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PRAISE FOR SHANNON L. ARRANT

Seemingly only half (and perhaps even less)
of the writers out here in this huge world really have a true
passion to place their literary pen to paper… or, in this day and
age, fingers to their computer keyboard! I believe that Shannon L.
Arrant is one of those privileged individuals who can show that
rare passion in her written words, for it is obvious when one reads
the words that has come from her heart, and has graced the monitor
of the reader! For a relaxing evening by the fireplace, I am
recommending this writer’s written works to give them an
entertaining pass of time!

Ted Anthony Roberts

Swashbuckling author of Donaree the
Musketeer, Captain Skull, and the Swashbuckling
Press

www.tedanthonyroberts.webs.com

***

I enjoyed this short collection. Some of the
stories flowed poetically for me. My favorite was "The Truth" and I
could envision it becoming a full length story on its own. Good
job, Shannon. I look forward to more.

B.L. Newport, about Pretty Piece of Work
Vol. 1

Author of Reapers, Inc – Brigit’s
Cross

www.smashwords.com/profile/view/BLNewport

***

 


A nice short story; very well written about
grief and guilt. I look forward reading more from this author
something.

Kipp Poe Speicher, about Shadows of
Self

Author of Closing My Eyes to Help Me See
Clearly and Gass for Grass

www.smashwords.com/profile/view/kippoe

 



 


 


DEDICATION

Emma Hannabarger

Loving, caring, and nurturing, yet strong
and formidable when you needed to be; you were truly a mighty oak
felled by the most awful of diseases known as cancer. To this day,
I love and miss you dearly, Grandma.

 


Brigit’s Flame

I have taken to calling this anthology the
‘Brigit’s Flame’ edition and for good reason: This book simply
would not exist if it wasn’t for the LiveJournal writing community
Brigit’s Flame. Their monthly writing contests and weekly prompts
challenge me as an author. Their encouragement and support during
both good times and bad gives me strength and hope when I need it
most.

My sincerest thanks goes out to all of the
members for the love and help you’ve given me. Every writer should
be so lucky as to have a community as wonderful as Brigit’s Flame
supporting them!

www.brigits-flame.com

 


Jacques and Marion

While the two of you are a part of the
Brigit’s Flame community, I would be remiss if I didn’t thank you
separately because of the amount of love and support you’ve shown
me on Brigit’s Flame and off. I may not have yet had the pleasure
of meeting you in person, giving you hugs, and chatting with you
over a cup of hot chocolate, but I still consider you two of my
dearest friends. For everything you’ve done and all the love you’ve
shown, thank you!

 


Steve

The words ‘I love you’ seem too simple to
truly express exactly how much you mean to me. You are my soul mate
and your belief in me allows me to believe in myself when the going
gets tough. Thank you for loving and supporting me as I chase after
my dreams!

 


Shilo, Serenity, and Sam

Each of you inspire me in your own ways and
I couldn’t be prouder of any of you! Your creativity and
imagination are beautiful to behold. I love you all dearly! My life
is complete because you are in it. Never stop loving and laughing,
but most importantly, never stop dreaming!
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CHAMELEON

 


“We are a kind of Chameleons, taking our
hue – the hue of our moral character, from those who are about
us.”

~John Locke~

 


 



 


 


“Daddy!” The little girl came running into
the oddly shaped office with brown braided pigtails streaming
behind her. Every pleat on her pinafore was firmly pressed into
place by the finest launderers the city had to offer. She was a
picture of everything wholesome and good; the perfect reflection of
the American Dream.

A man in a grey suit as neatly pressed as
the little girl’s pinafore turned from speaking with a gentleman
dressed in a severe looking black suit with a black tie and white
collared shirt. The silvery grey hair at his temples gave him a
distinguished look in spite of him immediately dropping down to one
knee and holding out his arms at the sight of the little girl.
“Abby! Come here! Oh, how I’ve missed you!”

Abby ran straight into the man’s arms,
throwing her arms around his neck in the embrace of loved ones who
have spent too much time apart. “Oh, Daddy! I’m so happy to be
home!”

