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 Tammy waddled into the dish-pit area. With a bootie like Tammy’s, she 

always waddled. She thought it was sexy. Allie didn’t think about it. Allie 

glanced up and smiled. Her glance was met with a pink pop of double bubble 

gum. Allie always wondered how Tammy could chew that artificial crap, but if 

it kept her smiling, she wasn’t going to make an issue out of it. Tammy, on cue, 

spat the gob of gum into the huge scrapings bin. There was a nasty sneer on her 

face 

“I tell ya Allie, the guy, Tony, is a total pervert. He looks at me like was 

some kinda hottie he could slap and have his way with.” 

“Ah, come on Tams, you like that. Go on say it. You’ve got the hots for 

him.” 

“Your mind is totally disturbed.” 

“Seriously, Tams, I think he wants a permanent relationship. It’s not all 

about staring at those massive knockers and drooling.” 

“Do you think you can have a meaningful relationship with a drooler?” 

“To even consider that is indication of a sick mind.” 

Tammy pointed a finger at her and reached for her cigarettes on the shelf. 

“Either way his order is up and I’m sure he would rather have your tight little 

butt do the delivery. Besides I need a smoke. Back in ten.” 
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“Sure.” A bell rang from the kitchen and Allie wiped her hands and 

headed for the kitchen pass. 

She spotted him the moment she came out of the back. Tony was at his 

usual booth and immediately the hyena eyes darted up. His eyes darted down to 

the short skirt they were all forced to wear. She could smell his thoughts, he 

salivated lust. 

Allie shook her head. She shouldn’t judge him like that. The guy might 

dream, but he had never touched her or made a lewd comment. He just had a 

‘locust in a cornfield’ look.  

She delivered the food and moved away. 

“How long have you been here Allie?” 

“How long have you been coming?” 

“Eight years.” 

“Really? Wow, that’s amazing. I’ve been here four months.” 

One of his guests, a storkish, ginger-haired man with a wispy ginger 

goatee, leaned forward. “Four months and still haven’t found what you want? 

Or is this it?” 

She picked up on the arrogance. It was a big city brashness she had 

learned to let roll. “No, not this. It’s just temporary.” 

“Four months isn’t temporary.” 

“I am between gigs. I am an actress. I have some auditions coming up.” 

“An actress eh? That’s cool.” 

Allie moved back to the kitchen. She could hear the leather booth seat 

stretch. The two guys obviously turned to see her walk away. Just because it 

was not a ‘bling’ diner didn’t mean they could letch, but then the manager 

didn’t stop them. 

The diner was an atrocious green and yellow fifties throw back. The 

shade of green often made her think more of throw up than throw back. 

Beatrice, the owner, said she had a designer choose the colours when it was last 

painted. Allie was sure that was many years before Allie was born. No matter 

how hard the waitress staff cleaned there was never a gloss on anything but the 

chrome of the Gaggia coffee machine. No amount of sanitizer, detergent or 

elbow grease would lift the exhaustion. The décor had the vibrancy of a parched 

riverbed. Amazingly the kitchen still pumped out decent food and the loyalty, if 

not the decency, of the customers couldn’t be questioned.  
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Beatrice blasted out of the kitchen with four plates and a stained apron 

that through the day had seen most of the menu splattered on it. Allie thought if 

you looked at the apron you could read the menu.  

“Need to clear tables six and nine, Allie. The Wednesday hoop squad will 

be here in fifteen.” 

“Sure, Beatrice.” She grabbed a tray and cloth then headed back to the 

front of the restaurant. She eyed the men as they got stuck into their meal. She 

knew what would happen. The tables she had to clean were opposite tables 

seven and nine, where the ‘droolers’ sat. The booths were deep. She would have 

to lean over to clean the far side and she knew exactly where their eyes would 

go. The short skirts were ridiculous. She listened to the mumble of male voices 

behind her. As she leaned over to get the far side of the table, sure enough, the 

conversation died away. She whipped around and their innocence synchronized 

as they buried their heads into their burgers.  

She glared at them. Innocence like fresh snow burst from them. It was 

pathetic.  

 

She drifted back to the dish pit with the tray of dirty glasses. Tammy was 

there ribbing the shy second chef. Tammy wanted to be a singer and she could 

really belt out a tune. She had been at the diner six years, hoping for a break. 

Playing small gigs and looking for a chance to be seen. She was like the décor 

or Beatrice’s apron, tired of spirit. 

Allie dismissed the thought, the negativity wouldn’t help. She wanted to 

be a positive person. That was what all the supposed gurus said. Banish the 

negative thoughts and focus only on the positive. She scraped the dishes and put 

them into the dishwasher. The water in the bottom of the washer always held a 

murky ‘deathness’, like disillusion or despair. She couldn’t complain. She had 

moved to the city after graduation from acting school, found a small apartment 

and got it set up. It wasn’t great but it was a foothold in a tough city. Her new 

boyfriend was sweet and doing his best to find work. He was a good painter he 

just needed to sell more.  If you worked at it and stayed positive the breaks 

would come. She knew that. 

“Tony’s done.” Beatrice called. 

Allie glanced up in time to see Tammy turn away pretending to be 

helping the young chef Rodney. It was alright. They all benefitted from the tip 

pool. She would clear them. 
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They had left the plate at the far end of the table. It was a stunt she knew 

well. As she leaned over for the plate, as the men somehow did not have the arm 

power to slide it to her, the man would gaze down her top. The guy at the corner 

of the booth would check out her butt while the other beside him went for a free 

pop down her front. It was pathetic. 

When she leaned back with the plates she tried to catch Tony staring at 

her butt. Oddly he was looking at the desert menu. 

“I think I’ll go for a desert today. What do you suggest?” 

Allie was surprised her was being decent. “The crumble with vanilla and 

a touch of toffee sauce, is my favourite.” 

“The goatee spoke up. “You can’t be eating that kind of dessert with a 

body like yours. You must eat only crackers.” 

“No love it. I eat what I want.” 

“Some people have all the luck,” Tony said. 

The goatee smirked. “Looks like someone is enjoying her luck.” 

Allie glared at the insinuation. She was going to blast him back but then 

thought twice. He had a nice leather case and an expensive watch. It wasn’t 

worth burning a tip for a bit of trash talk. “You have to make your luck.” She 

walked away. 

Tammy took the order, but when it came up in the kitchen she 

disappeared again. Allie approached with the three deserts and distributed them 

at the table. 

“So where are you from Allie?” The goatee asked. 

“Minneapolis.” 

“That where you studied theatre?” 

“Yeah, I got my BA there and also did lots of scene study classes.” 

“Now you are trying to crack the ‘Big Apple’?” 

“Yeah, not that easy.” 

“You know Tony is a producer?” 

Allie had no idea. She always thought he was just some local 

businessman, a salesman or lone-shark. 

“He is producing one of my plays. I’m a playwright.” He had her interest. 

Luring the hunger of a waitress full of dreams stuck in a nowhere job was like 

giving water to a thirsty dog. Set a bowl on the floor and they lap it up. “We are 

casting tomorrow night. If you’re interested.” 

Tony spoke up, “There are two roles about your age range, but I mean it’s 

up to you.” 
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“You said you had other auditions.” 

“But if you could fit in a time in between shifts or the other auditions,” 

Tony added. 

“It’s only profit share, but in this city you have to be seen.” 

A quiver flashed across Allie. “Sure, no I agree. That is totally it. Is there 

a script I can see?” 

“We are just doing cold readings. Come by at five that way you can see 

the script for a half hour before to familiarize yourself.” 

“Okay, sure thanks. I’ll bring my CV and head shots.” 

“Great,” he wrote on a serviette, “here’s the address, see you then.” 

“Thanks, see you.” She walked back to the kitchen. She didn’t bother to 

think if they watched her or not. A ‘break’ was a ‘break’. She could invite a few 

agents to the production, get seen, and get a bit of commercial work or some 

more theatre. If it was profit share the money wouldn’t be huge, but she could 

do some day shifts once the play opened. She could still make ends meet. Alex 

could sell a few paintings. 

“What are you glowing about?” 

“Just got an audition.” 

“Really? Who with?” 

“The guy with Tony is a writer. Tony is going to produce his next play 

and they offered me an audition.” Allie couldn’t hide her smile. Every niggle, 

every cranny in the city had to be grabbed to get a foothold in the theatre scene 

in the city. Education and talent meant nothing without an opportunity to show 

your stuff. It was about opportunities and contacts. 

“That’s nice.” A bitterness like Tabasco sauce laced Tammy’s voice. “I 

never knew Tony was a producer. Go figure, eh?” 

Allie felt the grate of Tammy’s envy. She had been at the diner for years 

and the thought of an escape, or having an ambition to improve herself, had 

swirled away like the murky grey water of the dishwash sink. She was like the 

coffee of the two-a.m. straggler. Nowhere to go. No thoughts to think. She was 

the tinkle of the spoon in a thin lukewarm coffee. Life was over sugared and 

spilled into a sad greying saucer. 
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“Wow it really pissed down. The river is heaving.” He heard her scrabble 

around in her sleeping bag. “You sure you want to go? We could portage in land 

a couple miles, to the C24, and catch a ride to Helmsley. The road is closer at 

this point. We can’t change our mind further downstream.” 

“What? Why would we change our mind? Hiking out will take hours. No 

thanks.” 

Jessica was packing her sleeping bag already. He wanted to cool her 

volcanic spirit. “We could just chill and have a cup of coffee before we head 

out.” 

“That’ll take too long. Make Coffee? Set up the stove, blah blah? We are 

already a day late. I’ve got work to do before tomorrow’s opening. Why are you 

pissing around?” 

“The river looks nasty.” 

“Come on don’t be a pussy. Pack up. Sooner we are on the water the 

sooner we are into some dry clothes.” He watched as she pushed her sleeping 

bag to the edge of the tent wall and got changed. She pulled her wet suit on. 

They were caught out in the thunderstorm and were now paying the price. The 

trip was his idea, a farewell to good times, but she had insisted on starting 

higher up the river and that left them a longer journey. She insisted it was a 

better launch point. Jessica always insisted. That drive was what attracted men 

to her and repelled him now.  

With the turn in the weather it had cost them two hours and they had to 

camp for the night. They had spent the night in their foil emergency blankets 

inside the soaked tent. It was a cold miserable night. Shivering and with nothing 
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to say anymore, with or without the weather, their engagement had soured     the 

same way as the weather. 

He stared at the churning river. It was an angry day. There was a seething 

challenge in the river. It was a serpent luring them to a dangerous challenge. It 

was unnecessary. 

“The river is churning. The lower rapids could be unpredictable.” 

“Did you not hear me? I want to go now. Stop wimping out. We are 

expert kayakers, let’s go. For shit sake get some balls.” 

He was going to argue but realized, as he had over the six months of their 

engagement, if it wasn’t her way – it was no way. “It’s dangerous. Rule number 

one: don’t mess with nature.” 

“Whatever. Rule number two – don’t mess with me.” She knew he was 

more experienced, but his constant coddling caution, which was the same in his 

life, bored her. He had been so exciting in the early years of their relationship, 

even if he still went and did his artsy crap with his family. Who would go and 

see King Lear when there was a fight at Madison Square Gardens? He made 

great choices on the markets and ‘nowhere choices’ outside of work. His place 

actually had a lawn. What for? Cement it. Go low maintenance. “Come on 

Phillip, I have shit loads of work. Get your wet ass in that gross wet suit and 

let’s go.” 

“I hate climbing into a cold wet suit it is like wearing a cadaver.” 

“Whatever.” 

 

In fifteen minutes, the kayaks were loaded with their small survival packs 

and they stood at the edge of the river. He didn’t like it. 

She looked at her ex-fiancé. He was handsome, fit and a catch for any girl 

at the office, but he lacked the savageness that turned her on. “What?” 

“It’s roaring past.” 

“Well… yeah? We get back faster and into a hot shower. Dah.” 

“We don’t know this river anymore.” 

“Bullshit. We’ve done this river a dozen times and it has always been 

great. Just this time is a little different.”  

He glanced at her. There was actually a sadness in her eyes, a 

vulnerability. It was that vulnerability that attracted him through the hard, 

bitchy corporate mask. She could be so coarse and captivating in her gentleness, 

that was gone now.  
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“Come on Phillip, we came for one last ride together. Sure we didn’t have 

sex like the other times, but we can still have fun. Go out on a bang. You will 

forever be my best mate.” 

“There’s a lot of water screaming past, Jessica. It looks angry.” It was at 

least a foot deeper than the previous evening. The section of rapids further down 

would be fearsome. The rapids were a highlight and they had done them many 

times, but never when this much water was broiling past. “I don’t think it is a 

good idea. The rapids will be a bitch.” 

“Come on, don’t be a whiney bitch. Let’s do this. If we get back sooner, 

we can relax before we tell my parents that it’s off.” 

“We’re telling your parents first?” 

“Yeah, of course. Your parents are at your sister’s violin gig.” 

 He hated that she had no appreciation of art. It drove a wedge between 

them. Great sex, great work, but different loves. “It is a recital.” 

“Sure fine. Let’s go.” She pushed her kayak out and hopped in. The water 

immediately swept her downstream. He hurried to his kayak. They had to stay 

close for safety. 

The moment he got to the center of the river, his chest tightened. 

Trepidation like fingers scratching a chalk board ripped across his back. She 

was about fifty yards ahead. She was powering forward. She needed more 

respect the river was whipping along fast enough as it was. He could catch her, 

that was not a problem. What was a problem, was the force below. The river 

was a vicious growl of power. It thundered underneath. He could feel the anger 

of the current. There would be worse ahead. 

“Hey Jessica, be sensible!” 

“Puuussy!” She paddled harder. 

A small tree bobbed in the water beside him and he paddled clear. 

Moments later the tree rolled in the current and an enormous stump of roots 

kicked up at the black sky and then dipped away again. He would have to stay 

clear of that. He paddled harder to catch the mad blond. 

After thirty minutes of fast paddling they neared the first section of 

rapids. The river forked to the right with the main rapids in the center and a 

calmer version to the right. In the early days of their trips they had always taken 

the easier righthand fork. As their confidence grew they took the center chute. It 

had a fifteen-foot drop which became a highlight of the trip.  Today was 

different. 

“Jessica go right.” 
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“What? Why?” she called over her shoulder. “We’ll get some great air.” 

“It’s too fast.”  

She was about fifteen yards in front. “Hey there is a new chute on the left 

I’m going to do it, be the first to christen it.” 

“You don’t know it! Don’t!” She was already on her way. “Jessica don’t 

be stupid. We don’t know it.” The rapids sped faster as she approached the 

chute. He wouldn’t be able to turn and follow her. He had to take the center 

chute. It was too late to go for the safer right chute. He had to go right through 

the mouth.  

She bobbed out of site. He leaned back thrusting his feet forward and hit 

the drop. His left arm instinctively went down and he prepared to roll. The front 

of the kayak plunged deep, but it didn’t strike bottom. Instead like some horse 

the front was snagged to the right and he rolled. He came back up immediately. 

The water was freezing. He was backward. He paddled straight but bridged the 

next rapid. It was a moment and then a fist of water punched at his puny kayak 

and threw him clear down the stream. He landed on a rock and felt his right 

elbow crush onto a rock. The snap of bone ricocheted through him. His paddle 

was snatched from him. He rolled again the broken elbow twisted in the water 

tearing at the ligaments. He was flowing downstream fast. The rapids normally 

ended in another hundred yards. He looked for Jessica but there was no sign. 

She was probably ahead. He righted himself and tried to use his left arm to steer 

himself. There was a clunk to his left. It was a paddle. He snatched it out of the 

water. It wasn’t his. It was Jessica’s. She had to be further upstream. He 

directed himself to the left bank and struggled the kayak to the shore. He was 

far down stream. He scoured the river for a sign of her kayak. There was 

nothing. She had to be further up. Holding his broken arm, he stumbled up the 

shoreline. The curved bulbous noses of rocks scattered with splintered trees 

made it slow going. He scrambled as fast as he could across the slippery 

surfaced rocks. He fell often, banging his knees and rolling to protect the 

damaged arm. In five minutes, he could see the tail of the rapid section. He had 

drifted far down stream. He glimpsed the black and yellow of her kayak. The 

nose jutted skyward just on the edge of the rapids. The lower two thirds of the 

kayak were submersed in the pounding rapids. He couldn’t see Jessica. The 

white pounding froth immersed the remainder of the kayak. 

