One - A Death in the Bcginning

E_trom ltamc looked out the window of the car.
Travc!ing to another collection. SI"IC was weary of it a”,
tired of waiting for the return. “There‘s a sPecia!
Proviclence in the fall of a sparrow. [f it be now, tis not to
come; if it be not to come, it will be now; if it be not now,
yetit will come: the readiness is all. Put, letit be.” She
thinks to herself. « An Traath~sa,[Trans!ation: "Now, at
this time"] | is the turning. We divide our year into a
dark ha!ﬂ from Samhain [”Ha”oween”]To Beltaine
[”Ma9 eve'] and a light lﬁalﬂ from Beltaine back to
Samhain. An traath~sa, ["Now, at this time") Legenclarg
Battlcs, !ovcs, and Rcvc]ations are Permittecl to occur at
cach of these turnings. (Inder the anam fhillfidh dl;
[Uncler the "soul return law"] the oPening between this
world and anotheris alwags an edge. Ore such oPening
occurs on November second.” 5}16 smiles to herself.

“But, you did not hear this from me.”

]t IS night in the season of Ha”oween. Another
caris clriving very fast. The Diriveris a man. [ e can
on!g see what the heac”ights see. As the headlights



search the clarkness, he sees the houses with
5carccrows, Jack~o~la nterns, Si«iletons and
Witches in their windows and on their lawns. To him,

thcg all blur into a kinetic montage of images.

He is not cloing avery goocljob of being safe.
He runs over the curb and bounces back into the

street, Fighting the steering wheel all the way.

The car shoots through the dark streets

without slowing down. Put he hears no sounds.

Suclclenlg the heac”ights find a human form,
Aga Dane,jogging along the side of the road. The

reflective Patches on her shoes are bouncing in the
clar!mess, as the car sPeecls in that direction. Thcrc

is still no sound.

She IS running towards the (ar.
T he car swerves and hits her - THUD - The

car shoots away into the darkness.

Aga Dane lies in the street struggling to hold
onto life. The sounds of the night continue in spite
g P
of her struggle.



Silent19 an otherworlc”g bright Hc”ow vehicle Pu”s
into the scene, and drives up to her shaking boc!g. The
car stops, and both doors open simultaneouslg. E_trom
[taf appears from the passenger side. Sheis dressed in

a Purple uniform that looks like something a bu”ﬁghter
would wear. I rom the driver's sicle, Neeve, an ELF]N

LIKE, VERY FPALL, 20ish WOMANGIRL,

emerges. Sheis wearing the same kind of uniform, but it
Is gray.

I” trom and Neeve walk over to Aga who is still alive.
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Neeve says “\/\/e’re too f:arlg.

E_trom kneels bg Aga and reaches out to touch
her heart.

“\/\/hat are you cloing? We're not suPPosec{ to
touch them until theg’ra reaclgl” Neeve said. [ trom
g!arcs at Neevc and touches Aga’s heart again. There
it was. She feels the faint but electric current of life.



Neeve cries, “Stop it now!” “Shhh?” [ trom

commancls her.

Neeve tries to grab her arm and Pu” it off Aga; but
she blocks Neeve, and grabs herwith her free arm.
I trom tells her, “Uust want to feel it again, what it's like

to be huma n.”

Neeve tries to break her grasp, but I tromis too
strong. E_trom’s hand is on Aga as her last breaths are

taken. I trom smiles with remembrance and satisfaction.

Aga dies.

I~ trom removes her hand from Aga and frees
Neeve. She rises and walks back to the car. «(Call it in”
E_trom orders her 9et again. Neeve glares at her,
Procluces a communicator device and speaks into it. “27,
27, the sparrow will drown the wind. The sparrow will
drown the wind. 27,27

Aga Dane’s soul returns to the void.



Two ~What T he Crow Said

"1+ OCTODBER-50 WEEKSLATER®

T wo People are sitting in a room. Oneis Yeats
Dane, amanin his mid 50's, fit, still bogishlg hanclsome,
but sad and marked bg life.

e sits on a couch in front of the window. The
otheris his Therapis‘c, Dr. Goloub. e sits on a !ounge
chair opposite Yeats, gacing the window. An empty
coffee table stands between them.

«] kccp having these migraine~!i§<c headaches at
m’ght. lt’s on19 at night when l’m trging to sleep. Nothing
helps.” Saicl Yeats. “You're having death anxiety,” said
Dr. Goloub.