The man in black adjusted his muscular arms
in his tailored suit jacket. He frowned at the display, looking on
in almost faint disapproval at the interruption. “Mr. President, I
hate to interrupt but we need to finish discussing the plans for
the gala tonight. I need to make sure my men are able to get
everything covered before it starts.”

The President started to stand to better
address the Secret Service agent. Not about to have her father’s
attention taken from her so soon, Abby turned her entire sixty
pounds into dead weight, going limp as she hung around her father’s
neck. The President laughed as he collapsed into a heap on the
carpeted floor of the Oval Office from the unexpected resistance.
“Abby!” He lovingly chided. “I need to talk to this man.”

Sticking her full lower lip out all the way
into a pout, Abby looked up at her father through thick, dark
lashes. “But Daddy! I just got home. Please can it wait a few
minutes? Just a few minutes? He can wait outside and you can read
me a story then I’ll leave you alone until the gala, I promise.”
She crossed her heart with the tip of her index finger, as if to
seal it.

How could he resist such an adorable
display? The President gave a loud guffaw and curled his legs up
underneath him, pulling Abby into his lap in the process. He kissed
the top of her head as she snuggled tight up against his chest.
“Alright, Abby. Just one story. Then I really have to get back to
work.”

The Secret Service agent’s frown deepened on
his face, the creases cutting hard lines around his mouth. “But,
Mr. President…”

“No, buts now. Imagine what the press corp
would say if they found out I denied my daughter a story. You know
my whole campaign platform was based on family values.” Abby
grinned up at the Secret Service Agent, knowing she’d won. She
waved good-bye to him as he slipped out of the Oval Office, shaking
his head in thought.

As soon as the heavy door shut behind him,
the President motioned for Abby to climb out of his lap. “Alright,
up you. Which story do you want me to read to you today?”

Abby quickly crawled out of his lap. She bit
the corner of her lower lip in thought as she watched her father
crawl the few steps to the desk and pull out one of the drawers.
“Um… How about ‘Goodnight Moon’?” She fiddled with the pockets on
her pinafore, balling her hands into little fists and shoving them
deep inside as she rocked up on her heels.

“’Goodnight Moon’? Do I even have that one
in here?” The President dug around in the drawer, pulling out all
manner of children’s books and setting them into a small stack on
the ground. He hunched over the drawer in his search, his back
turned to Abby.

Suddenly with the quickness and strength of
a carefully coiled snake, Abby sprung onto the back of her father.
She pulled out a small syringe, pre-loaded with cyanide and plunged
it deep into the carotid artery on his neck.

There was barely time for even a look of
surprise to cross the President’s face as he gasped for air and
collapsed into a heap on the drawer. The poison definitely worked
quickly. Abby back-peddled away from the dead body of the
President.

A loud commotion at the door drew Abby’s
attention away from admiring her handiwork. The Secret Service
Agent threw open the door and crashed inside the room shouting,
“Mr. President, that’s not your daughter! She’s still with your
wife in Florida!” He was followed by a small army of similarly
dressed agents.

Upon seeing the crumpled body of the
President, they all ran over only to discover they were too late to
help him. Barely controlled chaos filled the Oval Office as agents
tried in vain to revive the President and orders were shouted over
radios. The head Secret Service agent looked around the room,
taking it all in. Something was missing… no, check that.
Someone was missing. “Where’s the Abby look-alike?”

As even more agents frantically pushed into
the room, a green chameleon slipped out the open door, unnoticed.
It scurried down the long hallway, carefully avoiding the
stampeding feet as the White House was suddenly put on lock down.
Tourists were ushered out of the building into the waiting arms of
police investigators to begin questioning.



A contingent of Secret Service agents
surrounded an older gentleman in a suit as expensive and neatly
pressed as that of the dead President’s. The older gentleman looked
confused as they hurried him down one of the hallways, leading him
out a side entrance. “Mr. Vice President, we have to get you out of
here right away. The President has just been assassinated.”

The chameleon darted across the hallway in
front of the group. It danced under their feet in an attempt to
keep from being stepped on by the polished black shoes. The Vice
President caught sight of the small, green lizard just in time to
keep his foot from crunching down on it.