As he got to the kayak he saw she was still inside. Why hadn’t she kicked 

free? She was flailing weakly. She was near exhaustion. The rapids were 
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pounding her under the water. She fought up for air but was hammered back 

down into the torrent.  

Phillip waded through the river. It was just over waist deep. The current 

suffocated his muscles. Ravenous the swirling madness tried to rip his footing 

from him. He reached for the nose of the kayak to pull it free. That was when he 

noticed the froth wasn’t white. It had a dull pinkness. His footing slipped and he 

went under. A shard of wood slashed out at his side and he came up for air. He 

was fifteen feet down from the kayak. She hadn’t fought up for air again. He 

thrust himself through the current. His eyes were rivetted on the bobbing wet 

suit in front of him. He reached for her and latched on to her hair. He slipped 

dragging her head further underwater. He scrambled to his feet and shot the 

handful of hair above the water. Her face was blue. He reached under her 

armpits and pulled. She didn’t move. He reefed harder but she was stuck inside 

the kayak. It didn’t make any sense. He released her hair and dove under water. 

Her head followed him down under the water. She was unconscious. He 

immediately found the problem. He went up for air and pulled her around. He 

breathed a half dozen times into her mouth. He had to keep her breathing. He 

needed a plan. He went under again and grasped around the base of the kayak. 

He lifted… nothing. He came up for air and again breathed into her mouth. 

His eyes searched around, but it was just a world of frothing fury. 

He grabbed the front of the kayak and tried to press it up. Her weight and 

the water hammering down made it impossible. He had to roll her. 

He jumped across her waist to grab the far side of the kayak and saw the 

problem. A submerged tree branch had pierced not only the bottom of the 

kayak, but it had gone straight through her thigh. The angry tongue of blood 

that impaled Jessica glared at him. He had to lift her off it. He slipped his left 

arm between her legs. Clenched her thigh and rolled backward onto his broken 

right elbow. He could feel the branch slowly get sucked out of her thigh. The 

force of the water pummelled their backs helping release her from the wooden 

spike. Suddenly she broke free and they crashed into the current. He struggled 

to keep her face up. They tumbled and slipped, surging in the torrent as his one 

arm tried to drag them clear.  

Fifty feet downstream they bundled onto an outcropping of half-

submerged rocks. He pulled her up and rolled her on her side. Her passageway 

was clear.  He rolled her back and performed mouth to mouth. He pumped her 

stomach. Then went mouth to mouth. He pumped then returned to mouth to 

mouth.  



 11 

On and on it went, he had to get her back.  

She had to breath, there was no one else around. He could see the blood 

trailing down the rock and into the water. How much had she lost? 

“Come on Jess. Come on, you stubborn cow! Fight this.” 

He tipped her face forward and slammed her back, then moved her back 

onto her chest. He pumped, then followed with mouth to mouth. Scores of 

minutes passed. It became a numb mindless activity. Pound, breathe, roll, 

pound, breathe, roll. He was growing weak. His focus drifted. Was he 

hyperventilating or getting hypothermia? He had no idea. His eyes ached. 

Her body jerked and from her waist an enormous cough belched forth. 

Water and blood poured out. She coughed again. She was breathing.  

 He rubbed her back and chest desperate to get warmth and circulation 

into her body. He glanced at the hole in her leg. She would die of blood loss 

unless he could do something.  He unzipped her wet suit and pulled off her T-

shirt and bra. He zipped it closed and resumed the rubbing. She was mumbling 

in short, raspy breaths. 

He tore the T-shirt up each side so it made one long strip. Working with 

only the one functioning arm made everything slow and awkward.  

He unzipped his wet suit, removed his own T-shirt and rezipped. Using 

her T-shirt he tied a tourniquet around her thigh. It wasn’t tight enough. With 

only one arm he couldn’t get it tight. He strapped his T-shirt directly over the 

bloody wound. He reached for a nearby stick that had washed up amoing the 

rocks. It was stubby and solid. He slipped it under the tourniquet and cranked it. 

After three revolutions it was tight. He slipped one end under the other bandage 

to hold it in place. It worked. 

She was at best semiconscious. He sat back on the rock and rested. He 

had to think through his options. 

He glanced at his watch. It was after noon. They had been fighting in the 

river for three hours. The sky was dark. He had to get them out. Both kayaks 

were lost and it was a five or six mile hike through thick bush to a road. There 

was no other option. They both needed a doctor and on foot was the only 

option. 

“Jessica? Jess can you stand?” He slapped her face gently. Her head 

rolled to the other side. “Shit.” He stood up. He had to get himself set before he 

could help her. 

A thought drifted through the darkness of his mind. Leave her, save 

yourself. 
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He shook his head. No impossible. He would carry her out. 

He tied her bra in a knot then looped it over his head. He glanced at the 

dangling right arm. It would hurt to lift it into the sling. He reached through the 

loop with his left hand, grabbed his right wrist, and paused. He counted to three 

then pulled the broken arm into the ‘bra sling.’ Pain shot through his arm into 

the back of his head and behind his eyes. In a moment it was over and the 

splinters of pain subsided. 

His teeth were clenched tight as he stared at the swelling elbow. “That 

was not so bad. Bullshit,” He glanced at the crumpled blond at his feet. She was 

the hottest woman in the office and in many ways they made a dynamic, volatile 

couple that invigorated the workplace. Both were driven and ruthless with their 

trades, but it ended when they left the building. She was into Mui Tai and 

violent martial arts. He was into subtle arts, theatre and poetry. It was an 

‘opposites attract’ love affair. It was eruptive, erotic and in the end unfulfilling 

for both of them. Now if he didn’t get them out it would be the end for both of 

them. 

He reached down with his left arm and rolled her forward. He tried to 

crouch down and roll her onto his shoulder. He collapsed backward with her full 

weight on his broken arm. “Aaaagh.”  

Once the pain cleared from his eyes, he shook the numb splinters form 

his mind and tried again. He dragged her across to a heavy tree twenty feet 

away. He slid her up the tree trunk until she was standing and propped her there, 

pinning her with his body. He could feel her shallow warm breath on his cheek. 

She was still alive. That was good. He slid down her mid-section to her crotch 

and let her body fall over him. He stood up and pressed her weight up. He had 

her… now… to walk. He left the slippery rocks of the shore line and headed in 

land. The skies though grey, refrained from releasing their anger on them again. 

 

After thirty minutes he stopped to rest. He tipped her back against a tree. 

He put his cheek close to her mouth. He was sure he felt a draft of warmth. Her 

lips had some color and the top of her eyes felt warm. She was a fighter, they 

would make it. If he could get them out, they would be fine. He lifted her up 

against the tree and pressed her onto his shoulder, wobbled, then trudged 

through the thick undergrowth. “Back at the office in no time. Trading and 

raging. Back in the office in no time.” It framed into a mantra with each step. 
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He glanced at his watch. It was nearly three. He had no idea how far he 

had gone. He was moving too slow. Zigzagging and tumbling to his knees every 

hundred yards, convinced him they would never make it by nightfall – if they 

made it. 

He leaned her back against a tree and rested. The patter of rain bounced 

off the tree trunk above. “Jessica, I don’t know if you can hear me. This isn’t 

going to work. I am moving too slow. I have to go for help. I’ll make a little 

shelter for you here. I can be back in three or four hours.” There was no 

response. 

He searched around for a large tree with a well under it that had a soft 

bed of dead brush and needles. He found a huge fir and slipped under. With a 

vicious yank he propped her against the tree trunk then brought several bundles 

of sticks and laid them beside her to keep her propped up. He shored up the area 

around her legs and stepped back. It wasn’t much, but he couldn’t think what 

else to do.  

He crouched in front of her and took her chin in his good hand. “You are 

gorgeous. I’ll always love you. I’m coming back. Just hold on.” He thought for 

a moment that he saw a tweak of her mouth. Not a smile, but a recognition. He 

would get back. He wasn’t abandoning her, but as things were they both 

wouldn’t make it stumbling in the dark. 

He stood up and slipped out from under the tree. It was raining harder. He 

had to run. He searched trying to get his bearings. It was dark, but he thought it 

couldn’t be more than two miles to the C24, then he could flag a car for help. 

He stumbled to a half jog. 

The forest was dense and glowering. He had to hop over a myriad of 

fallen branches all clamouring to trip him. Brittle twigs tore at his face as he 

barged through heavy undergrowth with only his left arm in front of him. After 

an hour he was scratched, ripped and in darkness. He paused for his bearings. 

Was he only trying to save himself? Would she die alone semi-conscious? 

She would be cold and frightened. Would he do that to the woman he was once 

willing to marry? Would he do that to anyone? To leave a person to die alone 

was unforgiveable. She wasn’t just a person. 

Was he closer to the road?  

He should have been there by now.  

He had to go back. It was madness to go on and cruelty to not go back. 

They could both die alone. 
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It was very dark. The canopy shielded him from some of the rain but also 

obliterated any light. It took two hours to get back. He had to go back to the 

river and walk in.  

He found her as before. The only difference was her shivering. It raced 

through her entire body. He slipped off the bra-sling and undid his wet suit. He 

pressed her face against his warm chest. He held her close and rubbed her. 

He was drifting to sleep, consumed by exhaustion, when he felt a 

presence. He looked around, there was only darkness. Jessica’s eyes were 

slightly open. She half smiled. 

“Jessica, stay close. I’ll get you out in the morning when we can see and 

the rain stops. Just stay warm. We’ll be okay trust me.” 

“Thank you. Love you.” 

Her eyes closed and the weak raspy breath drifted across his chest. 

It was a long incoherent nightmare of a night. 
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Allie fiddled with her hair. The auditions were running very late and she 

had no chance of even getting back to put in half a shift at the diner. Tony and 

the stage manager kept coming out to apologize. It was a good sign that they 

were at least considerate. She hadn’t realized the performance would be equity 

minimum wage which was fantastic. She felt bad about letting Beatrice down, 

but Tammy had said she would tell her, so it wouldn’t be a big deal. 

There weren’t that many other girls for the audition. Tony had said they 

wanted a specific type. She was surprised that she was the youngest. All the 

other women were in their late thirties. She thought they may be able to play 

younger. It was close to eight and she could see the secretary was packing up 

for the night. She was the last to audition. She glanced through the brief 

synopsis of the script and the scene she had been given to read. A frustrated 

bored housewife, in an empty marriage, was a stretch in some ways for her, 

being so young, but perhaps the director had a spin on it.  

She could really use getting a chance to be seen by some agents. She was 

confident she could really nail it. She opened up her book of sonnets. She 

carried it with her everywhere she went. It was a habit she picked up in 

university and it kept her open to ideas and creativity. 

Tony came into the room. 

“At last. Sorry Allie it has been such a long day.” 

“No problem.” 

Tony turned to the secretary. “You can wrap up Pamela, we are pretty 

much done. Allie is the last today.” 

Pamela looked slightly puzzled but was happy enough to finish. Tony 

waved Allie through to the audition space. 

Allie was surprised at the basic room. If it was meant to be a full equity 

production, surely they would have a proper audition space. It was basically a 

large office with the furniture pushed to the walls. As the door closed she heard 

Pamela call goodbye. The men in the room all said ‘bye.’ 

Allie glanced around there were four men. Tony and the producer were 

sitting together and there were two others. Tony was the youngest. He was in 

his late thirties and the others were edging fifty. She felt a little uneasy. She 

wasn’t sure who she was supposed to read with. 
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“Jimmy will read with you. He isn’t playing the role, the other actor had a 

commercial to shoot. 

 “Nice.” 

“Good to be paid for what you love.” 

“That’s for sure.” 

“So, you know the part, read the synopsis?” 

“Yeah, yeah I’m ready.” 

“We’ll run a few times. First one let’s just read it to hear your voice and 

then we can move it around.” 

The moment the reading started, Allie questioned the entire show. They 

were taping it, which was normal, it became painfully clear that Jimmy, the guy 

she was reading with, was hopeless. Not only was he not an actor, he struggled 

to read with any fluency. He drooled. Plus, he kept wanting to lean in to her. He 

smelled of pickles. 

Tony got out of his chair “Right let’s move it around.” Come in from that 

corner of the room and move it around a bit. Think of it as your living room and 

your husband is sitting watching TV. Jimmy just sit and read.” 

Allie wandered into the room and tried to make the barren space as real 

as she could. When she walked past Jimmy, he patted her bum. She whipped 

around, but held her calm. 

“Great, stop there. Good, Good. Let’s do it again. This time think of 

yourself as coming out from having had a shower. Say the bathroom is over 

there.” 

Allie looked at him a bit mystified. She looked toward the playwright. “I 

didn’t know there were so many domestic scenes in the plot?” 

The playwright cast a limp smiled. “Tony knows what works for the play 

to sell.” 

Allie thought of it as an acting exercise and threw herself into it. Jimmy 

remained nailed in front of the TV. She kept her distance. 

Tony leaped out of his seat. “Great. We need more ambiance, more 

homey, frustrated, middle-aged housewife kind of feel. She’s not getting it from 

her husband and feels empty. So here, here’s an idea.” He reached over and 

took a towel from a nearby table. “Take your top off and wrap yourself with a 

towel, like you just came out of the shower.” 

“A towel?” 
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“Yeah, you know, you come out with it as if you were in the shower and 

then dry your hair. It’s gotta be real. You really have to sell it.” He turned and 

headed back to his chair. 

Allie didn’t like this. Four men and she is supposed to take her top off. 

“So, there is a shower scene?” 

“Yeah, yeah.” 

“The synopsis said it was a workplace scenario.” 

Tony’s tone immediately riled. “Is there a problem?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Just take your top off.” 

“Take my top off? For you?” 

“It’s for the part.” 

“You’ll want me to strip next. Forget it.” 

“What’s your problem? This is theatre. We’re professionals.” 

“You’re full of shit. You just want me in here with my clothes off.” 

“If you won’t take your top off then you are not cut out for the part. If 

you won’t do this, then there is no place for you in a professional theatre.” 

“You are just a pervert trying to get a thrill.” 

“You are just a wanna be, you’re not a professional.” 

Allie grabbed her bag and headed for the door. “Piss off you creep. Get 

your thrill somewhere else.” 

“Get out, slag.” 

Allie stopped at the door. She spun and faced him. His smug grin was 

still there. The entire event had been a set up just for them to get their rocks off. 

The other guys all had grins on their faces. The tripod with was two steps to her 

left. She walked over and kicked the leg out. The camera crashed to the floor. 

She was gone. 

 

 

Beatrice strutted around the till. “What the hell kind of time is this?” 

“I said I might be late. Sorry it—” 

“You never said nothing to me.” 

“No, I asked Tammy to tell you.” 

“Well, she never did.” 

“Sorry, I really didn’t—" 

“If you can’t be bothered to speak to your boss.” 

“It was for Tony, so I thought it might help the diner.” 



 18 

“What and if you get a role somewhere you’ll just walk.” 

“No, no please, Beatrice—” 

“I need people I can trust.” 

“You can rely on me. Please Beatrice, I didn’t know she wouldn’t tell—” 

“You want to work somewhere else just say it.” 

“No, no please I really need this job.” 

“You should start in the dish pit then. We ‘been so busy out front, we are 

a disaster back there.” 

Allie hurried to the back of the restaurant. Tammy was at the end of the 

counter loading some drinks. Her large bootie made it a tight squeeze for even 

the thin Allie to get past. Allie’s voice was low and harsh. “Thanks for 

nothing.” 

“Sorry, I’m not an actress, I can’t remember everything.” 

“That is so cheap.” 

“I’m just a waitress.” 

“At the moment so am I, but I wouldn’t screw over a friend.” Allie 

moved to the dish pit. 

“I said I was sorry.” Tammy moved away with the tray of drinks. She 

was having a good night of tips. 

 

Allie was in the dish pit for two hours straight. When she came out it was 

ten. The tired jungle/moss green of the interior was almost refreshing, anything 

was better than the murky grey scunge of the sink. She gazed down the half 

empty diner. Beatrice was strutting toward her. Behind Beatrice, Allie glanced 

at a foul looking snake. She couldn’t believe it. Tony, and his slimy producer 

pervert along with the no name drooler Jimmy, were in a booth. She stood 

shaking. 

Beatrice stopped in front of her. “Go and clear table six.” 

“That’s that prick Tony.” 

“Prick or no prick, he’s a regular. Clear it. I’ve given Tammy an hour off. 

She busted her ass while you were out fooling around.” 

Allie said nothing. She stared at the booth. She needed this job. The 

question was how bad. When she approached the table, she could sense the 

sniggers. She felt the heat of anger below her eyes. The skin became moist and 

her jaw tightened. Her heels felt hard on the tile floor. It sent a shock through 

the bones of her spine, an angry hard shock. 

