I wanted to say goodbye. I didn’t want to say it 

over the phone…is that okay? Am I interrupting anything?” 

“No, of course not. I was just cleaning, and packing. 

Everyone’s still down on the beach.” 
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“Why aren’t you with them?” 

“I…wasn’t feeling well, so I decided to come back.” 

“Can I come in?” 

“Sure, if you don’t mind the mess.” 

“Not at all.” She stepped past me and over some of my 

various piles. “A little dark in here, isn’t it?” 

“Probably. Wasn’t feeling like sunshine.” 

“Wow. That bad, huh?” 

“Paranoid delusions are a harsh mistress.” 

“I’m sorry.” She turned back to me, putting a hand on my 

arm, the other on my chest. “So, are you trying to impress me with 

this shirtless physique?” 

“Huh? No…I was just hot, I wasn’t expecting company.” 

“I’ll say you’re hot…” She purred, and then chuckled 

when she saw me starting to blush “Sorry, I couldn’t resist.” 

“S’okay. To what do I owe this surprise visit? I hadn’t 

expected to see you, I thought you were going to call me to say 

goodbye.” 

“I didn’t want yesterday to be the last time I’d ever see 

you. I…” it was her turn to blush. “I know that…I’m not 

supposed…I mean you…” she faltered, and looked at her hands, 

and the package in them “Here. I got you something.” 

“Wow, hey, you really didn’t have to do that. I feel bad 

taking this…” 

“Don’t. I wanted to give you something.” 

“You talk as though we’ll never see each other again. I’m 

still going to try and talk you into coming back with me.”  

“I know, but you never know what could happen. Just 

open it.” 

I did. It was wrapped in paper with colorful green and blue 

swirls on it. They were hand colored, with pastels, and still 

smudged a little when I touched them. Inside was a small 

collection of things. There was a cd-r, with ‘for someone special’ 

written on it in felt pen, inside of a case with pictures drawn by 

hand and on the computer. There was a woven hemp necklace, 

with silver and black beads along the sides, and a silver wolf’s 

head hanging down from the center. There was also a dark blue t-
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shirt. On it, written in black, on the back, were the words Black 

Lab, and a picture from the first album. On the front was the 

lowercase ‘b’, in a box, like the periodic table. Written on it in 

black pen were the autographs of the entire band.  

“Oh my God…this is…this is…is this real?” 

“Like does it exist?” 

“Like is this…them?” 

“Yup, that it is” 

“How did you…where did you find them?” 

“I went for a walk after I got home. I was walking past 

this bar, and I saw them going into it, so I stopped them.” 

“And they just…gave you an autographed shirt?” 

“No, they kindof wanted to get away from me.” 

“Then how did you get them to sign it?” 

“Well…that’s my little secret.” 

“Please?” 

“Maybe later.” 

“I can live with that, I guess. I wish I had gotten you 

something. Can I—” 

“No. You’ve given me enough. I’ve had more fun the past 

few days than ever before. Thanks.” 

“Hey, thank you, I had a really good time myself.” 

“Aren’t you going to put on that necklace?” 

“I can’t tie things behind my head. You’ll have to help 

me.” She took it from my hand, and walked behind me. She put 

the necklace around my neck, and tied the hemp together, in a 

solid knot that I would probably never undo. “You know, I still 

really want you to come to my town. Seriously, I think it would be 

good for you to get out of here. Start over somewhere new.” She 

came back around the front of me. 

“I know, I really want to go, but it’s a little hard to just 

pack up and leave like that. With no job, and no place to live.” 

“Ah, c’mon, you can’t have that much to pack…” 

“What?” 

“Kidding. I’ll tell you what, I’ll start doing some footwork 

for you. As soon as I get back, I’ll start looking into jobs, and 

apartments, and you can always stay with us while you’re getting 
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your footing. If you want to start working on getting things 

together, and making sure you really want to go, you can call me 

in a few days, and we can see if we can work things out.” A small, 

crystalline tear was forming in the corner of her left eye.  

“Really? You really want me to come? Thanks…” 

“Is there something wrong?” 

“No, that’s just…so nice. Thank you…thank you…” She 

was choking on the words, through her tears. 

“Hey, hey, what’s wrong? It’s okay, you’re going to see 

me again. I promise.” I put an arm around her. She fell against me 

in a tight hug, and buried her face into my chest, and started 

crying. I rubbed her back with my other hand, and tried my best to 

comfort her. She sniffled, and looked up at me. 

“I told them about you.” 

“What’s that?” 

“To the get the autographs. I told them about how I met 

this guy in the park, and we had the best time. About how you had 

this girlfriend who spent more time away from you than with you, 

and brought friends on the special week you planned for her, and 

about the dreams, and how I was afraid she was going to hurt you. 

I told them how devoted you were to her, and how much I loved 

you, and every time I wanted to tell you, or tried to bring it up, I 

was just reminded how faithful you were to your girl, and you 

would say something sweet to me to make me feel better, and that 

only made me love you more.” 

“…”My mouth was open, trying to find the words as I 

wiped away a tear from her eyes. 

“And I know I haven’t known you that long, and I know if 

I say this I will probably never see you again, but I just…I had to 

say it…I want to come back with you, and I want to be your friend 

more than anything, but whenever I look at you, I feel like…like 

I’d do anything to be with you.” 

“I…I know. You’re an incredible girl, you really are. 

You’re fun, and beautiful, and I really, really like being with you. 

If things were just a little bit different, I would hold on to you and 

never let you go. I would pick you up and carry you out of here 

myself. But I’m with Brandi. And she’s not perfect, but nobody is, 
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and we’ve been together a really long time. I love her despite her 

faults, and even though she’s distracted right now, she loves me, 

too. But I care about you, too, and I really, really want us to be 

friends, and I really want you to come back with me.” 

“Can I ask you one thing though?” 

“Anything” 

“If you too love each other so much, and you’re still so 

sure of your love, how come you’re sitting here alone in the dark, 

while she’s down on the beach with her friends.” 

“I told you, I wasn’t feeling well.” 

“But why. You look like you had another flash.” 

“What makes you say that?” 

“That look of uncertainty. A little bit of fear when you talk 

about her. Your ‘paranoid delusion’ that you mentioned was about 

her, wasn’t it?” 

“Okay, yeah. I had another vision, and it was about 

Brandi.” 

“And that Steve guy, right?” 

“Yeah. But it was just paranoia. Ideas put in my head.” 

“What put them there?” 

“All those nightmares, and the talk about everything 

changing. Then we went down to the beach, and Steve pulled out 

this towel that said ‘Ocean Crest’ on it, after he had earlier said he 

hasn’t been to the beach in years. Then I got a headache, and I had 

some visions. But its just from worrying and paranoia, he probably 

just got the towel last time he was at the beach.” 

“The Ocean Crest is new, they just finished it a little over 

a year ago. And if you really thought it was all just paranoia, then 

why did you leave?” 

“Real or not, its not pleasant to see images of your 

girlfriend with some other guy, and see lies, and betrayal. It made 

me feel weird, so I left.” 

“And it wasn’t at all because you were just a little afraid it 

might be true, was it? That thought never entered your mind?” 

“Nikki, I know you just want to help, but I have a hard 

time believing that these nightmares I’m having are some kind of 

precognitive signs. I’m tired, and this week has been stressful. 
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That’s it. I don’t like the guy, and so between the stress and the 

cryptic words of a gypsy, I’m seeing things in the worst way they 

could be. That’s got to be it.” 

“I’m sorry. I…I’m sorry. I guess maybe I should go, so 

you can finish packing. I…yeah.” She pushed away from me, and 

looked around, a little confused, wiping here eyes, and headed in 

the direction of the doorway. I caught her arm, and she turned and 

looked at me with hurt eyes. 

“Hey, is everything alright? I mean, are you going to be 

okay? Will you still call?” 

“Do you actually want me to?” 

“Of course, why wouldn’t I?” 

“You have a girl who you want to marry. I’m just some 

silly thing you met in the park on vacation with her, who believes 

in stupid superstitions, and fate. You don’t really want me around, 

do you?” 

“Absolutely. Look, you’re not just some girl, I really like 

you, and I like the things you believe in. I just can’t believe that all 

these past years with Brandi are gone just because of superstition. 

I just can’t. But I do really want you to at least call me. And you 

will see me again.” 

“Do you promise?” 

“Yeah, I promise. And I’ve never broken a promise.” 

“Can I have a hug goodbye then?” 

“I suppose I can do that.” She hugged me again, smiling 

for the first time without a fear in her eyes. After she hugged me, 

she looked at me for a second, and then kissed me. Not on the 

cheek this time, but a real kiss. Afterwards, she stepped back, 

holding onto my hand. She squeezed it, and smirked a half-smile 

as she cocked her head.  

“I’ll talk to you later” she let go of my hand, and went the 

door. 

“…yeah…bye…” And she went out. I stood there in a 

stupor, still not wearing a shirt, piles of clothing and stuff 

everywhere; things I didn’t even remember packing. I finally 

regained control of my body, and tried to shake off that kiss. What 

a kiss…certainly wasn’t going to clear up any confusion any time 
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soon. So I turned all my attention back to packing, with the 

newfound energy of denial. The fire and energy put into humans in 

time of panic to help them run from the terrible saber-toothed tiger 

was now being used to help me run from my problems, folding 

clothes, sorting luggage and bags at breakneck pace. I had 

everything packed, besides the dirty clothes bag, which I left in the 

bathroom, and a change of clothes for Brandi. I took the bags 

down to my car, which had sat unused in the parking garage of the 

hotel for a week. I felt bad for abandoning it, but I had been 

having such a good time with the cabs, and walking. Driving in 

new places can be such a hassle, trying to find parking, and 

directions. I gave it a few moments to warm up, too, to make sure 

everything was all right after its long hibernation, and even 

checked all the fluid levels after all the bags were in, just for fun. 

Besides that luggage, the only thing that wasn’t put away was my 

own bag, with my notebooks, things to read, and my cds. I had put 

my gifts and souvenirs in there as well. I took the cd player and a 

notebook, and a novel I had been reading. I thought about 

grabbing the cd that Nikki had burned for me, but then decided to 

opt for some cds I knew I would be able to zone out to. I wrote a 

little in my notebook, and then I started to read. A few cds, a few 

chapters, and I heard the front door shut. I looked up, and saw 

Brandi walking past me, so I pulled my headphones off my ears, 

and let them hang around my neck.  

“…just run off like that? And why is it so dark in here? 

Are you some kind of vampire now?” She pulled open the blinds. 

“I just had a headache, the bright lights were making it 

worse.” 

“So that’s what you’ve been doing? Sitting in the dark 

alone, feeling sorry for yourself and reading?” 

“No, I cleaned, and took care of all the packing. I left you 

out something to wear home, and a bag in the bathroom for you to 

put your wet things in. Everything else I packed up, and loaded in 

my car.” 

“Well, I hope you left room for Steve and Rebecca’s 

things, too.” 
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“I arranged it neatly, so there’s plenty of room. I even let 

it run a while, while I was loading it, so it would start right up and 

we could be on the way.” 

“So now you’re not having a good time, and you want to 

leave?” 

“I’m having a wonderful time. Are you upset about 

something?” 

“No, why would I be upset?” 

“You seem a little angry at me. Did I do something 

wrong?” 

“Of course not. I’m going to go change.” She walk past 

me again, into the bedroom, and shut the door, hard, behind her. I 

slowly got up and put my things away in my pack. I felt so 

detached from everything. I wasn’t sure if what I was feeling was 

actually there, or if it was just in my head. Was she mad at me, 

was I imagining it? Was she hurt that I stayed in and packed, or 

was I just defensive? Maybe she had seen me with Nikki one of 

the past few days, and was assuming things. Maybe everything I 

saw in my dreams and everything Magdeline had told me were 

true. Or maybe I was suffering some kind of schizophrenic 

breakdown. The only thing I could decide to do was be pleasant 

and ambivalent, and hope I got my shit together soon. Meanwhile, 

she dressed, and carried her translucent wet silver bathing suit to 

the bathroom, tossed them in the bag, and tossed the bag next to 

the door.  

“Since you’re being so productive today, do you want to 

take this down to your car, too, while I go see if Steve and 

Rebecca need any help packing.” 

“No, I’d be glad to.” I stood up, and walked to the 

doorway. I picked up the laundry sack, and tossed it over my 

shoulder. “Do you want me to clear up the room bill, too?” 

“Yeah. I’ll make sure you got everything before I leave.”  

“Okay. I’ll be downstairs, when you get ready to go. Ring 

the desk clerk if you want me to come up, they’ll send someone to 

find me.” She handed me her key, and I left the room for the last 

time, with my sack, the keys, and the laundry. I walked to the 

elevator, and down to the lobby. I stopped on the way out, and 
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paid the bill. The desk clerk gave me a copy of me receipt, as well 

as detailed lists of room service and outgoing calls, and every 

other potential expense, minor or major. They put charges on 

almost everything, and it was far more expensive than I had 

planned. Luckily I had saved up more than enough to cover the 

trip, so we were fine. Then I took the laundry, and hefted into the 

spacious trunk of the Torino. I slammed it shut, and walked 

around to the driver door and unlocked it. In the reflection in the 

window, I saw Rebecca coming towards the car with a bag in each 

hand. I turned around, and opened it back up again.  

“You guys sure got packed in a hurry.” She was cold, and 

seemed a little bitter about something. I wonder what happened at 

he beach today. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Brandi just left to go help you two pack.” 

“We’ve been packed. I’ve had plenty of time to take care 

of it already.” She dropped her bags right in front of me, and 

turned around. “I’ll be back with the rest.” Maybe it wasn’t this 

morning that had her upset. What does she mean enough time? 

She’s been even busier than I have, hasn’t she? I sat inside, and 

shuffling through cds, trying to get some stacked together for the 

long ride home, until Rebecca  returned with more bags.  

“Aren’t they going to help you bring anything out?” 

“Brandi is getting the last things together, and will bring 

them down. Steve said he’d take care of the bill, and then he’ll be 

out, too.”  

“Alright.” I unlocked all the doors, and got in. Rebecca 

got in the passenger seat next to me. “Don’t you want to sit in the 

back so you can socialize easier with Brandi and Steve?” 

“I’m not really in the mood to socialize. I just want to 

sleep.” Yet she didn’t lay her head down. She just started out the 

window, looking away from everyone and everything, almost 

seemingly offended whenever a person or a car would drive into 

her line of view. I went back to searching for a cd to listen to, until 

I heard the trunk slam shut. Through the rearview mirror I saw 

Brandi walking around to the right side of the car. She opened the 
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door, and sat in the backseat. As she was searching for her 

seatbelt, Steve came up from the other side, and sat down, too.  

“All right, is everybody ready to go then?” I started the 

car, and put in Pearl Jam, having finally made my decision, and 

then pulled out of the parking spot. The trip home was long, and 

quiet. Steve and Brandi spoke quietly, so as to not disturb 

Rebecca’s attempts to sleep. I could hear very little of what they 

said, over the music, but I could see their mouths moving the 

entire time, so I know they were entertaining one another with 

conversation. Rebecca said nothing on the entire trip home, but I 

never saw her sleep, either. She just stared out the window, like a 

zombie, watching everything fly past the car with dead eyes, not 

really noticing anything. When I asked her questions, or tried to 

see if she was alright, she just grunted, or nodded, or brushed the 

question off with a wave of her hand, but still did not speak. There 

were no stops on the ride back, and after it became evident that 

there would be no conversation, or surprise questions, I lost myself 

in the humming vibrations of the car, the music coming from the 

speakers, and to moving that great boat down the smooth black 

rivers of the highway. After hours that swam past like seconds, I 

pulled into the familiar driveway of the Sun Pointe Apartments, 

and rolled the car to the covered garage where I kept the Torino. 

With the grunt of effort required to stand with a numb ass, I got 

out of the car, and stretched. With very little speaking, we got the 

bags out of the car, setting our things next to the garage, and 

loading haphazardly all of Rebecca and Steve’s things into their 

new BMW. Then, after polite but tired goodbyes, they walked to 

their car. As I was watching them get in, it struck me how 

different they looked now than when they had appeared, beach 

blondes with white smiles and perfectly manufactured bodies, a 

matching set. Now they only looked alike in the solemn 

expressions they wore, Steve wearing a scowl betraying the 

trouble his mind was having with all the thinking he was trying to 

do, and wearing khakis and polo shirts, instead of his beach wear. 

Rebecca’s shoulders were slumped, her own face empty with 

exhaustion and depression, still staring vacantly out the window, 

as though she had simply been taken out of one car, and placed in 
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another without being disturbed, a morose wax figure. The car 

drove off, and we gathered our bags, and carried them in. The 

smile Brandi had been wearing on the ride home was now gone, 

and with a shudder I thought about how similar we must look to 

the couple who had just left, silent and blank faced.  

We put down the bags inside, dropping them just inside 

the door. We were both too tired to unpack just now. Brandi had a 

weeks worth of homework that had gone undone, and now 

screamed for attention, so she went about starting that, and became 

lost in her own world of headphones, books, and notebook paper. 

From the size of the pile, I knew I wouldn’t see her again tonight. I 

went over a list of things in my head that I should do, myself. 

There would undoubtedly be a stack of updates and repairs 

needing done, tenant complaints, and informative letters from 

Mike and Cliff, who were supposed to look after the place to make 

sure no emergencies arose. I really should call them, too, and talk 

to the guys about when to set up the next practice, to make up for 

my weeklong absence. I had things from my notebook to type up, 

and things on my laptop to edit, and no doubt I would have to call 

Seattle, because someone would want to check up on me. But 

there was just too much on my mind. I decided to relax, so I set up 

my easel, found some melodic and hypnotic music, and painted, 

until the canvas told me it was finished. Then I found the book I 

had been reading, and sat down in my reading chair, and started to 

absorb the words, not simply reading them, but becoming them. 

When I at last became aware of being unable to fully control my 

eyelids, struggling to keep them open just to the end of the 

paragraph, I marked the page, and set down the book. I turned out 

the lights, and stopped through the dining room, where Brandi was 

still working. I set a hand on her shoulder, and she looked up at 

me. I gave her a little kiss goodnight, and then she went back to 

work, and I went to bed.  
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Again and again, the movie unrolled in my mind, the same 

dream. Colors scroll past, more and more lives unfold before me. 

Another son receives a wound from his father, and even though the 

man will not live another year, the scar across the boy’s brow will 

haunt him every day of his life. A child is born to a happy couple, 

and even as the new father embraces his son, his wife cringes, 

thinking only of the baby’s actual father, sitting at home by the 

phone. In a small apartment, a man closes to door behind a 

leaving guest. The last of the money his worried mother had sent 

him is now gone, used to buy three bags of heroin. The dealer 

wasn’t his usual guy, but he didn’t have time to be picky. In this 

business, nobody lasts forever. As he holds the bags in his shaky 

hands, he wonders how he’ll score after this is gone, and then if 

these three bags together would be enough to make the point moot. 