Is re shocks him un?” he asked. “You are a
This reply shocks him “IHuh?” he asked. “You are at
an age now where your morta]itg IS 1N question,” said

(Goloub.



Yeats thinks about this. e can’t Figure it out, “\/\/}19
would | be worried about death?” Theg sit in silence.

“Yeats, how do you see 9our1cuture, after your

wite's Passing’?”

This question troubles him too. He is trging to
Figurc it out, but he'sin a ClCCP Fog. “M9 future?”

He starts to sPeak, but then stops, as the wheels
turn round and round in his head. “lgis unclear. .. | feel

like I'm waiting for something. .

Dr. Goloub studies him. “Waiting for what?” Yeats

responcls, “| don't know ... something 0

Theg sit in silence. Dr. Goloub glances at the
ticking clock on the wall. “Yeats, it's been almost a year
now, your insurance benefits are about used up. Don't
you think 9ou’cl like to accomplish something from our

sessions?”’



Yeats lares at his therapist. “|s that all | am to you?
oS P Y

A ledger card, with an account balance?”

“Yeats, you know that’s not what | meant.” Thcg sit

in silence again. Yeats struggles with the silence.

“Just once. Just once, l’cl like to know ]‘m loved and
love. ] mean like ga-ga goo-goo crazy love. Just one

timel”

BANGIA CROWTLYIESINTO AND
BOUNCESOFF THEFLATE GLASS
WINDOW:!

Dr. Goloubjumps back in his seat. Yeats turns to
look behind him at the (_row who hit the window.
BANG‘ The Crow flies into the window and bounces
off again. For a seconcl, the Crow and Yeats make ceye
contact. The Crow hovers there and then flies away.
Yeats turns back to Dr. Goloub.

“That’s never happenecl before ... it scared me.
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But you, you were so calm and comPosecl D “Crows,
those rascal shape shifters . .. Now something may
change,” thought Yeats.

He looks at Dr. Goloub, suclclenlg a grinis on his
face. “Yeats, you're smiling, whg?”

“Uust had anidea that's all.”
“Te” me about it?”

Yeats thinks about this. “No. | don't think J'm going
to tell 9ou.”

t's night Yeats is at a modest house. [1e knocks on
[t's night,

the front door. Therc Is noise within, steps aPProaching

the door. The front door opens. RICHARD
BRADIFORD, a wor!chearg 60~9€ar~o!c§, whose

dinner has been intcrruptecl, faces Yeats. []e wears a
detective bac]ge cliPPecl to his belt. His exprcssion Is a
cross between fear and concern. This is not the first

time this has happenecl.

11



Yeats notices some crumbs and BBQ/sauce
around Brachcorcl’s mouth. “You‘re eating e l’m sorry ...

]just was wonc!ering D

Jrs OK.... Jes QK.

“Iid you ever get any new leads about my wife?”

Brachcorcl studies Yeats before answering. e sees
the soul of a man looking for closure. Yeats, you still in

counseling’?”

Ycats looks clown, he is ashamed that he has
interruptecl the Brachcorcls‘ dinner. “Yeah, | am.”

“YOU OK?))
Yeats nods yes. Pradford is not convinced.

“Honeg? \/\/ho is it?” A woman says from inside the

!’“IOUSC.
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“Nobodg,” Brac”zorcl called back, “ ... Yeats, what

clo you want?”

Yeats studies him. Looking into Brachcorc}’s
searching eyes, he suclclenlg wanted to cry. He wouldn’t

let that haPPen.

“| want to know what happened to my wife. | want
the shit who hit her to Pagl | want my life back.”

“You know we’ve looked at all the evidence. There
just isn't enough to go on. l’m sorry Yeats, there's
nothing more | can do.”

Yeats kicks the door mat.

“| heed to get back to my dinner. Yeats, you take
care oFgourscGC, OK’?”

Yeats nods and walks away. Braclxcorc! watches him
help!esslg. Yeats gotto him for some reason. He felt
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sad.
# # #

Yeats liesina bedina cheap motel room. This
motel is where Yeats has chosen to live, rather than the
home he shared with his wife. There are very few
Personal effects. Evergthing is standard motel. There

is a Pile of clothes on one of the beds.

The sheets and blankets are all twisted. Heis still

dressed in his street clothes.

e tries to s!eep butis useless. e tosses and
turns trying to find comfort. Thcn, he grabs his calf and
starts screaming in Pain. He massages his calﬁ then his
heacl, then his temples. He lies back and is sti”, but the
Pain in his head still torments him.