“If it isn’t our little nun,” mumbled Jimmy. 



 19 

Tony leaned into his playwright crony. “Got your rosary and bible handy 

sweetie. Or is that the Uda Hagen bible of prissy actresses?” 

“Shut up, pervert,” Allie hissed. 

The playwright sneered at her. “You two-bit little bitch, you aren’t an 

actor’s asshole.” 

Tony leaned back. Arrogance oozed from his being.  “Missed your 

chance to spice up your life. Now you’re stuck back in this pit.” 

She picked up his plate, tipped it, and let his leftovers hit his crotch. 

“There that’s the only spice your little dick needs.” 

“You stupid bitch!” Tony struggled to wipe the mess off his crotch. 

She tossed the plate on the table in front of him. “You’re a goddamn 

pervert.” 

Tony slipped out of the booth and shoved her down the restaurant. He 

spun to Beatrice behind the counter. “What the hell is this Beatrice?” He 

pointed a finger at Allie. “You’re paying for this.” 

“Get out you perv.” Yelled Allie. “You’re not tricking me into screwing 

you for a part in your cheap shit production.” 

Tony whipped around to face the diner owner. “That’s it. I’m gone. 

Beatrice. I don’t need this kind of shit. There’s lots of diners in this city.” 

Beatrice tried to pat his shoulder to calm him. “I’ll talk to her Tony. I’m 

sorry, I’ll straighten her out.” 

Tony, followed by his two lackies, stormed toward the door. Allie yelled 

after them. “Get out you pervert! I hope you catch some disease, you sick 

prick!” 

No sooner had the doorbells stopped banging than Beatrice spun the tall 

thin girl’s shoulder and laid into Allie. “What were you thinking?” 

“He tried to get me to strip.” 

“He’s a regular.” 

“Beatrice what are you saying? The man’s a pervert.” 

“That man brings in more money than you sweetie.” 

“He’s a creep. He wanted my clothes off that was all. Just so he could 

then rape me, him and his sick buddies.” 

“You do what you have to do.” 

“What? No, I don’t! That is not what art is about.” 

“It is in this city.” 

“Beatrice, the hell how can you say that?” 
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“We all gotta make a living, and if you want it, then make it on your 

back.” 

“Well, I don’t want it.” 

“Then you better look somewhere else, ‘cause I can’t have you throwing 

little hissy fits at the customers. I ain’t losing him, he’s a regular.” 

“What? Are you saying if I want to stay I have to screw him?” 

“No, I’m not.” 

“Yes, you are, because the only way he’ll come in here is if he gets a bit 

of tits and ass.” 

“You should go.” 

“You’ve lost it. You want to pimp your waitresses?’ 

“Get out.” 

Allie stared at the older woman. The conversation had escalated to an 

absurd level. She looked around the diner. Tammy turned and went back into 

the kitchen, the chef looked away. Three other booths of customers stared at 

her. 

“Christ. You’re all sick. I guess this is the cost of having principles.” 

 

The street was bustling. Doing six shifts a week, she had not been on the 

streets at this time of night for months. She looked in the shop windows. A 

sense of everything being a stretch too far away consumed her. She thought 

about buying a cheap bottle of wine to share with Alex. She could go back early 

and they could spend some quality time together. Usually she was so tired from 

her shift, she just wanted to sleep. He would be painting, but she could interrupt 

him. She knew how. He would be so surprised, and she would give him a 

fantastic night. 

 

 It was a small studio apartment. Alex had rented it for a few years before 

she moved in. Once he lost his job and took up painting full time, she was their 

only source of income. Things were going to get tight with rent only being a 

week away and now she was out of work too. At least they had one night to 

enjoy before reality would come screaming in. 

She rounded the corner of the entrance and stopped. 

Alex had never been muscular. He was the thin, wiry type. And she could 

see the thin muscles stand out on his back. The dimples of his butt cheeks 

worked hard with the movement. 
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She walked further into the room. Obviously the girl below him said 

something. He stopped his efforts and crawled off the girl. 

Allie didn’t know the woman. And didn’t want to know her.  

“Allie.” 

“Alex. The work going well?” He gazed back at her, his face utterly 

devoid of understanding. The thought of him being a two-timing scum was slow 

to sink in. 

Allie grabbed her suitcases from under the bed. He stayed where he was 

with a sheet covering his manhood. The woman hid under the covers. Allie 

looted through the drawers and rifled her clothes into two suitcases. “Please 

carry on. Don’t let me stop you banging her.”  

Her bags were packed in minutes, a third bag she filled with her books 

and texts. Her make up went into her tote. “I’ll come back for the rest of it when 

I get a place. Good luck with the rent, asshole.” She turned back and looked at 

him to cast a final poison at him. He had rolled onto the woman and resumed.  

His dimpled butt was her last vision of him. She was the schmuck.  

 

It was close to midnight and finding a place would be hard. Her money 

was short. Going to a cash machine would be a bad idea. There was little in the 

account anyway. She wouldn’t be paid her remaining wages for another ten 

days, and it would be a small amount. She just needed to find a building or 

stairway that she could stay in until morning. She could start fresh then. 

  

She walked out into the night. 
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As soon as dawn threw the slightest glow of day on the forest he stirred. 

His back was stiff and yelled at him. She was still snuggled close to him. Her 

breath was raspy and her skin color pale. Jessica was tough. She was hard in 

business and the brutal strength that drove her was now the only shred nurturing 

the flicker of life in her battered body. The wound continued to seep. 

He got up from under her and struggled to stand her up. His arm was 

swollen and immoveable. He pinned her against the tree and then rocked her 

over his shoulder. He struggled to get out of the tree well. Branches ripped and 

scraped at their exposed skin. When he stood up he realized it had been a day 

since he ate. He was a little dizzy. He shook his head to clear the mist and 

headed in the direction of what he thought was the nearby road. It felt good to 

move his limbs and the thoughts that had plagued him through the night now 

faded. He would get her out in time. It was still the right choice to have made an 

attempt last night. 

He had to believe that. 

The hours, the sweat. The brutal stumbles and piercing blows to his 

elbow blended into the day. He fell every few hundred yards. His stamina was 

on autopilot. He just had to move – to keep moving. 

It was late afternoon, dehydration was numbing his mind and body. A 

staccato burst roared behind and to his left. It sounded like a quad bike. He 

moved toward it. His pace picked up slightly as he tried to hurry. With Jessica 

on his shoulder the attempt didn’t increase his pace in the least. The staccato 

faded but he continued to run toward the sound. 

A few minutes later he could see the light breaking down onto the 

clearing. The edges of the road drew him forward like a welcome breath. After 

another twenty minutes of scrambling he burst into the open area at the side of 

the two-lane road. He had been moving parallel to the road for hours. 

He looked up and down the road. There was no one. The quad bike was 

gone. 

He set Jessica’s feet on the ground and tried to straighten to see her face. 

She crumpled straight down, too weak to stand. He caught her half way and 

crouched down allowing her to fall forward over his shoulder again. She would 
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be alright. He pressed her weight up. His thighs screamed as the exhausted 

muscles clenched as he straightened his torso. He would have to walk further. 

The quad never returned. It wasn’t for another hour, when the slumber of 

afternoon extended, that a vehicle approached. The driver was an old woman 

returning from a garage sale. Her old Ford station wagon was smoking and 

chugging down the road toward them. The moment she saw them she pulled 

over and opened the back door of the car. He hurried over to her. 

“Is she alright?” 

“No.” 

“Get in with her. Hold and keep her warm. I’ll turn this boat around and 

we’ll be at the hospital in no time.” 

“Thank you.” 

“We aren’t there yet. This is no Ferrari.” 

It took the old girl six attempts before they were headed in the other 

direction. Phillip didn’t care, it was reassuring to know they were going to make 

it. Jessica remained unresponsive. She was breathing. It was shallow, but at 

least alive.  

The journey was in total silence. The women caught his eye once in the 

mirror but never a word was spoken. He stayed with Jessica and whispered 

softly to her and pressed his body warmth into her. 

 

The hospital was a blur. Jessica was whisked away on a gurney and he 

was helped to a different room. The sweet old bird, who drove them in silence 

to the hospital, vanished. 

Phillip felt bad he hadn’t been able to thank her more. He was stuck in 

surgery for the better part of two hours. They rebroke the elbow and set it. By 

the time he came around from the pain killer the old girl with the her banger car 

was gone. 

He looked around the hospital room. The other patients were sleeping or 

kept to themselves. His arm pounded, but the bigger problem was food he was 

starving. The door swung open. A green clad nurse approached him. She was 

attractive with short cropped red hair. 

“Hello, you’re awake?” 

“Yes, my friend—” 

“Is in another room. You must be hungry.” 

“Is she alright? Can I see her?” 
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“She has had a difficult time.” The nurse broke eye contact and lifted the 

end of his bed so he could sit up.  Her tone changed slightly. “She is resting.” 

“I’d like to—” 

“You need to rest and eat first. The doctor will be here in an hour or so. 

He’s doing his rounds. We need to get some food into you. I’ll be back in a 

minute.” 

“I need to make a phone call.” 

“Your parents are on their way. Hers too. Don’t worry, just try to relax. 

I’ll fill you in more once you eat something.” 

He sunk back onto the pillow. His mind raced across the past weekend. It 

was meant to be their last outing as a couple. The relationship was over, but 

they were still going to be friends. They had worked together for four years and 

had some fantastic times. They just didn’t really fit. The idea of marriage at first 

felt logical if not magical. It was right that they had called it off. He had to see 

her, she was his responsibility. 

The nurse returned and he ate in a famished daze. When the doctor 

appeared, he was as unhelpful as the nurse. Phillip didn’t need a listing of his 

injuries. He wanted to know about Jessica, but the doctor brushed him off 

saying it was not his patient but he thought it would take time. 

Frustrated he fell into a worried sleep.After breakfast a familiar figure 

hurried through the door. Pamela, his sister, had a wheel chair with her. She 

smiled and rolled it toward him. “Come on little brother, time to get your ass 

out of here.” 

“Hi ya. How are you?” 

“Better than you and smart enough not go kayaking in a storm.” 

“It’s so nice to have your sympathy.” 

“Right, whine on your own time. I’ll take you home. Mom and Dad are 

flying up from New Mexico.” 

“I need to see Jessica.” 

“We’ll go by her rom and see if we can slip in. The nurses seem a bit 

cagey. She had a hard time from what I gather.” 
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Allie stood in front of the entrance. Things had spun so out of control. 

She needed a place to stay.  

The first few raindrops touched her cheek. 

Marvellous, she thought, God has a sense of humor. Go ahead piss on me 

when I’m down. She knew she had to get off the street. It was after midnight. 

Five blocks down there was a dry-cleaning shop. Maybe they had a vent she 

could sit under to stay dry and warm. 

 She headed down the street. The suitcases banged against her ankles. It 

felt good to have the dull thudding pain slam into her ankle, it kept her anger at 

bay. Her mother had always said to focus on the positives. The streets glistened 

in the rain. It put a shine on the anger of the night. She didn’t need to dwell on 

the rage of injustices, but the hurt smacked her ankle leaving a twisted delight 

with each step. 

A few cars cruised hungrily by. She knew they were ‘pervs’ watching to 

see if they could ratchet a cheap score. If a guy approached her she would rip 

his throat out. The last thing she wanted was to see another man on the hunt.  

Allie thought her voice sounded hollow under her breath. “Let it go. 

Focus on yourself.” 

She saw the dry-cleaning sign ahead and walked toward it. The street was 

quiet. The bitter fingers of damp squeezed into the seams of her light jacket. 

The fingers penetrated the skin of her shoulders. She had to get dry.  

The area to the side of the dry-cleaning shop was about two steps wide 

but went back another five steps. Near the back was a large square bloc. It was 

an industrial vent and it spewed out a torrent of warm air. It was either from the 

drycleaner or the garage below. She didn’t know which and couldn’t care less. 

It was dry. The vent was on a small cement platform. A shallow puddle of 

rainwater trickling across from the gutter, or down the spout from the roof 

marooned the vent in its own little world. It reassured her in that it would keep 

the roaches away. She hopped across to the vent and wedged her suitcases 
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against the wall. They would be dry there. She rolled two garbage drums from 

near the street over to conceal her suitcases. She went around the back of the 

vent and glanced around her digs. Warm air cascaded across her cheek from the 

vent. It smelled sweet. It was a positive. She stepped across a few floating 

wrappers to her island and crouched on the edge of the platform.  

Allie searched inside her bag for her sonnet book. There was a glow of 

soft grey light coming from a window above the vent. It wasn’t a great light, but 

it would be enough to read by. She had always loved the sonnets and had 

memorized a third of Shakespeare’s one hundred and fifty tributes of passion 

and love. 

Her first choices for review were the early numbers. She focused on the 

sonnets twenty-seven to thirty. The magic of the images flowed through her. 

The words washed the darkness, cleansed the wrongs from her mind as she 

floated in the pentameter of pulsing desires. She drifted to sleep. Her last 

thoughts were the lines, ‘As my weary limbs hasten to my bed so begins the  

journey in my mind…’ 

The horrors of the previous day faded and sleep, ever comforting sleep, 

washed her anger away as the warmth of the vent lulled her exhaustion into 

hope for tomorrow. 
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Jessica was in intensive care. It was a small  private room. Pamela 

wheeled Phillip in and they remained back a few steps and reviewed the spider 

web of tubes and the bleating console lights. A nurse was beside her bed 

recording some details on a chart. She glanced over at him then turned away to 

complete the recording. Phillip approached the bed. Jessica’s face was a cold 
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haze of blue and grey. He thought it was the color of death. Why hadn’t they 

brought her around? What was the delay? 

“Nurse, will she come around soon? I’d like a few words.” 

“No, she won’t. She is heavily sedated. You’re the boyfriend who 

brought her in?” 

Pamela stepped closer to the bed. The nurse was detached and unfeeling, 

as if she was checking the price of cereal in a supermarket. “He is her fiancé.” 

There was a touch at her elbow from Phillip. She glanced at him. His eyes were 

empty and sad. His lips pursed and the slightest shake of his head drilled a 

sadness into her. She knew the relationship was on the rocks. It must have 

ended. 

Phillip caught the nurse’s attention. “At the moment we are very close 

friends. When will she come around?” 

“There is no telling that. You have to speak to her doctor.” 

“I brought her out.” 

“Sorry, if you are not family, it is privileged. Her mother should be back 

in a moment. She just slipped out to pick up a coffee.” 

“I see.” 

“I’ll let you stay here, but it must only be a few minutes. I’ll be back in 

five.” 

“Thank you nurse,” Pamela said. The nurse bustled to the door briefly 

followed by Pamela. The air of compassion she had hoped to see in a nurse was 

not there. It might have been exhaustion or detachment, either way, the jaded, 

rumpled uniform left. The door clicked closed in front of her and she turned 

back and watched her brother. He stood near the bed and smoothed the sheet, 

fascinated by something on the bed. “You okay Phillip?” 

There was no response. She crossed to him and placed her hand on his 

good left shoulder and looked at the pale face. Jessica was pretty. Hard, bitchy 

and driven, but she was also a stunning looking woman. Now she looked cold 

like some cadaver from a bad B movie. 

“Phillip, you okay?” 

“It’s gone.” 

“You can still be friends. You two will always have some magic.” 

His voice trembled. His words were directed at the smooth white sheets. 

“Gone is gone.” 

“You had lots of good times. These things pass. Relationships evolve.” 

He turned to her. His face was a collage of confused swirling emotion. 
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“Her leg. It’s gone. They must have amputated it.” 

Pamela’s eyes shot to the smooth sheet. “What?” It was clear there was 

only one leg under the covers. “Oh my God!” 

They both stared at the smooth creaseless sheet. The vision of 

nothingness held them. They never heard the door open behind them. 

The short bundle of died puffy hair shoved into Phillip’s cast. “What are 

you doing here?” The sixty-five-year old battle axe spat with vehemence. “Get 

out you piece of shit.” 

“Marjorie.” 

“Get out I said. You have no right being near my daughter.” 

“How can we help?” Pamela asked. 

“Shut up. Get your useless brother the hell away from my daughter.” 

Phillip was shocked at the violence. Did she not know her own daughter? 

“Marjorie, please. It was an accident.” 

“She should have dumped you months ago, like she said.” 

“What?” 

“Get out! You caused this, all of this. You won’t take my daughter away. 