“Wait, wait!” He bent over and scooped up
the reptile.

“What are you doing, Mr. Vice President? We
don’t have time for this…” One of the agents grabbed his elbow,
trying to hurry him along.

The Vice President tucked the chameleon into
the inside breast pocket of his suit jacket. “Sorry, I couldn’t
leave him there to get stepped on. This is Abby’s chameleon. He was
just given to her for a birthday present. She’d be devastated if
something happened to him …”

As the group rounded a corner of the
hallway, tucked safely next to the heart of the shape shifting
assassin’s next target, the chameleon smiled.

 


 



 


 


CANARY IN A COAL MINE




“Give until you cannot give anymore. Live
until the last breath leaves your lungs. And whatever you do, never
stop singing.”

 


 



 


 


I’ll never forget the day I met Evelyne.
It’s not often you hear singing as someone moves into a retirement
home. Yet, there she was, singing in her beautiful soprano voice as
the movers carried her belongings into her new assisted living
apartment. She caused quite a stir, drawing the other residents out
of their homes and into the covered walkway outside their doors.
The scowls that graced the faces of the grumpier residents were met
with a cheery smile, a wave, and more of Evelyne’s upbeat singing.
I liked her immediately.

That night, as she came down to the
cafeteria for dinner, she took the dining room by storm. She threw
the double doors open and stood with her hands on her hips, back
straight, and her chin tilted up at a jaunty angle as she surveyed
the room. All the while, a smile played about her carefully colored
lips. The look on her face said it all: she had arrived. All eyes
were on her as she made her way over to a table with the easy grace
of a dancer. The only response to the whispers and occasional
unkind glance was a warm smile and a thickly drawled out “Evenin’.
You doin’ alright?”

My stomach flip-flopped in odd excitement
when she sat in my section. I hurried over, pulling my notepad out
of my pocket as I prepared to take her order. “How are you, Ms… ?”
Warmth crept across my cheeks as I floundered. Too late I realized
I had yet to get her name from one of the nurses.

“It’s Evelyne, darlin’. And I am fine, just
fine!” Her voice filled the usually quiet room. When she noticed
everyone staring at her, she threw her head back and laughed. My
earlier embarrassment gone, I couldn’t help but smile in
return.

 


*******

 


After dinner was over, the residents that
were able to went back to their apartments. Those that needed more
medical care were helped back to their rooms by the nursing staff.
My body went through the routine tasks of wiping down tables and
stacking plates, something it had many hours of practice doing. My
mind kept drifting back to thoughts of Evelyne.

Evelyne’s hair was the silvery grey of spun
clouds. The only wrinkles on her skin were those of her smile and
laugh lines, something she did often and with a wild abandon. She
was younger than most of the residents… or maybe she just seemed
that way because she was so filled with life. Like the sun after a
long rain, she seemed so out of place yet welcome just the
same.

“Hey, Em!” I called over to one of the staff
nurses as she cut through the dining room; getting a snack for one
of the residents, no doubt. “Why’s Evelyne here? She seems well
enough to live on her own.”

“Cancer. Terminal, from the looks of it.” Em
pulled a piece of gum out of the pocket of her Tinker Bell scrubs.
Such pronouncements didn’t affect her much.

A knot formed deep in my gut. I barely knew
her but already my life seemed so much brighter for having her in
it. Surely someone as sweet as Evelyne had someone to care for her!
“But… she has to have some family or something, right?”

Em shrugged and popped the piece of gum into
her mouth. “Husband died a few months ago. Her kids live in another
state. She doesn’t want to bother them with caring for her. She
actually fought them to let her move here.” Em moved on to finish
running her errand, leaving me to get back to work.

 


*******

 


Life with Evelyne at the retirement home was
definitely different. Each morning found her singing. She sung
quite often, in fact. If she wasn’t talking or listening to those
around her, she was singing. The most beautiful melodies filled the
air around her, all of them happy. Never once did I hear a sad song
pass her lips.

There were complaints at first. The elderly
can be such a stick in the mud sometimes. They like things to be a
certain way and woe to those who change it… and Evelyne most
definitely changed things. Still, in the end, even the Grumpy Guses
were won over by her smiles and zest for life.