HE MOANS.

He changes Position, and puts the Pi”ows under his
!egs. [t's no use. [Je thrusts his hands to his head trying
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to block out the Pain.

HE MOANS AND MOANS. [His

s!eeplessncss is reflected in a mirror. "rom the other side
of the mirror, | trom is watching Yeats toss and turn.
She touches her side of the mirror as if to touch him.

14 Octohcr turnsto 15 Octof:)er as the world

turns.
The sun is up and Bright.

Cigar butts overflow ina ]argf: ash tray. A
newspaper article is taPecl to the mirror over the chcap

imitation wood cabinet, it reads:

”/A\Ha Dane Ki”ecl in Hit and Kun”

]t wasn't front page news. Weclgecl into the corner
of the mirror frame is a well worn b inch snapshot of a
woman. Sheis smiling and looking at us. She was the

runner, Yeats' wife.
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An open vodka bottle sweats next to a tall shot
g!ass. The room is empty, lit bg a singlc lamp which casts
a smokg Purplish Pa” on the scene. [tis cha”engecl bg the

neon that burns in the bathroom.

Yeats is seated on the toilet, his boxers around his

ankles.

THEREIS AKNOCK ONTHE
DOOKR. Si!ence.

THERE IS ANO TTHER KNOCK.

“lt‘s open. . 2 calls Yeats.

The door opens slowlg.

ARCHIBALD STANTON, a pudgy 66-

geanolcl man enters.

“Yeats?”
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((Yeah.”

THE TOILET FLUSHES.

Yeats enters from the bathroom, wiping his hands on
his boxers. e sees Stanton and smiles with scorn, then
grabs the vodka bottle and pours a shot, ignoring
Stanton.

Stanton studies Yeats intentig.

Yeats slides down the wall into a sitting Position
without looking at Stanton. He sips the voc”<a, which
burns and revives him.

“l went 139 the house toclag R Stanton says.

He searches Yeats for some response. Yeats

ignores him still. | here is silence. Stanton waits.

“Ancl?” Yeats Fina”g says...
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“« And | was wonc!ering about you, Yeats.”
Yeats swirls the vodka in his glass and then sips.
“Ilow are you cloing?” asked Stanton.

“|'m doin’ goocl, real good 0

Stanton walks over to him and sits on the corner of

the bed above Yeats.

“That’s good, ]‘m glac{ to hearthat ... He could
see that this was a fiction. The booze was taking its toll.

He reaches out to touch Yeats’ shoulder. Yeats
knocks his hand away and glarcs at him. A shiver of fear
swept through Stanton. “He could hurt me.” Stanton
thought to himself.

“What the hell do you want?”
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“|'m worried about you; that's all.”

“Whg? Did ] ever come to your church? Did ] ever
invite you into my home? Did l ever give you a hint that |
was a believer? Well did |27

Stanton shakes his head no.

“You think you can help me?” [ e asked Stanton.

“No, not me.”

“Oh, so you think (God can helP me?”

“Look, you ought to be in your home, getting on with

your life ... Your work . . . your art”
“You didn't answer my question, did you?”
Stanton is silent. [ e remembered that last time he

talked of (God to Yeats. The rage and vitriol was
ferocious. [ le won't take the bait. Yeats finishes his
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vodka in a gulP.

“Just because my wife was a believer doesn't mean

shit! You hear me?”

Stanton looks clown, “Yeats ] want to help.” Yeats
!unges at him and reaches up to him, grabs him }39 his
collar and PUHS him down to his level. Stanton tries to
Pu” away. Yeats’ grip does not 9ielc]. Instead he Pu”s
Stanton closer so that his earis right bg his mouth.

“| eave me alone!” he whispers into Stanton’s ear.

Stanton blinks uncontro”ab]g.

“You are a liar. You were born with one face and
have Paintccl 9ourselxc another, and it rubs me to rage.
(et the fuck out of my life. | don't care what you think. |
don't care what you have to say. Stag away from mel”

Yeats licks Stanton's ear then curls his !egs up into

his chest, and Pushcs Stanton away with the force of his
!egs. Stanton flies backwards in terror-
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“(30 fuck 9ourseH:l”

Yeats starts LAUGH]NG Stanton shoots for

the cloor, as Yeats‘ eyes well up with tears.