It’s your fault, you useless piece of garbage. Get out!” 

There was a tug at Phillip’s sleeve. The nurse was there and turned him 

away. Phillip spun back at the puffy haired posturing snake. Her eyes shot 

arrows of hate at him. She was like a cobra ready to strike. “Marjorie, I carried 

her out. We may not be engaged but I still care for her.” 

“Get out! You were never man enough for her. You’re a weak snivelling 

rat. Crawl back into the gutter. This is your fault! A real man would have 

carried her out. It took days for you to walk a mile. You piece of shit. Get out!” 

Pamela turned him. “Come on Phillip.” She directed her brother to the 

door. They walked down the vacuous corridor, each consumed by their own 

thoughts and the echoing hate from Marjorie.  

Phillip stared at the flurry of movement around him. Faces slipped past. 

Nurses and doctors in rumpled uniforms grasped clipboards of people’s lives. 

The A4 sized boards were like people being carried back to a file, back to a 

cabinet where their lives slept. He didn’t speak. It was as if he were in a giant 

vein and cells were whipping past him. Each cell had its own uniform and 

purpose; cleaner cells, feeder cells, nursing cells and doctor cells. He was in the 

body of a massive beast. 
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Pamela closed the car door on her distraught brother. “We’ll go to Mom 

and Dad’s for a few days. I already called your work.” Phillip nodded and stared 

out the window. It was still raining. 

Phillip gazed through the passenger window. A puddle was beside the 

car. Raindrops were splattering into the shallow water. Little lives plummeting 

from the clouds on a mission to another world. They thundered down in one 

direction, with one purpose, unstoppable. He didn’t do that. He had abandoned 

her and then gone back. Was he a coward? Was he a snivelling rat? The 

raindrops pounded a guilty judgement into the puddle that was his life. 

Pamela could see the heartbreak of failure that riddled her brother’s soul. 

She drove away. The family would gather around him. 
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The air blast rippled through her. Allie shot awake and glanced around. 

The street was alive and she could hear the splash of cars and grumble of life as 

it fought through the cold grey day. The dry-cleaning shop was already in full 

swing. Voices tumbled through the window above. She surveyed her digs in the 

daylight. It looked better in darkness. Piles of garbage bags teemed with a dozen 

rats. They had chewed a hole in one of the bags. They partied in a macabre glee 

at their feast. A flotilla of small garbage boats bobbed in the moat surrounding 

her cement island. 

Even though warm air blasted across her, she felt cold. The unforgiving 

cement had driven an icy spike into her bones. She should have had some 

cardboard. That was what the homeless did, wasn’t it? A piece of insulation to 

keep the cold surface at bay.  
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She needed to get herself together. She had to pee, have a coffee and 

clean herself up. Then look for a job and a place to crash. It was all good. She 

could overcome this. Scumbags like Tony and Alex would not beat her. She 

grabbed her small satchel and checked for her phone, charger and purse. She 

grabbed her small travel make up bag and her sonnets then went to embrace the 

day.  

 

 

She sat in the booth in the small café and sipped her third coffee. She 

sensed the waitress beside her and looked up. Though she had cleaned herself 

up and done a touch of make up in the toilet, her puffy red eyes could not be 

made happy. 

“You okay, honey?” The waitress asked. 

“Yeah, fine just had a bit of a setback.” 

“I hate to ask, but I’m afraid I have to, it’s policy.” 

“Don’t worry, please bring the bill I can pay.” 

“Okay, thanks. Refills are free honey, but too much caffeine will blow 

your stomach to shreds.”  

“Of course.” 

Allie had searched the paper over six coffees before she felt she could no 

longer stay. She went to her bank to get some funds and then she would go to a 

shelter for a meal that night. Allie remembered one about ten blocks away. 

She approached the cash machine with a tinge of trepidation. She had 

been living from cheque to cheque and barely scraping by with rent. Eating at 

the diner and taking home meals for that jerk Alex had kept them going, but the 

balance was always low. 

The receipt printed out like an angry sneer. The gleaming acrylic box 

laughed at her as she stood before it. She remained upright. Allie was confident 

the people in line behind her had no idea she had 76.52$ to her name. She 

withdrew twenty, the smallest amount possible. She stuffed it in her purse and 

stepped away.  

Leaving the machine and its judgemental laughter was like bursting from 

deep underwater. Even if it was raining, the day felt better away from that 

stupid box. She would go to a library and check a few job boards there, before 

going to the job center. 
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“I am out of here.” 

“Come on Phillip, don’t be a pussy.” 

Jason a rotund, ‘sweatered’ broker, leaned forward. “Yeah you can’t 

cream all the cash, all day, and refuse to get bombed with the underlings.” 

“Forsooth, good friend, the reason you are but an underling, is in your 

disposition. You invest like you imbue shots of nectar, or in your case tequila. 

Bang it down and you are done in one!” 

“That is so not true,” Jason said. 

Phillip slapped his back. “Come on, Jason. We all know your love life is 

the same.” 

“You’re such a jerk. Get you to the theatre, Hamlet.” 

“That was so badly said it indicates you have never set foot on the boards, 

or slept with the Bard.” 

“Slept with a broad?” 

Phillip wrapped his burgundy scarf around his neck. “Bard, that’s 

Shakespeare. You’re an idiot, Jason. Do you know that? See you guys 

Monday.” 

“Give her our best.” 

It stabbed Phillip. They all knew where he went. He straightened and 

nodded in an empty affable manner, waved, and left quickly. 

 

 

After a day of devouring ads, filling in forms and waiting forever at the 

Job Center, she found herself in the theater district dreaming of a chance, an 

opportunity, to show her skill, her passion. She sat on a low cement wall. Her 

mind was a vast emptiness. Allie watched the violinist for an hour. He was 

wonderful. The older man sat with his back to a lamp post and poured his heart 

into his strings. The vegetable crate that supported the artist was humble and 
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yellowed, his coat was tired but clean. He paid no heed to anyone who passed 

whether they donated or not. The moment was about the instrument and his 

emotions on the strings. Allie felt privileged to watch such an artist and a 

predator for relishing in the gift and being unable to contribute. 

A young man in a well cut, charcoal grey, chesterfield coat with 

burgundy scarf stopped before the violinist. The violinist knew the chesterfield 

coat was there but continued to play in his own style. He finished the number 

and Allie expected the man to move on or make a donation. He just waited. 

The violinist waved his bow in acknowledgement of the chesterfield coat 

and set himself to play. It was Mozart’s requiem. It was a stunning rendition. 

Allie was transfixed. She saw Don Giovanni, she saw the great cloaked figure 

looming in Mozart’s world. When the violinist finished she applauded in 

raptures. It was a wonderful gift. 

She was stunned to see the chesterfield also applaud. Only the two of 

them had witnessed the blessing on the street. They were both captivated by the 

song released by the rumpled coat. The chesterfield walked to the violinist who 

struggled up. An arm from the chesterfield whipped out and supported the old 

musician as he stretched the best he could. The chesterfield was tall and well 

built. He obviously worked out. The two men knew each other and shook 

hands. The chesterfield held onto the older man. They stood oddly and grasped 

hands in a strange manner. The chesterfield held his arm well out to the side as 

if blocking an attack from the right. 

The chesterfield gave the man a few notes and the old man thanked him 

humbly. They shook again, and the chesterfield pointed to the theatre down the 

street. The handsome chesterfield walked briskly toward the theatre. The old 

man tucked the bill into his coat and settled back onto his crate. Allie thought 

she could hear the bones creak as he adjusted himself to play again.  

A drop of rain struck her cheek. She had to get back to her belongings. 

The violinist saw her stand and gazed at her. Allie expected his eyes to be 

desolate, desperate ravaged orbs of life, but they were the exact opposite. They 

gleamed back at her as if christening her with love. She clasped her hands in 

prayer and lowered her eyes. She could not spare any change at all. She felt like 

a mongrel horror before a whiskered shaggy angel. He swept her feelings away 

in an instant by clasping his bow in his hands and bowing slightly to her. 

She wandered slowly back to her dry-cleaning hideout. The violinist was 

such a wonder, a gift offered to the streets. 
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Allie saw the gleam of the trolley before it dawned on her what it was. 

The shopping cart was parked in front of the vent and a shadow was drifting 

around it. The shadow was tall and gangly. She saw the trolley shake in the half 

glow of the street light. She ran toward her hideout. 

“Hey! Get away from that. Those are mine.” The figure didn’t even turn. 

“Hey!” The figure was extremely tall. She ripped at his arm causing him to drop 

her suitcase into the puddle before the vent. “That’s my stuff. Piss off!” 

“Shut up.” 

“It’s my stuff leave it!” She reefed on his arm again. He spun around 

grabbed her shoulders and threw her behind the vent into back of the recess 

area. She saw that her suitcase had all been loaded in his trolley. 

“Don’t take my stuff!” The hooded man loomed over her. She could feel 

the water seeping into her clothes. He reached down and grabbed the front of 

her coat. He pulled her up. Her glared at her. His face was pock marked and had 

several ugly pussy boils. He ripped her coat open. She tried to break his hands 

free. His left hand thrust down into her shirt. She thought he was going to rape 

her. She scratched out at his face. He stepped back and yanked on the front of 

her shirt. The buttons popped and her chest was revealed. It wasn’t her body he 

was after, it was the purse she kept under her coat. His arm was through the 

strap and he reefed harder whipping it over her head. 

It had everything she owned, her money, phone, ID everything. 

She launched herself at him and grasped the bag. She yanked hard. She 

thought she was going to get it back, when a fist pummelled into the side of her 

head. Her legs felt thick and wobbled she reached out. All she heard was a 

slight splash as she sunk against the cement wall. 

 

 

There was a tickle on her face. Her eyes cracked open and she focused. 

Her head throbbed. The tickle continued. It was a cockroach she slapped at her 

face and jumped up out of the water. She jumped up and down brushing and 

shaking herself free of any and every possible tingle or creepy feeling. She ran 

into the street and shook herself. She looked around for the tall man with the 

shopping trolley. He was gone. 

It was still raining.  
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She walked up and down the street hoping to find her bags or clothes. 

Half a block away in a small park with a fountain she found her suitcase, or 

what was left of it. He had sliced it open and dumped it out. A few panties and 

bras were on the floor. There was also some make up from her bag. Amazingly 

he had thrown some of her books at the base of the bushes. She picked up what 

she could and squirreled them away into the broken suitcase. It was late. Friday 

night and on the street. She needed a dry place with some cardboard. 

She looked at the small park behind her. The benches were all empty. 

Why was that? They were off the ground and clean, so wouldn’t they be a 

perfect place to sleep? A car of drunks roared past as if on cue. Harassment, if 

not by the police, then local drunk thugs, would be more dangerous. She walked 

along the street.  

She stayed far away from the curb and walked in bursts not running but 

covering a few hundred steps. She would find a welcoming shadow and slip in 

and wait. She didn’t know if she was hiding or hurrying. She liked the shadows 

they were safe and gave her power. From the shadow she watched the city. It 

was as if she was above it and could look down. She could control the cars. She 

remembered one of her friends when she was a child had a race car set. She 

never liked playing with it but now she felt like she could control the cars. She 

imagined squeezing the speed triggers and making the cars stop and go at the 

lights. 

Allie walked for hours. There was no direction, no intention. Her eyes 

glanced up to occasionally scour a recess where she might hide or rest. Her 

steps were metronomic pulses in her mind. The movement hypnotized her. She 

felt alone and stunned from reality. She could feel the harsh judgement of the 

sporadic cold souls that wandered past. It was easy to drift. It was easy to float 

in the hypnosis of having no direction. Her mind yielded to the anonymity of 

the street. 

Stillness descended in the early hours of the morning when she found a 

corner at the back of the city social services building. The loading bay was 

rarely used and a collection of pallets formed a wall that broke the peering eyes 

and gave her some privacy. There was a dull sepia glow from the bare bulb 

above the metal shutters used to conceal the freight access. She sat. Her legs felt 

numb. Each limb was a thick sack of grain, in fact, her entire body was a 

pulverized sack of hope. Her arms groaned a dull howl at her shoulders, into her 

spine, chastising her for carrying the broken suitcase of belongings.  
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She gazed at the sepia light. A single moth fluttered in a distracted rumba 

of hope before the golden splinter of light. A love affair that if it came to 

fruition would char the soft powdered wings. Allie flipped back the broken lid 

of the suitcase she had recovered. 

The contents stared back at her. Two panties, two bras, a pair of cut-off 

shorts and a T-shirt - it was not an extensive wardrobe. She had also rescued her 

collection of Arthur Miller and Tennesse Williams plays. Six tattered plays of 

Shakespeare were shoved in one corner of the suitcase. Most importantly, she 

had her collection of sonnets.  

The bare bulb attracted her as much as it did the moth. Her hopes raised 

and she opened the book of sonnets. She could escape into the world of 

Shakespeare, the rest of the hurly-burly of the street dissolved from her mind. 
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She remained at the loading bay for the entire morning. It was a Saturday. 

The building was closed. Hunger struck her by mid-afternoon and she needed 

some form of sustenance. But she was completely penniless.  

The possibilities of the word ‘penniless’ charmed her in an odd way. The 

concept of being without a penny infused her spirit. A sense of expectancy 

consumed her thoughts. It was the same tingling energy that rippled through her 

when she entered a theatre. It charged her with the fragrance of and expectation 

of magic. Allie bundled up her belongings and marched away from the loading 

bay. The pangs of hunger wrenching her stomach faded and were replaced with 

the excitement of purpose. 
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 When times were better, only a few months before, she often went to a 

book store which had an outdoor café. It was a trendy, hangout place for 

hipsters who had a passion for literature. She knew it would be a brisk half hour 

walk but her mind teemed with poetry and intent. 

One hundred yards from the café she stopped. The tables in front of the 

café were full. The floor to ceiling doors were open and the little café was 

teeming with a silent shifting mass of readers. Allie thought it was like an 

anthill where all the ants carried books, wore glasses and chatted in hushed 

breaths about plot and character. It scared her and infused her with a precocious 

expectation. To perform for a meal was the ultimate acting challenge. If she 

turned in a bad performance the pangs of hunger would return.  

Her knee buckled slightly as a young couple approached her. They were 

well-groomed and carried a bag of fresh bagels that set Allie’s mind fluttering. 

The woman glanced at Allie with a bitter disdain. There was no pity, no 

empathy in her eyes. She no doubt thought Allie was a drug addict. Even if 

Allie was a fine-featured woman, her dishevelled state and the hunger in her 

eyes, could not be concealed.  

Allie looked past them to the café. The street was wide, for pedestrians 

only. A splattering of large cement flower urns with lamp posts littered the 

length of the street. Around many of the urns a gaggle of bicycles locked to 

various bars added a touch of mayhem to the lazy Saturday afternoon. A sense 

of ease and comfort pervaded the street. Immediately before the book café was 

an open space between several locked bikes. She pulled her ponytail through the 

back of the baseball cap she had found on the street and straightened her 

clothes. They weren’t the best, but they were more or less presentable. A few 

brisk strides and she was across to the opening between the bicycles. She set her 

suitcase on the floor. She took a few breaths and glanced across the three steps 

that separated her from the tables. Six of the eight tables before her had 

occupants. The inside of the book store was full of book lovers. The façade of 

the building was oddly the same green hue as Beatrice’s diner. The scattering of 

people seated outside avoided eye contact with her. It was simple to raise their 

reading material to block her from their view. The material blocked her from 

their thoughts and her sorry state blocked her from their empathy. Allie would 

change that. 

Allie had no idea how to begin. She laid her collection of Shakespeare’s 

sonnets on the lid of her suitcase and saw her reflection in the window. She not 

only felt hungry, she looked hungry. 
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She straightened and projected her voice to the audience before her. 

“Sonnet 57. It is often brushed over by those hurrying to the more famous 60. 

But the imagery in these fourteen lines carries an equal sense of suspended time. 

Time is everything in the sonnets. Shakespeare knew that four hundred years 

later we would still squeeze and pursue time as if we would never have enough, 

and yet, Shakespeare tells us it is all around us, we need only drink it in.” She 

recited the sonnet from memory. The tables were interrupted by the force of her 

words, the force commanded by Shakespeare. Even several patrons inside the 

bookstore paused listening through the open windows to the imagery and beauty 

cast by her voice. Shakespeare could do that. The sonnets were condensed 

magic, condensed beauty. 

When she finished, she was amazed to see the café patrons, at least 

twenty of them, were held by the sonnet. “My second sonnet is more familiar. 