Evelyne would sit in a corner of the
activity room, near the big window that overlooked the park across
the street. She would sit in the corner and crochet blankets for
the residents and staff. At first, she simply sat alone and sang.
Soon, she was joined by others. They had originally come to hear
her sing but like so many others, they wound up opening up their
souls to her.

She would listen as they told their life
stories, reminisced about loved ones that had passed on, or spoke
of their family and friends. If they needed advice, she would
readily give it. If they needed a shoulder to cry on, she gave
that, too.

Whenever I saw her there, I would find
excuses to stay nearby her. The activity room had never been
cleaner as I would dust, then sweep, then dust again for good
measure. I loved to hear Evelyne’s stories of how she had performed
as a dancer and a singer. A young director swept her off her feet,
putting an end to her dreams of Broadway but in so doing helped her
give birth to dreams of a family and children.

I once asked her if she regretted it; if she
wished she could go back and try her hand at becoming a Broadway
star. She gave me a dumbfounded look and said, “Why on Earth would
I do a thing like that, darlin’? How could I regret my Donald? He
loved me good and well for over forty years. And how could I regret
my babies or my grandbabies or the friends I made along the way?”
She smiled that easy smile of hers, patted my hand and said, “No,
darlin’. I don’t regret it a day.” And I knew she meant it.

 


*******

 


Cancer is an insidious thing. It saps the
strength of the mightiest oak, eventually felling it on its search
for destruction… and Evelyne was quite a mighty oak. If I could
erase that word and that disease forever, I would… but even I know
it wouldn’t bring her back.

She fought. Oh, how she fought! And she gave
and gave and gave to those around her. When she grew too weak to
crochet, she cut coupons to mail to the families of the service men
and women who were overseas so they could be used in the
Commissary. When asked about it, she said, “Those families are
losin’ so much. Those babies’ are far away and it ain’t like they
get paid much to start with. If I can do this little thing to help
them out, then I don’t see why I shouldn’t.”

When she could no longer make it out into
the activity room, the residents would visit her in hers. The staff
always found reasons to visit, too. If she was too tired to cut
coupons or talk while she had visitors, she would just listen. The
sincere smile on her face and reassuring pats managed to convey
more than words from most people could.

And still, she sang. Every morning, Every
time there was a lull in the conversation or she thought she was
alone. That soprano voice would get a little breathless and falter
on the high notes but it was still every bit as beautiful as the
day she first moved in. It made her so tired to sing, I couldn’t
help but ask her why kept doing it.

She looked me square in the eye. In spite of
how frail she had gotten and how weak she looked in her bed with
her blankets piled all around there was still a spark in her eyes,
a fierceness that even cancer couldn’t kill. “What reason don’t I
have to sing, darlin’?”

“You’re… “ My throat closed up. I didn’t
want to say the last word. Finally, it squeaked out. “…dying.”

Evelyne laughed. She laughed and smiled the
easy smile she had become known for. “Aren’t we all, darlin’? We
all gotta go someday, now don’t we?”

How she could laugh in the face of death, I
don’t know. I didn’t know quite what to say in response to that.
Thankfully, I didn’t have to figure it out.

“In order to gain happiness, you have to
risk sadness. If you wanna reach your dreams you have to risk
failure… and in order to live, you have to die. Just be sure you
really live, darlin’. Don’t let those risks scare you none.”

She sighed and patted my hand. It was a
gesture I learned to cherish from her. “I’ve had my fair share of
happiness in my life. With that came sadness, too. I’ve dreamt and
I’ve failed… and let me tell you what: My happiness and my success
was made all the sweeter for my sadness and my failures.”

Evelyne motioned to the window of her room.
I turned my head to be able to see where she was pointing. “Every
mornin’ I wake up I get to see the most beautiful paintin’ in the
sky as the sun rises. Every evenin’ I get to see it again as it
sets. I’m surrounded by people I love and I’m loved in return. I
have so much to be thankful for… so I sing.” There was such
sincerity in her voice, such feeling. She always spoke from the
heart, but there was more to this than that. She was speaking from
the very depths of her soul.