Yeats thought to himsehc, “Iell calls me. Fuck the
worlcl, FUCK THE_ WORLD‘ l am going to make

someone pay. ] will create such an opera of malicious
butcherg, that you will wince at the mention of my name.

You hear me, | will havejus’ticel”
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T[-nrcc —- T[-nc Onc Flalf Worlcl

t is night again. Yeats walks the streets at a driven
ltis night ag

cliP. His head is down and all the life he passes, passes
him bg.

Occasiona”9 he stops to drink from a Plastic Pint of
vodka in a paper bag that he Pu”s from his coat, and

looks for his direction.

He wonders “\/\/ho is it? Who will whisper my name
to the moon? Who will see my heart in the darkness?
K now my dreams in the light’? Who will love me? \WWho?
Who will give mejustice?”

As Yeats walks down a street, there are ﬂashing

!ights travcling Past him, and THE_ SOUND OF

SIRENS Yet he walks on unaware. \We S there
has been a car accident, a SUV ﬂiPPecl over.

On the side doorwe can read the uPsicle down sign:

'CHECK OUT THENEWHIT SINGLE
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FROM THE LOVE SIRENSY

Tl‘:c sound of power saws shatters the night, and
sparks 1q9 as firemen try to cut out the survivors.Put it is
clear from the blood and shattered glass that there will be

none.

I” trom and Neeve's 9eﬂow \/ehicle drives up to the
scene and theg get out. Yeats does not notice and walks
bg the scene as if Possessecl, thinking to himself “Now in
the night, stillness hears my steps. | am the hunter, new
born in blood lust. The dead are my fellows as ] race to
my prey. l don't know your name but ] know your heart

and it is minel

SOmewherC in the night a church bell tolls.

Yeats stops walking and listens carefully to the bell.
P oS Y

[t tolls again.

“The bell gives voice to my hate and summons me.
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g0, and itis done. You will not know this invitation, it is
for me alone.” He continues walking with more
determination and knocks into someone along his Path

without tuming back.

Yeats’ destination, The (_row’s Nest Club The
door sSWINgs open, music Plags, as Yeats enters. The
cei!ings are low and a fluorescent glow emanates from

around the stage. There are signs announcing; “ONE_
NITE ONLY - THE LOVE SIRENS”

Yeats looks around, gets oriented, and walks over

to the bar. The BARTENDER, sees him.
“What can ] getya?”
“\/oc”<a, frozen and neat.”

The Bartencler Pu”s a bottle from the freezer and
pours into a glass in front of Yeats. Yeats raises the

shot g!ass in a silent toast and drinks.
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“|im looking for | ravis.”
“Ycah, and?”

“« Are you | ravis?
“Yeah, who are you?”

“We talked on the Phone, you told me tonight was
the night ...

Yeats studies his eyes.
The Bartenc}er shifts uncomgortablg. “l told you to
be here earlg. Now we gotta wait till my break. Sit,

erj09 the show.”

Yeats sips his drink and studies it as it sweats on the

bar.

Behincl Yeats is Neeve, wandng among the patrons,
hancling them something, but we can't quite see what it is.
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She walks up to Yeats and taPs him on the shoulder.
He turns quicug.

“| ove?” She asks.

“What?”

“Forgou.” She hands him a small Plush toy bear
that is ho!cling ared heartin its hand. Yeats smiles and
looks at it. He shakes his head "no" and turns back to
where Neeve was stancling. She is gone. He looks
around and can't find her. He looks back at the Love
Bear and its heart and shoves it under his coat into the
Part where the sleeve meets the shoulder. His focus

returns to his drink.

Yeats sips and watches the mirror at the bar; while
he does the stage go dark. The room gets quiet.

“(Good evening folks ... welcome to (Club

Nevermore, here at the Crow’s Nestl ]’m sorry to say
there has been a change on the bill tonight. | know many
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ofgou were here for the Love Sirens, but. .. Ummmm,
theg can't make it.. . ] ravis runs the sound and light

board from the corner of the bar, and is the MC as well.

RANDOM SHOUTS AND YELFS
FROM THE CROWD.

“\/\/c’rc rea”g, rea!!g !uckg that at the last minute we
were able to get the amazing Perpormance artist. ...

Yeah babg, you know who ['m tandng about ...

ADPELL CHMES THREE TIMES, and

the room grows rea”g silent NOW.
“Iere she is, | trom |tafl”

A Pin spot !ight on the stage, i”uminating a single

cye and Part of a scar above it.