You will know it by its opening lines. It is vital to remember the speaker is 

spellbound, enraptured in a love so strong he struggles to mould it, to shape it 

into thoughts and words. To know such passion is a gift.” 

Allie recited the famous lines, 

 

 ‘Shall I compare thee to a summers day?’  

Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of may, 

And summers lease doth have to short a date:” 

 

She drove the desire and love of the lines to separate women sitting at the 

tables. Infusing passion in the words stopped the women and held them. She 

crossed a few steps nearer the tables reaching into the souls of the ten patrons 

seated at a collection of small iron garden tables. Coffees were held in mid sip, 

books set aside, they were enthralled by her voice. She finished the final couplet 

before an older dignified couple: 

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

 

The older gentleman kissed the hand of his aged partner and the café 

erupted. There was an unexpected and humbling burst of applause at the end of 

the sonnet. 

Allie bowed slightly. “Thank you.” 
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A voice from inside the bookshop called out. “Can you do number 

twenty-nine?” 

Allie searched her memory but couldn’t find the opening lines. She held a 

finger up and sifted through the pages of the sonnet collection. They were 

watching her. She found the sonnet and glanced over it. The lines and emotions 

rushed over her. She waved the book at the man who had made the request. “An 

interesting choice, sir. It is said, a choice in poetry reveals the heart - reveal the 

sonnet, reveal the man.”  

“My fiancé is beside me, so I hope like hell you don’t forget bits of it. I’ll 

never hear the end from her.” A ripple of laughter crossed the tables.  

Allie launched into the sonnet and managed to stop a handful of other 

passers-by as she delivered the lines to the couple seated at the table. 

“When fortune in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state,  

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries, 

And look upon myself and curse my fate.” 

 

She approached the couple at the table and clasped their hands together. 

The final couplet was said but she didn’t think they heard it. 

“For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings, 

That then I scorn to change my state with Kings.” 

 

As she finished the couple kissed and she stepped back several paces to 

her small suitcase.  

The man stood. “Bravo, excellent. The Bard lives in this beauty.” He 

reached into his pocket and pulled out a five dollar note. He dumped his bread 

basket on the table and approached the other tables with basket in hand. “Let’s 

not allow this street poet to suffer the indignity of having to ask for a 

contribution.” He smiled at Allie she was frozen in confusion. She of course 

was desperate for the money but was revelling in the appreciation. She stood in 

front of the table with her head bowed hiding her tears. 

The man approached every table and two others who had stood and 

watched. He collected from everyone. He wasn’t just insistent, he was 

persistent. “There we are my dear.” He passed the basket to her. She was 

shocked at the amount left in the basket.  “Something else?”  

She gazed at the floor, sniffed softly and nodded. 
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Allie was unsure if she should do another sonnet or something different. 

She felt a tear trickle down her cheek and wiped it with her sleeve. She saw a 

cue from her shirt cuff. It had a murky brown stain. She waved him back to his 

table. 

She turned away and paced quickly back and forth to pump her breath up 

and then spun to face her tiny audience. They were focused totally on her. Her 

hands thrust forward to the man who had helped her. Though five steps away he 

was gripped with fear. 

“Was the hope drunk,  

Wherein you dressed yourself? Hath it slept since? 

And wakes it now to look so green and pale, 

At what it did so freely? From this time, 

Such I account thy love. Art thou affeered 

To be the same in thine own Act, and Valour, 

As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have had that 

Which thou esteem’st as the Ornament of Life, 

And live a Coward in thine own Esteem? 

Letting I dare not, wait upon I would…” 

 

She broke off and smiled, relaxing the rivetted ardent young man. “Go on 

kiss her and tell her you love her.” 

The man grasped his fiancé’s chin and planted a long sensual kiss on her 

lips. 

Allie applauded. “That kiss would make even Klimt faint.” 

All the tables stood and applauded.  

She bowed and emptied the bowl into her suitcase. It was crass, but she 

had nothing else. Her mind swirled with confusion and joy. She returned the 

basket to the man’s table. She glanced briefly at him and his fiancé. She was too 

frightened and grateful to make eye contact. She turned to leave. 

“No, wait.” an older woman called. “We want to contribute something.” 

“No, you have already. Thank you.” 

The burly woman stood in front of her blocking her escape. “Honey never 

say ‘No’ to someone who appreciates you. That was wonderful.” The puffy-

haired middle-aged matron turned to the nearby tables. “I have never been so 

terrified and full of pity over a cup of coffee in my life.” She turned back to the 

tall yet withered Allie. “Stunning, young lady. Thank you.” A few dollars were 

thrust forward and then more. 
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Allie could feel her stomach begin to shake, tears were raging up her 

throat. She wiped them away and bowed. She smiled at the fiancé and 

whispered to the young man’s fiancé, “you’re very lucky.”  

Allie scurried away humbled by their praise and ecstatic at her good 

fortune. In half an hour she managed twenty-eight dollars. The vessels in her 

body, the tingles in her mind, all of her being darted with excitement. It was like 

sparrows in a dawn sky. She had purpose, she had a talent.  

 

With her funds she immediately went to a small lower-end café, paid for 

her coffee in advance, and used the toilet to clean herself up. She was surprised 

to see the coffee still steaming when she returned to her booth. The waitress 

winked at her. The remainder of the day was spent wandering parks and 

practicing her sonnets.  

 

Though far from ideal, the pallets around the loading dock made a 

suitable camp for her. It was safe, free of rats and most importantly – dry. She 

built a wall and used cardboard as a mattress. Two discarded down coats 

scavenged on the street were her blanket. The dim light above the tongue of 

cement that jutted out from the base of the door was enough to read by. She 

needed nothing. She would just hide away.  
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He hurried the best he could. The constant nudging in his butt was not 

helping. “For God sake Othello, give me a break!” He glanced down. The 

mournful eyes peered up from the sink basin. “What? We went out already.” 

The head twisted back and forth then plonked exasperated with his master on 

the edge of the counter. A huge sigh billowed forth. “I have to shave, leave me 

alone.” The droopy eyes peered up from the counter pleading for attention. 

Philip slapped his cheeks with aftershave. Othello didn’t like the smell of the 

cologne and pulled his head off the sink counter. 

“What? No! Othello!” When he stepped back Othello had taken Phillip’s 

tie with him. The striped tie, a favourite from his sister, was stuck on the drool 

from Othello. It trailed from his jaw. “You’ve slobbered all over my tie. How 

am I supposed to wear that? That’s so gross. Othello!” The dog had slithered 

back to the bathroom entrance. He glanced at his watch. “Shit! I wanted to be 

early today.” Phillip glared at the baffled innocent eyes. “I gave you a long walk 

today.” He stared at the big animal expecting some response. Othello cocked his 

head to one side and walked across to the living room. By the time Phillip had 

found a new tie from the closet, Othello had curled into a ball on the sofa and 

was ignoring him. He walked over and ruffled the big dog’s ears. “We’ll play in 

the dog park when I get back, alright.” Othello glanced his droopy, victim eyes 

up at his master and half nodded. “You are such a drama queen.” 

Othello curled back to sleep. Phillip hurried off to work. 

 

**** 

 

 

Allie wasn’t sure of the location.  She was convinced it had to be a crazy 

option, but she was hungry and this area oozed money. The financial district no 

doubt suffered a dearth of poetry or appreciation of the beauty of Shakespeare. 

She would buck that trend and hopefully earn a few dollars in response. 

The wide steps swept up from the corner in three levels. Each level had 

an open expanse with several benches scattered on the perimeter. It reeked of 

opulence, power and brutality, everything the sonnets were not, but then, 

opposites attract. She chose the second level on the left side. The change in 

level was more than two meters and that would give her some noise and wind 

protection to make it easier on her voice. With the bustle of the road nearby she 

would have to project her voice. A booming presentation of something as 

delicate as a sonnet would be a challenge.  
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Allie didn’t know if she was supposed to harass passers-by into stopping 

and then start when she had a crowd or just recite for the beauty of the words. 

Corralling people into waiting for a start struck her as absurd. It was a Monday 

and the people in this area hustled. She just had to break it for a few minutes.  

Her copy of Shakespeare was propped on a colourful little box she had 

found and she stepped back three steps. Four groups, each consisting of a half 

dozen suits and an aggressive tight skirt, hurried toward her. She began with a 

familiar sonnet. 

The line, ‘As the waves make toward the pebbled shore,’ was apt for the 

school of minnow-like suits darting toward, and unfortunately, past her. Not a 

single soul stopped to listen, though the disparaging glances hurricaned at her. 

The cutting sneer in their eyes left her feeling like a mongrel kicked to the side 

of the road or a broken Christmas ornament with no beauty or worth. 

Another group approached, and she launched into another sonnet. It was 

an early morning tour group and judging from the square shoulders and robust 

dress they were most likely Germanic. Her heart sunk. They stopped directly in 

front of her and listened intently. There were about sixteen. When she finished 

the sonnet, she offered a brief explanation of the meaning. Amazingly without a 

dash of hesitation the tour guide translated it to the group and they all nodded 

and discussed it. Suddenly silence tumbled forward. They were expecting 

another. Allie gave a brief explanation of Sonnet 29. She told them that jealousy 

and fears of inadequacy crippled the young Shakespeare’s heart which was an 

affliction unchanged today. While the tour guide gave an explanation, she saw a 

handsome man in a tight, well-cut suit standing back a few steps. She wondered 

if he was part of the group though he looked like another broker from the 

financial sector. She launched into the sonnet and it went well. As she closed 

the handsome suit stepped forward and led a round of applause. He addressed 

the group in German. 

She was convinced he must be the head of the tour group. Whatever he 

said made everyone laugh. She hoped he wasn’t making fun of her. He turned 

and faced her. His eyes were an extremely pale blue like river ice. They were so 

cold and distant it froze her thoughts. His smile was warm. He reached into his 

pocket and removed a five dollar note. 

“You have made my day young lady. Wonderful.” He placed the note 

thoughtfully and clearly in view of the group. He turned to the group. “An angel 

sings in the morning.” He glanced back and winked. “Good luck.”  He crossed 
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to the group. “Welcome to our city. Auf Wiedersehen.” He turned and hurried 

into the tower behind her. 

 Allie felt awkward before the group. It was as if the showman, the 

ringmaster, had left the circus and the performer didn’t know the script. The 

tour guide, knowing he had to get his charges on their way, spoke quickly to the 

group. Within a minute or two he had gathered a fistful of dollar bills and 

placed it in the box. 

 He spoke in shot gun blasts, no doubt the result of firing facts ad 

infinitum all day long. “Thank you. You are a life saver. Our bus is late. It just 

arrived. Thank you. Good luck and keep going. I’ve never heard a sonnet 

before. They’re nice.” 

 The group waved and bundled down to the lower stairs to a bus waiting 

in the distance. 

 The following two hours of trade was a trickle compared to the boon of 

the bus. She managed only another three dollars in two hours of reciting. Her 

voice was tired. She needed to eat.  

 

 Her legs were tired by the time she found an affordable café. It was a 

forty-minute-walk but the little café served locals, not tourists, nor did it serve 

the power shakers in the financial district. The coffee and sandwich were a 

heaven send.  

Across the street was a photo copy shop with a myriad of posters badly 

glued to the exterior. It was as if the posters formed the insulation or structure of 

the building. It gave her an idea. 

People needed to know what and who it was she was reciting. She went 

over and had the front cover of her sonnet book, bearing Shakespeare’s portrait, 

photocopied and laminated.  

She returned to the financial district hoping to make some lunch time 

trade. She never realized street performing was so much work. 

 

She placed a few coins in her collection box and propped up the 

laminated picture of the Bard. She glanced through her sonnet book and 

selected her next piece. 

A short round man in his late forties approached. His bulbous jowls had 

not seen a razor in a week and had dirty, bristled shadow. He stood directly in 

front of her. He was shorter by several inches and wider by double. His gut 

spilled over his belt. There was a stain, most likely ketchup or grease on the 
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brim of his stomach. He peered down into her little box and then back at her. He 

loomed so close to the box she thought he might use it as a urinal. 

She stopped. “May I help you.” 

“May you?” he sneered back. 

“Sorry, I don’t know what you want.” 

“For you to piss off, sweetie.” 

“Sorry.” She glanced around several people walked by. At the top of the 

stairs thirty steps away a beggar sat watching them. Lower down, at street level, 

another beggar accosted passers-by. 

“You heard me. Don’t be stupid.” 

“What?” 

“Get outta here sweetie or I’ll give ya a smack and a whack. There’s 

some of yer poetry.” 

“It’s a free country. I’m just reciting poetry.” 

The fat little bowling pin stepped on her box, crushing it, and snatched 

the front of her shirt. He clenched it into a tight ball. She was stunned at the 

speed and violence of the fat snake. He reefed her neck forward down to his 

level. The stench of garlic and onions billowed from his yellow teeth. “This is 

my territory. My space. My boys work this area. I see you again I’ll stuff yer 

little book down yer throat. Now piss off.” He tossed her back. Violence pulsed 

from his pudgy face.  

She reached down to get her book and copy from before his feet. His gut 

and stained trousers were directly in front of her face. He grabbed her pony tail 

that stuck out the back of her cap. She had not been able to shower or wash her 

hair, so it was best to hide it. The last thing she wanted was for it be used as a 

handle. He dragged her up to his level and pulled her ear close. His other hand 

suddenly shot into the pocket of the light bomber jacket she wore. He snatched 

the money from the pocket. It was all she had. Twenty-two dollars. 

“Hey that’s mine!” 

“Get outta here, slut.” He threw her back. 

His short fat frame had an enormous power. She worried he might have a 

knife. 

He shook the fistful of dollar bills. “This is rental. My boys work this 

spot. Get outta here.” He turned to leave and stopped. “I see you here again, it’ll 

be ugly. Good looking girl like you should go work the street. Get on yer back 

there’s better money in it.” 

“Piss off!” 
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“Be nice or you’ll be sorry.” 

She gathered her things, including the tipped-over piece of cardboard 

bearing Shakespeare’s photocopy and hurried away. As she passed the two 

beggars they both scowled at her. 
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 The remainder of the afternoon was dreadful. She wandered from square 

to square, corner to corner trying to find a place to share her gifts. The praise of 

the book shop and the German tourist was washed away by the scowls from 

passers-by, or swatted aside by the glare from under the brow of an already 

positioned beggar. She didn’t want to beg. She wanted to perform.  

 Eventually she found herself in a small square. At the entrance was a 

bronze statue of a young girl on a park bench reading a book. The statue had a 

calm, simple joy on her face. It struck her as remarkable that the sculptor had 

captured the innocent joy of escaping into literature. She was confident the park 

would be a good venue for her. 

 When she rounded the entrance she found nothing was more distant from 

her hoped for reality than the park. There were only two benches occupied in 
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the park. One had two lovers making out, the other had a bleary-eyed bearded 

rumple of a man sipping from what looked like a tattered bag containing a 

prized bottle of some rot-gut alcohol. She could see the scabs on his grimed 

hands from across the park. It was as if the pumping of passion on one side was 

the beauty and the seething, drowned loss of hope on the other was the beast. 

She was going to recite in the middle of beauty and the beast. She had to 

try. 

After her second sonnet she was about to give an explanation when the 

young lovers untangled themselves from each other and walked to the entrance. 

They had to walk past her to reach the street. Allie didn’t want to look hungry 

or expectant or demanding. Though every inch of her seethed in hunger.  

The couple were only in their mid-teens and it struck Allie that she had 

wasted her time. The girl wore an excessive amount of eyeshadow and the 

gangly boy had a raging collection of acne scarring what was a gentle face. She 

focused on the ground so as not to question them. 

They passed and Allie glanced up at the deserted square. The drunk was 

staring at her, or in an unfocused haze toward her. There was a footstep to her 

right and she whipped around worried it might be the round Fagan-like bowling 

pin man. It was the girl. 

The girl dropped two dollars in Allie’s box. “Thank you.” The girl could 

sense the fear in Allie and stepped back. Allie smiled at her. “There is a soup 

kitchen on fifty-eight-th street.”  

She waited for an answer, but Allie could not utter anything. It felt surreal 

to be given advice from a teenager about street survival. 

“It is in the basement of St. James’ church. My mom helps there 

sometimes. They’re nice people.” The girl shifted awkwardly, her date was 

waiting. “A person to chat with. The poems were nice.” The heavy, lime and 

sparkle eyeshadow covered a concerned soul. “Just an idea. Bye.” 