I found my eyes drawn to her face once more.
As I gazed into her eyes again, she smiled tenderly at me. The same
frail hand that crocheted the blanket I slept with every night
cupped my cheek. “I know I’m dyin’, darlin’. I can see Death in the
shadows of my room, just waitin’ for me. But you know what? I look
Death right in the eyes and I sing. He deserves to hear a happy
tune, same as you and me. Probably more so.” With that, she
laughed. It wasn’t with the same gusto as her first night in the
dining room… but it was every bit as heartfelt. I found myself
laughing, too.

 


*******

 


That was the last conversation I had with
Evelyne. That most hated of diseases took her quickly afterwards.
Her family managed to make it in time to be with her during her
last days. The residents and staff set up vigils with the family.
All the people that loved Evelyne filled her room to capacity and
overflowed into the hallway outside. I had never felt such love… or
such heartbreak.

She drifted in and out of consciousness,
although she never really truly woke up. Whenever she was
semiconscious, her lips would move. No sound ever came out. There
are those who think she was dreaming or talking to her husband… but
I know the truth. I had seen her lips move in the same rhythmic
ways so many times before. She was singing.

Every day on my break, I sit in the activity
room with the other residents as they crochet or cut coupons. The
conversation often drifts to the canary that filled our little cage
with such joy for entirely too short a time. As I sit, I often look
over to the plaque that hangs above her favorite corner chair near
the window. I know what it says by heart.

Give until you cannot give anymore. Live
until the last breath leaves your lungs. And whatever you do, never
stop singing.

 


 



 


 


BRILLIANCE




“Before the beginning of great brilliance,
there must be chaos. Before a brilliant person begins something
great, they must look foolish in the crowd.”

~From the I Ching~

 


 



 


 


The difference between brilliance and
insanity lies on the thin, sharp edge of a blade. A man with an
eight year degree from an Ivy League college can carve open a
woman’s breast with a knight and be called brilliance whereas a man
without a degree who carves open a women’s breast with that same
knife will be called insane, regardless of whether or not his
intentions were the same. Any monkey can be trained to read and
recite answers. It takes a true genius to maneuver through
textbooks and diagrams on his own as he desperately searches for
answers; for a cure. Too bad the “sheeple” don’t realize that. If
they did, I wouldn’t be stuck in this cell counting down the hours
until midnight. I’d be free and caring for her.

She was so pretty… Was? Is? How I hope she
still is… I haven’t seen her in so long. I lost my soul to her when
I first saw her that day on the common area of the university we
both attended. Hair like fire cascaded in waves down her back. Her
flesh was as smooth as the skin on a pot of warmed milk and every
bit as pale, with a sprinkling of cinnamon across the top for
freckles. Her eyes sparkled like marquise cut emeralds in the
sunlight. On the rich, green grass of the commons she looked every
bit an Irish fairy princess. I should have known then things would
end as they did. True, classic fairy tales are not pretty things.
They rarely end in “happily ever after” in spite of what Disney
would have you believe.

Three little letters carefully printed on an
unassuming piece of plain, white paper changed everything. Nurses
try to comfort as best as they can while simultaneously fighting
the urge to flee; to grab gloves, a gown, and a mask in an effort
to protect themselves from being handed the same diagnosis on the
same simple slip of paper. The fall from popular to pariah is a
hard one. How it hurt to hold her as she cried… People like to
think themselves enlightened. Ha. They don’t know the meaning of
the word.

Where could she turn for help? Doctors?
Hardly. What motivation does a doctor have to cure his patients?
Doctor’s don’t make money when their patients are well. They may
swear the Hippocratic Oath but they don’t uphold it. The words
“Hippocrates” and “hypocrisy” are similar for a reason, after all.
I was all she had. If she was to be cured, it was up to me to make
it happen… and research on Google only gets you so far.

I only killed two at first. The prostitutes
wouldn’t be missed. I didn’t want to touch them but they were the
most likely candidates to have the same disease as my precious
Irish princess. They went quickly, with little struggle. A death
too kind for the likes of them, really. I deftly carved open those
once pert breasts now sagging through drugs and hard use with hands
so steady they would make a neurosurgeon blush. I moved things
around, studying this and that, carefully recording my findings as
I went along. Once finished with their putrid shells, I disposed of
them. One burned; another dissolved in acid. I left their remnants
in different counties; not wanting to leave even the most tenuous
of threads between them.