ATEMALE VOICE - commanding, seductive,

wise, nurturing, and represents the most Power?ul force in

the universe begins to SPCEB!(.
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Yeats is compc”ecl to turn around and look with

WOﬂClCF.

«“ifail, king that shalt be!" T his have | thought goocl

to deliver thee, my dearest Par‘mer of greatness, that
thou mightst not lose the dues of rejoicing, 159 being
ignorant of what greatness is Promisecl thee.” said I trom

to the room.

Travis nods to Yeats, and walks out from under the
bar and towards the back door.

[” trom continues with her Perpormance: “Yet do |
fear thg nature; |t is too full o' the milk of human kindness
to catch the nearest way: Thou wouldst be great; but
without the illness should attend it: what thou wouldst
hig!ﬁ!g, that wouldst thou holilg; Thus thou must do it, if
thou [Jave it . .

Yeats follows | ravis, but he looks at I trom. Their

cyes meet as I” trom continues.
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“Iie thee hither, that | may pour my sPirits in thine
ear; And chastise thee with the valour of my tongue. A”
that imPecles thee from the golc{en round, which fate and
metaphgsica! aid doth seem to have thee crown'd withal.”

BLACKOUT ONSTAGE. Silence.

Then AFFLAUSE AND WHISTLES: As only
she can, E_trom has brought down the house, for Club

Nevermore mght at Crow‘s Nest.

As the aPP!ause trave!s, Yeats and | ravis walk into
the a”eg, and | ravis opens a mini-van. Theg climb in.
] ravis sits in the back seat and Yeats in the shotgun

seat, which swivels around so he can look clirectlg at

] ravis.

| ravis bends down behind his seat and c}isappears
from view. [ rom inside the Club we [T AR the

THUME THUMT of House Music.

| ravis sits up and Produces a case, and pops it
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open. lt’s full of hand guns.
« All right cowbo , these are all clean, filed down and
& Y
acid scrubbed. (ntraceable. Qpalitg protection - so
whatta you lookin' for? Revolver or auto?”’

Yeats scans the assortment of weapons.

“(Concealment and ki!!ing power - I'm onlg getting

one shot LD

“Whoa, hold on therc, T exas! | oo much

Information!”

Yeats stares at him. [le wonders if he’s blown the
deal.

“Magbe it's not what you think!” Yeats offers.

“Me, ]’mjust a businessman. QK ?”

| ravis looks at Yeats for aPProval.
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“IHow much for the Colt Officer?

“Four bills. You sure you wanna go with that? |
mean thegjam every few cgcles ~ on!g 5 rounds in the cliP.

]Fgou’re ta”«’ng auto, go Glock or Peretta.”

]n the backgrounc} E_trom emerges from the c!ub,
sweating. She Produces a clag Pipc, the kind you might
see a [Jobbit smoking; strikes a match against the club
wall, and Pugs away Proclucing clouds of smoke. She
cups the smoke with her hand and waves it into her head
and hair,just as a Native American might do. Shc grins

as she sees Yeats in the minivan.

“Beretta's too big, how much for the Glock?” said
Yeats.

“5]’16’5 sweet. ] can let you have herfor 6 bills...”

“The Colt, 1 00 rounds, that 10 round clip, $3%25.”
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“You're ki”ing me herel”

Ycatsjust throws the money in the case and
watches | ravis’ cyes. | ravis hesitates, and then grabs
the cash. He whips out a brown paper bag, Puts the

Colt, the c!ip, and ammo in the bag and rolls it up neat.
e hands it to Yeats.

“Happg hunting cowbog.”

Yeats and | ravis emerge fromthe minivan. Yeats
tucks the paper bag under the coat under his arm, next to

the | ove Pear. | ravis walks quicklg back into the bar.

Yeats Fo”ows, but his eye is caught bg I trom, who is
Puging away.

“When you drink from the well of sadness, do it

quicklg or you may never leave.” I trom cha”enges him.
Yeats stops.

“Do ] know you?”
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((Do \leU?”

“Feck off1

“Anger’? (Good. Wear yourrage well; you will need

B2

it for thejoumeg.

She is moved bg her thought. Yeats senses this

and it scares him.
“Goocl night, laclyl”

I trom smiles. [1e turns and walks away into the
darkness of the night.

She Pugs on her Pipe and watches him walk way
shaking her head she thoughtz “You look like a sad tiger.
A sad tiger indeed, but more right and beautiful than you

know.”