My heart broke to see the endless supply of sadness, but it went 

on, and on. The sun burned and cracked, but my eyes were full of 

water, and I saw nothing until the razor sharp pieces added more 

pain that just the sting of tears. I saw still pictures, like a Polaroid 

album, of Brandi with Steve at the Ocean Crest, clips of the 

horrible scene I had scene time and again. Then I saw her, talking 

in the phone, out in the dining room of our apartment, in a dark 

house. I saw Steve, in a place I had never seen before, also on the 

phone. I saw them walking together, hand in hand, through the 
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college campus, kissing on a bench before the fountain in the 

square. Sleeping together in our bed. All the pictures before me, I 

was seeing them not one at a time, but all at once, from every 

angle, as though I was looking into several moments in time with 

one gaze. A voice, sweet and wonderful, came from behind me, as 

I was staring into pictures of infidelity. “Not pleasant, are they?” 

I turned to see the Angel Nikki, floating with her thin gauzy robes, 

beautiful and breathtaking, but too much the goddess for her 

naked beauty to ever be looked at with impurity in mind. ‘But the 

truth is the truth. As surely as she will be gone when you wake, her 

heart and her loyalty have left already.’ ‘But how could that be? I 

thought she and I would be together forever.’ ‘I know. And now, 

you must learn otherwise. You must remember to follow your 

heart, and everything will be fine. As long as you remember the 

words of the gypsy. And keep in mind, that even in your darkest 

time, someone is thinking of you. But now the sun has risen, and 

you must return to the reality you saw before you. Be strong.’ And 

once again, she left me standing, clean from her warm glow, in a 

dark pool of blood, scattered with shards of lives and dreams, pain 

and memories. And once again, as my eyes followed the leaving 

angel, the dream darkened, and faded away. 

 

I woke to an empty bed. It was a little after eight. I didn’t 

think Brandi has any classes this early on Tuesday, she must have 

gone to the school to get some work done in the library. Yeah. I 

rolled out of bed and crawled to the bathroom for my morning 

shower. Then I had a quick breakfast of toast and grapefruit, 

surprisingly still fresh tasting after a week of sitting on the 

counter. When I was finished I knew it was time to do something 

productive, however much I wanted to laze around all day. I 

started by unpacking all the bags. I put a load of the dirty clothes 

in the washer, and put away anything that hadn’t been worn or 

used. I found Brandi’s stuffed dog in the bottom of her clothes 

bag. It only took an hour to sort through most of the stuff, and put 

it all away, except for my own leisure bag. I set my laptop up on 

my desk, and put away my cds and headphones. The notebook 

went next to the computer. Then I ran across the stuffed animal 
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that Nikki had won and given to me, and her gifts. The necklace I 

had still been wearing, the knots tightening as it dried after the 

shower. The necklace itself did not hang down, but was a circle, 

around my neck. The shirt I carefully draped over my desk chair. I 

would have to get a frame or it soon. I put the animal, a little 

elephant with a baseball cap, on one of my decoration shelves. The 

cd, I put into the player, while I worked. I expected to have a lot of 

papers piled in my inbox (which I had originally gotten as a joke, 

to make me feel more like I had a real job). There was nothing 

there, except the reminder note I had made before I left to let me 

know that Mrs. Holden’s sink was still leaking. I looked at the 

answering machine. The red light was blinking so much it almost 

looked as though it was stuck in the ‘on’ position. I pressed the 

play button.  

“Hey Marc, its Matt, from 54. My toilet is, like, not 

working right, man, it won’t flush like it should. Can you come 

take care of it as soon as you get a chance? Thanks, man—beep” 

Ah, Matt…plugs that toilet just about every month… 

“Hello, Mr. Freeman. This is Deborah Kingsley from 

apartment number 32. I want to report that the people above me 

have been having a party, and it’s keeping me awake at nights. I’d 

like you to take care of this immediately, please. Thank you—

beep” Mrs. Kingsley…oh, how I dislike that woman. Always 

something.  

“Yeah, a bird hit my window this morning, and it got 

broken pretty bad. There’s actually, like, a hole in it. Can you fix 

it, please? Oh, yeah, this is Julie, from 8—beep” heh…she’s a nice 

girl, but not the brightest thing in the world… 

“Hi. I just moved into apartment number 45. I have a few 

problems with the place; I think there’s something living in here 

besides me. Think you can handle this for me?—beep” I 

remember that guy. He’s a little bit of a snob…but, I’ve seen 

worse 

“MIS-ter Freeman, this is Deborah Kingsley again, and 

those people above me are still stomping around and making a lot 

of noise. I’d really appreciate getting some sleep, can you 

PLEASE do something about this?!—beep” message after 
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message of unhappy tenants. What exactly did Mike and Cliff do 

here while I was gone? Maybe now would be a good time to call, 

since they didn’t leave any notes or messages or anything. I was 

starting to doubt that they had ever even come over to look after 

the place. I picked up the phone, and dialed Cliff’s number. At 

least I could kill two birds with one stone, and plan a practice time 

with one call. It rang, and rang, but there was no answer. I tried 

Mike’s number, but there was no answer there, either. I leaned 

back in my chair, frustrated, trying to plan what to tackle first. I 

was just about to start going door to door, apologizing, when the 

phone rang. I picked it up. 

“Yeah?” 

“Marcus! Man! You’re back, huh? How was the trip?” 

Cliff. 

“It was fine. How were you?” 

“I was pretty good. A little busy though.” 

“Yeah? So did anything eventful happen here at Sun 

Pointe?” 

“…” 

“You and Mike did stop by and look after things, right?” 

“…shit. I knew there was something I was supposed to 

do…I was just so fuckin’ busy while you were gone, man. I didn’t 

even remember your plans until we practiced and you didn’t show 

up.” 

“So you didn’t come at all?” 

“I’m sorry, man. Is there anything I can do to make it up 

to you?” 

“…no, that’s alright. When is the next practice?” 

“We were going to have one tomorrow, and one on 

Friday, and then we didn’t know about the weekend.” 

“Well, I have a whole hell of a lot to do here, a lot of 

people called in while I was out, and there’s a lot of repairs to do. 

It was apparently a busy week. I have at least a half-dozen 

messages on the machine from Kingsley alone, so, I don’t know if 

I’ll be able to make tomorrow’s practice or not yet, but I’ll do 

Friday for sure. And I’ll call about tomorrow.” 
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“Wow, you’re makin’ me feel bad about the apartment 

thing. Alright, well, we’ll probably still practice tomorrow 

anyway, so call us here if you figure out your day. 

“Alright, take it easy” 

“Yeah, you too.” 

I set the phone down on the receiver. He wasn’t always 

that irresponsible. He had been getting worse for the past six 

months, like some kind of terminal brain cancer had taken over, 

causing him to be a bigger and bigger ass every day. And the 

bigger an ass he got to be, the more Mike respected him, and 

wanted to be just like him. And Jason, he just grew quieter and 

quieter, pulling back more and more from his band mates. I don’t 

know what had gotten into them, but it was certainly not a good 

thing. Not at all. I got out my calendar/day planner, and wrote in 

the practices on Wednesday and Friday. Then I looked at the paper 

I had written the messages on. There were at least a dozen repairs 

here, and a lot of phone calls to make. So much work to do, I 

started feeling overwhelmed. I put on some good shoes, and got 

my headphones back out. I had been listening to Nikki’s cd, but I 

truly hadn’t been paying it much attention, so I got it out, and put 

it in the portable player. It was time, I decided, to take a walk. 

Perhaps a long walk. I wound up in the downtown area, so I 

decided to take a pass by a real estate company. They have these 

thick books, with listings of just about every house, condo, and 

apartment for rent in the entire area. It took some finagling, but I 

got one out of them, free of charge. Since I was in the area, I 

stopped by the employment office, just for a look. I found two free 

publications devoted entirely to the employment search, so I 

picked them up. One of the employment agents asked if they could 

help me, so I mentioned off-handedly that I had just come down to 

get some information to help a friend of mine get a job. She started 

asking me questions, like what kind of job my friend was looking 

for, and when they were thinking of starting. I decided to ask if I 

could put her information into the computers, so she could call and 

they could take care of everything for her, and I was told that it 

was indeed possible. A woman stood up, her head and shoulders 

rising above the thin, short cubicle walls, and she called me over 
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to her, to input the information. I worked my way through the 

maze of narrow hallways and tiny workspaces, and, after much 

work, finally sat in the chair in front of her desk, feeling greatly 

fulfilled after having made it to the office area safely. She then 

proceeded to ask me all manner of questions about Nikki, 

including her skills and schooling, address and what she was 

looking for in a job. I answered everything I could, and whatever I 

didn’t know I either faked, or played off saying I would have her 

call to give that information herself. At one point the woman who 

was helping me grew a little suspicious of my phony or weak 

answers, so she had me describe why I was doing this for my 

friend. I told her the story of how I was trying to get Nikki to 

move out here, and she was very understanding, although she was 

a little confused about the nature of my relationship with Nikki. 

She kept saying ‘Good luck with your girlfriend’ and ‘I hope you 

two can get everything worked out.’ When I was all through, she 

handed me a card with her number on it, and Nikki’s applicant 

number on the back, which she would use to access jobs and her 

portfolio online, or over the phone. With all my research, I started 

on the walk for home, listening to more of the custom music. I 

started to pick out a theme. The music was mostly rock, some 

hard, some soft, and some fairly eccentric, but all the songs 

seemed to be love songs, after a fashion. I wondered at first if this 

was some kind of message from Nikki, but decided it was 

probably just that most music was written about love. Then again, 

she did mouth the words to me at the concert. And that kiss… 

To avoid thinking about it, I stopped into a frame shop not 

too far away from my complex, and found something about the 

right size to display the shirt. I got a light grey matte board to put 

behind it, and then got home. I set everything inside my office, 

next to the paints on the floor. I glanced briefly at the painting I 

had done last night, and then sat down at the desk again. I had to 

begin my calls, as much as I wasn’t looking forward to it. I 

decided I’d start with dear Mrs. Kingsley. I looked in the rolodex, 

pulled her number, took a deep breath, and dialed. 

“Hello?” 

“Hello, Mrs. Kingsley?” 
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“Yes, who is this?” 

“This is Marcus Freeman, your landlord.” 

“Well, Mr. Freeman, I’m glad to see you finally found the 

time in your busy schedule to return my calls.” 

“I’m terribly sorry about that, Mrs. Kingsley. I’ve been at 

the beach since last Wednesday. The people who I left in charge of 

the complex while I was away never showed up.” 

“Well, while you’ve been away, those hooligans on the 

apartment above mine have been having a free for all. Parties day 

and night, loud music, stomping and yelling. It’s more than a 

reasonable person can take.” 

“I understand. I’ll take care of the situation immediately.” 

“See that you do. My patience is all but gone, after almost 

a week of this. Since you weren’t taking care of it, I had to call the 

complex owner.” 

“Alright. I’m sorry again that nobody was here to take 

your calls. Have a nice day.” 

“Mmhmm, I’m sure that I will, if I could just get some 

sleep.” 

I couldn’t hang up fast enough. Talking to that woman 

was always a chore. Her voice was grating like the bending metal 

of a car crash, and every word out of her mouth was a full verbal 

assault. She treated everyone as though they were completely 

incompetent, and unintelligent, just because they were younger. 

Her husband had died ten years before, and since then, she had 

been a bitter old hag, living mostly on social security checks. On 

occasion, they came late, which means her rent was late. At those 

times, she would bring her bills to me personally, and accuse me 

of hassling her, and accusing her of being late when I knew full 

well her social security checks were coming in. She was the only 

tenant in the entire complex that I actually willfully avoided seeing 

in person. The rest of the units I called only to see if they were in, 

and to leave messages if they weren’t. By visiting them in person 

it helped me keep up with their lives, and keep in touch, to know 

what was going on. For the most part they were all good people, 

and all very understanding, and I never minded helping them. 

Except for Kingsley. She called with a complaint at least once a 
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week. And now she had called the owners. With any luck, they 

wouldn’t take her seriously, and I wouldn’t find myself in any 

kind of trouble. With any luck. 

I called the other tenants on my lists, and all but two were 

home, so I grabbed a notepad and went on my rounds. First I 

visited Julie, and taped off the hole in her window. It was just the 

outside pane of the storm windows that was damaged, so there was 

no air flowing through, and no real heat leaks. Fixing windows 

was one of the few things I was supposed to call a professional for, 

so I took measurements of the window, and scheduled the 

repairman to come on Thursday. Then I went and unplugged 

Matt’s toilet, and investigated Shannon, the new guy’s place for 

some sign of mice or rats. I didn’t see anything, but I told him I 

would set some traps in there tomorrow to make him feel better. I 

stopped by a few more people, fixed Mrs. Holden’s sink, replaced 

someone’s porch light, and visited a few just to make sure 

everything was all right, and nothing needed to be taken care of. 

Then, last on my list, was to visit Benny’s place. Benny was the 

name on the contract and rent agreements, but he actually had five 

other people living in that apartment with him. It was only two 

bedrooms, but they all got along well, and seldom had any 

problems, let alone arguments. Benny and his girlfriend Michelle 

shared the master bedroom. His best friend, Greg, and his 

girlfriend Sarah shared the second bedroom with another guy, 

named Brad, and then a girl named Synthia slept on the couch. 

They were all nice people, never late on the rent, and they didn’t 

try to make much noise, but living above Mrs. Kingsley was no 

easy task. With that many people up there, she was always sure 

they were having some sort of orgy or festival of mass destruction. 

Usually when she reported a disturbance, someone just tripped in 

the dark. But, I finally had a solution. I knocked on the door, and 

Brad let me in. Everyone was watching a movie, and eating pizza. 

Benny invited me to join them, so I sat down on one of the two 

couches, and took a slice. As soon as his own slice was gone, 

Benny started talking. 

“I know why you’re here. The old woman downstairs, 

right?” 
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“Yeah.” 

“Yeah, I figured she would complain. I’m actually 

surprised you weren’t here sooner.” 

“Well, I only got back from the beach yesterday.” 

“Oh, right on. Well, okay, here’s the thing. It was my 

birthday on Friday, so we had a few people over. It wasn’t like, a 

huge wild party or anything, but there were probably fifteen 

people in the apartment, so even though we weren’t getting wild, it 

was a little noisy, naturally. It was a party, you know? And then 

that all dies down late that night, and everyone was gone by noon 

the next day, only then my family stopped by. My grandparents 

from Texas were up visiting my parents, and since it was my 

birthday, them, and my brother and sister all came over with their 

families, and Michelle’s mom and dad came by to give me a 

present. So it wasn’t even a real party, is was just family, and we 

made dinner, and we all sat around and had a good time. Nothing 

wild at all, but, again, with that many people sometimes it just gets 

noisy.” 

“I know, I understand. It’s okay. I actually didn’t come 

over to yell at you about it. I have a solution, so we can finally 

stop getting all these complaints, and you guys don’t have to 

worry about being evicted.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Number 28 just opened up, over across the way. It’s on 

the bottom, so you wont have anybody listening to all your 

footsteps, and its on the end of a building, so you’ll only have 

neighbors on one side of you. And above you is a college student, 

Samantha, who’s about as loud as you guys. Only there’s only one 

of her, so they’re wont be a lot of walking around above you.” 

“Hey, cool. Would we have to pay any kind of new fees or 

anything to change?” 

“No, I’ll just adjust the paperwork so that it’s all up to 

date, if you want to go ahead with it.” 

“Yeah! When can we move in?” 

“You can go over tomorrow, and make sure everything is 

to you’re liking. I haven’t done a lot to it since the last guys 

moved out, but it should be fine. If it’s okay with you, then you 
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can move in immediately. Let me know ahead of time, and I’ll 

even help.” 

“Can we do it tomorrow if everything is okay?” 

“Absolutely.” 

“Okay. Give me a call when you’re up, and want to look 

at the place. I should be home.” 

“Cool, cool. You want to stay and watch the movie?” 

“I’m afraid I’ll have to decline this time. I want to get 

back and take care of some stuff. You know, catch up from the 

week off.” 

“Of course. Talk to you tomorrow, Marc, man.” 

“Take it easy, Benny. You too, guys.” 

Few places have a more wholesome and inviting 

atmosphere than Benny’s apartment. It’s the most laid back place 

I’ve ever seen that didn’t involve drugs or mental illness in some 

way. It was already getting dark outside, so I knew my rounds had 

taken me longer than I had planned. It was too late to start on the 

grounds work; mowing the grass, taking care of the flower beds 

and everything. I would do that all tomorrow. At the moment, all I 

wanted was to go and work on my writing. I typed up into my 

computer everything from my notebook that hadn’t been updated 

already, and edited the story pieces I had written at the beach. As I 

was typing, and thinking about all the things I had read from my 

notebook, I realized I hadn’t had any headaches or visions today. 

Maybe they really were all just from the stress. This was 

wonderful news, and cheered me up just thinking about it. Maybe 

soon, the nightmares would stop, too. I could sleep, without seeing 

the same dream, and the same horrors. Finishing up my writing, I 

looked at the clock and realized that Brandi should be home soon. 

She insisted she wasn’t mad, but I figured I should probably make 

sure I have food ready by the time she gets in anyway, just in case.  

Due to the lack of time, I opted for pasta. I got the sauce 

started on the stove, pouring a jar of Ragu into a pan, warming it 

up, and adding a few spices of my own. I put some water on the 

stove, and salted it a little, and got the pasta out of the refrigerator 

so it would be ready when she got home. I cut up vegetables for a 

salad, and turned on the over to warm up some garlic bread. Not a 
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bad little put together meal. The oven had just beeped to let me 

know it was hot when the phone rang. I picked it up, and Brandi 

was on the other end. She and some of her classmates from her 

night class on Tuesday were going to go out and get some coffee, 

and study together. She might not be home until midnight, or 

somewhere thereabouts. I told her to have fun, and try not to work 

too hard. She said not to worry about leaving any food for her; she 

would pick something up on her way home.  

I turned off the oven, and the stove. Dumped out the water 

from the pan, and put all the steaming spaghetti sauce in a 

tupperware container and into the fridge with the pasta and the 

butter. All the spices went back on the spice rack.  Sat down, and 

nibbled a piece of bread. Nausea had come over me, creeping 

slowly like some kind of spy, secret agent, or death. I sat down in 

the kitchen, trying to focus on anything besides the sickness in my 

stomach, or the disappointment of not seeing Brandi. As if to 

reply, my body gave me something to focus on instead. A bright 

shiny new headache. Like a train spike being driven straight into 

my temple, by none other than John Henry himself. I set down my 

bread, put my head in my hands, and leaned over, trying to will it 

away. Instead of going away, when I closed my eyes, it screamed 

like a caught rabbit, terror and pain. Darkness became redness, 

and the familiar backdrop once again came into sight. Brandi and 

Steve, in a cheap hotel room. Embracing and engaging in things 

usually reserved for orgies and porn. There was no sound, but 

their faces reflected passion and pleasure. Sometimes moments of 

sharp pain, a sensual sting given in an act of sacrifice, embracing 

taboos and fetish. Sheer orgasmic delight, and looks of longing as 

they held each other. Tossed about the room were clothes that I 

recognized as hers, and those I could only assume belonged to 

him. I opened my eyes, but the imaged still burned into my brain, I 

could see them overtop of everything I looked at…Screaming with 

naked lust…I shook my head, pounding it with my fists, trying to 

get the pictures to go away…the way she looked at him with 

adoration…my heart screamed, my chest ached, I wanted to do 

anything, whatever it took, to make these things go away. The 

blood was roaring in my ears, the beating of my heart amplified to 
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shake the entire apartment, and all I could see was the two of 

them. I wished for a sudden death, lightning, or a loaded handgun 

to hold to my own head…together and together, picture after 

picture, playing and replaying…I couldn’t take it anymore, and I 

let out a howl, like an animal. And then there was silence. The 

only sound was the drip of a faucet handle not all the way turned. 