Allie picked up the two dollars from the semi crumpled box and left the 

drunk to glory in images that were distant from the rhymes of her life. 

 

**** 

 

As she approached the basement entrance to St. James’ church she felt as 

if she was living another person’s life. Everything had spiralled out of control. 

She had no identification, no money or home, no family or boyfriend and any 
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kind of future was like dust blowing across a desert, fading and sifting away. 

Was she sifting away? 

“Come my dear.” 

Allie whipped around at the gentle voice. It was low and gravely, yet 

smooth like the icing on carrot cake. The idea of carrot cake from Beatrice’s 

diner flashed through her mind. It was a lost hope. 

“Please come in, have a little bite. The food is good and if you want there 

are some nice people to chat with. Either way, the food is nice and the cocoa is 

hot.” 

Allie peered at the soft green eyes. They were as gentle as the voice. She 

allowed herself to be directed down the steps to the basement. It was a vast 

room. On the left were several tables with information and a notice board. She 

was drawn to the notice board to see if anyone would be searching for her. She 

had been on the street for five days. It was an absurd idea. Glancing at the 

others, she was sure many had been on the street for years. 

The glances from the scattering of hunched bodies were rifle shots of 

assessment. What did she have? Where was she going? Did she have a camp? 

Why was she here? A rush of panic welled up inside her and she was about to 

turn toward the entrance when a firm hand landed on her shoulder. She jumped. 

“Just go to the counter. Mary-Ellen will get some nice soup and a roll for 

you. Sit wherever you want. Stay as long or as short a time as you want. If you 

want to talk I am here. I am Father Thomas. Get something to eat, child.” 

Allie thought the voice rumbled forward like a warm blanket, impossible 

to argue with. 

The soup was thick and tasty, the roll fresh and the cocoa brought back 

memories of her mom and the farm. It had been so many years since she’d had 

cocoa. The light in the basement was good and she buried herself in some of the 

later sonnets. Though she liked them she had not mastered many of them. 

After half an hour of study a presence was at her side, it was Father 

Thomas. “Not our book I see.” 

“No, sorry.” 

“Don’t be. Shakespeare is a wonderful story teller. He’s a bit gory 

sometimes. Titus Andronicus is a little over the top, although I think the 

madness of King Lear could never reach reality, no matter how much you 

overplay the scene.” 

“You like Shakespeare?” 
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“Just because I follow the words of our Lord does not mean my ears are 

closed to all other voices. That would be insanely stupid of me.” 

Allie nodded. “I think sometimes the ears of the many are closed to the 

voices of the few.” 

“Wow a cocktail of Shakespeare and Spock. The Trekies will chase you 

down for twisting the great Vulcan’s words.” 

Allie smiled at the simple robed figure. Father Thomas was alright in his 

own way. 

“Feel free to come and read whenever you want. This is a place of 

safety.” He got up and left. 

Allie thought he arrived in silence like a warm breeze across her cheek 

and left in the same manner but had somehow imparted a touch of warmth in 

her. 

She felt empowered and left the soup kitchen. The serving lady, Mary-

Ellen, smiled at her and gave a gentle wave. 

 

 

With just over three dollars in her pocket Allie hoped she might do a little 

trade in the theater district. It was the haunt of Shakespeare after all. It was near 

seven and patrons would be hustling toward their evening show. On a corner. 

just down from the Apollo, the gated entrance to the building was set back 

about four steps making a perfect recess for her to recite. The location worked 

better than she expected, and she did a steady trade. Some people stopped to 

listen and then thanked her leaving a little change, others just gave her change 

and moved on without enjoying the beauty of the sonnets. Most, however, just 

blasted past as if she was nothing more than bad street graffiti. 

An older man in a huge coat, with a black case, stood at the other side of 

the gate and watched her recite. Allie felt uneasy. She didn’t need another 

mugging. 

When she finished her sonnet, the man approached. He was carrying a 

tattered saxophone case. She reached down to her battered little box, emptied it 

and stood up. Her portrait of the Bard separated them. 

“Not your father?” 

“Pardon?” 

“I said he doesn’t look like your father.” There was a smile. 

“No.” 

The big coat waited a few seconds and watched her. 
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Allie was reluctant to give up her spot again. 

“This is my usual spot.” 

“Sorry, sorry. I’ll go right away.” Allie reached behind her for her small 

bag. 

“No, no. Stay, please. We can work together. Two on two off? Or, if you 

don’t mind, I could play a few notes under your sonnet. What do you think?” 

“Sure, okay. My voice is a little tired.” 

“You have to protect it. It’s your income.” 

Allie nodded and backed away. “You go first I will rest a bit.” Allie sat 

back against the wrought iron gate. It was nice to sit and float away from the 

peering eyes. The big-coated man calmly removed his saxophone and left the 

case open. The gleaming polish of the saxophone stood out against his rumpled 

appearance like a blazing star in the night. He launched into his first number 

and Allie felt her jaw drop. He was amazing. The wail of the notes encircled her 

troubles and put them to sleep. Every note embraced the bad times she had seen 

and melted them. 

When he finished and turned to her she jumped up, excited at the 

opportunity to contribute. 

“Wow. Sir, you are wonderful.” 

He waved her away. “The notes are wonderful. The way you hear them is 

wonderful. I am just a wind bag.” 

“I, I feel so intimidated.” 

“Don’t be. I can see the excitement in your eyes. Tell me a little about 

your next sonnet and I’ll slip a few notes underneath. It could be interesting.” 

Allie was excited by the concept of working with such a talented artist. 

 

 It was nearing midnight when Allie arrived back at the loading dock. The 

evening, though not a booming financial success, had rewarded her with a 

friend. Anders, the sax player was decent enough to split their earnings 

fifty/fifty even though he played nonstop. 

 She had made another fourteen dollars and could have breakfast 

tomorrow. The sleep was fitful, but it was sleep. She knew she would have to be 

away early in the morning as the workers came in at seven-thirty.  
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She glanced at the cuff of the bomber jacket and that was when it hit her. 

She had not noticed it before. Perhaps it was the sudden turn with the tray that 

wafted up or perhaps she was just accustomed to it, but she smelled. There was 

no other way to think about it. The girl behind the counter was polite. They 

always smiled at her in the various café’s she went to. She never wanted to over 

frequent any café, in case she should be banned. There was no hiding it. She 

tried to wash herself the best she could in the washrooms but her clothes, the 

one outfit she had salvaged, smelled. She lived in it twenty-four hours a day. 

She rotated the underwear she had recovered but for the past eight days it was 

the same clothes. 

She would find something on the street wash it at night and dry it on a 

vent somewhere. Allie was more keen on remembering the gig with the sax 

player Anders. He was so talented and such an exceptional musician. He didn’t 

leer or attempt any move on her. He just enjoyed her skill as an orator and she 

floated on his music. 

The morning busking was average for her. The handsome suit boosted 

her earnings as he always did. He also boosted her spirits, it was nice to be 

appreciated.  It was strange that he never looked at her while she recited the 

sonnet. He stared across the city, high at the sky, as if following a bird or 

watching a cloud transform. When she finished he always gave a short applause 

and left a five dollar note. It usually doubled her takings. A few kind words then 

he was gone. At 8:15 she was gone. She wanted to be away before the bowling 

pin and the beggar brigade made their move on the street. 

 

Hoping to find some clothes she slipped over to the vintage area of the 

city and casually searched the parks and bin areas for some discarded clothing. 

She just needed a few pieces. She discovered a red cardigan that was useful but 

other clothes were too revealing.  
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There was no hurry. She hoped to meet with Anders again, though she 

didn’t know his schedule. When she thought back she realized his clothes were 

clean and well-fitted. He had never discussed himself preferring to only talk 

about the sonnets, her or the music. 

A familiar laugh caught her ear and she turned. 

Across the street on the edge of a fenced in patio, was a face she 

recognized. The venue was a trendy bohemian restaurant. The moment she saw 

the stature, even though he was seated, she knew him. It was the handsome suit. 

He was telling a story and had the table of six erupting with laughter. There 

were four men and two women. All of them wore expensive clothes and the 

designer sunglasses could fund her diet for a month. She turned away.  

Just behind her was a small park with three benches and a dog watering 

station. She watched the table of friends as they dined. It was a happy world. It 

was far from her. 

An odd idea crossed her mind and she reached into her bag and pulled out 

her journal. She had not made an entry for weeks. There was nothing positive to 

think about. She also didn’t even have a pen. But she had her memories from 

happier days. Those days were more creative, but she was in some ways 

pursuing a creative line with her sonnets. She would veer away and try her hand 

at her own work. She refreshed her memory on a poem from the journal, 

straightened her tired clothes and left the park. 

The trip across the street to the terrace felt like a marathon or like Moses 

parting the Red Sea. As she approached the fence that separated the elevated 

terrace from the sidewalk, she could feel a wave of judgemental, sour disdain 

from the diners. 

She stopped four steps back from the railing where he sat with his back to 

her. The waiter serving them caught her eye. A cold cautious warning drifted 

over his face. She was not welcome. Others at the table became aware of her 

presence and looked at their meals. 

She was making them feel awkward. 

She spoke simply. Her voice was not weak. She had been trained to 

project her voice in the theatre and reaching across to the patrons on the terrace 

was no difficulty for her. 

The moment her voice swam forth the handsome suit spun and gazed at 

her. 

Usually he looked away, but this time he stayed rivetted to her. 
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Her confidence swelled, and she poured her heart out into her own poem. 

It was only ten lines, but it was infused with the beauty and majesty of a love 

that she could barely fathom now. 

 

“The breeze whispers on lake tops, the mist shroud calls your name, 

The trees answer in dark rustlings, all nature yearns the same. 

Every being stands in awe and reverence blinded by your sight, 

The sun pales, the moon wanes, at your beauty’s light. 

I wish I were cast a constellation, a heavenly teardrop sent, 

So I may gaze upon you with unabashed lover’s intent. 

I am but a poor man whose heart is happily captured, 

I am but a fleeting heartbeat by you devoutly enraptured. 

If I were to grace your lips so tender and so sweet 

My heart would fall to silence, happy, love sworn and complete. 

 

When she finished with the rhyming couplet she held his gaze. She didn’t 

know why but the ice blue eyes captivated her.  

He stood and applauded, several others did as well. The applause from 

the others was tinged with an uneasiness of having to offer something to the 

street urchin. His applause was unabashed. 

She stepped back and saw two beggars approaching. One on either side of 

the street. She recognized the one across the street with the trolley. He always 

had an odd yellow umbrella sticking out of it. It was half-opened and was a kind 

of beacon. 

 She moved away. She didn’t need a confrontation. He liked her poem 

that was enough. 

“Wait. Wait!” he called. “Who wrote that?” 

She gazed at him. His eyes overflowed with a suspended eagerness, like a 

puppy holding a rag to play. The beggar patrol was closing. 

“I did.” 

“You? My street poet?” 

“You have a wonderful appreciation of poetry. It is just something 

small.” She glanced back. They were four car lengths away. “Bye. Have a nice 

day.” She scurried away. 

Half a block later she glanced back. One of the beggars was leaning over 

the railing asking for change.  
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She didn’t want to end up there. She was a performer. She wouldn’t just 

ask for a handout.  

That night she made little or no money at all. It was Monday so the 

theatre district was dark. Anders didn’t show up. Apart from trying to recite her 

sonnets and purchasing a small drink and sandwich she had spoken to no one. 

She sat under the loading dock and worked on her sonnets. It was a cool night 

and the additional cardigan helped a little, but it wasn’t clean, she hadn’t rinsed 

it. The night drifted slowly past. It was like a long, scratching of nails on a chalk 

board. She tried to think of the suit, the pleasure in his eyes. She tried to 

remember performing Lady Macbeth and the kindness at the book shop. It was 

cold. It was lonely. It was bleak. She thought to read the later sonnets. The 

sonnets after 125 were like her - bleak, disenchanted and tinged with a 

bitterness. She would stay away from them. She would recite them only on 

sunny days. 
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He wasn’t there the following morning. A niggle worried her that she had 

embarrassed him in front of his colleagues at the restaurant. She shouldn’t have 

approached him in the restaurant. 

It was almost eight-thirty and she had been running the risk of being 

abused by the beggar patrol. She had been reciting for an hour and a half. She 

had made little more than three dollars. It would be a small breakfast, very 

small. Allie heard him before actually seeing him. The sound of expensive 

Italian leather soles slapping on cement was not a common sound in her world 

recently. 
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“You’re here.” 

“Good morning. I didn’t see you earlier.” 

“Oh, that yeah, early start.” 

He was slightly out of breath from the jog. She thought it was sexy. “I’m 

sorry about approaching you at the table.” He looked at her dumbfounded. “At 

the table… yesterday… in the restaurant. It was wrong, sorry.”  

“What? No. It was the best part. It would be better if you could give me a 

copy. I’d like to pass it on to my sister.” 

“She was at the table?” 

“Are you kidding? Never. She is like you, into the arts.” 

“You must be too.” 

“No, the truth is I am more into the shit this morning.” 

“Pardon?” She felt her stomach rumble. Hunger the cruel, persistent 

arbitrator of art works was making itself known. She glanced down the street it 

was getting close to the arrival of the bowling pin. 

“Are you expecting someone?” 

“Ah no. Well, yes, but not anyone I want to see.” 

“The police?” 

“No, the beggar patrol. Believe it or not, there is a Fagan-type individual 

who pimps the beggars. If you aren’t part of the gang of thieves, it can be very 

ugly.” 

“That’s ridiculous.” He could see the fear in her eyes. “Look why don’t 

you go to my place for a shower?” 

“I’m fine I have my own place.” 

“Bullshit. You have had that same outfit for six days, and well…  you 

look like you need a shower.” 

“I’m fine.” 

“I’m sure. But my dog isn’t.” 

“Sorry?” 

“I got back late from my parent’s house late last night and ‘Othello’ only 

had a five-minute walk.” 

She didn’t quite follow his story. “That’s not fair, but I’m sorry…” 

He was getting desperate. There was no one else he could ask. “My 

cleaner is there on a Tuesday. I won’t be back until later tonight. You walk the 

dog and shower while Janice the cleaner is there. I’ll phone her and tell her you 

are coming. It is better than waiting for Fagan. I’m happy to pay you.”  

Allie still felt a little unsure about him.  
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He produced his card from a thin silver case. “I work here.”  He waved a 

pen toward the building behind him. “At the monolith behind us.” He wrote his 

home address on the card. “Show the card to the door man, his name is Arthur, 

otherwise you won’t get in.” She looked at him warily. 

“What rapist gives you his card? It’s safer than the street. Either way the 

choice is yours. It would really give Janice a break. Here this is for the poem 

yesterday. The beauty of it was lost on the table. You have an amazing ability.” 

He paused awkwardly, searching for something to say. “Anyway, if you can 

please walk my dog and… ah…have a good day.” He left. 

 She watched him leave. He knew she would go. He was kind and 

thoughtful but still had a tinge of swagger, the ‘cocky trader,’ about him.  

She glanced around. Fagan would arrive soon. She might as well check it 

out. With his contribution she could have a better breakfast and save for a 

sandwich. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

13 

 

 

 

She stood before the glass tower. Waves of green foliage cascaded from 

the second floor. There were small trees and covered dining areas along the 

exterior. The condominium oozed expense. A gate clicked to her right and she 

shifted closer to the entrance. A convertible sports car whipped up the ramp and 

the growl of performance sneered down the road. This was money. She gazed 

up at the tongues of terraces attached to each apartment. They were deep with 

glass panels. It looked as if many had their own patio dining sets. This was 

extravagance. She shook her head and glanced at the concierge. He wore a tight 

suit. He was tall and thin with a simple stately walk. He looked tired but regal 

like a member of the British aristocracy as a doorman. She took a few steps and 

saw his body tighten. It was madness that she should enter the pristine vault. It 
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was like leaving the street of thieves to enter Alladin’s cave – all just for a 

shower. She just had to get past the doorman.  

The concierge moved from his outdoor podium and blocked the entrance 

in a kindly gentle manner. He extended his open palm as if deflecting her to the 

side. 

Allie looked at his gloved hand. The gloves were a soft tan color and 

spelled cleanliness and respect. All this was in a pair of gloves that gently 

redirected her back to the street.  

“Good morning, young lady. Are you lost? Can I help you?” 

Allie smiled at the tender nuance implying she was in the wrong place. 

She looked it and she knew it. “Hello, sir. You must be Arthur?” 

“That I am. Unfortunately, we’ve not met before.” 