Etrom remains at the back door under the neon
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signs and Pugs away on her clag PiPe.

The Ye”ow (ar Pu”s into the a”cg and drives up to
I trom. Neeve pops out from the driver's side and opens
the passenger door for ™ trom. [ trom enters and sits in

the Passenger seat.
“Back to work.” 5}16 commands.

She knocks her clag Pipe against the Vehicle's

frame. The ashes fall out and smolder. The door closes
and theg drive off into the darkness.

At the same time, Yeats walks the streets alone
ho!cling the | ove Pearin his hand. I” trom drives off.

Stantonisin a Chapel kneeling n prayer. \With fearin

his hcart, he counts his rosary beads over and over.

Neevc and Etrom drive through the streets. E_trom

wondered to hersehc, “Dicl he remember me?”

“Who was that guy?” Neeve asks.
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“Which guy?”

“You know, the one you wanted me to give the Love
Pear to? Whg is he so special?”

“Oh, him...” I trom replags their recent encounter

over in her head.
“Come on, dish.” Neeve Pressed.
“He’s an artist of sorts.”

Yeats has returned to his Motel Room. [ e quicklg
Pu”s the contents of the paper bag and P!aces them on
one of the beds. The Love Bear is there too. He
immecliatelg striPs the Colt and starts c!eaning it. [e
reassembles the Pistol and loads the bullets into the cliP,
one at a time, with Precision. The | ove Dear stares at

him as his Puts the cliP into the handle of the Pistol.

Neeve continues “]5 he famous? What’s he done?
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What kind of art?

“No, Yeats is not famous ~ notorious Perhaps, but
not famous. [ e makes films. Not popcorn movies, more
like cinematic ko'ans. | ranscendent. Put theg alwags
seem to be missing something, theg’rc not quite
comp!ete.”

“\/\/hat’s missing’?”

“Theg lack emotion, intimacy. lt's almost as if he is

afraid. Yeatsis missing love, life.”
“You said ‘Ycats.’ ]s that his name?"
“Dicl ]’? ] hadn't noticed.”
“Yes you did. Name some of his films.”
“l can't.”

“Have ] seen any of them?”
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“Frobablg not - theg’rc hard to find ~90u’cl have to

be a real aficionado.”
“Do you know him?”

“l’ve known about him for a long time, but, no, ] don't

know him.”
“Are you sure?”
[ trom ignores her and looks out the window. The

Halloween clisPlags flitted bg, as she tried to distance
herself from the ever chattg Neeve.

“\Nait a seconcl, wait-a-second!” said Neeve.

“Youlve got a crush on him, don't you?”
“Don't be si!!g. You know it's against the ru!es, and

I've told you what will haPPen if we break the rules,

haven't ]?”
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Neeve grabs a furtive look at I” trom as she drives
through the m’ght, then she looks back at the road.

“Yes, [ trom, you told me. ljust felt that . .. You

know ... ]‘m sorry.”

Thcg drive in silence. I trom’s cyes are focused
ahead. As she looks out the window of the moving,
\/ehic!e she sees the Pulse of humanitg, Passion!ess
consumption. She thinks “Theg are c{rixcting through
their time on earth without any aPPreciation for the gi]ct
thcg possess. \/\/1” that haPPen to me when l return” ]
hope not.”

Yeats IS lging on the bed his cyes are focused and
!ooking up at the ceiling. His exprcssion is identical to
I trom’s.

e raises his arm, holding the Co]t. e draws the
slide back and locks it in the open Position, then holds it

up over his head so he's looking right down the barrel.
e stares at the rhqing on the barrel as it Plags with the
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!ight. [He is fascinated with its Possibilities. His cyes well
up with tears. “\/\/hat would it be like to have the bullet

travel down that barrel into my hcacl?” he wonders.

CL]CK/SLAM [e releases the slide brake
and the slide springs shut, chambering a round. Tl’]e

Colt is now loaded and cockec!, reaclg to shoot. He
brings the Co!t down and rests it flat across his
forehead.

[t is now dawn at the E_ternit9 Bridge, a Fairg tale
like Peclestrian briclge across a stream. |_tromis standing
alone. F!umes of smoke rise from her clag Pipc.
Occasiona”g she cups the smoke with her hand and
sweeps it towards her head. She stops and is still. A
single tear slides down her cheek. She crosses her arms
across her chest to brace against the cold of the dawn,
and waits. And waits as another tearmqows, and then

anothcr.
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