Drip, drip, as the tiny drops of water made their way to the end of 

the faucet, and plunged downward to the sink below. Drip, drip. It 

was just a…a what? I was awake, so it couldn’t be a dream. Was it 

a hallucination? Was it paranoid delusions? Was I actually seeing 

what was happening, now and in the near future? Fuck it, I didn’t 

know. I needed to do something else. I walked into my office, and 

sat down at my desk. I picked up my notebook, and set it down 

again. I looked at my computer screen, and set my hands on the 

keyboard. It still didn’t feel right. Nothing was coming. I glanced 

around the room, over at the keyboard in the corner, no, the paints 

on the floor. Nothing. My eyes passed over my new painting as I 

turned my head, and I smiled a little. Stacked on the desk were the 

apartment book, and the job listings. I took out a highlighter, and 

started glancing through them, marking and tagging the pages of 

any I thought might be good places, within Nikki’s range. My 

back started to hurt, so I took everything, and lay down on the 

floor with it. I had looked through the entire book, and had moved 

onto the employment publications, looking for good beginner jobs. 

I grew tired, and set my head down for a minute, and drifted into a 

deep sleep. 
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Spinning, down through the long passage way, a corridor 

where all life is open to me. No longer blurred in the least, all was 

open to me, as I turned my head, from picture to picture, trying to 

see them all, and yet to avoid all their pains. An old man died in a 

hospital bed, desperately calling out the name of his lost son, who 

he hadn’t seen in years. He held on every day, watching the door 

to see him come through it, so he could apologize for everything. 

And now he was leaving the world, and that son, behind. A 

teenage girl sits in a bathtub, full of hot water. She stares through 

red, puffy eyes at a picture of her old boyfriend. He left her three 

days ago, for her best friend. He had been after her all along, and 

the moment they first slept together, the poor sad thing lost both 

her best friend, and her first love. She had given him her heart, 

and her virginity. Now she only had one more thing to give. She 

set down the picture on the edge of the tub, and picked up a razor 

blade. She was still a little scared, but had no more tears to shed. 

She took one last deep breath, and with two swift movements, the 

bathwater turned bright red, and the light faded from her eyes. It 

would be hours before her parents found her. A girl, nervous and 

a little frightened, sits at her desk as her classmates all move on at 

the ringing of a bell. When the room is empty, she stands, and 

approaches the teacher’s desk. He regretfully tells her the latest 

test scores, and her current grade average. She panics a little, but 
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he tells her its okay, and smirks a little as he starts to tell her 

about some special extra credit she can do, to get her grades up. I 

saw them all, with tears in my eyes. No longer did I sob at these 

images, but a tear was shed for every broken heart. I closed my 

eyes when the fire came, and turned my back to the heat. I 

prepared myself for the cold, and protected my face from the flying 

shards of crystal ice. When I fell, I felt no fear, because it was a 

fall I knew like an old friend. I just watched more lives in the 

shards. More people. One of them was Brandi. One of them was 

Steve. I hit the ground, already beginning to see the stories of 

adultery. Things I had seen, things I hadn’t. It tore apart my 

insides, but I did not scream. Just watched, in pain, in fear, and in 

tears. I saw Cliff, Mike, and Jason. They were playing in Cliff’s 

garage. There were two people there I didn’t recognize. In a room, 

with the walls covered in posters, and black lights, I saw Nikki. 

She was clutching a familiar looking stuffed tiger, with her eyes 

closed. I could see the case to Black Lab sitting open on top of her 

cd player. A tear hit the top of the tiger’s head, already moist from 

the many that had come before. A glow came from behind me, 

reflecting on the edges of the glass. ‘She understands, you know. 

But it doesn’t help the hurt.’ I did not turn around. I already knew 

what I would see behind me. ‘How long will this go on? These 

dreams?’ I could feel her coming closer, approaching from my 

right side. ‘As long as they have to.’ The pictures in the glass 

faded, and turned black, but I stared on. ‘And how long is that?’ 

her reflection was right in front of me. ‘I could not say.’ I looked 

up at the angel. ‘I still don’t believe that this is the future, you 

know.’ She smiled down at me, and put a hand atop my head. ‘I 

know. You will.’ The look in her eyes changed to one of pity, but 

the smile remained, ‘Be strong. Remember that.’ And she lifted 

into the air. I did not turn to watch her leave, but instead turned 

my gaze again downward, to the black shards, until the dream 

faded into a darkness to match. 

 

When I awoke, my face was stuck to the newspaper print 

of the employment ads; the yellow pen still lay under my right 

hand.  I lifted myself to a sitting position, and peeled the paper 
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away from my face. I must not have moved in my sleep at all, 

because none of the other papers scattered about had so much as a 

wrinkle in them. I got up, and looked around for a clock. When I 

first wake up, every room, every place I’ve ever been, becomes a 

completely new scene, and I a lost stranger. On the wall there was 

a nice clock, with roman numerals, a brass frame, and ornate 

hands. But, in this state of half-awake, roman numerals do me no 

good, and I continued my search. Finally, in one corner of the 

room, on top of a filing cabinet, there was a digital clock. It said it 

was just after ten. That seemed like a lot of sleep, but then, I had 

no idea what time it was when I went out. I forewent the shower, 

and changed right into some grungy old work clothes, and found 

some beat old shades. Today’s big task for work was to clean up 

the outside. I got out the trusty cd player, and the trusty cd player 

utility belt, which had a handy pouch for carrying the player 

without actually having to have huge pockets, or work with one 

hand. Then it was straight to the outdoors. It had cost me quite a 

lot to find a lawnmower that was both high quality, but well 

insulated and quiet enough to be able to listen to music. It was still 

loud, and my least favorite part of grounds work, but compared to 

the standard mower, it was awesome. I did the mowing first, to get 

it done, and then got out the weed-whacker to take care of the 

edging. Only about a month ago I had planted some new flowers, 

and those were all doing well. I made a quick patrol sweep, to get 

rid of any weeds I caught sprouting up, but that was painless and 

nearly effortless. Just to feel overly accomplished, I changed the 

three bulbs that had burned out around the parking lot, and hosed 

down the sidewalks to get rid of all the grass and dirt from the 

maintenance I had just done. All of this took only four hours or so, 

and as I stepped back to my own place, and looked across the 

parking lot, to see the entire complex, I could easily say with 

pride: ‘Damn, but I’m a great landlord.’  

I put away all my tools, and went inside for a much 

deserved shower. I turned the stereo up a little, so I could hear the 

music loud and clear from where I was, and then I got dressed 

again, into fresh, new clothes. Nothing fancy, mind you, the 

average work day outfit pretty much consisted of jeans or shorts, 
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and a t-shirt of some kind. If I was feeling like a little variety, I 

would wear cords, or maybe a Hawaiian shirt. Today was a 

Hawaiian day. This one was red and orange and yellow, with little 

blue flowers. Aloha. I walked past the office on my way out of the 

bedroom, and I noticed a little light blinking. Someone must have 

called while I was in the shower, so I went in to investigate.  

“Hey, Marc, man, I just got up, and I thought I might take 

a look at that other apartment, and maybe move in, but it looks 

like I woke up before you for once. Haha haa, I win! Anyway, 

give me a call, man, whenever you get this so we can check it 

out—beep” 

Weird guy. I grabbed one of my spare keys from the pegs 

on the wall, and found some sandals by the door. I walked across 

the parking lot to Benny’s place, where the door was open a little. 

Pink Floyd was escaping through the crack in the door, and inside 

I could hear conversation going on between two of the apartment’s 

inhabitants. I pushed the door open a little more, knocking and 

stuck my head in. Brad and Synthia were sitting on the couch. 

“Benny ‘round?” 

“Uh, yeah, man, he’s in the kitchen. BENNY! MARC 

THE LANDLORD IS HERE, MAN!”  

“-alright..” Benny was yelling from the kitchen. 

“He’ll be right out, man. Come on in.” 

I stepped inside, and swung the door back a few inches 

from closed. Synthia extended a bag of Chewy Chips-ahoy out to 

me.  

“I dig your shirt.” 

“Thank you.” I took two cookies, and she set the bag back 

down on the coffee table. Benny came to the doorway of the 

kitchen, and stopped.  

“Hey, Marc. Do you want anything to drink?” 

“No thanks. I have cookies.” 

“Cool, we have cookies?” He opened the fridge and got 

out a Pepsi, and then came out of the kitchen. “Finally wake up, 

huh?” 

“Actually, I was in the shower when you called. I was up 

early, didn’t you hear me mowing the lawn?” 
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“Of course not, I was still asleep ‘early’. Dammit, I never 

win. Oh well, shall we go?” 

“Definitely.” Benny walked to the door, stopping to grab 

some cookies from the bag on the coffee table, and we left the 

apartment. He told me on the way over about a new plan they had, 

to move Brad into the laundry room, so Greg and Sarah could 

have more privacy. He asked if it was okay if they were to hang a 

hammock in there. I agreed, as long as they anchored the hooks 

solid enough that it wouldn’t tear down the wall. We came to 

apartment 28. I unlocked the door, and we went inside.  

“It looks so much bigger when it’s empty.” 

“Most of the rooms should be the same size. It’s an end 

apartment, so the laundry room, and the master bedroom are a 

little larger, and the kitchen has a pantry.” 

“Wow. Why are the rooms on the ends so different?” 

“You know, I have absolutely no idea. I shampooed the 

carpet, and scrubbed everything down before I left. I haven’t filled 

in any of the pin holes in the walls, or repainted anything yet. Take 

a look around, and see if everything is alright.” And so Benny 

walked slowly around the apartment, from room to room, sipping 

his Pepsi, and eating cookies, like some kind of early man 

searching for animal tracks, or food. After he made a circle, 

checking every room, he came back, and smiled, swallowing his 

last bite of cookie. 

“I like it. We’ll take it.” 

“Okay. Let me go put together the things you need to sign 

to switch over. Then I’ll give you your keys, and give you guys a 

hand moving, if you want.” 

“Right on. I’m going to go wake everyone up, and get 

things together as much as I can. You’ll stop by when you get the 

papers ready?” 

“Yeah. It’ll only take me like ten minutes.” 

“Cool.” He started for the door, then stopped in mid-step, 

and turned back. “Will you have enough keys for all of us?” 

“Yeah. I had some more made, when I thought of this 

plan. I was going to wait until after I painted and finished 

turnover, but I decided you might like to move sooner.” 
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“Good thinking. Yeah, I think Kingsley will like it sooner, 

too. Okay, see you soon.” And he went out the door. I walked over 

to my apartment, and went to the file cabinet. I pilled the forms I 

needed, and quickly wrote everything down I needed to, billing 

information as well as all the standard application information 

from their current rent forms, and wrote that everything was paid 

for and ready. I went over to the wall where I kept the keys, on a 

corkboard with many hooks in it, similar to what you see in hotels, 

and took the other key ring off of hook number 28. On the ring 

were six keys. I replaced the spare I used to get in before, and set 

the keys on the paperwork. I went in to take a quick leak before 

going back over to Benny’s place. I ran back into the office to grab 

the paper and keys, when the phone rang. Always rings when I’m 

about to run out the door. I picked up the receiver, and brought it 

to my ear.  

“Hello?” 

“Marcus Freeman?” No, wrong number. My name is Pat. 

“Yeah.” 

“This is Lionel Gifford, from Western Property 

Management.” The uptight people I got the job through. Great. 

“Oh, hi, Lionel.”  

“We received a few calls, this past week, that you had 

been neglecting your position.” Damn that Mrs. Kingsley. 

“Oh, yeah, see, I went to the beach for a week, and the 

two guys who were supposed to cover for me forgot, or bailed, and 

they didn’t show.” 

“But you continued on your trip anyway?” Oh, Hell no, I 

canceled it to come back and baby-sit the elderly. 

“Well, I was already gone. I didn’t know that they weren’t 

here.” 

“And what was it, exactly, that held you from calling and 

checking in on your substitutions?” Handcuffs,  feathers, and two 

beautiful blonds. 

“I’ve had these guys cover for me before, when I’ve gone 

on vacation. They never had any problems, and I didn’t want to 

ruin my trip by thinking about work all the time.” 
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“You do realize that leaving your complex for that long 

without leaving anybody else in charge, or giving your tenants 

warning is against the contract you signed.” I fucking hate 

contracts. Always bite me in the ass. Always.  

“I realize that, but it wasn’t completely without warning. I 

put it in the last notice I gave out, and I had my cell phone with me 

the entire time.” 

“Regardless, we still received complaints of problems 

arising from your absence. Recklessness, wild parties, neglected 

maintenance.” How much chaos could have happened in a week?  

“I’ve taken care of all those problems already. There were 

actually no parties, and I’ve solved any and all the problems of my 

absence. Can I ask what exactly the problems were, and who 

reported them?” 

“I’m sorry, I cannot give out that information. I was 

calling to let you know that your performance reports are coming 

up for review. If the Board is displeased with the work you’ve 

done so far, they may decide to replace you.” Yeah, you sound 

broken up about it. 

“You’re talking about replacing me but you won’t even 

tell me the exact nature of the problems?” 

“I am not at liberty to answer any questions at this time. 

You will receive a call from one of the board members in a few 

days, and that will be a time for more open discussion.” How very 

official, and top-secretive. Pardon me for breaking form.  

“Alright. Thanks then.” 

“Have a good day, Mr. Freeman.” Yeah. You too. Bastard. 

“Yeah. You too.” 

I gently set down the receiver, controlling my anger. How 

could they be talking about replacing me? I’m damn good at my 

job. It’s not my fault my loser, slacker friends forgot to come over, 

and it’s not my fault that some tenants need to complain to 

someone every other day. No, it’s okay. This will blow over. It’s 

just official procedure. Technicalities. They’ll review my history 

here, and see that I’ve been doing a great job. It’ll all pass over. 

Right now, I have to go take care of moving Benny. I took the 

papers and keys in hand, and went out the door. Benny’s door was 
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wide open, and everyone was running around inside, piling things 

in open boxes, baskets, clothes hampers, and anything else big 

enough to pile things in for transport.  

“Hey! Long ten minutes, huh?” 

“Sorry, the phone rang on my way out the door.” 

“Good news?” 

“Only if you want a new landlord.” 

“You leaving?” 

“If they review my file and the complaints they got over 

the past week, and they decide they want someone else, then, 

yeah.” 

“No way. But you’re awesome, man! They can’t get rid of 

you.” 

“I’m sure I’ll be fine. It’s just company policy to review 

when they get complaints.” 

“That really sucks, man.” 

“Hey, don’t worry about it. We’re here to move you into a 

new apartment, not worry about my job. Here’s the paper to sign, 

and here’s the keys.” I handed him the contracts and key ring. He 

signed the papers, and then handed them back. I gave him the pink 

copy (Which is actually white, the same as the top one, but in my 

mind the customer’s copy should always be the ‘pink copy’), and 

put the others in my back pocket. Benny started passing out the 

keys to all his roommates, and then remembered something, 

reached into his pocket, and handed me a handful of keys. I took 

them, and pocketed them. Then we started the moving process. 

Big furniture went first, and then smaller furniture and heavy 

boxes. The final touches, decorations, curtains, and posters were a 

chaotic venture, people grabbing armloads and running from room 

to room. Brad disappeared halfway through all the moving. 

Surprisingly, it only took four and a half hours to move it all, with 

the six of us. Just as we were setting down the last trip of stuff, 

Brad wandered in, looking pleased. He had just set up his 

hammock and his dresser in their laundry room. I was told that 

they had everything under control, so I went back, to make one 

last check in Benny’s old place. It really did look bigger 

completely empty. There was something sticky in the carpet in the 
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second bedroom, and quite a few tack holes in the walls, but 

nothing too terribly troublesome. I should be able to take care of 

the turnover work in no time at all. Not this day, though. My 

muscles were tired, and some a little sore, from all the lifting that 

goes along with moving. And when I looked at the clock on my 

phone, I became suddenly very aware of being incredibly hungry. 

I called the pizza place to order dinner, and walked back to my 

apartment. As I put the key in the lock, and was opening the door, 

I heard footsteps coming up behind me. I turned, and Rebecca was 

walking I the direction of my door.  

“Hi there.” I turned the knob and pushed the door open. 

“Hi.” 

“I don’t think Brandi is home yet, but you’re welcome to 

come in anyway.” I reached in and turned on the light switch. 

“Thanks.” She walked past me, into the apartment. I 

followed, and shut the door.  

“Just make yourself at home. I have some pizza on the 

way, if you want some.” 

“Oh, thanks. I’m not really hungry though.” She sat down 

on a couch, and set her purse on the coffee table. 

“Can I get you anything to drink?” I walked to the office 

door to check the machine. The light was blinking.  

“No thanks.” I walked in and hit the button. 

“Hey Honey, its me. Mom invited me to dinner tonight 

after work, so I might be home pretty late. Don’t wait up. Bye—

beep” I walked back to the doorway to the office. 

“You sure? It’s okay to say yes, you know. I’m having 

something.” 

“I guess I’ll have something.” 

“What do you want?” I walked to the kitchen and opened 

the fridge. 

“I don’t care.” I grabbed two cans of soda.  

“You get cream soda. Is that okay?” I set a can in front of 

her. 

“Yeah. That’s my favorite.” There was a knock at the 

door. I set down the other can, and opened it. I paid the pizza guy, 
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and closed the door again. I set the pizza on the coffee table, and 

sat down at the couch.  

“Brandi left a message on the machine. She says she’s 

going to her mom’s for dinner tonight, and will probably be back 

late. Your welcome to stay if you want though.” I opened the pizza 

box. 

“Oh, no, I don’t want to impose.” She started to stand up. 

“You sure? You look like something is bothering you. Do 

you want to talk about it?” I stopped digging for food, and looked 

at her.  

“You don’t really want to listen to me talk about my 

problems.” 

“Sure I do. Here, sit back down, have a slice of pizza and 

some cream soda, and tell me what’s wrong.” She hesitated, 

looking at me, trying to decide whether I was being honest, or just 

polite. Then she sat down, took a napkin and a slice of pizza, and 

took a bite. She chewed, staring in front of her. She swallowed 

laboriously, even though she had taken a small bite 

“I think Steve might be cheating on me.” 

“What makes you say that?” 

“He’s been gone every night since we got back. Today I 

called his office, to see if he was coming home for dinner, and 

what he wanted. They told me he had already gone home. When I 

asked if they had fixed everything from the other day, his secretary 

was confused. She said she didn’t know what I was talking about, 

and that everything had been running smoothly there.” She looked 

like she was having trouble talking. I didn’t know if she was 

starting to cry, or choking on her pizza, or both. “I asked if he had 

come back during his trip to clean up after someone under him 

left, and she said that he had only been back for two days now, and 

that both days were half-days.” 