I would wait a few months before killing
more, always ridding myself of the bodies in different ways in an
attempt to be careful. It wouldn’t do to have words like “serial
killer” bandied about. Unfortunately, time wasn’t on my princess’s
side. As a result, it wasn’t on mine either.

Desperation caused me to kill more
frequently. Soon, the public was in a panic. Prostitutes were
harder to find as they moved to different cities or stopped working
altogether to protect themselves. Politicians demanded answers. The
police department assigned their best detective to the case. Still,
they had no clues; not even the vaguest idea of who was behind all
of the deaths.

There are those who say luck is a lady. If
she is, she’s nothing more than a two-bit whore who gets off on
screwing with people’s lives and watching them scramble to pick up
the pieces. Don’t believe me? Talk to a lottery winner or a child
star sometime. Let them tell you how “Lady Luck” changed their
lives. That bitch most certainly ruined mine… and that of my
love.

In my desperation, I grew forgetful. I was
close to a cure; I could feel it. I just needed a few more bodies
to test my theory. I carried a body carefully wrapped in plastic
back to my apartment. If I had bothered to glance at a calendar in
my haste to leave that evening, I would have known to be cautious
and wait. Instead, as I slipped into my basement apartment with the
potential cure to my Irish princess’s disease slung over my
shoulder, I was met with lights being flipped on. Balloons,
streamers, and a heartily shouted “Surprise” assaulted my senses in
honor of my birthday. And there, standing at the front of the group
was my father, the police department’s best and most decorated
detective.

Well, there was really no denying guilt in a
circumstance like that, is there? Being caught red-handed in front
of a group of my closest friends and family sort of puts an end to
any fairy tale I might have woven, no matter how expertly I told
it. Besides, I didn’t really see the point. A part of being
brilliant is in knowing when to give up. But oh, how it broke my
heart to see my fairy princess at the back of the crowd! To see her
and have her know I failed her killed me as expertly as a knife
through the heart.

News spread fast of my capture. I found
myself being compared to the likes of Bundy and Gacy. They are
nothing more than hacks, the both of them. I have more in common
with Jack the Ripper and his dissection and study of his victims,
but I can’t expect the “sensationalists” in the media to know that.
A real journalist would, at the very least, be able to look up such
information. A sensationalist can’t even research their way out of
a paper bag. They just say whatever is at the top of their vapid
minds, much like the psychologists they had parading past my cell
on a daily basis.

I’ve been interviewed, poked, and prodded.
I’ve had theories abound about why I committed the murders. The
most common is I must have some inner rage towards my mother; she
must not have loved me enough or some such nonsense. I’ve also been
told I must have murdered all of those prostitutes out of some
twisted desire to help my father. He is a great detective, after
all. My poor father. I bet he never expected to play Sherlock
Holmes to my Moriarty.

In the end, what does it matter? And this is
the end, make no mistake about that. The clock has ticked steadily
down, finally reaching the appointed hour. The Warden and a priest
accompany me to the sterile looking chamber with the one-way glass
allowing the spectators to watch me meet my end without fear of my
knowing. It’s all a sick joke, really. They know I know they’re
there. They should just dispense with the charade and own up to
their sick desire to witness my death. It’s not like I could get
revenge, or that I would even if I could.

As I sit on the edge of the bed in the
middle of the brightly lit chamber, the priest asks me if I want to
make my peace with God. It’s all I can do not to scoff in his face.
Why would I want to pray to a god when I was one? It was my hand
that killed those whores… just as it’s really my hand that’s
killing me now.

Instead, I simply lay back on the bed. I try
to ignore the asperity points of the thin mattress as they dig into
my back. The brilliance of the overhead light blinds me as its
white light washes over my body. I close my eyes against its glare
but it still floods my vision. As the thin rubber band acting as a
tourniquet is tightened over my bicep, I call to mind the face of
my Irish fairy princess. What would the talking heads that
condemned me say if they knew I did this all for love?