She had glanced at the handsome suit’s card on the way over. “Phillip 

Deucasse said you were very nice and to give you his card.” She stood back in 

case the smell of her street clothes offended. 

The gloved hands took the card and deftly spun it. A smile rippled his 

face and his eyes softened. “You are here to walk Othello?” he laughed softly to 

himself and glanced at the tall slender girl. “Good luck.” 

“Why?” 

“I did once. I did it once but didn’t want the early retirement. You’ve 

seen him?” 

“No.” 

“Ha! Phillip he’s such a card. Good luck. Elevator is over here.” Without 

the least hesitation he took her elbow and guided her through the door. She 

gazed up at the vaulted ceiling. It was clear to the sky. It reminded her of great 

buildings she had seen in books on Spain and Italy. Her jaw was slack. She saw 

Arthur watching her. She looked down embarrassed. 

“Everyone is stunned by it on their first visit.” 

She thought he was being kind to the tramp in his palace. She crossed to 

him. “He is on the eleventh floor. Left when you come out of the elevator. 

Othello will want to see me when you leave for the walk. I have a little snack 

for him. Best to let him come over to me.”   

“Of course.” 

The door had an intercom and a massive antique knocker. It was in the 

shape of a dog’s paw. She wasn’t sure which one to use, but the knocker was 

kind of cool. She lifted it and dropped it down. It made an almighty clang that 

echoed down the hall. 
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After a few moments the door popped open and a short handsome woman 

blocked the doorway. Janice was attractive and had a shock of thick curly hair. 

There was no option but to block the door. Her stomach was enormous. 

“Hi. I’m Allie I came to walk Othello.” 

“I know… he called. I’m Janice.” They shook and she ushered Allie into 

the apartment. 

“Wow. I thought this was just for TV shows.” 

“Nice place isn’t it?” 

“Beyond ‘nice.’ Someone actually lives here?” 

“One man, one beast.” Allie frowned at the odd comment. “Othello! You 

lazy shit! Get off the bed and get out here.” 

Allie heard a tinkle and then a flapping. Janice smiled at her. “He’s been 

sulking all morning because he didn’t get a proper walk. His name is such a 

joke. He’s such a woos.” 

The tinkle from inside the bedroom grew louder as the beast came out. 

Allie was stunned. It took a few moments for the entire beast to get through the 

door. He was massive. He immediately bounded over to her and slammed his 

side against her thighs. He leaned against Allie knocking her back a step. 

“Sorry should have warned you, they lean.” 

Allie was smitten. She pounded a firm palm on the chest of the huge 

Great Dane. He was over Allie’s hip height and much heavier. 

“Oh my God. He’s huge.” 

“You didn’t know it was a Great Dane?” 

“No. He’s lovely.” 

“That Phillip is an idiot. He should have told you.” 

“It’s fine. I love big dogs. I was raised on a farm.” She continued to ruffle 

his ears and shake him about. Othello was loving it and spun around to lean on 

her. It knocked her back again. He gazed at her then his front paws collapsed to 

the floor with his butt in the air. His tail wagged. He wanted to play. 

“No Othello.” He jumped to one side, then back to the other Allie did the 

opposite to tease him. “No. Othello, you nutter.” Othello spun in place and 

darted around Janice and raced around the sofa. His long tail caught a coffee 

cup and knocked it to the floor. He kept racing around them. “No, Othello! No! 

stop it.” The big dog came to a stop and scowled at the short round Janice. He 

was bemused. Janice was no fun at all. 

Allie smiled softly. “Sorry.” 

“I can’t chase him anymore.” 
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“Of course not, you must be close.” 

“No actually. I have twins, but I’m still five weeks away.” 

“Wow, it must be dangerous walking with this beast.”  

“No, no Othello is great, once we get outside. He knew I was pregnant 

months before Phillip. I had to actually tell him. Othello just knew and behaved 

really gently to me – outside. Inside, he is a raging nightmare.” 

“I see.” 

“Phillip told me you are a poet, but are here to walk Othello.” 

“Yes, but I can help you too. I’m not busy this morning and you are 

carrying so much weight. What should I do?” 

Janice smiled. “He said you were nice.” 

“We don’t even know each other. I learned his name from his card on the 

way over.” 

“He keeps to himself. He told me you need a shower. He said you were a 

street performer.” 

Allie lowered her gaze a bit. Janice was a pleasant person, but the 

opulence of Phillip’s apartment overwhelmed her. She felt like street garbage, 

not a street performer. “Ah yeah.” 

Janice saw the sadness in the young woman’s eyes. “I tell you what. My 

feet are killing me this morning. If you vacuum those two bedrooms and do a 

quick polish of the floor out here, I’ll do the bathroom. Then you can walk 

Othello. An hour for cleaning and an hour for walks. Your clothes will be dry.” 

“My what?” 

“Your clothes. Honey, you need a shower. Use the bedroom on the 

mezzanine. I’ll bring some sweats up from his room while your stuff is in the 

wash. He has a high-tech dryer unit that will have them dry in no time.” 

Allie was hesitant. It was all coming at her a little fast. She glanced over 

at Othello. He had given up on the prospect of a game and was spinning in slow 

circles on his bed looked for just the right position to collapse and resume his 

sulk. 

“Come on girl. It’s an open hand. Take it.” 

Allie needed a shower. A sudden rush of emotion caught her throat and 

she felt her eyes glisten. 

“No. None of that. At least not until after the walk.” Othello paused his 

spinning at the word and glanced at them. “NO. Not yet. Go to sleep.” Othello 

collapsed. “Come on, I’ll show you up.” 
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**** 

 

The shower was dizzying. The water cascaded over her. It was a simple 

staggering gift. It was obvious the bedroom was rarely ever used and had a 

number of fancy soaps and shampoos. She lathered herself and indulged a 

plethora of soapy delights all over her body. 

There was a knock on the shower door. “Don’t melt in there. There are 

clothes on the side. You’ll have to be commando. He doesn’t have any women’s 

privates.” 

 Allie leaned around the large walk-in shower wall. “I’m coming, thank 

you.” 

Janice waved and left.  

The sweats were close to her size, but couldn’t be his. Perhaps a family 

member stayed sometimes. The sweats were a matching set and were grey, 

baggy and totally nondescript. It was the exact opposite of how she felt. Her 

body was teeming with clean, vibrant energy.  

The mopping was done in twenty minutes. The vacuum drove Othello 

nuts and the dopey dog thought it was some kind of game. The first ten minutes 

of vacuuming was more like a medieval joust with the two hundred pound black 

and white harlequin Dane raging in circles of excitement. He had jumped on the 

bed and was spinning around on the freshly made covers when Janice caught 

them fooling around. She blasted the big beast and chased him out of the room. 

“We do need to finish today.” 

“Sorry. He is so much fun. What a dope.” 

“I’ll finish here. Take him out for forty-five minutes. We can have a 

coffee then.” 

“Sure.” 

She followed Janice to the entrance. Othello, sulking on his enormous 

bed lifted his head and watched them. Janice was playing it very cool. She knew 

he was watching. The moment she reached for his leash he was up and 

thundering toward them. 

“Cool it! Cool it you moron. Sit!” Othello obeyed, but his giant paws 

shuffled with impatience. When she leaned down to fasten his leash he licked 

her ear. “Gross! Get off me.” Janice passed a plastic bag to Allie. “You’ll need 

this. Dog this size, when he dumps, you can hear it hit the floor. He’ll want to 

stop at Arthur’s desk in and out.” 
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“Sure.” 

“He will listen. Just be firm with him and watch out for little dogs. They 

want to pick fights with him. Totally stupid.” 

Allie headed out with Othello. “Back in a bit.” 

 

**** 

 

If the shower was heaven then walking with the mad, goofy Great Dane 

was like a day at Disneyland. He was so silly. She let him off the leash in a park 

and chased him for at least twenty minutes. He loved to twist and spin and 

pounce from side to side. It was like teasing a playful elephant. He wanted to 

jump and bump into her. When they finally got back she needed another 

shower. 

“Your clothes are in the bedroom. I have some coffee for us down here. I 

have to go in fifteen minutes.” 

Allie got changed and hurried back down to the kitchen. Othello had 

collapsed onto his bed. Janice was stroking his exposed belly as he stared at the 

ceiling. His floppy pink ears opened like fans on either side of his head. Allie 

felt as if she was intruding on their moment. 

“He’s lovely.” 

“Yeah, I’ll miss him.” She struggled up. Her protruding stomach was 

draining her. 

“You’ve been here long?” 

“Two years. Phillip is a good employer. Always pays on time and in 

truth, it is an easy job. I will miss Othello. Sometimes my husband comes over 

to walk him if Phillip is away. This goofy dog is a special character.” She 

waved at the open plan kitchen counter. “Coffee is there.”  

Janice scooped up a small envelope and gave it to Allie. ‘This is for 

helping and walking Othello.” 

“Oh, no, no. The shower was enough. It was fantastic. And you washed 

my clothes.” 

“No, he called and told me.” 

“He did? No, really it’s fine. Keep it for the baby.” 

“Babies.” 

“Yeah right.” 

“No. He won’t have that. He said you couldn’t work this morning.” 

“It’s hardly work.” 
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“Poetry on the streets of this city? That is work.” Janice pushed the little 

envelope to her. “Take it Allie, you need and deserve it.” 

Allie’s lips pursed. The truth was harsh like that. “Thank you.” 

When they said their goodbyes to Othello he refused to get off his bed. It 

was too important to him to sulk and let them see the pain of the injustice of 

leaving him alone. 
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The following day was slow. She bought a copy of the Stage Weekly and 

poured over it for any auditions. There was nothing for her. It put a damper on 

her day. The shower and good fortune of meeting Othello and Janice was a 

distant memory. It vanished with the bite from the hundreds of passing eyes that 

slashed at her. The beggar patrol thought she had no place among them with her 

clean clothes and burst of sunshine hair. The well-heeled pedestrians thought 

she wasn’t desperate enough to raise a vicarious sense of pity. 

 

Meeting with Anders was the only highlight. He joked about her hair and 

said she should be inside strutting on the boards of the stage, not outside 

hammering the cement.  

She touched his shoulder. “But then I wouldn’t have the pleasure of 

seeing my poetry come alive with your saxophone.” 

“My music just adds color to the emotions of your poetry.” It was his turn 

to play. She stepped back and sat on a low cement balustrade. The night was 

cool with a slight fog wanting to descend and chase the gaiety of daylight under 

the bushes, to obscure hope with the shadows of reality. Anders turned to her. 

“The poem you did a few nights ago. The one you wrote about love floating on 

a sea of distress, can you do it?” 

“Sure. Why? It’s your turn.”  
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“Who goes when, is irrelevant to me. I want to play under it. It haunted 

me when I was rehearsing today. The idea of how deep is a sea of distress.” 

“Okay, but and this is going to sound really weird, can I touch your back 

when you play. The vibration rattles me and helps me find a strength to the 

words for that poem.” 

“Of course. I’ll start, you step in when you want.” 

They ended up standing back to back with the wailing of the saxophone 

sharing vibrations between their backs. They performed in their own worlds, 

consumed by happier days of freedom and a love of life. The darkness of the 

poem was washed to the shores of hope and her heart soared with possibilities. 

They finished at the same time. There was a unison in performance. They 

turned to each other, both embarrassed at having shared their souls to the 

emptiness of the night. 

Applause came from Ander’s right. A slow methodical clap. 

“Phillip!” 

“Anders, you bag of screaming talent. Did you escape the club to expand 

your repertoire?” 

“I like the challenge. Plus to play beside beauty is a rarity in itself.” He 

stepped back. “This is my poet.” 

Allie looked up. She was embarrassed at never having been able to thank 

him for the kindness of the shower and Othello. The much-needed money was 

also a huge help. “Hello Phillip.” 

“You two know each other?” 

“Sort of. She is my street poet. She performs in front of the financial 

markets.” 

Anders put a club-like hand on Allie’s shoulder. “Honey, that is suicidal.” 

“No vacuuming with Othello in the room is suicidal.” Anders was 

puzzled. “You’ve never seen Othello?” Anders shook his head. He wasn’t 

following at all. “Phillip has a charming, but deranged, Great Dane.” 

“Oh, well, two of a kind eh, Phillip?” 

Phillip wagged a playful finger at the burly musician. “Thank you for the 

other day. It really helped Janice. Would you be able to walk him again? 

Tomorrow? I was going to ask Janice and her husband to cover for me. I have to 

catch a six a.m. flight.” 

“I should thank you. I needed the … walk. I love Othello. He is so much 

fun.” 
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“Could you walk him tomorrow before your morning gig? I found out 

about this flight just before I went in to see the play. I would ask Janice, but she 

is so pregnant, and Othello’s bladder might burst.” 

“Sure.” 

“Can you get there by seven? I’ll pay for a cab from wherever you live.” 

“No, that’s fine I’ll be there.”  

“I’m happy to pay.” 

“I can walk, I’m nearby.” 

“You are?” It was a lie, he knew that. “There is a door code to the 

apartment, the concierge will know you are coming.” 

“Arthur?” 

“Yeah, he spoils Othello with treats. He is a bit too old to walk that dog.” 

“That’s an understatement.” 

“I’ll be back by eight pm. If you could give him a late walk so he doesn’t 

destroy me when I get home it would be nice.” 

“Of course.” 

“That is, if you don’t have any other… I didn’t want to presume.” 

“It’s fine. What is the code?” 

“You have such a good memory. It is the day, month and year our 

greatest playwright and greatest novelist died.” 

“What?” 

“Come on. Cervantes and the Bard.” 

“Wow the same day? I never knew that.” 

“There you go, a broker knows something an artist doesn’t. I have to go. 

Thank you for doing this. Janice said you guys had a really good chat.” 

“She’s very nice.” 

“And very pregnant.” He patted Anders shoulder and walked away. 

“Bye.”  She couldn’t help but watch him. He walked with power and 

assurance. His physique was not big but it was toned like a coiled greyhound. 

He appeared calm and docile, his eyes never grilling or challenging and yet his 

body was taut and his job was in a den of vipers quick to attack. He was 

intriguing. 

“Are we going to continue Allie or…?” 

“Or what?” She knew she had been caught dreaming, if not actually 

lusting, after the handsome suit. 

“I just thought the sea of disparity you talk of looks to be at a very low 

tide.” 
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“What are you getting at?” 

“Nothing dear.” The smile bursting across his face was drowned by the 

presence of the saxophone and he wailed into the night. Allie stepped back and 

thought of Othello and also, of course, about Phillip. 
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The moment she cracked the door his black wet nose burst through and forced it 

completely open. His head thrust straight into her hip as he lunged forward to 

lean on her. He knocked her two steps into the hall. She recovered and thumped 

down hard on his chest. He spun around and immediately raced off down the 

hall he skid-braked hard and spun to run back. He was barrelling full speed at 

her and tried to stop but glanced off her and spun further down the hall.  

“Stop! No! Stop It!” 

A door cracked open and a portly older gentleman leaned out suspicious 

of the screaming. He stared at the pretty little woman in the hall. Othello burst 

around from behind and ran at the door. He braked hard and spun head first 

toward the old man. The old man took Othello’s lunging head in his stomach. 

He grabbed Othello’s ears and twisted and yanked them left and right. Othello 

tried to put his mouth over the older man’s wrist.  

Allie panicked and rushed forward.  

It was too late the old man had freed himself and was behind Othello 

trying to tease him. 

Allie realized he was a friend. Othello broke free and raced toward her. 

She jumped up and held her arms out. The big dog spun and dashed in his goofy 

hop back up the hall. The old man jumped out sending the bundle of legs and 

madness back to Allie. She jumped, he spun and raced to the old man again. 
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The old man played along again. On his romp back, Allie stood and held a palm 

up . “No! Stop it. Othello Stop!” She held the palm out and he sat then drooped 

further. 

He crumpled before her and looked sheepishly up from the floor. “Now, 

if you are good, we can go for a walk. At the word he sprung up. “If you are 

good. Inside!” She looked up the hall at the old man. He had an enormous grin. 

“Good thing he listens to you he is as crazy as a balloon in a hurricane.” 

“Sorry to have disturbed you.” 

“Not at all. Are you the new walker?” 

“Sort of, temporary. I’m Allie. Janice is very pregnant.” 

“Yes, she said goodbye a few days ago. Nice meeting you.” He slipped 

back into his apartment. 