“Wow, I’m sorry. Have you talked to him about it?” 

“I haven’t really seen him. He comes in late after I go to 

sleep, and he leaves early in the morning. I asked it about him this 

morning, before he left, and he just brushed it off, saying he had to 

go to work, he was late, but we could talk later, and of course he 

wasn’t seeing anyone else…but then he wasn’t at work, and didn’t 
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come home on time…” She started sobbing too much to form the 

words anymore. I put down my pizza and sat closer to her, putting 

my hand on her shoulder.  

“Hey, hey, you don’t know that he’s cheating. Maybe he’s 

just out with his friends. Or maybe he’s trying to surprise you with 

something.” She started talking through the tears, her words 

slurring, barely making it out through gasping sobs. 

“He’s ne’er surpris’d me with a’ythin’ roman’ic. When he 

wan’s to do som’th’ng nice, he has his secr’tary buy me flowers, 

or a gif’, or he gib’s me money and takes me shopping…He 

just…I don’ know, I jus’ feel it inside, tha’ he’s…with s’meone 

else. He…he…he promised that it w’s the last time. He said he 

lub’d me…and di’n’t wan’ anyone but me…” 

“Has he cheated on you before?” She nodded 

“Uhh-huuh” 

“And you took him back” 

“He said h’ wa’ sorry…and I lub ‘im…” she convulsed 

with her pain and sadness, and she fell towards me, the top of her 

head pushing against my chest, her arms clinging to my waste. I 

could feel my shirt balled into her fists, and she cried harder than 

I’ve ever seen anyone cry before. I told her it would be okay, and 

massaged the back of her neck with one hand, the other resting on 

her back. After she cried for a while, shaking and gasping for air, 

she calmed down. She let go of my shirt, and let her arms loosen 

up. She sniffled, and lifted her head. Her eyes were bloodshot and 

covered with a thick layer of tears. Her nose was running. I got her 

some tissue from the end table, and wiped her eyes, and the 

corners of her mouth. She blew her nose in it, and I tossed it in the 

top of the pizza box with the uneaten crusts and napkins. I tucked 

the stray hair behind her ear. She looked shaken, and I wasn’t sure 

how stable she was.  

“Are you going to be alright?” 

“I think so. Thanks. I’m sorry to break down on you like 

that...” 

“Hey, no, that’s perfectly alright. I’m glad I could be here 

for you.” 

“I guess I should go home and wait for him now…” 
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“Brandi should be home before too long tonight. You’re 

welcome to stay here and wait for her, if you want. I can sleep in 

my office.” 

“Thanks, but I don’t want to impose. I’m going to go 

home, and wait. When he comes home, we’ll talk. I guess that’s all 

I can do. If he’s cheating, then it’s over. If not, then there’ll be 

logical explanations for everything, right?” She lifted her chin, her 

jaw looked set and determined. 

“Right. So you’ll be fine?” 

“Yeah. I’ll be fine.” 

“Alright. If you need anything, you can call, or come by, 

even if Brandi isn’t here, alright?” 

“Thanks Marc…She’s lucky, you know. You really are a 

sweet guy.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Okay, I’m going to leave you to your pizza now. I’ll talk 

to you later.” She stood up and took her purse from the coffee 

table, and walked over to the door. 

“Yeah. Good luck.” I stood, and walked after her, opening 

the door. 

“Thanks. Bye.” She left into the night, walking focused 

and direct to her car. I had a feeling if she did see Steve tonight, 

she would probably sooner tear him apart than break down again. 

Good. Poor girl, having to deal with that damn ape. But, you can’t 

help who you fall in love with.  

The remaining slice of pizza had grown long cold, so I 

picked everything up and threw it away. I wandered around the 

house, tidying up after myself, putting away my paperwork for the 

day, and making sure everything looked nice. I wouldn’t want 

Brandi to come home late to a messy apartment. Then I put 

Nikki’s cd back in the stereo, sat in my reading chair, and read. 

Time and space disappeared. There was no existence beyond my 

maroon, plush chair, there was no air besides the music, and there 

were no words and no people besides the characters in the book. I 

finished the book with a yawn, trying to stretch off the tinge of 

that lonely feeling I always get when I finish a book. Something I 

have grown attached to, enjoyed, and been comforted by was 
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finished and gone. But I was too tired to be overwhelmed by this 

feeling, so I got up, and went to bed. As I was falling asleep, I 

thought how odd it was that Brandi wasn’t back from her mom’s 

yet. 
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Following the path I fell through night after night, I flew, 

floating past the same surrounding movies, overlapped and all 

playing at once. I was reminded for the first time of the walls of 

television sets on display in electronics stores. Only I could see 

actual lives now, not Hollywood dreams. I could look into real 

eyes, and feel real pain. In a convenience store at night, a woman 

stops to get gas and some coffee, and maybe some cupcakes, to 

tide her over. She’s been driving for fifteen hours, and only has 

three more to go until she can see her family again. She smiles as 

she pictures her husband, holding their young son. He would be 

three in another month. As she was pouring her coffee, she heard 

the door ring behind her. She was turning around to go to the cash 

stand when she heard the gunshot. Scared, she dropped her coffee, 

and looked at the man who had just fired the gun. He turned it to 

her, and she closed her eyes for the last time, saying a prayer for 

her husband, and baby boy. In suburbia, a little girl is playing 

fetch with her dog in the front yard, while her mother works on her 

garden. She throws the ball, and it bounces, rolling across the 

street to the other side. Knowing the dangers the street holds, she 

chases after the dog, calling it back. She finally catches up to it, in 

the middle of the pavement. She glares at the dog with concern, 

and starts to reprimand him for his actions. Her words are cut 

short by the squealing tires of a pickup truck, the drunk driver 
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going entirely too fast, and stopping entirely too late. The world is 

silent as the truck stops, except for the world-shattering cries of a 

mother who just lost her firstborn child. Half a world away, and 

high in the air, a young man who will be graduating college soon 

is taking his first flight in an airplane. For his birthday, his 

parents bought him pilot lessons, and fulfilled a childhood dream. 

All his studying, and the ground classes have culminated to this 

point, when he will take the stick for the first time. Unfortunately, 

The weather does not grant wishes quite so readily, and a storm 

overcomes the small Cessna craft. The student pilot hasn’t 

anywhere near the skill to maneuver through it, and while his 

instructor does, he won’t have enough time before lightning strikes 

the engine to get them to safety. They close their eyes, blinded by 

the burning electricity, and the heat from the flames. His life’s 

ambitions and dreams all flash in front of his eyes, as the ground 

comes closer. He tries to scream, but he doesn’t even have time to 

get in a single breath before it’s all over. Heartbreaking scene 

after heartbreaking scene, more tragedy than a mind can handle. 

My emotions shut down, and I watch the horrors unfold with pain, 

but can no longer find the tears. The fire that rips apart the 

pictures, that used to burn my very soul, seems only lukewarm, just 

as the cold that freezes the burning sun into ice seems merely a 

cool breeze. It shatters, but the sound no longer explodes in my 

ears. Instead, I think for the first time how pretty it all sounds, 

twinkling like a wind-chime in a soft summer wind. The shards and 

I fall, all racing one another, to see who can land first in the pool 

of my own blood at the bottom. It’s a photo-finish as we all hit the 

surface, causing countless ripples from countless sources. I wait 

for the pictures, knowing what to expect before I even see them. 

They come, and they flash. I face them with the confidence of a 

man who has already been given the death penalty, watching in 

silent pain as I see my Brandi engage in the most intimate of 

embraces with Steve, bending and sweating to every human limit. I 

see my band, and the man in the string-tie making deals without 

me there, only two men in shadows. I see Rebecca, crying as she 

packs her bags. She plans to go away, and start over in a new 

place, no longer able to look at the pictures, or the memories of 
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the places they shared. And then I see Nikki. I see her packing, and 

smiling to herself as she imagines that it will be like to move to a 

new place. What it will be like to move to where I am. She 

imagines us hanging out and grins as she gives a soft plush tiger a 

little squeeze, and holds it closer to her body. There is still a tear 

in her eyes, as she remembers hearing for the first time about my 

engagement plans. But she smiles again, the words of the gypsy 

Magdeline repeating in her ears. I see her room, similar, only torn 

apart. Her case is torn open, clothes everywhere. Everything 

becomes static and blurs, like terrible reception or bad tracking. I 

can no longer see Nikki clearly, but in between the flashes and 

spinning screens, I can make out a shape that I take for her face. 

In all the distortion, her face is blue, her lips purple. She is still 

smiling, and looks like she was merely posing for a surreal 

painting, a beautiful piece of art by Picasso or Dali. I don’t 

understand the pictures, but a fear sets inside of me. I become a 

wave of emotions, and tears flow from my horror and sadness, but 

I am too shocked to make a noise, or offer a proper cry of pain. I 

am in terror and sorrow, and though I search, I cannot find a 

reason why. Instead of answering, the image disappears at the 

touch of an angel, her wide smile making her even more beautiful 

than before. ‘Such sadness in this life’ she says, coming closer 

‘but such hope and joy, too. Her final thoughts, wishes, were to 

share with you what she couldn’t in life.’ I look up, confused, as 

she sets a hand on either shoulder. ‘Don’t worry. There will be no 

more of that tonight. No more riddles, either. Now, just let yourself 

go. Enjoy it, and remember it.’ And the world fades, not into 

darkness, as before, but into the extending blue glow, from the 

angel, that covers all life, and changes everything, into something 

altogether different. A new time, a new place. A new dream. 

I was in a great white room, with golden stripes and 

designs on the wall. There was an ornate silver mirror in the 

corner, on a stand carved to look like the legs on an ostrich. A 

huge bed with satin sheets stood against one wall, with dark oak 

posts rising almost to the tall, tall roof. Velvet curtains of Greens 

and Blues draped down, and back up. On one side, an elaborate 

dressing closet, with double doors that had frosted glass fronts, 
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was closed, but held warmth and light. Against the opposite wall, 

tall French doors opened out to a wide balcony. Sheer curtains 

flapped like ghosts in the light breeze. I stepped toward the open 

balcony doors, my eyes still adjusting to the light. As soon as I was 

no longer blinded, I saw a dark figure out on the balcony. She 

turned to face me, and I could see that it was Nikki. She 

approached me, out of the blinding light, and I could make out the 

soft, elegant dress she wore, in dark colors. She smiled at me, then 

looked down at herself, and around the room, then back at me 

again. ‘Sometimes wishes do come true. Isn’t it beautiful? I’m 

glad you got to see it. This is where I would come to think.’ The 

doors swung shut, but the windows were still open, and a breeze 

made the curtains dance along with the hem of her dress, all in 

time to some ancient heavenly tune. The sun faded behind clouds, 

and the room grew darker. By magic, candles in sconces on the 

walls came to life, and a warm yellow glow mixed in with the faint 

hints of pure light coming through the windows. Nikki walked 

toward me, and rested her arms on my shoulders. ‘And now you’re 

here with me, at least for tonight. I couldn’t ask for anything 

better. And now it’s safe to say it. I love you, Marcus. Don’t say 

anything. You don’t have to. I know how you feel. I can see it in 

your eyes.’ She looked around the room again. ‘Here, there isn’t 

any confusion. There aren’t any girlfriends, or nightmares. Here 

there is only you, and me. Just follow your heart.’ She leaned 

forward, and kissed me. The kiss she gave me in the hotel room, 

when she said goodbye, was nothing compared to the fire and 

passion in this kiss. The lightning she held in her eyes leapt into 

my body, and crawled across my skin. She smiled again, and took 

my hands. The light outside grew darker, stars now shining. She 

led me over to the tall satiny bed. Music came from the walls, that 

I couldn’t identify, but moved my soul. She kissed me again, and 

her hands lifted off my shirt. Another kiss, and she undid my pants. 

She smiled again, and turned her back to me. I could see her unzip 

the back of her dress, and as she removed it, slowly her shoulders 

came into view. Her body in the candle-light made my heart stop 

beating, and I was frozen. She turned back to me, and pushed me 

back, gently, onto the bed. My pants, she held on to, and they came 
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away from me. She sat next to me on the bed, her soft curves 

lighted dimly, like a marble statue of a breathtaking goddess. She 

leaned towards me, and wrapped her arms around me, and kissed 

me again. Together, we lay back on the bed. And together, we 

shared more passion and love than I have any measure for. In that 

room, I felt every extent of joy and pleasure, happiness and love 

that the human soul is capable of feeling. And as I lay in bed, next 

to her, with her head on my chest, and her arms wrapped around 

me, I felt alive. She turned her head up to me, and looked at me 

with crystal clear eyes, more beautiful than anything on earth. ‘I 

love you, Marcus’ She said again. I didn’t hesitate. I knew the 

truth. ‘I love you, too, Nikki.’ She smiled at me. ‘When you 

remember me, remember me like this. You gave me more in the 

short time we had together than anyone ever has before. Thank 

you.’ I felt a little confused, but too happy to be concerned ‘You 

make it sound so final.’ ‘That’s because this is goodbye, Marcus.’ 

‘I’m not ready to go yet.’ ‘No, not just yet. We have tonight. Sleep 

well, my love.’ And with that, she reached up, kissed me once 

more, and then lay her head back down on my chest. I stared at 

the velvet, draping above me, happier than I had ever been before. 

And then slowly, I drifted to sleep. 

 

When I woke up, it was already past noon. I was more 

relaxed than I had ever been in my life. It was like being dead, and 

resurrected again; a second birth. Even as I lay there, wide awake, 

the dream still refused to fade. It lingered. The smell of her skin, 

and the look in her eyes. Never had I had a more realistic dream, 

and never had I had a more romantic and passionate encounter 

with a girl. I sat up, and flipped back the blankets of my bed. As 

the fresh air hit me, I felt a cold wetness. I looked down. 

Incredible. I hadn’t had a wet dream since I was thirteen years old. 

I tossed my legs over the edge of the bed, and stood. I stripped off 

my sticky, musty smelling boxers and walked to the bathroom. I 

moved slowly through the rooms, still glowing from my dream. 

That smile lingered with me, with every step I took. I took a 

shower, and made some toast and grapefruit. I sat, pondering life, 

love, and the dream. I would be lying if I said I was any less 
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confused about what to do, but right then, it didn’t really matter. I 

knew that it would all be right, eventually. I would find the 

answers, and, in time, the problems would all be solved. That was 

enough for me. I went to the office, and checked for messages. I 

was concerned that it had been so long since I had seen Brandi 

last, and I had hoped maybe she would have called. But, as I saw 

the empty red light, I knew that I hoped more that Nikki had.  

Now I had a full day, and nothing to do. Which meant 

there was really only one thing I could do. I sat down, and turned 

on my computer. While it was warming up, I grabbed my 

notebook, and started to write:  

 

Through open windows 

Heaven storms in 

Virtuous glow 

With sweetness of sin 

 

Too perfect to hold 

I can feel your touch 

Heart stopped cold 

The beauty; too much 

 

Kiss me once more 

Share life’s breath 

No existence before 

But also no death 

 

Took God seven days 

Took you one night 

Eight thousand ways 

Only one right 

 

Take me there tonight 

Hold me until dawn 

Away at first light 

You’re never gone 
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I set down the book, and started writing in the computer, 

without so much as a pause or a moment of reflection. There was 

energy and fire in me, and my fingers couldn’t stop moving. It was 

hours before I took a break. I still wasn’t tired, and didn’t feel 

hungry, but my body simply said ‘it is time for a break.’ I leaned 

back, folding my hands on my stomach, and rocked a little in my 

desk chair. I turned sideways in my chair, to look at the afternoon 

sky through the open window. I had a drive to do something, but 

what? Was there something I was supposed to take care of? 

Somewhere I should be? There has to be a place I’d forgotten. I 

turned to one side, back to the other, searching frantically for some 

reminder. I paused briefly as I saw the framed T-shirt. I could feel 

it close, leaning back, playing absently with my new necklace. I 

gradually turned my head back, searching, and found only my 

painting. Ah, yes. With a bolt of memory, I spin back to the desk, 

found the phone, picked it up, and dialed for information. They 

asked for a city, and I told them the beach town. What name? 

Halloway. She searched, but found nothing. I begged her to search 

again, but still she found nothing. What now? The computer, of 

course. The internet is bound to be useful. I got online, and I 

started searching. Listing after listing, and I could not find a damn 

thing that looked even close. How could it be so difficult to find 

one phone number? Bah, no time for negative feelings. It’s a 

beautiful day, and I should be outside. I decided a walk would do 

me good, and put on shoes. I grabbed my portable cd player, and 

the Nikki cd, and joined the outside world. Twice, the cd played, 

while I walked around the town, through city streets and places I 

don’t think I’d ever been before. When I was walking back 

through the front gates of the complex, and I noticed a van sitting 

in front of an apartment, with the name ‘Henderson’s Glass’ 

airbrushed on the side. It must be Thursday. They would want as 

signature before long. Unless, of course, they’ve been waiting for 

me. I wandered over that way. I saw a new window up, and a man 

in white overalls was wiping it down. Another one was writing on 

a clip board, standing at the back of the van, with one leg up in the 

inside of the pen doors.  
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“Hey there. I suppose you’re the guy’s that’re here to fix 

Julie’s Window, right?” 

“That we are. And who are you?” 

“I’m the landlord here.” 

“Well, in that case, I was just about to go looking for you. 

I’ll need to see some ID, and then I’ll need a signature.” 

“I can do that.” I showed the man my driver’s license, and 

he wrote down the number, and then I showed him the card issues 

me by Western Property when they got me this place. A 

verification number, just for these purposes, so they would know it 

was a legitimate bill they were getting, for legitimate work done. 

He wrote down that as well, and handed me the clipboard to initial 

and sign. That done, he handed me a pink slip, and a business 

card, and the both of them got in, and drove away. I looked again 

at the new window. It looked very much like I expected it to. 

Inside, Julie was on the phone, walking in circles in the living 

room. When she saw me, she smiled and waved. I waved back, 

and started walking back towards my apartment. Benny was on the 

way back to my place, so I stopped and knocked on the door. 

Michelle let me in.  

“Hey. I just wanted to stop and see if everything got 

moved in all right.” 

“Yeah. We were up until the sun came up this morning 

getting everything put back together, but it’s finally done. Benny 

went to the library with Synthia, or I’m sure he’d thank you 

himself, for helping us.” 

“It was my pleasure. And it looks good in here, too. You 

like it here, or is it just the same?” 

“Actually, we really like it already. The sun doesn’t shine 

right through my window in the morning here, and Brad has 

already made the laundry room into a reasonable place to live, so 

we have our own room now.” 

“Right on. Well, I’ll be going away now. I was just 

making sure you guys didn’t need anything.” 

“We’re fine. Thanks, Marc. We’ll see you later. You 

know, you can stop by, any time you’re bored. We all like you, 

man.” 
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“Thanks. That’s really awesome. I just might do that.” 

“Cool. Take it easy, man.” 

“You too.” 