Brilliance dissolves into brilliance as the
warm fluid is injected into my veins. I feel myself fading into the
white light above me with no one but my love to guide me.

 


 



 


 


JASMINE FOREVER




“One word frees us from all the weight and
pain of life: That word is love.”

~Sophocles~

 


 



 


 


What do you do when you’re the last of your
kind?

Do you go into the world, determined not to
be alone? Live among humans, pretending to be one of them? Delve
into their politics, play their games, wear their clothes? Feel the
passion of their humanity as you dive head first into their world,
embracing all that it means to be one of them? Fall in love with a
dark haired man with warm, loving eyes, soft lips full of poetry,
and a heart as pure and noble as the greatest elven knight that
ever lived in stories or Faerie alike?

Even the noblest of human hearts eventually
begins to fail. In the blink of an eye, a heart that was once full
of hope and happiness can shatter into a million pieces, never to
be made whole again. In that moment, as the grief washes over you
and forces you to your knees, then you learn what it truly means to
be human; to be mortal… but that was decades ago. Or was it
centuries? It didn’t matter. The pain was still fresh… it felt like
days.

No. It’s better simply to watch; much like
she did oh so long ago. She safely hid and watched as the Wild Hunt
systematically hunted down and killed all the fae in Faerie. When
all of the elves, gnomes, brownies, hobgoblins, and the rest were
gone, the Wild Hunt turned on each other, destroying themselves in
turn. Once all of the dust settled, there was only one left to
clear the debris and bury the dead. She was a mere child then; a
grown woman now.

The palaces of Faerie, filled with marble
statues and silken tapestries, barren feast halls and closets
overflowing with garments that were the stuff of dreams, had been
her playground then. Now, the empty halls and echoing corridors
only served to remind her of all that she had lost.

So, she watched.

She watched as kings and princes gave way to
Presidents and Prime Ministers. Courts became Congresses and
Parliaments. Monarchies still existed but they were mere shadows of
their once glorious selves. While all the treachery, all the
backstabbing remained, all the beauty and pageantry had ended long
ago.

It didn’t matter. The allure of them, the
sway they once held over her, died when he did. Besides, they had
entire newspapers, magazines, television channels, websites;
thousands of people dedicated to watching them, reporting on their
activities for all the world to hear and see.

Instead she watched the simple people, the
ones like him, with goodness and love in their hearts. She watched
their births and deaths, their joys and sorrows, the drama of their
entire lives played out on a stage that existed just for her.

She covered the walls of her empty palaces
with fragments of their lives, carefully written in her flowing
hand. Perpetually ink-stained fingers filled every nook and cranny
of every wall, every statue, every floor tile with their stories.
If she squinted her eyes and wished hard enough, she could almost
see the words take shape into the ghostly forms of those she had
written about. In those moments, the palaces were filled again with
the joy and laughter that were nothing more than faint memories to
her now.

Every inch of writable surface was filled;
all save one wall that had been carefully erased, one wall that had
held the lifespan of a single, mortal man. She needed no reminders
of his life, no words left behind for prying eyes to see. Every
story, every minute of his life was etched on the many pieces of
her still broken heart and she knew she would carry them with her
always.

As mankind went on living, she stayed
suspended; unable to die but unwilling to live, simply watching…
and writing. The last bastion of magic, the last faerie in all the
world. She would remain Jasmine forever… forever watching… forever
his.

 


 



 


 


CHAOS




“Chaos is the score upon which reality is
written.”

~Henry Miller~

 


 



 


 


At first, there was nothing but blackness.
Large, empty space stretching out into nothingness so pitch black
it was impossible to see.

A flick of his wrist sent light spilling
over the space, illuminating the emptiness in a soft glow. Shadows
threatened to creep in from all around but he ignored them. They
were no threat to him right now. He was the master of this
universe.

Bright bits of color flitted at the corner
of his vision. Green, yellow, red, blue; all lay temptingly close.
He gathered up the colors in his arms and surveyed the space before
him. Like a blank canvas, it begged for his imagination to run wild
over it. So, let it run he did.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17905
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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