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Imagination is a marvelous gift, one that is a blessing to both writer and reader in the measure it can be exercised. Take the inventiveness and playfulness—and respect for the trade of fiction writing—of two different writers, Sabb on the East Coast of Australia, and habu on the East Coast of the United States. Drop between them the unlikely image of an angel appearing in the window of a barn, with the phrase, “I came at it from the rear, seeing the high window lit with the full afternoon sun, and I saw him there caught in the sun, naked and golden, like some lost angel. Perched up there on the windowsill with his arms spread wide hanging on to the frame. He is the reason I remember the barn so well.” Then toss in the bomb that the story has to deal with an unsuccessful suicide attempt—and can have the ending of the author’s choice—and, of course, must drip with hot male-male sex. Send the dueling writers to their separate corners with the assignment to turn up the next day with a fully developed story. Do all of this and Angels in the Barn is one version of what you get. As you read, Shabbu invites you to conjure up your own story from these ingredients.
by Sabb
I will always remember the barn. How could I ever forget it? It was a big, corrugated iron one, dull with age and with no windows on the lower level and just one at each end, up in the gable. Tall narrow windows that let light into the loft, while below the barn was dark and silent, cluttered and filled with dust. But I didn’t know that when I first saw it.
I came upon it slowly as I emerged onto the top of the mountain, after a steep climb from the bay below, which had taken me through the untouched forest of the national park. And I came at it from the rear, seeing the high window lit with the full afternoon sun, and I saw him there caught in the sun, naked and golden, like some lost angel. Perched up there on the windowsill with his arms spread wide hanging on to the frame. He is the reason I remember the barn so well.
I stopped there, breathing hard, recovering from the climb, and staring, fascinated by the erotic image before me. I was half expecting him to disappear, to be some trick of my mind. I wasn’t as young or as fit as I once was, and a dizzy spell had caught me out the day before and left me unsteady for a while.
But no, the golden angel didn’t vanish; instead, I now saw that he was looking toward me, and I waved at him. I waited, but he didn’t waved back; he just stood poised on his perch, ignoring me and apparently unconcerned that I was staring at his nakedness. Yes. I was staring at him, drinking him in, and letting his beauty soak into me and send a warm rush though my body. And as my breathing returned to normal, I became increasingly aroused.
Then suddenly I realized that he was falling. His arms were still spread out, and he appeared to be standing, but as I watched, he slowly began to fall forward. And he didn’t make any sound, or any gesture to save himself.
I was frozen and part of me was saying, “It isn’t real; this isn’t happening.” And part of me was screaming, “Nooooooooooo.” A long drawn-out cry of rage was rising up in me at what he had done as I watched. At what he was doing to himself, and to me.
He continued to fall silently, performing a perfect swan dive, as I stood there frozen, my mouth opening in a silent helplessness, but part of me still saying, “No, it can’t be real.” It seemed like forever that he fell, but it must have been only moments before he silently disappeared. Then there was a puff of dust and the spell was broken.
I dropped my heavy pack and ran towards the rear of the barn where he had fallen, thinking, “Have I got my mobile? Who will I ring? How do you treat a broken neck? Shit, it’s twenty years since I did first aid, shit, shit. Why? Why would he do it? Why to me?”
The grass had only been ankle high where I had been hiking past, but as I ran closer to where he had fallen, it got longer, and thicker. I was imagining broken bones poking out of skin and almost vomited just thinking of it. Then I got within a dozen feet of where I imagined he was and found myself slowed down and almost wading through thick thigh-high grass.
Then I was trying to climb a huge pile of decaying grass clippings and rubbish when I heard a soft moaning, and I finally saw him. He was pulling himself out of the center of the invisible pile of lawn clippings and was moaning.
“Fuck it. I can’t do anything right,” he suddenly shouted and started swearing. “Fuck, fuck. Whyyyyy?”
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