The library! That’s it! That’s exactly what I needed! I 

didn’t even go back to my apartment; I just got in my car, and took 

off. The library wasn’t far away at all. I sprinted up the stairs and 

in through the doors. At was getting to be dusk, and I wasn’t 

terribly sure when the library closed. There was no way I was 

going to miss my chance, and wait another day. The reference 

section inside was labeled with a massive sign hanging from the 

ceiling. That was what was looking for. In the reference section of 

the library, there exists a shelf, holding mostly phone books from 

this region, and outlying cities and counties. Often times the 

library phone books aren’t as updated. They still keep the old ones 

out there. I wasn’t sure if they would have what I was looking for, 

but it might be worth a chance. I started at the beginning of the 

row, reading the back of every book. Dozens of them, all in a row. 

City after city, I was nearing the end of the shelf and I hadn’t 

found it yet. Then, only seven books in from the end, I found the 

cities I was looking for. I found the newest book first, but that 

wasn’t what I wanted. Two books away, was the copy from two 

years earlier. I pulled it from the shelf, and set it on the floor, 

opening it to the ‘H’ section. And then, there it was. Gloria 

Halloway. The only Halloway listing in the book. The address 

didn’t look too familiar, but this had to be it. Nikki said her mom 

had just gotten married, so of course her name wasn’t listed as 

Halloway in the computer, but here, this was before the drunk. I 

grabbed a stubby pencil and a paper scrap from the top of the 

shelves, and wrote down the phone number, and prayed this would 

still be it. I closed the book, and returned it to its shelf. I didn’t 

even want to wait until I got home. I took my cell phone from its 

holder, and dialed the number, remembering to save it, for future 

use. The phone rang, rang, rang, and, finally, there was an answer. 

From the machine. But I knew that voice. 

“Hi, you’ve reached the home of Gloria and Richard 

Nathan, and Nikki Halloway. Leave a message and we’ll call you 

back—beep” 
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Nikki Halloway. Perfect. I left a quick message to call me, 

and hung up. I had really wanted to talk to her. I figured I’d call 

again later, and if she wasn’t there, just not leave a message, and 

hope they don’t have caller ID. I lingered awhile in the library, 

looking around for anything good, or any ideas of books to read, 

and to see if Benny was still here. I never actually check books out 

of the library to read, only ever for research. I can’t really relax 

with library books. They all have those filthy cumbersome dust 

jackets, which are taped on there with industrial strength library 

tape. Many of them smell funny, and you never know where 

they’ve been. A lot of people read while they’re sitting on the 

john. And what about those people who don’t wash their hands 

well after changing diapers or using the bathroom? All those 

smokers and people who refuse to clean. An entire history of filth, 

marching right into my skin at the first touch. Yugh. Since I had 

gotten all I really wanted from the library, I decided to vacate the 

premises. I got into my car, and pulled out of the parking lot. I 

decided to try Nikki again, and pressed redial. It rang and rang 

again, but only the machine answered. I closed my phone, and set 

it down, and turned my eyes, if not my imagination, to the road. I 

wonder where she is? My answer came in the form of an 

intolerable headache, which turned everything I saw blood red. I 

fought the impulse to close my eyes, focusing on the road, and 

gripping the wheel so hard I thought my knuckles would burst 

from their skin. I could see Nikki’s room, the posters and lights, 

the same as in last night’s dream, only there was no Nikki. No, 

concentrate on driving. The scattered clothes and suitcases had 

been folded and stacked on the floor. Much of the things that were 

shattered had been removed, but some of the shelf decorations 

remained broken. Focus, Marc, Focus. The road. A flower sat on 

the bed, and there were wrinkles in the newly made bedding, like 

two fists had been gripping it tightly. That road, right there in front 

of you. Down the hall, in the living room, two people sat in chairs. 

A thin, tired woman, with wrinkles and empty eyes sat with a 

straight back, in a black dress, staring ahead of her, oblivious to 

the world, a wax statue on a tweed recliner. A large man wore 

black slacks, and a stained tank top drank from a bottle of vodka, 
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angry and troubled. Wait, who are they? Outside, with a shining 

sun, and green grass, people in black clothes cluster together in a 

circle. In the center is a dark wooden casket, raised above a deep 

hole in the ground. The preacher is reading from a book. The 

stone cold woman and the fat drunk are there, standing right next 

to him. The woman is wearing the same blank face, but tears fall. 

The man is now wearing the rest of a black suit, and staring 

straight ahead, confused by the lack of drink, and some greater 

trauma. They must be her mom and step dad, Why are they at a 

funeral? No…a tombstone. She couldn’t be…on it, the name looks 

familiar and yet completely enciphered. She just…she can’t…that 

has to be someone else…The letters are engraved deep. They spell 

out a name. ‘Nikki Halloway.’  

I scream, but the sound is covered by a louder scream, as 

tires fight hard against the asphalt of the road, desperately 

attempting to break, the horn of a car blaring. Lights, blinding and 

tinted blue, flash and push away the gravestone from my mind. I 

try to focus my attention forward, on the lights, but before I can 

even look straight, my entire world is knocked loose from itself. 

My car shakes and spins violently, throwing me against first the 

steering wheel, and then the seat, over into the passenger side, and 

then hard against the window. The splitting pain from the impact 

takes control away from the pain from the headache. I finally can 

control my body, and try to sit up, when the world moved beneath 

me again, from behind, slamming the car away from me, flinging 

me once more towards the colored lights of the dashboard. I 

tumble to the side, and the world finally comes to a rest, with me 

sitting at an incline, sideways, draped over to the passenger side. I 

faintly hear hissing, and horns, and distant yelling. I see lights 

flashing past, but then they fade out, and the entire world goes 

black. 
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The colors flew by me, and I knew what to expect by now. 

The lives and stories unfolded themselves to me, begging me to 

hear their story. Some I already knew. Some I did not. A girl was 

at a party with a guy one of her friends had introduced her to. He 

took her to a room in the back, to look at one of the host’s 

paintings. She stepped into the room, and he locked the door 

behind her. As she stood admiring the colors, he came behind her 

and took away her drink. It was the fifth that he himself had made 

for her. He started to unzip her dress. She turned, and told him no. 

The look on his face told her everything, before he could make a 

move to force himself on her. She knew what was going to happen 

next, and she screamed. It was a big party, and the music was 

loud. Nobody would hear. A man is driving home from work, and 

is thinking about where he wants to stop to get dinner for himself 

and his new bride. He makes his mind up, and looks up to notice 

bright headlights coming straight at him. He smashes into the 

black Beretta, spinning it around, and into another car, and 

eventually a ditch. Many more cars are involved before the painful 

cataclysm comes to an end. Luckily, most of the drivers will 

survive. The man, however, has not, and neither will the man two 

cars back, who suffered a heart attack. Across town, emergency 

vehicles broadcast reports about the crash. The men who drive 

them are currently trying to put out a house, which burst into 
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flames as the result of an accident with a malfunctioning stovetop. 

Firemen rush into the raging inferno to rescue the family trapped 

inside. As fire eats away the last support beam, their efforts are 

lost, and neither the firemen nor the civilians will ever make it out 

alive. I anticipate the flames of the sun, even as they burn through 

the house fire I just witnessed, and I anticipate the crystal sun 

growing cold, and shattering in a powerful spark of explosion. I 

no longer notice the falling, just the faces I see reflected on the 

glass; the tears in their eyes, the blood, and the agony. Their pain 

overwhelms mine, as I hit the ground among shards and a growing 

pool of my own blood. I see Brandi and Steve, and they act and 

play exactly as I’d expect, exactly as I have seen them do what 

must be a thousand times before. I am cold as I watch them, as 

though they were merely two snowflakes, fluttering about in the 

winter winds, twisting and dancing, touching and becoming one, 

just to separate, and join again. I see betrayal, my own friends 

playing the role of Judas, and I still feel nothing. I see Nikki, 

smiling. I see her empty room, with broken toys from her 

childhood, and broken decorations. On the nightstand is a plastic 

horse, with only one leg, and a crack in the back. Its plastic eyes 

watch a delicate flower placed on the bed. I see her mother, a 

statue of grief, and her step-father, drowning his own grief, and 

every other thought or emotion he’s ever had, in as much vodka as 

his body can hold. I see the funeral, again, and still find it 

unbelievable. The girl I shared a night with, perhaps only in a 

dream, but as real as anything, couldn’t possibly be in that shiny 

wooden box. But the words on the tombstone still told me 

otherwise. The angel appeared behind me, as the box was lowered 

into the dirt hole. ‘Is it true?’ ‘I’m sorry to say that it is.’ I could 

think of no more words. I watched in silence as dirt filled in, and 

sod was placed over the soil. Flowers were placed around the 

tombstone. That name…‘I wanted to call her, and tell her about 

what I saw, what I felt…’ ‘She knows. She was there. Now she can 

re-visit that memory forever.’ The crowd vanished, but the parents 

were still there, staring. Even the winds were loathe to move 

Gloria, motionless as a picture, a moment in time captured 

forever. Only her tears moved, as they drew a line slowly down 
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her face, and plunged to join their cause in the ground. And in the 

eyes of Richard reflected something else. A vague memory of a 

loss of control, of a rage, and a slight regret. It would haunt him, 

scrape, until he douses it in alcohol, and eventually hides it with 

denial and drunkenness. The angel set her hand on my shoulder, 

and did not fly away. I could feel her energy repeating to me that 

she was there, and that everything would be fine. I could steel feel 

it resonating throughout my body as the dream faded away, into 

that place where all dreams must go eventually.  

 

I woke slowly, as if being dragged slowly away from a 

cool, dry place. I could hear the sounds of machines, moving 

quietly. I could hear an intercom, muttering incomprehensible 

words, calling out names that made no sense. I was laying on my 

back, on a stiff and uncomfortable mattress. The sheets were 

coarse. My back was sore. How long had I been here? I opened 

my eyes. Everything was bright, and white, blinding me. The 

world adjusted itself, and I could finally see again. White tiled 

ceilings with many, many lights, reflecting off of white walls, and 

floors covered in white linoleum. I was in a hospital somewhere. 

That’s right. Last night, the car accident. Was I hurt badly? 

“Oh, I see you’re awake now.” A nurse was standing in 

the doorway.  

“What exactly happened last night? I don’t remember 

anything after the crash.” 

“You took a hit to the head pretty hard, and passed out. 

Someone on the road called for help. It was a pretty bad crash.” 

“Is everyone alright?” 

“You are. Most of the people from the crash got out with 

cuts and bruises. You were the only one who had to be taken to the 

hospital.” 

“So nobody else was hurt then?” 

“Well there were…two people who didn’t make it. The 

car you hit…the man wasn’t wearing his seatbelt. His chest was 

crushed by the steering wheel. And then a few cars back, there was 

a man…an elderly man, he had a heart attack.” 

“Oh, God…” 
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“The police are waiting for you to fill out an accident 

report. They got your insurance information from the glove box of 

your car. They called your house, but nobody answered. The 

police will give you a ride home, when you’re ready.” 

“Okay. Where are my clothes?” 

“They were washed. They’re in the nightstand. The nurse 

at the desk will have your papers for sign out. The police will see 

you when you’re done.” 

“All right. Thank you.” The nurse left. Two people dead, 

because of me. My god, how did that happen? Those fucking 

visions, and now I’ve killed two people. I got off the 

uncomfortable hospital bed, and removed the gown. I had a pretty 

bad cut on my left shoulder, bandaged up. There was another 

bandage over my chest, on the right side. It hurt less than the 

shoulder. Worst of all was my left leg, which was bandaged 

entirely on the upper thigh. It hurt like hell, and I had a limp 

because of it. I got dressed. My clothes were stained with blood, 

and torn from the accident. The hemp necklace was dyed red from 

the blood, and still felt somehow moist. I put it back around my 

neck, and tied the knots tight, so it would never have to come off 

again. I walked from the hospital room, following the blue signs 

through the complicated maze of hospital hallways. Eventually, I 

found the nurses desk. I signed the papers to get out, and for my 

health insurance, and she gave me tips on how to keep my 

bandages changed properly, and my wounds clean. Then I met up 

with a police officer in the waiting room.  

“Hi, officer, my name is Marc Freeman, I was told you 

were waiting for me to fill out an accident report?” 

“Right. I got down all your information here, and I filled 

out the technical facts on what happened. I just wanted to get your 

statement on the crash, how it happened. And then I can give you 

a lift home.” 

“All right.” 

“First of all, how do you feel?” 

“Um…good, that I’m still alive. Bad, that other’s aren’t. A 

little sore, a little banged up.” 
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“Can you tell me what happened last night? Do you 

remember the cause of the accident?” 

“Not really. I remember…I remember driving, and then I 

had this headache. It was terrible. I closed my eyes for a second, 

just because it hurt so bad. When I opened them, all I saw were 

headlights. And then nothing made sense. I was tossed around 

inside that car, and then I was sitting sideways, I must have got 

pushed into a ditch. And then…nothing. It went black.” 

“Do these headaches happen to you often?” 

“They never used to. Just recently. The past few days.” 

“All right. That’s really all I need. I called your insurance 

company when we reported the incident. I’ll send them a copy of 

the report, and I’m sure they’ll get a hold of you. Would you like a 

ride back home?” 

“Yeah. Um…my car…What happened to it?” 

“Oh, right. It was pretty badly damaged. We took it to a 

wrecking yard. Here’s the address. I can swing by there if you 

want, to get anything you need out of it…” 

“No, I’ll stop by myself, later. I still have my other car, 

back at the apartment.” 

“All right. Are you ready to go?” 

“Sure.” 

The officer gave me a ride home. I approached the 

apartment, mangled and limping, when the door whipped open, 

and Brandi came out, nearly running me over. She looked shocked 

to see me, and stared at me, from head to toe, with shock. 

“I know, I know, I look like I died, right?” 

“…I…just got the message on the machine…it said you 

were at the hospital…” 

“Yeah, I got in a car wreck last night. Since I was mostly 

fine, they let me go.” 

“How did you get home?” 

“A police officer gave me a ride. They said they couldn’t 

get a hold of anyone here last night.” 

“I was over at Rebecca’s last night. We were talking late, 

so I slept on their couch. Are you okay?” 
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“Yeah, just a few bumps and bruises. How’s Rebecca 

doing?” 

“She’s doing great.” 

“Great. Do you mind if we go back inside?” I followed her 

in and shut the door.  

“What are your plans? Do you need to call the insurance 

company or anything?”  

“No, they took care of all that already. I want to shower 

and change. And then I’m supposed to go practice at Cliff’s, and I 

should probably go take everything of value out of my Beretta 

before they turn it into a cube and ship it off to some recycling 

center or something.” 

“What time do you think you’ll be done?” 

“I shouldn’t be done before five, why?” 

“I thought maybe you might like to go out to dinner or 

something?” I gave her a kiss on the cheek.  

“Absolutely. I haven’t seen much of you lately.” 

“I know, I’m sorry. I’ve been busy lately. Too much to do, 

too little time.” 

“It’s alright, I know. Tonight then?” 

“Tonight.” She smiled at me and walked past me into the 

kitchen. I went and took a shower. The bandages got soaked, and I 

had to take them off, and change them. The shoulder started 

bleeding a little, in the hot water. The chest wound, which I still 

couldn’t tell what had caused, merely oozed a little. The leg was 

by far the worst of all my little scrapes. It had a lot of stitches 

holding it together, and it was still bleeding. I got out my first aid 

kit, and put all my dressings back on. I tossed my clothes into my 

room. I would probably save them. Souvenirs of the day I almost 

died. I put on some loose clothes with good airflow, and grabbed 

my bass, and keyboard, a practice amp, and a camera, and loaded 

them into the Torino. I waved goodbye to Brandi. She was on the 

phone, and waved back. Then I took off. The wrecking yard 

wasn’t all that far away from Cliff’s place, so I figured I’d stop by 

there, first. I had very little trouble getting to see my car. They 

apparently didn’t like it sitting around taking up space in its non-

cube form. I searched it, and took everything out of it. My cd 
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changer in the back, the spare tire, the jack, the contents of its 

various compartments, and I even pried out the stereo. The rest of 

the car was pretty far gone. The front end was pushed back, and 

up. I wouldn’t have been able to see over the hood, from the 

driver’s seat. The drivers side was all but caved in, the back dented 

so that the trunk was stuck open. Had there been rain last night, 

anything in there would have been ruined. As it was, I had to use 

the tire iron and a pocketknife to pry open just about everything I 

took. The attendant gave me a box to put everything in, and it all 

went into the Torino. After that, I went straight over to Cliff’s. 

Everyone else was already there, and set up. They didn’t look too 

happy to see me.  

“Sorry I’m late. I had somewhere I had to go first.” 

“Jesus, you look like shit, man. And you’re limping. What 

the hell happened to you?” 

“I got in a car accident last night, Cliff. Which is why I 

had to clear out my car before they total it out.” 

“We were wondering why you brought the Torino.” 

“And now you know. So, are we going to rock, or what?” 

The guys looked at each other, and then at the ground, which 

couldn’t have been pleasant, because Cliff had never once so 

much as vacuumed the floor, and he and his friends were not 

exactly clean people. Mike stepped forward.  

“Actually, we had something we wanted to talk to you 

about…” 

“Oh?” Jason’s turn now. 

“Yes, we…have been talking to Hank, and he thought 

maybe we should take the band in a different direction…” 

“He thought maybe if we tried a different style of singing, 

and maybe, a little bit more contemporary music. Maybe even 

someone on a keyboard or synthesizer, adding a little bit more 

electronic feel would help make us more…marketable.” 

“Ah, I see. Which means you’ll no longer be needing my 

singing. I imagine you’ll be wanting to find a new bass, correct?”  

“We thought…and Hank thought…a new direction…” 

“Oh, no, I understand. Don’t worry. I’ll just be leaving.” I 

turned around, bass in hand, to the direction of the front door. I 
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turned back when I got to the door. “Oh, by the way, guys. You’ll 

remember those first recordings we did, right? The demo stuff? 

And when I brought in the four-track? Well, just to protect our 

assets, I copyrighted everything we had recorded. I didn’t know 

anyone’s information at the time, so I just did it in my name. If I 

remember correctly, I managed to get every song except that one 

that we don’t play any more, what was it called, Gone to Me 

Now? So I wouldn’t recommend playing those anymore. Or using 

that band name. We might have a nasty lawsuit on our hands if 

you do. Thanks.” And out the door with me. I put the bass back in 

my car. As I was driving away, I saw two guys drive up the road 

in the other direction. I recognized them instantly. The two 

shadowy figures from my dreams. Maybe it’s just a coincidence. 

Or paranoia. Didn’t matter, really. I figured I’d just head home, 

and perhaps Brandi and I could make our dinner an early lunch. 

 I pulled back into Sun Pointe, and parked the car. The 

house was dark, so I figured I would just write for a while, until 

Brandi got back from wherever she was. I opened the door, and 

went in. There was a strange noise, which took me a while to 

place. First I thought it was some kind of animal outside, or maybe 

the neighbors’ music, muffled by the walls. But, that wasn’t it. I 

dropped my keys on the entry table, and started to follow the 

sounds. They led me through the apartment, and back through the 

hall. They led me until I stopped at the bedroom door, with my 

hand on the knob. I knew what was in there. I had seen it with my 

own eyes, I had been preparing my mind for it. But I still couldn’t 

believe it, I had to look, I had to show myself that it was nothing. 

It was a movie, or some kind of experimental music. I turned the 

knob. I could see Brandi. I recognized her dark hair flowing down 

her naked back, the little tattoo on her shoulder. I remembered the 

gentle rhythmic way she moved, her body writhing and twisting, 

in perfect motion. I knew those moans coming from those familiar 

lips. Between her legs, legs I had felt, velvety smooth, a thousand 

times before, was straddling Steve. His hands, the clumsy, 

manicured hands of someone who has never had to work, used 

mostly for money counting and finger-pointing, bluntly explored a 

body I knew by heart. Coarsely touching, grabbing. Grunting 
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faster, as the two of them reached their climax. She screamed, her 

head moved about wildly, tossing her hair in every direction, 

sending the smell of her perfume, which I had bought her for her 

birthday, throughout the room. She ceased grinding, and sat still, 

her shoulders heaving with heavy breaths. She adjusted the 

position of one leg, and half turned. Her face, neck, and chest were 

flushed, and glowed with the soft shine of perspiration. A single 

drop of sweat slid down her neck, in between her breasts. It was 

the only movement she made. Her face was frozen in fear. She had 

even stopped breathing. Her mouth was an open expression of 

shock. Moist strands of hair stuck to her forehead. And her eyes 

were locked onto me, open wide, like a rabbit, watching a hungry 

wolf. I stood perfectly still, and stared right back into those eyes. 

Eyes I had looked into every day, as she told me she loved me. 

Eyes I remember from the first night I met her, the first time we 

kissed, the first time we made love. Eyes that glistened the day we 

decided to move in together. Eyes that I could depend on. I stared 

at them, deeper and deeper, and for the first time I saw a darkness 

to them that I had never noticed before. I saw lies, and betrayal. I 

saw selfishness, and I saw, reflected from my own eyes, the 

anguish and pain of loss. I turned away from the ugliness of it all, 

and left the room, slamming the door behind me. I walked straight 

to my office, and started putting some of my favorite cds, my 

notebook, laptop, a book or two, all into my bag. The door to the 

bedroom opened and shut, and I heard footsteps in the hall. It 

opened and shut yet again. Brandi stood in the doorway of the 

office, wearing only the navy blue bed sheet wrapped around her, 

and held up with her left hand. Her right hand was held up, as 

though she was trying to reach something, but couldn’t get her 

arms past some invisible fence. In the background, Steve was 

standing just outside the bedroom, trying desperately to pull on his 

pants, having a hell of a time with them.  

“Marc…” 

“No, sorry to interrupt. I’ll just get a few things, and be 

out of your way.” 

“Marc, please…I’m sorry…I don’t know what to say…” 
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“You don’t have to say anything. Just go back in there, 

and go back to what you were doing. I didn’t mean to spoil your 

fun.” I kept my back turned to her, gathering things, but could see 

her reflection in the desk computer. She took a few steps toward 

me, finally finding strength to put her arm out. It looked like she 

was crying. 

“Don’t say that. I didn’t mean for you to see…I just…I 

don’t know. Can’t we talk about this, or something?” 

“No, I don’t really think we could get anywhere by 

talking, do you? What’s done is done. You’ve obviously moved 

on, though someone should really tell Rebecca.” I zipped up the 

bag, grabbed it, and walked past Brandi, and out the door. She 

followed, in her sheet. Steve just stood in the hall, his pants on 

inside out, looking confused and a little scared. 

“Marc, please don’t go! I know it looks bad, but we can 

work it out…I still love you, Marc.” 

“You shouldn’t say things like that. You might hurt 

Steve’s feelings.” I grabbed my keys off the table, and opened the 

front door. I could hear Brandi crying, behind me, nearly 

hysterical. 

“No! Please…please…Don’t go…Don’t go, Marc. I love 

you….Marc, I love you…” 

“Brandi?” I half-turned, to face her.  

“Marc…” She was crying too hard to say more, but 

walked closer to me, and rested her free hand on my shoulder. Her 

face was completely streaked with tears, and red. She was shaking 

so hard she could barely stand, and her grip on the sheet was 

slipping, the fabric covering her less and less with every passing 

second, every slight movement. I looked into her eyes, bloodshot 

and completely encased in tears.  

“Since you have a new boyfriend now, maybe you might 

see fit to get all your things out of here. It would just save you so 

much time and trouble if you didn’t have to keep coming back 

here to change, and I’d appreciate not seeing it. You can take the 

bed, too.  Lord knows where it’s been…” I turned back to the 

door, and left. Her hand fell from my shoulder, and her crying 

grew to loud wails in between sobs. I walked to the car, and set my 
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bag in the passenger seat, and got in, slamming the door behind 

me. Brandi chased me out, and tripped over the bottom of the 

sheet, falling to her knees on the grass, and pulling it out of her 

hands. I backed out, and she sat there on her knees, a bed sheet 

wrapped around only the bottoms of her legs. She screamed and 

she sobbed, and her naked body convulsed and shook with every 

gasping breath and every wailing shriek. Steve was standing 

somewhere in between the door and Brandi, holding his 

backwards slacks up with one hand, torn between trying to help 

Brandi, and running far and fast. And that is the way they stayed, 

as I drove off, and people started emerging from their apartments 

to see what all the noise was about, gasping and pointing at the 

nude girl in tears, shaking their heads at the adulterous man 

standing in the doorway. Gossiping, and gawking at the entire 

scene. They shrank in my rearview mirror, until I turned, and they 

were no more.  

I drove, and drove, and drove. I must have driven in 

circles, wandering every street in the city, but I don’t remember 

anything. I just drove, staring straight ahead. Whatever though I 

had suddenly became Brandi, that look of shock as she stared at 

me, frozen with Steve between her legs. So I decided not to think. 

The pain was overwhelming, but I had no tears. The betrayal was 

detrimental, but I felt no rage. I was only empty, and driving. 

Eventually, I found a fast food place, and parked. I sat in the car a 

while; maybe an hour, maybe ten minutes. A worker came out, 

and knocked on the window, asking if everything was all right, if I 

needed to use a phone to call for help. I told him I was just 

daydreaming. I went inside, and ordered food, but I didn’t have an 

appetite. I picked at it, and nibbled, until it was cold from being 

stared at. Then I got back in the car, and drove some more. It 

started to get dark. I found a safe place, where I could park for the 

night. I rearranged everything inside the car, putting the bass and 

the keyboard up front, and the amp in the trunk, and sat in the back 

seat. The air became stale, so I cracked the windows. And then I 

lied down, and stared up at the ceiling, and the trees beyond the 

window. I tried not to think, but even those words themselves 

found a way to transform into some distant memory of a love that 
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was now over. I thought about the dreams I had, the flashes, and 

looked at them, again, this time not as dreams, but as facts. It 

made perfect sense. Rebecca had been sad at the beach because 

every time Brandi had said she was with her, she was really with 

Steve. And whenever Brandi was gone afterwards, she was off 

with Steve. Which is why Rebecca knew he was cheating on her. I 

would have to call her, and tell her. I knew that. It was only fair, 

and she had been so down, and so worried, it would at least let her 

grieve, and move on. But I didn’t have the strength right then for a 

phone conversation. I didn’t have the strength for anything. Just to 

lay, and stare, and think. And so that’s that I did, laying, staring, 

thinking in circles, until my body finally tapped it’s last bit of 

adrenaline, and I passed out from sheer exhaustion.  
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I prayed that in my dead sleep I would not dream. Even as 

I started falling down that familiar passageway of painful lives 

and living nightmares, I tried to convince myself that it would 

somehow be something else. That I would somehow not have to 

face this again. But as almost every prayer uttered before, it went 

unanswered. What answered instead were pictures of tragedies, 

and human suffering. Somewhere in suburbia it is nighttime. A girl 

just had her fourteenth birthday today. She lies in her bed, with 

her blankets pulled up to her nose. She has been lying like that for 

almost an hour, but she is not asleep. She is awake, and staring at 

the ceiling, too afraid to close her eyes. Trying to listen for the 

sound of a bedroom door closing for the last time tonight, as her 

parents both go to sleep. It doesn’t come. Instead, she hears her 

own door creak open, and a shaft of light cuts through the 

darkness, and across her still form. As a body enters, and the door 

closes again, she can hear, through the darkness, her father 

humming ‘happy birthday,’ and the quiet tinkling, of a belt being 

undone. She closes her eyes, and tries to hold back the tears, and 

prays for it all to be over soon. A few thousand miles north, a girl 

is sitting in a waiting room, thinking to herself how very cold it is 

in there. She hates the music being played from the speakers above 

her head; it is slow, and repetitive, and lacks any form of life. She 

forgets about it, and goes back to reading a magazine from a year 
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ago, about fishing. She always hated fishing. But it’s something to 

concentrate on. From outside, she can hear the occasional shouts 

of a pro-life picket line. They get louder, more angry, as the door 

to the clinic opens, and someone enters. When the door is once 

again shut, and the crowds die down, she decides the music isn’t 

so bad. It isn’t what she would have chosen, but, then, neither 

would she have chosen to be drugged at a party, or to wake up 

alone and pregnant. She just accepts that this is the way that life 

goes, and as the new girl sits down at a chair next to hers, she 

goes back to reading the fishing magazine. Elsewhere, a woman 

stands, stiff, over two naked bodies on the floor. She drops the 

shotgun she was holding, as her bedding and carpet soak up more 

and more blood. It wasn’t fair, she told herself, her husband of ten 

years having an affair with this girl. She had gone through labor 

and childbirth three times for this man. She quit a good job to 

raise his kids, moved away from her family, and made him dinner 

every night. And then he repays her by sleeping with this little slut 

who’s half his age. It wasn’t fair at all, and she had had enough. 

But this wasn’t what she wanted. Even as she caresses the blood-

caked hair of her husband, killed by her hands, she cries in agony. 

This wasn’t how it was supposed to be at all. More stories than I 

could take; I watched in mute horror. I couldn’t find it in me to 

express anything overtly, anymore. I had seen too much. Too many 

stories, too much tragedy. All I could do was watch. The sun came 

and went, and still all I could do was watch. I didn’t feel the 

burning heat, or the freezing cold. I didn’t feel the shards, as they 

tore into my flesh, and let loose a waterfall of my own lifeblood. I 

couldn’t even feel the sticky warmth as I rose from my fall into a 

pool of that same blood I was shedding. All I could feel was 

sadness, emptiness, and a fearful anxiety of the visions I knew 

were to come. I saw Brandi and Steve, their entire relationship 

unfolding, from the first time at the beach, in that cave, to right 

when I broke in. I saw my former band mates, laughing with their 

two new members about the way I reacted to their news, making 

fun of the things I had said, and the way I used to play and sing. 

These things hurt, but I prayed they stay, because after all of this, I 

wanted anything but to see what I knew would come next. But it 
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came, against all my hopes and wishes. I saw her. Nikki. Sweet, 

sweet Nikki. I saw her eyes, and remembered, even as she was 

remembering me. I saw that electric smile and those sparkling 

blue eyes. And then I saw her gone. I saw her funeral, her 

gravestone. I saw her family, sitting in the living room afterwards, 

trying to forget. Her mother sitting in a coma of grief, her step-

father drowning his. But even through the haze of alcohol and 

stupidity, there was a glimmer of a memory of a rage that went a 

little too far. It twisted and turned, inside his mind, never letting 

him rest. Reflecting through his eyes, I was able to see his 

memories, and feel his thoughts. And there I saw Nikki, back in 

her room. She was packing. We asked her what she was doing, 

and she said she had decided she should go get a job. We laughed 

at her, and asked her who would give her a job, and where she 

planned on staying? She told us about a guy she had met, who 

would help her find work, and let her stay with him until she could 

get her own place. We became angry, inflamed because of the 

alcohol. We called her a slut, and told her she couldn’t go live 

with someone she didn’t know. It would break her mother’s heart, 

and it was stupid. She said she didn’t care, she was going, and she 

tried to walk past us. We hit her with the back of our hand. It 

stung, a lot, which made us madder. I could feel the anger rising 

up is us, and tried to stop it, but I was merely the eyes. I could only 

see. I was powerless to stop it. We hit her again, and swung her by 

her arm. She landed, hard, on the bed. We told her that if she was 

in such a hurry to be a slut and give herself out, then she should 

start with us. She called us a fat disgusting pig, and so we hit her 

again, and fumbled with the button of our pants while we walked 

towards her, on the bed. She looked terrified, but I could see a 

glimmer of hatred and anger behind the fear, and rushing out, 

filling her eyes. It hurt me to see such terrible things coming from 

those beautiful eyes. She kicked us, and it hurt. We spit and swore, 

and reached out, grabbing her by the neck. We pulled her off the 

bed, and hit her again. She flew back, slamming her head against 

the dresser. She didn’t get back up. She just whispered something 

that we didn’t hear. We kicked her and told her to get up. We 

yelled and swore at her, but she didn’t move. And I finally became 
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free. I left the mind of her stepfather, sitting drunk in his living 

room, but the picture stayed in my mind. Nikki, laying on the 

ground. Her face swollen, bleeding. The life draining from those 

eyes, those enchanting eyes. Her lips, that used to smile so bright 

she could put the sun to shame, turning pale. She was dying, and I 

was right there, but I couldn’t touch her. Couldn’t tell her 

goodbye. ‘Do you know what she whispered?’ The angel had 

snuck up on me. ‘no, I couldn’t make out what she said’ she 

floated around to face me, looking exactly like Nikki had, the first 

time I met her, only in those gauzy, heavenly robes. ‘She said “I 

love you, Marcus.” They were her last words.’ I was in tears. This 

girl had come into my life, and I had pushed her away. She was 

perfect, and understood everything I said, yet I clung desperately 

to the idea that my girlfriend loved me, and I was meant to be with 

her. Nikki saw through that, and knew what Brandi was up to, but 

I denied it, even grew angry with her. I should have stayed with 

her, or insisted she come back with me. I should have told her I 

loved her. But I hadn’t, and now she was gone, by that drunken 

bastards hand. ‘But you did tell her you love her. Just not there.’ 

‘In the dream?’ ‘Was a dream all that it was?’ So it had 

happened. Knowing she had been there with me that night, not just 

in my imagination, made the hurt grow. I had actually been with 

her, for a while. And never again. Never again.  

 

I woke up with a shudder, and sat up, quickly. So quickly, 

in fact, that my head smacked hard into the roof of the car. The hit 

made me a little dizzy, and I fell back down on the seat. In a few 

seconds, I regained my awareness, and sat up, slowly, keeping my 

head low. I had to go to the beach. I had to see if it was true. I 

climbed over the top of the seat, into the front. My leg knocked 

my bag onto the floor, and things scattered out. I sighed and swore 

and bent to pick it all back up, reaching down to the floor. I was 

grabbing things, tossing them back in the bag, when my fingers 

found a small hard velvet box. I grabbed it tightly in my hand, and 

sat up straight. I opened it. There was the engagement ring I had 

bought for Brandi. I looked into the bright diamond, so clear, little 

rainbows lining the edges from the morning sun. But as I stared 
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into it, I saw reflections of her cheating, of her lies. It was over, 

plain and simple. It was over. Now my only concern was to get to 

Nikki, to make sure the things I saw were truth, to say goodbye, 

and make peace. I snapped the box shut, and tossed it in the bag. 

Started the car, and drove. When I got back to my apartment, I 

didn’t know what to expect. I opened the door. There was no 

sound inside. There were empty shelves, and holes everywhere. It 

seemed as though she had taken everything in that apartment that 

had been hers. And a few things, it seems, that had been mine. It 

didn’t matter. I didn’t care. It wasn’t important. What mattered 

was getting to the beach. I had to know if it was true. I scattered 

through the rooms. I put all my cds into a duffle bag, all my 

records, and movies. I tossed my books into another bag. All the 

clothes I need and love. Anything and everything I loved, and 

could fit into a car. I would miss my bookshelf. It was hand 

carved, and had delicate patterns along the edges, and a majestic 

lion’s head at the top. My reading chair, too. Burgundy, soft. No 

more comfortable chair had ever been made. Maybe I could talk 

my sister into taking them for a while. We hadn’t been on the best 

of terms, I had fallen into debt, while I was in a depression. My 

friends had been rowdy, and rude. I pulled out of it, but our 

relationship had never been the same. And having to move into my 

car because I lost my job and my girlfriend and my band wasn’t 

exactly a step forward. But that wasn’t my concern. I tore the 

place apart, looking for my cd player. I looked and I looked, and it 

was nowhere to be seen. She must have taken it. Damnit, that was 

one of my favorite cd players. Oh well. I got in my car, after 

loading all my bags and instruments into the car, and peeled out. 

Benny waved at me as I passed by. I barely noticed. It didn’t 

matter. All that mattered was the beach. All that mattered was 

Nikki. 

I drove on and on. I drove in a haze. There was no music, 

for the first time in as long as I’d had a driver’s license. There was 

no scenery, either. There was nothing, but my destination, and me. 

I don’t know how long it took to get there, and I don’t know if 

there was traffic. I couldn’t say if I was speeding, or breaking any 

traffic laws. Even today, I wouldn’t be surprised to learn that I had 
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nearly run a number of people off the road, driving a hundred and 

changing lanes sporadically. Neither would it surprise me to learn 

that I had been going no more than fifty the entire trip. I was not 

present in any sense besides my body behind the wheel. It wasn’t 

until I arrived in the town where we had been staying that I 

realized I didn’t know where to look for her. I had never actually 

seen her home. She had always met me places, and left on her 

own. I drove my car to a library. When in doubt, I find that 

libraries are fantastic places to do research. First I wanted to find 

out the truth. I checked the papers for the past few days, looking at 

the obituaries. And then, there it was. Nikki Halloway. In blank 

and white. I read the article. It didn’t say anything about how she 

died, or even the date of the funeral. It did say that she was 

survived by Gloria and Richard Nathan. Nathan. So that was the 

last name. And that was…the fact. She was gone. The fiery embers 

of anger in Richard’s eyes, sitting in his chair. I put down the 

papers, and found a phone book, which was much easier to do 

here. Looking through his eyes, I saw Richard’s rage, seeing Nikki 

pack. I looked through the phone book, and found the name 

Nathan. There it was, their phone number, and their address. I took 

the page. The tears in her eyes, intermingling with the blood from 

the sores on her face, as Richard hit her again and again. I ran 

down the stairs of the library, and into my car. I squealed my car 

out of the parking lot, and onto the small roads of this gentle town. 

The light faded out of her beautiful sapphire eyes. The flashes 

came, blinding my vision. I didn’t care. The swerving cars and 

blasting horns were gnats, not even close to being enough to 

distract me from my destination. She whispered her final words, a 

declaration of her love for me…I climbed the curb, and narrowly 

escaped a head on collision with a streetlight. It scraped along the 

passenger side of my car, taking off my mirror, and sparking as the 

metal ground against metal. I found the road again, and no more 

than a minute later wheeled into the small driveway of the Nathan 

residence, destroying a small tree with the front of my car. I 

reached behind me with my right hand, and dug underneath the 

bags and instruments. I found it. The cold, hard metal of an 

aluminum baseball bat. I drew it from where it was buried, and 
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kicked my door open…As her words trailed off, she died. I 

marched up to the house, and with one kick, the door flew 

open…she died…Gloria barely moved, turning her head in my 

direction, the splintering crash of the door enough only to pique 

her interest slightly. Richard stood, spilling his bottle.  

“Who th’ fuck ‘re you?” he stumbled towards me. The 

light stolen from her eyes… 

“You killed her.”  

“What th’ hell ‘re you talkin’ ‘bout?” He didn’t wait for 

an answer; he rushed me, and raised his fist to strike me. Her 

mouth, the place of birth for the brightest of smiles, now covered 

in blood, would smile no more. I grabbed the handle of the bat 

with two hands, and rammed the butt end of it into his face. I felt 

his tissue move and tear, I heard the popping noise as it broke. 

Blood rushed forth instantly. I grabbed the joining of his shoulder 

and neck, and pulled him close to my face. So close I could smell 

the fetid odor of his breath.  

“You. Killed. Her.” 

With my fist I hit him again, knocking him back several 

steps. He stumbled, and got up. The lower half of his face was 

shiny and red, like some kind of mask. He dripped down onto the 

front of his shirt, into the floor. He screamed, and tried to run at 

me, lumbering with his huge weight. I swung the bat, and crushed 

his knee cap. More popping, and snapping. His leg bent in a way 

entirely unnatural. He screamed.  

“I saw you. I saw her die, through your eyes, by your 

filthy hands.” The bat came down again on his back. Ribs 

snapped, nerves were cut.  

“Wha’d’ya mean?” Again the bat fell, and his left arm 

shattered. Bone fragments pierced the skin.  

“She was the light. She was the purity. And you, in your 

drunken stupor, hurt and killed her. You took from her not only 

her light, but her life. Her dreams.” Another strike from the 

aluminum club, and his jaw was shattered. Teeth fell in a flow of 

blood from his mouth, as he screamed and gasped for air. He 

opened his mouth to speak again, but there were no more words. 

There was nothing to say. I had seen it all. In a blinding fury, a 
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rage that threatened to burn up the entire world, in a brutal wave, 

following a brutal wave, and a brutal wave, the baseball bat struck 

the fallen drunk. Blood sprayed on the carpet, the walls, floating in 

the air like a morning mist. When at last the violence ceased, 

Richard lay still. His face and body were bent and distorted, like a 

wooden puppet, crushed beneath a truck tire. There was hardly a 

bone in his body left to break, and very little blood left to drain. 

He was no more a man. What lay then on the floor was a husk, a 

splitting sack of meat, devoid of soul, of thought; of life. I looked 

up from the body, and saw the face of Gloria. It hadn’t changed, 

since I first broke down the door. She was a frozen mask of terror. 

A string of blood drops, like pearls, marked a line across her face. 

It was the only difference. Her mind was a mess of thoughts and 

fear and confusion; grief and regret. I looked into her eyes. And 

then I turned, and left. 

I walked back to my car, and got in. I felt almost as 

though I was watching all these events happen, from inside. I was 

tied up, in the back seat, and someone had hijacked my body. The 

kidnapper tossed the bat on the floor of the front seat, and put the 

car in reverse, backing over a plant and a curb to make it onto the 

road. The tires screeched and left black remainders on the road 

when he punched the gas, and then he drove, out of suburbia, 

away from the place where Nikki had died, where now lay another 

corpse. He took me to a church. It was the church, I knew, where 

Nikki’s ceremony had been held. I remembered it from the flashes. 

The recollection of that sweet, wonderful girl brought me back to 

reality. I parked and, after grabbing something from my bag, and 

sticking it in my pocket, went around back, past the buildings, to a 

small private cemetery. The gate was locked, to prevent 

unwelcome guests and vandals, so I climbed the fence. I wandered 

through the tombs and gravestones, the well-kept flowers, and 

beautiful trees, until I found what I was looking for. Her 

headstone. It looked exactly like it had in the dream, only more 

real. More detail. I set my hands on it. It was cold. I went down on 

my knees, and closed my eyes. I prayed, and I talked to Nikki. I 

told her what I had done, that I missed her, and that I loved her. I 

traced the letters of her name, in stone, with my fingers. I noticed 
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something, close up, that I hadn’t before, in the dreams. There was 

a chip in the tombstone. A little nitch, right below where her name 

was written. It was perfect.  

“Nikki, you and I, we didn’t get much time together. But I 

think I remember every detail about every second I spent with you. 

I remember your smile, most of all, and the energy, the mischief, 

you always had in your eyes. They sparked and twinkled like live 

wires. You were so sweet, and so wonderful; so very kind. I don’t 

think anyone as special as you has ever been born before.” I got a 

little choked up, on the memories, but managed to keep going. “I 

remember how, when I first told you about Brandi, you asked 

questions, and speculated on how unstable a relationship it had to 

have been. You were always honest about wanting to be with me. 

And I liked that. Even after I told you about my plans to get 

engaged to her, you still pressed on. It was as if you were saying, 

with every action, that you thought I should forget about her, and 

marry you instead. After two days, you told me you loved me. 

And I never once doubted you. I shouldn’t have doubted that you 

would have been a better choice to marry, either.” I pulled the 

velvet box from my pocket. “You were right, too, you know. You 

called it, from Magdeline’s predictions. Brandi and Steve were 

together. And, after it was all said and done, I’m okay with that. 

All I can think about anyway is you. I love you. I realized that the 

night I got to spend with you, in my dreams. I know you were 

there. So I want to do what I should have done before. If I had…if 

I had done it before, then maybe you wouldn’t be here, now. You 

would be with me, back in Vancouver. But while I can’t change 

the past, I can do my best to make up for it.” I opened the box, and 

held it out towards the gravestone. “Nikki, I believe that you are 

the one person I was truly meant to be with. There is nobody else I 

would want to spend my life with, and nobody else I would want 

to spend eternity with. I missed my chance to be with you in the 

present, but we will always have tomorrow, and we will always 

have my dreams. And if it’s all right with you, I’d like to spend all 

my time in the hereafter with you, and consider you my wife.” I 

removed the ring from its careful slot in the box, and pressed it 

firmly into the nitch in the Gravestone. With a slight scraping 
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noise, it went in, and stuck. I wiggled it, and it would not budge. I 

had a feeling that even if someone wanted to steal it, they would 

never remove that ring from that stone. “Nikki, I love you, and I 

always will. Wherever you are now, wherever we will be together, 

I love you.” And with that, the clouds shifted, and the world 

became a little bit brighter. The sun reflected off the diamonds in 

the ring, and cast tiny rainbows all over the stone, and myself. I 

knew that wherever she was, Nikki was watching, and listening, 

and that she had just accepted my offer. I could even feel the 

warmth coming from her smile. I was so lost in thought and 

memories, that I never saw the approaching shadow, or heard the 

footsteps, until a hand rested firmly on my shoulder.  

“Is everything all right, son?” the voice was gentle, and 

soothing. I turned to see a priest standing above me. He was 

looking at me with pity and compassion. I realized I must look a 

complete mess to him, wearing old clothes, dirty and splattered 

with blood. My pants had stains from kneeling in the grass, and 

my face must look unshaven and ragged. The last time I had seen a 

mirror, I looked barely alive. The dreams had worn a lot of my 

soul, and aged me greatly with fatigue. And that was over a day 

ago, before I found Brandi, before I left that night.  

“I’ve seen brighter days, Father. I was just here to visit 

someone very special to me. I hope I’m not in the way, or causing 

any trouble.” 

“No, I was just concerned. I didn’t remember seeing you 

come through, and when I came out to see who you were, you 

sounded so distraught.” 

“It’s been a long day, Father. A long week.” 

“Come inside, son. You can tell me all about it.” He 

extended his hand to help me up. I rose to my feet, and followed 

the polite man of the cloth inside his church. He led me back, to 

his office, where he had a hotplate, and a teapot on. “I always like 

to have some warm tea ready,” he explained. I sat down in one of 

the soft padded chairs, and he poured me some tea. Then he sat 

down, and we started to talk. He told me about his family, and 

asked me a lot of questions about myself. I didn’t feel like talking 

much, but he seemed like such a nice guy. But then the flashes 
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came. As he was talking, I suddenly heard his voice, inside my 

head. I blinked, and I saw him there, in this very office. Only it 

wasn’t me he was talking to. It was a young girl, no more than 

nine or ten. He was telling her about God, and how babies were 

made. He told the little girl of a special way that God could touch 

her, and bless her, through the priest, but that she must never tell 

her mom or dad, because they wouldn’t believe it, and would be 

jealous, and maybe even angry. The things he did afterwards 

disgusted me, and I tried hard not to think about them. As I looked 

at him again, I knew she wasn’t his only such victim. The things 

he told them echoed in my brain, overpowering his own words. I 

couldn’t take it. The man betrayed peoples’ trust; their faith. He 

was entrusted to bring hope in times of need, here he was now, 

pretending to be a savior and a helper, and yet he molested 

innocent children, right here in his church. I was nauseous. I stood, 

without saying anything, and left his office. He chased me down 

between the pews, but I ignored him and kept marching right for 

the door. He tried get in between me and the door, but I 

shouldered past him, and went out into the air. I got in my car, and 

started it up, saying goodbye one last time to the gravesite of my 

love. I didn’t know that I would ever get to see it again. I knew 

that right at that moment, the priest was calling the police, telling 

them about the maniac covered with blood who had stormed 

through his church after visiting a new grave. The police had 

already been called, by a concerned neighbor, about my little visit 

to the Nathan residence. It wouldn’t take them long to figure the 

connection, and they would be desperate to find the killer. Brutal 

slayings are terrible for tourism, however justified they may be. I 

drove away, trying to keep my eyes out for any police, but also 

trying to drive as casually as possible, as to not draw attention. I 

think I was beyond drawing attention though. Driving around in a 

car like mine tended to draw a few stares anyway; it was a really 

nice car. Now it was a nice car, which still looked like a nice car, 

just one that had been driven recklessly and dangerously, with 

massive scrapes and dents and external damage. I knew it 

wouldn’t take me too long to get caught, driving around in it in 

this town. Once the police get to the church, and talk to Father 
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Slimebag, every cop in the city would be after me. Hopefully, it 

wouldn’t be many. I decided to find a quiet place on the beach. It 

was getting cloudier, and it hadn’t been a sunny day to begin with, 

so the beaches were fairly deserted. I got a ways into an older part 

of town, with fewer new buildings and a lot of empty space. There 

were some dunes, covered with tall, tall grass that had never been 

mowed, probably. I drove out onto the sand, and then into the 

grass, between a couple of taller hills. Between the grass and the 

hilly ground, my car was completely covered. From the shore, and 

from the road, my car was invisible. I could barely see over the top 

of the little hill, covered with grass, standing up. I decided that I 

had found a great place to hide for a little while. Now what I 

wanted was to be clean.  

I walked down to the water, and scrubbed my skin and 

hair. I took off my shirt, and used it as a washcloth. I was just 

started with my face, when I heard a ringing. At first, I thought 

maybe another flash, or a hallucination. When it reappeared, it was 

just my phone. I answered it.  

“Hello, is this Marcus Freeman?” 

“Depends. Who do I have the pleasure of speaking to?” 

“This is Lionel Gifford, or Western Property 

Management?” Oh, right. The people who want to fire me.  

“Yeah, what can I help you with?” 

“The board discussed your file, and decided it would be in 

the best interest of the company, as well as the property owner, to 

find a new manager for that complex. I hope you understand.” 

“Yeah, sure. There’s nobody over there, now. Someone 

may be by to pick up a little of the furniture, but anything that’s 

still there after a week or so is his to keep, even.” 

“We were wondering where we would be able to get in 

touch with you, to go over the paperwork, have you sign a few 

things?” 

“Well, it’s hard to say. I’m at the beach right now, so…” 

“The beach?” 

“That’s right. Can’t you hear the waves? I think they’re 

calling to you. In fact, I think it’s time you went for a swim.” 

Reaching way back, I threw my damn phone out as far as I could 
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into the ocean. There was a soft splash, and then not even a ripple 

of where the phone had landed. I finished washing the dried blood 

and dirt off of myself, and walked back to my car. When I got 

there, I took some of the older clothes I had brought, and changed. 

I ate something from the food I had grabbed, and then sat down 

with my notebook, to write about the day’s events. It wasn’t very 

long until I started noticing it getting darker, and harder to write. 

The clouds overhead made the impending night seem to approach 

faster. But, despite the clouds, it was a very nice evening. I got out 

an old blanket, spread it on the ground, and lay down. I stared up 

at the swirling darkness for a while, and then drifted into a whole 

other form of darkness, clutching tightly to my chest a small 

stuffed elephant; a gift, from a distant angel.  
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I expected the dream. I almost welcomed it. Everything 

had changed over the past weeks, but I had the dreams. I knew 

how they would play out. I knew the order. And the heartache I felt 

seeing the movies that passed before me was familiar, if 

unpleasant. Familiarity goes a long way when you have just 

committed a murder, and have only the possessions in your car to 

call home. So the movies played, and I watched, and learned. In 

the early morning, in a hospital far away, a dangerous surgery is 

taking place. Congenital twins, joined at the hip, have to be 

separated, or they will both die. The parents, sitting in the 

uncomfortable plastic chairs of a waiting room, are aware that the 

procedure itself could kill one, or both, of the twins. They saw 

little choice in the matter. The doctors say a silent prayer, and 

make the first of many incisions. The doctors will to their utmost, 

and perform the surgery admirably. But, only one of the children 

will survive the night.  In another place, prayer of a different 

nature are being intoned. A man who has been found guilty by a 

jury of his peers, of a crime he did not commit, is about to spend 

his first night in prison. He has heard terrible things about what 

goes on in these places, and his heart beats with terror at the 

thought of them. He replays the trial in his head, the condemning 

look of the audience, of the jury, the glare of the judge; they all 

hated him. He had never done anything wrong in his life, besides 
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speeding a little on the highways. But, then he was at the wrong 

place, at the wrong time, after an armed robbery resulted in the 

death of two poeple. He still wasn’t sure exactly how he had been 

found guilty. The technicalities of law had always been a mystery, 

and the sneaky tricks of lawyers were both depraved and wrong. 

At the beginning of the trial, he had hope, because he knew he was 

innocent, and bad things like that don’t happen to people like him. 

Everything would be right in the end. He repeated that to himself 

with a bitter laugh, as he heard the call for lights out. He lay down 

on his bunk, and the cell grew darker. ‘It just isn’t fair…I’m 

innocent. Innocent.’ He thought to himself. Then he heard the 

heavy breathing and stagnant breath of his cellmate close behind 

him. A gruff voice warned him he had better stay quiet, and he felt 

callused, coarse hands grasping him. He thought his innocence 

had already been stripped from him in the courtroom, but tonight, 

he would lose whatever innocence he had left. In the schoolyard of 

a small town middle school, there is much innocence to be found. 

Children play and talk. Occasionally arguments break out, and 

small fights ensue. It is generally harmless enough, and the two 

contestants often even turn out to be friends. The two involved in 

today’s fight wont have that chance. As the world grows darker, 

harsher, so do its people. This fight will end in the accidental 

snapping of one of the boy’s young necks. The other will end up in 

a juvenile facility. So it goes in today’s world. The events will pass 

through the papers, and then into the vacant spaces of nothingness 

and obscurity, as quickly as they pass before my eyes. I watched 

everything, I saw every life unfold. I saw my own story. I watched 

with openness and curiosity, with empathy and heartfelt sorrow as 

I saw everything on the invisible screens, until the burning sun 

seared through the images. I floated towards it, trying to touch it, 

to find out what it was. My hand passed through the flames, and I 

felt pain. Not in my hand, but in my soul. It was hatred and anger, 

passion and lust; the carnal forces that drive humankind. It was 

emotion, powerful emotion, burning through everything and 

everyone. Then it froze, with my hand still inside. And I felt cold, 

depression, and emptiness. Greed and deception and everything 

that destroyed the emotions and goodness of people’s hearts. And 
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then there was that spark inside, the twinkling of energy. The 

hope. The love. Everything good and pure. It was the same twinkle 

I saw inside of Nikki’s eyes. It was warm and wonderful. It 

shattered the ice and the darkness, freeing my hand, and sending 

out a little bit of hope to my heart. The shards of darkness tore 

through me, letting lose my blood, as I fell. The shards and I 

landed with a splash in a deepening pool of my own blood, and the 

blood of every soul ever to suffer. The crimson fluid rose, and I 

was threatened with drowning, but I could do nothing, save watch 

the reflections of the shards. More lives; more pain. Always pain. 

The pain of seeing my girlfriend with another man. The pain of 

seeing my band and closest friends betray me for money and a 

better contract. The pain of deception by the company who hired 

me. The pain of watching the girl I loved more than anything 

killed by the hands of her own stepfather. Then the angel 

appeared, suffused by the cool blue glow, the same color as the 

magnificent lightning that had moments before torn apart the 

frozen sun. She was as beautiful as anything I had ever seen, and 

my heart skipped at seeing Nikki’s friendly smile. It’s the kind of 

thing that someone can never truly get used to. She floated above 

me, her sheer robes dancing in some ethereal breeze like a 

wonderful vision, and offered a hand. She pulled me up to the air, 

with her, and her glow spread to me. It was a relief, to see Nikki 

again, in any form. ‘Hello again, Angel.’ ‘Hello, Marcus. You’ve 

had a busy day.’ ‘I have. Tell me, Angel, are you really her? Are 

you the spirit if the Nikki I knew?’ ‘Not as you are thinking. I have 

her appearance to comfort you.’ ‘Oh.’ ‘Does it upset you?’ ‘It 

doesn’t upset me, really. I appreciate seeing her face, and that 

smile. I just wish it was her behind it, you know?’ ‘I’m sorry. I 

understand. I can appear differently, if you prefer.’ ‘I think I 

might.’ And with that she looked down. Her hair grew longer, and 

darker. When she looked back up again, she was someone else 

completely. She was beautiful, and still angelic, but this face 

seemed more natural. Her voice changed, too. Warm, and 

soothing. I knew that this must be a much truer form for her. 

‘Would you like to speak with her?’ ‘With Nikki? Can I?’ ‘Yes. 
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She is here, and would like to talk to you.’ And so the angel 

disappeared in a bright blue light, that forced me to close my eyes.  

When they were open, I was back in the room, with Nikki. 

She smiled, and I could see that it was her behind those eyes. And 

we talked. She held me, and told me she loved me, and she heard 

everything I had said at her gravestone. I looked on her hand, and 

I saw the ring. We spent a while together, talking, holding one 

another. It was a wonderful night with her, and I couldn’t have 

been happier, as I finally fell asleep with her in my arms. 

 

I awoke refreshed, calm, and completely at peace. The 

morning sun was barely up, but the light felt great of my face. I 

smelled the ocean breeze, the salty air, and decided to go for a 

swim. It would still be a while before too many people found their 

way to the beach, so I had time for a little privacy. I swam naked 

in the brisk cold sea, and watched the sun come up. When I was 

through, I walked back to where my car was, dried myself, and got 

dressed again. I had some time to kill, so I got in the car, and went 

to go stop by Magdeline’s place. She would have breakfast ready 

by the time I got there. I parked in the grass, off of a small gravel 

road to the back of the woodsy area, and put on the pair of boots I 

had packed, for walking. I had a wonderful walk through the 

forest, admiring the beauty of all the trees and nature around me. It 

was truly remarkable, how much life exists in those places and 

nobody even notices. I emerged from the woods in the clearing by 

Magdeline’s cottage. The front door was open. I knocked on the 

frame, and stepped in.  

“Hello, Marc. It’s good to see you again.” She stood in the 

doorway to the kitchen. 

“Hello, Maggie. Do you mind if I come in?” 

“No, not at all. I made some breakfast, would you like to 

join me?” 

“I would love to.” I walked to the kitchen, and sat down at 

the table. She brought over tea, and a plate, and set it in front of 

me, and then got one for herself. The food was remarkable. The 

taste of it filled my mouth. I sat and ate. Magdeline spoke first.  

“I visited Nikki’s grave yesterday afternoon.” 
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“Oh?” 

“I saw what you left. That’s very sweet of you.” 

“I had to say goodbye myself. To do my best to make my 

peace with what happened.” 

“I know. I overheard some people there, talking to the 

priest. They said a man had been visiting that gravesite, and that 

he had earlier killed the girl’s step-father with a baseball bat.” 

“Don’t worry, I’ll leave before they find my car. There 

wont be any trouble for you. As for what happened to Richard…I 

am not proud of what has happened, nor do I feel the slightest bit 

of regret. It was…destiny.” 

“I understand. I certainly can’t say I regret his fate either. 

The things he put that poor girl through…It’s just as well that he 

got what he did.” 

“She cared a lot about you, you know.” 

“Yes, she was a dear thing. I will miss her greatly.” 

“Even though I understand more about destiny, I can’t 

help but feel responsible. I should have believed her. I should have 

taken her with me.” 

“You cannot change the way things have happened. You 

didn’t know better, and I know you cared about her.” 

“Yes, very much.” 

“Have you gained any more experience with your visions 

yet?” 

“I have. They no longer cause the headaches they used to. 

They seem to have tempered. Now I can feel them…just beyond 

conscious thought. I can still see them, and they still make their 

selves known when my mind needs answers, but they don’t press 

in all the time, or cause the pain that they once did.” 

“I am glad to hear it. How much can you see now?” 

“I see…much of the future. Much of the world is now 

open to me.” 

“How are you dealing with it?” 

“I have come to accept it.” 

“And the dreams?” 

“Still here. But I’ve grown used to them, too. Sometimes 

they’re not bad. Sometimes I even enjoy them.” 
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“Do you get to see…her, there?” 

“Yes, sometimes.” 

“How is she doing?” 

“She is well. She is happy where she is, and she is 

watching all of us. She misses talking to you, but she has been 

watching you. Some night soon, you will see her in your dreams.” 

“And it will be truly her? Not just a dream?” 

“That’s right.” I sat and finished my meal, drank the last 

few drops of that wonderful tea, and pushed the plate forward a 

little. 

“I’m sorry to say that I must be going now. I have really 

enjoyed breakfast, as well as our talk.” 

“Do you have to leave so soon?” 

“I’m afraid I do. The police will be in the area soon. If I 

don’t leave, they’ll track me here, and you might be taken in as an 

accessory.” 

“I see. Well, I hope you will take care, and be careful.” 

“Always. You, too. And keep heart. Remember, she is 

everywhere.” 

“Goodbye.” And so I got up, and left the small cottage. I 

walked back through the woods. I had to keep reminding myself of 

the pressing police, as to not stop and enjoy the beautiful forest 

scenery. I worked my way back to where I had hidden my car, and 

got in. I still had a few hours before I would be found. I knew 

exactly where I wanted to go. I got in my car and drove. I was a 

little lost, I hadn’t spent any time driving the week I had been 

here, but I wandered around the streets, and eventually found what 

I was looking for. I found the right place to park, and got out. It 

looked as beautiful as I remembered it. The fountain sprayed clean 

water into the air, and is splashed with a clean noise into the pool 

below. The flowers smelled fresh and sweet, and were full of 

beauty and memories. It was the park, where I had first met Nikki. 

The light shone through the blooming trees, and the light that 

touched everything was green, and smelled like life. It was as I 

had always imagined the Garden of Eden. I sat down in the same 

bench I had been in that fateful day, and pulled out my notebook. I 

read the poem I read her that day. It fit Nikki so much more than it 
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ever had Brandi. I loved it. I turned to the blank pages, and started 

writing. It avalanched forth, everything I had been feeling, 

everything that had happened in the dreams. So many lives, so 

much to see, and share with the world. I wrote for hours and hours. 

I filled page after page; I actually had to start using the backs of 

the pages, and write tiny. I heard an ice cream truck, in the 

distance. I looked up. The time was close. A little girl rode by on a 

bike, ringing her bell. She was on her way to her best friends 

house. It was her birthday. A hobo woke up from behind a bush. 

He walked out and cleaned his face in the fountain. Since he had 

been a hobo, he had been mugged and beaten several times, and he 

had always shrugged it off as the price he had to pay to live a 

certain lifestyle. Unfortunately, the price would cost a little more 

than he had thought. In a few months, some kids would come on a 

vacation. At night, they would find the bum, and get an idea to 

smack him around a little. They get a little carried away, and 

injure the man more than they had planned. They run away, afraid. 

He dies that night. It causes a minor disturbance in the town; the 

hobo was friendly, and well known by most of the local residents. 

But like any big news story, it dies down. The boys are never 

caught. But that’s the way life goes.  

Distantly I could hear police sirens. Someone had reported 

seeing my car, parked nearby. They were coming to check it out. 

The officers had some doubt, since this was the third such call 

they’d had, but they wanted to find me fairly badly. Another car 

approached from the other direction. They weren’t taking any 

chances here. I could hear the cars screech to a halt in the parking 

lot. I stood up, slowly, clipping my pen back into the blank pages 

of my notebook. I folded it in half, and slid it into my back pocket, 

as the officers ran up the path, and emerged from between trees.  

“Freeze! Put your hands where we can see them!” They 

were tense, and yelled with violence in mind. These men hated 

me. I tried to use a calming voice with them. 

“Its alright. I was just putting away my notebook. I’m not 

here to cause you any trouble.” 

“Just like you didn’t cause Richard Nathan any trouble?” 
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“That was different. He was an evil man. He killed his 

step daughter, and would have gotten away with it.” 

“You have no proof that he killed her. Her death was an 

accident.” 

“Which is why he would have gotten away with it. You 

still don’t believe the truth about it. I don’t relish what I did, but I 

had to avenge her death.” 

“Why? Who are you? We found no record of any 

boyfriends in her room.” 

“But you did find suitcases. Those were for her to come 

see me. I was trying to get her to leave. We had just met, that 

week, and fallen in love.” 

“You say he was evil, and killed this girl, then how are 

you better, killing him?” 

“I never said I was better. But at least I can admit the 

things I’ve done. In the front seat of my car, you’ll find a baseball 

bat. That’s the weapon I used.” 

“Why are you telling us this? Why are you confessing?” 

“Destiny. This world holds nothing for me anymore.” 

“Destiny?” 

“Yes. This is what I have seen in the visions. Do you 

believe in fate?” 

“Buddy, I think you’d better stop talking. Somebody read 

him his rights.” 

“It doesn’t matter. What will happen, will happen.” 

I went along with the officers. They had different looks on 

their faces than they initially had. They had at first thought I was a 

monster. Now they thought I was a lunatic. But there was 

something behind their hard eyes. Fear. Every word I said made it 

grow. They had expected a nervous wreck, a common criminal, 

but I spoke calmly and rationally. They had expected me to run, 

yet I complied graciously. And I spoke of destiny and fate with 

such assuredness, that they couldn’t help but wonder. Every cop 

that laid eyes upon me screamed terror and rage. Every cop but 

one. The one who had been speaking to me earlier. He seemed to 

have a different outlook of me. Through his rearview mirror I 

could see him glance back at me. He was curious. And while he 
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abhorred the things I had done, he liked me. The rest of the police 

force, both at the park, and when I got back to the station all 

reacted the same. Once I was in my holding cell, a few of them 

stopped by to yell at me, or express their disgust. Only that one 

man managed to find time to bring me food. I learned his name 

was officer Jacob Rollins. He was a very nice man. He stayed for a 

while, and talked. He told me about his two sons, and his daughter. 

She was the youngest, and was heading into her third year of 

college. The look of pride in his eyes when he spoke of her was 

overwhelming. One of his sons had gone on to become a teacher, 

and his other son was going just ordained a priest a year ago. This 

man had never harmed anyone out of spite, and felt no hatred for 

anyone. He was a model man, and I liked him, so when he asked 

me about why I did what I did, I was honest.  

“I…saw him do it. In a dream.” 

“A dream?” 

“Yeah. I have dreams, and they show me the future, the 

past. Things that have or will have happened.”  

“Are you telling me you can see the future?” 

“Among other things, yes.” He smiled, and looked 

amused. 

“So, Marc, tell me something about my future.” 

“I could tell you anything, and it would sound like I was 

guessing. How about your past?” 

“Alright, then the past. Tell me something about myself.” 

“Okay. How about the reason you became a cop? Your 

dad, he was a good man. A good father. You were very close to 

him. But when you were thirteen, someone broke into your house. 

Your dad tried to stop it, to protect you. The burglar shot him. Not 

more than five minutes later, the police showed up. You thought 

everything was going to be okay now, and everyone would be safe 

and happy. Then the two officers entered the house. The burglar 

panicked, and surrendered, but that wasn’t good enough for the 

arresting officers. They beat the man, beat him bloody, right in 

front of you. You hated the man who had killed your father, but 

you hated the officers who came even more. They were supposed 

to be champions of what was right, and now these men had just 
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demonstrated the kind of behavior as the scum they were supposed 

to fight. You wanted to be better than that. Not just a better cop, 

but a better person.” 

“…How could you see all that?” 

“I told you. I see the past, the future. I ask a question, and 

I see the answer.” 

“When did this happen?” 

“Not too long ago. It came rough at first, and just in the 

dreams. Then things started opening up; doorways to the truth, and 

information. And now…it’s like this link I have, all the time.” 

“So that’s how you know that Richard Nathan killed his 

step-daughter?” 

“That’s right.” 

“What was she to you? How did you know her?” 

“I met her, while I was on vacation here with my 

girlfriend and some friends. My girlfriend wanted a day alone with 

her best friend. She was actually sleeping with a guy named Steve, 

but I didn’t know that yet. So I went out on my own. I met this 

girl, in a park, right where I was when you guys found me. Her 

name was Nikki, and she was beautiful. I was devoted to my 

girlfriend, so I didn’t even think of her as a potential relationship, 

but we had the best time. Then again, the day after the next, I was 

on my own again, when my girlfriend went back to her beefcake. 

So I spent the day with Nikki again. We had a great time. She told 

me she loved me. It was rash, I know, but it struck a cord. I had 

never gotten along as well with anyone as I did with her. But I was 

still with my girl. I told her to come back with us anyway, to get 

away from her abusive step-father. She had agreed. She would 

pack, and come out a few days later. I was having a hard time, 

wrestling inside with how I felt about her. I couldn’t allow myself 

to believe I was falling in love. It had been my intention to marry 

my girlfriend, and I wasn’t the kind of person to get involved with 

two people at once. Unfortunately, she was. I found out about it. 

But it was too late, Nikki had been killed already.” 

“So you came back here, and killed her stepfather, for 

revenge. The priest we talked to said there was a ring stuck in her 

tombstone that hadn’t been there before. Was that you?” 
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“It was supposed to be my engagement ring, to the 

girlfriend. Supposed to be. But it didn’t work out, and I wasn’t 

even sad. I had realized that Nikki was the one I wanted to be with 

anyway. I knew there would never be anyone like her, nobody else 

in the world for me. I gave her the ring, because it was rightfully 

hers anyway.” 

“So what do you do now?” 

“I follow my destiny, Jacob.”  

And that’s what I did. 

 

I was kept in solitary confinement until my trial was over. 

I won’t go into details about all the legal battles, and technical 

lingo. I’ve never had much stomach for lawyers or their slippery 

ways. The one that was working my case was certainly no 

exception. I don’t mean to say he was a bad guy, he just had 

this…way of bending everything, or always looking for a loophole 

or a way out. He was the kind of guy who could walk waist deep 

through shit for miles, and come out smelling like roses. But he 

did his best to fight for me, and avoided the death penalty, or even 

a prison. There really wasn’t too much argument from the courts 

that I was insane. Between my writings, to the fact that I had 

‘delusions of clairvoyance,’ my insanity was proven easily. The 

lawyers tried to get me on medication, so I would be able to spend 

some time in a maximum security prison, but it was decided that 

that wasn’t going to work. So I ended up here. Our Lady of Peace 

Mental Facilities. An asylum, of sorts. For the first few months, I 

was put in an actual padded room. I was deemed one of the most 

serious cases they had ever dealt with, and the psychiatrists 

thought my bitter outlook on life might imply I was a danger to 

my personal health. It wasn’t bad in there; to tell you the truth, it 

was a little fun. With padded floors, it’s a kind of like a giant 

playhouse I could sleep anywhere, and run into walls without a 

scratch. Running into walls is something I did back before I had 

gained the visions. I always found it therapeutic. To run, as fast as 

you can, and then jump, and hit a solid wall, full force. Its like, for 

a few seconds, you’re putting all your energy and strength to one 

goal; the wall. Then you leap, a leap of faith. After that point, you 
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only have two options. You tense up, and hit the wall poorly, and 

get hurt. Or, you relax, go limp, and your body bounces off. You 

have to accept what is happening, in order to come out of it 

healthily. Anyway, after a few months, they realized I wasn’t a 

threat, and they let me out. Now I have a standard room. I’m 

allowed to write and draw, even paint sometimes. The place is full 

of interesting characters, and I get treated well. Since I got the 

knowledge I have, I know ways out. I know the things I can say to 

get out, if I wanted to. But I am content here. There is nothing for 

me in the world outside. I can see more than enough of it, from 

here, on the news, in the paper, and in my visions.  

As for everyone else, I still keep tabs from time to time. 

Brandi and Steve got together officially, after he broke things off 

with Rebecca. Brandi has been growing bored, and depressed, and 

suspicious of Steve’s faithfulness to her. He has been continuing 

to try to find better women, and bigger deals, always looking for 

the next treasure. One day, he will be old, and there will be no 

treasure left for him. He will be alone, then. Brandi will have 

finally straightened out, and found a husband of her own. Rebecca 

moved to Tallahassee, and got married, and she now owns and 

runs a store that cells all manner of things, related to tasteful art. 

Underground movies, art, posters, music, t-shirts. Decorations and 

clothing. Their first child will be along shortly. The band, that I 

had once been a member of, did record their new album. They had 

one song that was a local hit, and played a few shows. Not a one 

of them spent their money wisely, though, and they never once 

found another hit, though they did record two more albums. They 

eventually will break up, and go their separate ways. Many will 

give up music. One will join a cover band, and play bars. He will 

make money, but will be largely unfulfilled. Only Cliff will move 

on to do anything real with his life. He will keep playing music, 

and eventually find his voice. He will never be a smash hit, but he 

will find a very loyal selection of fans, and inspire thousands. 

Gloria Nathan changed her name back to Halloway to honor her 

lost daughter, and eventually snapped out of her depression. She 

started selling things on late night television, and earned herself a 

small fortune. Benny and his friends got evicted when the new 
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management took over Sun Pointe, because of some rule in the 

contract about the number of people living in one unit. They all 

got a house, and lived together for a long, long time.  They 

developed a family relationship closer than most real families. 

Every one of them ended up doing well. Benny and Michelle got 

married, as did Brad and Synthia. Greg and Sarah split up, but 

stayed close. Sarah even got a job as an actress on a soap opera. 

Matt started up his own construction company, and married a 

wonderful woman from Wisconsin. Julie became a supermodel, 

and married a movie star. Shannon became a heroin addict, and 

died not too long after I left. Mrs. Kingsley also died. There was 

no ceremony, she just slipped into obscurity. Officer Rollins 

eventually retired, but not until he had enough grandkids to keep 

him busy. His daughter became a teacher, like her brother. His 

other son was a priest, the likes of which most other men of the 

cloth should live up to. I no longer held any grudges against 

anything that had happened to me. When you see everything from 

a certain point of view, it all changes its scope. It wasn’t the fault 

of anyone, really, that things happened. It’s human nature to make 

mistakes. People think of themselves as wolves, and lions. Kings 

of the world, and masters of their own destiny. In reality, people 

have more in common with cattle and gold fish, and rats. I mean it 

with no disrespect. I love cows. One day, far into the future, 

generations from now, cows will save humanity. They produce 

beef, and milk, which can be formed into a thousand different 

foods. They produce durable clothing, and strong bones from 

which beautiful, strong, and useful things can be carved. They also 

produce methane, and highly burnable byproducts, which will one 

day be used as fuel for energy. But, like cattle, people follow not 

really instinct, and much as the instructions laid out on the ground. 

They march around in herds, almost every one of them. Even 

those who rebel against society, follow a much smaller herd, with 

its own sets of rules and notions of what is acceptable. Just as 

goldfish expand to their surroundings, and eat everything they are 

given, so do people tend to grow to their means, and use up 

whatever resources they are given. If they are given money, they 

well expand their lifestyle, to use it all up. And if they are offered 
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gold, they sill continue to accept it, until they snap their backs 

under its massive weight, trying to get away with more than they 

can handle. And, again, I mean no disrespect to goldfish. I have 

four, here in the Mental Facility. Their names are Nichole, Shale, 

Lyric, and Gil. And, lastly, people emulate the behavior, often 

times, of rats. They follow instinct to mate with whatever will 

allow it, they take whatever they think is not owned, not guarded, 

or will not be missed. It’s not that they do it to be spiteful, or anti-

social. They simply don’t understand otherwise. To grow out of 

these behaviors is a long and arduous task. But it happens. More 

than you might think, though, less and less with each passing day.  

While I no longer blame the individuals for their actions, I 

can’t help but grow sick at the sight of the crimes people commit 

against one another. Rape, murder, theft, deceit. Every night, I see 

these things, and every night, it breaks my heart all over again. 

Yes, I still have the dreams. They’re not so bad. They just remind 

me of why I stay where I am, and just why the outside world is not 

the place for me. My life now is devoted to literature. The 

beautiful works of others, and to writing of my own. To music, 

and art, and sculpture, and dance. And to Nikki. In the dreams, I 

still get to talk to Angel every night. Sometimes she just tells me 

news of the outside world, or my own world in here. Sometimes 

we have long conversations. She is truly interesting. It turns out 

she was once alive, over a century ago. And some nights I get to 

see Nikki. Those are truly the times when I am most alive. I know 

that she is waiting for me, and even though I live a long, long life 

(I know, I’ve seen my deathbed), as soon as I die, I will be 

reunited with my true love, my eternal bride, for the rest of 

eternity. A few decades is a simple thing to wait when compared 

to eternity, when we can live undisturbed through all time. And 

then, well, that’s another story, and even I do not know all the 

limits of knowledge when it comes to the afterlife. Some things 

even I can look forward to as a surprise. And look forward I will, 

because I know it will all be beautiful, with a life full of beauty, 

and art, and a powerful love by my side.  
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