 

She took Othello straight to the financial district. It was already 8:30 and 

she wouldn’t get much poetry in, but a few dollars would help with dinner. Her 

first two poems went well and the three couples who listened had questions 

about the sonnet and of course about the sleeping giant at her feet. He won them 

over and though she didn’t have many people stop, Othello definitely influenced 

trade. 

One of Fagan’s team shuffled around the corner and headed arrogantly 

toward her. He was at least ten steps away when Othello stood up sensing an 

intrusion. The beggar stopped, marooned in the middle of the small square. He 

was like a scarecrow in the financial district. He stood motionless, it was as if 

the scarecrow had lost his field. She waited, but nothing happened. The man 

slowly backed away. Allie stayed until noon. Trade was good and a young girl 

she had seen stop by several times, brought her a coffee and said hello to 

Othello. After lunch Allie wandered back to Phillip’s apartment.  

It was turning into a glorious day. She would go back and study Richard 

the third then walk Othello once more. After a quick shower she left. 

 

 

 The following morning she was concerned when Phillip stood back and 

listened at a further distance. The group in front of her wanted information on 

every sonnet and she had to explain each. After she had done five sonnets they 

left a few quarters and walked away. Allie was unimpressed but smiled. It was 

something. 

 She saw him approaching and glanced up. “Hi.” 
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 “Hi” He watched her as she picked the coins from the little box. 

“I have to get these out before Fagan and company come by. I’ve been 

robbed twice already.” 

“Wow. That last group were hard work. Five sonnets, plus explanations. 

You must be tired.” 

“No. Thank you for yesterday. I had a wonderful time with Othello. He 

chased Fagan away.” 

“I should thank you. You saved my ass.” She gazed at him. It made him a 

little uneasy. He wasn’t sure why. She was more than attractive, intelligent, just 

somehow, lost. But then was he any better? “Could you do a sonnet for me?” 

“Sure, if I know it.” 

“I thought you knew them all.” 

“Are you insane?” 

“Number 146.” 

“Ah, a dark sonnet.” She paused. “Poor soul, center of my sinful earth? Is 

that how it starts?” She thought for a moment but only had pieces of it in her 

memory. “Can I do it for you tomorrow. I’ll brush up on it.” 

“Okay sure but it is a weekend, today is Friday.” He watched her deflate 

slightly. Was it the thought of no income or maybe she genuinely wanted to 

perform the sonnet? “Othello and I are away on Saturday. I’ll be walking 

Othello in the park on Sunday. We usually go for a coffee near the gazebo at the 

northwest corner by the pond at about 1 p.m. Chill out, read the newspaper. 

Well I do, Othello just looks at the pictures.” She laughed. He thought it was a 

nice bubbly giggle. “Could be a good place to busk.” 

“Maybe, I’ll see you.” 

He turned and took a few steps away from her. Then spun back. “The last 

sonnet.” She glanced back at him. 

“It was number 116, some say his most famous.” 

“Why?” 

“It is in the two lines. They attest to true love, his ideal of love.” 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom.” 

“The edge of doom?” 

“The Bard always tends to the dramatic.” 
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“But then, if one finds that kind of love, he must be right.” Oddly she 

held his gaze. Something drifted between them. The edge of doom was a pit that 

yawned in her world. 
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 The small lake was the feature of the park and the goose and duck 

populations were the best fed in the country. Hundreds of children came down 

to feed them with their parents every Sunday. It was the ideal family day out. 

For Phillip it was the best way to unwind after Saturday. Usually it was the 

lunch and drive home that was the worst part. His mind worked incessantly. She 

haunted him. His visiting time was prescribed by the hospital and after the first 

few bust ups with her mother, he adhered to it. Even though he paid for 

everything, he avoided her mother at all costs. After visiting her and consulting 

with the team that cared for her, he always stopped by his family for a late 

lunch. It had become a tradition, she brought them together that way. She was 

always discussed for the first moments of greeting and then the issue 

conveniently slipped away. She had become the family member everyone cared 

for but never invited around for Thanksgiving. The family moments were 

pleasant. His parents and sister knew how to laugh and nurture the best out of 

life. They usually did some absurd activity whether it was a garage sale, a 

family bake off, or play reading – it was a shot of vodka to his brokerage veins. 

The drive home was when the darkness came to him. It was a gloom inside and 

outside the car that cloaked him in a brooding stupor. There was no malice, at 

least not toward others. There was no raging, nor pounding of inanimate 

objects. He hated that word ‘inanimate.’ When is an object, a person, a soul, 

animate or not? When does that stop? He had tried audio books, positive 
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thinking tapes even religious audio recordings but it made no difference. The 

trip home was a screeching of nails across the chalkboard of his spirit. His 

gallant knight’s armour rotted and decayed in a field of indecision. Phillip knew 

many religions pursued self-flagellation, he just drove home, alone. 

 

 Sunday mornings were the same. Guilt eats at a spirit like no other 

solvent on earth. It is an acid too subtle and too deadly to ignore. It is pervasive, 

a termite of the soul. 

 He folded his newspaper and gazed across the pond. She was coming 

toward them. She had not seen them and was studying her sonnet book, or some 

speech, intently. With the flailing hand gestures and occasional pause for 

emphasis she appeared as an absolutely normal Sunday park nutter. A smile 

broke across his face. 

 He toyed with Othello’s collar and felt his mood brighten. She was a 

battler, a real fighter. A woman as good looking as her could easily turn tricks 

for big money, but she wanted to be an artist, he respected that. It was the same 

passion his sister had. A desire to make a change in her own way. 

 Othello’s head shot up. Phillip reached for his collar, but it was a touch 

too far, and the Great Dane was away at full belt.  Phillip could see a small 

musical popcorn stand approach the young poet and she turned the other way.  

The music would drown out any warning he could give her. She was stuck in 

her book. Othello was thundering down to greet her. Two hundred pounds of 

racing excitement. Slobbering and eager to let her know how much he loved 

her. Could anything be more dangerous? 

 Allie heard a drumming behind her. The popcorn machine, though sweet 

was a total invasion on her thoughts. She turned to scowl at the vendor when the 

flash of black and white fur thundered up to her. The bum slam from Othello 

knocked her back a step. Her lower calf struck the low lake balustrade but her 

upper body kept moving, spinning backward. She saw a figure, it looked like 

Phillip racing down the bank from the little café toward them. The popcorn 

vendor’s eyes were enormous his mouth formed a big Oh. She glanced at the 

flagging pink tongue of her assailant.  

That was it. Brown water and yellow foam shot up all around her. The 

muck of the pond swallowed her as she went backwards deeper into the scum 

and sludge. She felt the gravy-like mush of the goose shit. She scrambled up, 

but her knees sunk deep into the sludge. She tried to stand up but tipped 

forward. She stretched for the cement balustrade but missed a handhold. She 
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went face first into the muck. Her legs kicked free and a struggled closer to the 

sidewall. A hand grabbed the back of her jacket and she was sucked out of the 

pond slime. Another hand snatched onto the back of her jeans and she was 

hauled over the side.  

She plonked ungraciously down onto the cement wall. 

“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” 

She glanced around for Othello. “Where is he?” 

“He’s behind you.” 

She rolled over and looked up at the looming baggy face of her attacker. 

His muzzle stretched forward, sniffed her, then backed up and shook his entire 

body. What she wouldn’t do to be able to shake the coating of goose slime from 

her being. 

“Come on let’s get you home. You can shower there. I’m really sorry.” 

“What? You sent him at me.” 

“No, no of course not. He just likes you.” 

Allie glared at Othello. “You, doggy, are a pain in the ass.”  

Othello backed up and stretched with his butt in the air and chest on the 

ground. His droopy eyes assessed his friend. He collapsed down and then 

crawled slowly toward Allie. He knew he had done something wrong. 

“Come on, please you can clean up at my place.” Phillip helped her up. 

She smelled disgusting. He took a few quick steps and snatched a handful of 

serviettes from the popcorn vendor. He wiped her face. The blue and grey 

streaks surrounded by a mane of twisted brown mass was like something from 

Lord of the Rings. He couldn’t help smiling thinking she might be one of the 

dwarves with a big beard and clonking boots swinging an enormous mallet. She 

was once a glorious Elf transformed to a sludging dwarf.  

She caught him smiling. “What? Don’t laugh, you shit.” He was having a 

hard time controlling himself. “This was your dog’s doing.” 

“Sorry, you , you look like something from Lord of the Rings.” 

“I am so not an Ork. You’re a shit. I should toss you in there.” 

“Come on, sorry, we’ll clean you up at my place. Not sure Arthur will let 

you in.” 

“Don’t,” she warned him. Allie turned back and looked at the pleading 

eyes behind them. “Come on, you naughty dog. Othello, bad boy!” Othello 

tilted his head to one side utterly puzzled. His innocence was not appreciated by 

Allie. She stopped and whipped back to the lake. “My book! My sonnets!” 

Panicked rifled through her as she searched the area. 
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The book was gone. It had sunk into the slime below the surface. She 

collapsed. The filth and indignation melted from her. The tragedy of losing her 

treasure broke her hope. It was the straw that kept her going. 

“I’ll get you another.”  

Allie sat staring at the water’s surface. It was her treasure. It was her. 

Below the surface her world was smothered in filth. She was no different. 

His hands lifted her from the ground. She was a touch slimy. 

Tears broke forth. She curled into his chest and cried. Cold nights, broken 

dreams and now her greatest joy stripped from her. She cried.  

Phillip led his poet, curled into his chest and crying for a wrong far 

greater than a toss in the pond, back to his apartment. He didn’t know what had 

broken, but something released a pain of unending depth. He knew that kind of 

pain. 

They passed Arthur he said nothing. Even Othello did not ask for a treat. 

 

**** 

 

Phillip sat with Othello on the sofa. He flipped through a prospectus from 

work. He was not in the least interested. He was far more interested in the 

woman upstairs. She had tossed her clothes through the bathroom door for him 

to wash. He washed them all in one massive putrid bundle on the heavy cycle. 

The heavy wash took ninety minutes to run and she was still in the bathroom. It 

was amazing.  

He had put a T shirt and sweat pants outside the door. He also gave her a 

sweat top. She would have no underwear. However, at the speed things were 

going the clothes would be dry before she surfaced. The ‘ping’ of the washer 

sounded and he went to transfer the clothes. 

Allie was on the sofa with Othello when he returned. “Hi.” 

She glanced up. He was totally floored. She had no makeup and was 

stunning. She had dried her hair and it cascaded like a playful blond tangle of 

madness around her shoulders. He had never realized his street poet was this 

other being. Her skin glowed with a kind of sunrise. Her hair was like tumbled 

snow, but it was her eyes that pierced him. She usually cowered or concealed 

herself. To see her open and revealing her beauty staggered him. 

She thought he was looking at her a bit weird.  “What? Please tell me I 

don’t still smell.” 
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“What? No, no. You’re beautiful. I mean your smell. No, sorry. I mean 

you smell fine.” A rush of confusion ricocheted in his mind and he crossed to 

the coffee machine. “A coffee, then something to eat?” He crossed back to her 

with the pot and a coffee cup. He stared at her as she toyed with Othello’s ears. 

The big dog’s head had collapsed on her lap. 

“You are staring again.” 

“Sorry, really. I never realized you were so pretty and with all the goose 

shit gone it makes such a difference.” 

“Wow, such a nice thing to say. Not.” 

“You were in there long enough.” 

“There was a lot of slime. Plus, your girlfriend has a lot of nice toiletries. 

I kind of helped myself. Sorry.” She glanced at him hoping it was alright. She 

was surprised to see him looking disturbed. “Sorry, I didn’t know I just 

assumed. Really—“ 

“No, no it’s fine. They are left by my sister she house-sits for me and 

looks after Othello when I go away. My cousin leaves stuff here too. I think 

they do it to wind me up.” 

“Well, thank you.” She sipped her coffee. She looked down at the gently 

wheezing muzzle on her thigh. “But no thanks to you.” She ruffled his ears. A 

wash of sadness came over her. The loss of her treasure was lurking under the 

surface. 

Phillip saw the change in her. “I dug around my library and found three 

copies of the sonnets.” He slid the small pile across the low table to her. “I’ll get 

you a new one of course, but I hope these will be okay, for now. 

“Thank you, Phillip.” 

Her eyes disarmed him. They were a hazy green with a splintering of 

yellow. He thought they were fascinating. 

“You re staring again. Do I need to worry?” 

“What? No, no. It is just that I have listened to you for weeks and it is 

like I only see you for the first time.” 

“I am in your clothes.” 

“Ah, yeah, the girls never leave any clothing here.” 

She could see he was awkward. “Can I use this one?” She held up a 

collection of the sonnets. 

“Of course.” The doorbell rang. “I ordered a takeaway for us from the 

Lebanese place on seventh. They do a fantastic Moussaka.” 

“Great.” She stood up.  
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He returned with the takeaway. She was standing in the center of the 

room. She only had a T-shirt and sweat pants on. He immediately turned his 

eyes away. She saw his awkwardness. She pulled on the other top he had left. 

“Thanks.” He went into the kitchen. “You need to stay warm after your 

swim.” 

“Swim? Does Othello know his master has a twisted sense of humor?” 

She teased the sleepy Great Dane while Phillip got the table prepped. 
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 Walking the streets from Phillip’s condo was surreal if she thought about 

her current existence, which she had little desire to do. It was only nine and the 

city was quiet. The complacency of Sunday had put a blanket over the 

population lulling it into a dull sleep. Feeling clean and refreshed she wandered 

toward her home, or her loading dock. Being thrown into the pond didn’t feel as 

horrid as it first appeared. It allowed her to get to know a lovely man. There was 

no pressure from him, no expectations but they had laughed for hours together. 

It had been months since she had any laughter in her world. She had caught him 
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watching her several times. He looked at her not out of lust or desire, more out 

of a kind of fascination or intrigue. She was only a street performer, surely there 

were a number of fashion plates, in designer clothes, with high-power resumes 

barking at his door. From the moment she saw him listening to her sonnet she 

thought he was a striking, handsome guy. It was when she saw him relaxed in 

casual clothes that she realized he was more than handsome. He was hot and 

decent at the same time.  It made her head spin. She wanted to focus on her 

sonnets, focus on getting herself re-established as an actress. It was working, 

slowly. She didn’t want to fall for some guy who would dash as soon as he 

found out she was sleeping rough. She turned the corner at 47th and Georgia and 

slipped under the overpass. The traffic rumbled in a dull tossing sleep on the 

asphalt bed above. The familiar barrel fire wasn’t there. Most nights when she 

walked this route back to her loading dock, she passed a barrel of flaming wood 

and a group of anywhere from six to twenty homeless. They would gather 

around and stay warm, swap stories, or just check in. They sometimes raised a 

hand of acknowledgement to her. It was vital to be acknowledged. A chat or 

mindless conversation was unnecessary, but a wave or blessing for the difficult 

roads they all shared, gave a sense of belonging and importance to the purpose 

of trying to crawl out. There was no one. The barrel was a lonely forgotten 

sentinel standing guard against the solemn bridge support. There was no 

conversation, no wave tonight. It was quiet and lonely. Phillip and Othello were 

far away. The people she knew, her distant family, friends from school, the 

cheating shit of a boyfriend were vague blurred faces - all unreachable, all 

detached from her world. Standing outside she felt very outside of her world. 

 Allie plodded the last two blocks to her dock, consumed in her thoughts. 

She trailed a finger along the chain-link perimeter fencing. It rattled a dull 

vibration into her thoughts. That was why she didn’t hear the footsteps. She 

glanced casually into the compound of the warehouse area. The small hut with 

the night watchman was two hundred yards away. She would slip in like usual. 

She could see the guard hunched over his desk. His face was light blue. He was 

watching a movie or Netflix. 

She rounded the corner when the hoodie she had borrowed from Phillip 

was ripped backward against her throat. Another hand across her chest and 

slammed her backward into a truck. As she came off the truck a punch, like 

thunder cracked into her eyebrow. 

 “Looky here. It’s our little poet.” 

 “Where’s your dog now, bitch.” 
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 “I told you to stay away.” 

 She struggled up and was pushed against the front wheel of the huge 

semi-trailer. She saw a knife glisten in the dark. The blade was fuzzy and caught 

a dull glint in the light. The teeth of the bowling pin, ‘Fagan’, sparkled. There 

was a distant blue light behind him. She felt the prick of the knife on her collar 

bone. Her thoughts were hazy. There was a shaking, sawing. She slid down the 

truck. Sharp stabs grazed her chest. 

  They were cutting her shirt and hoodie open. Her hand fumbled into her 

jeans back pocket and grabbed the short metal rod she always carried. It was 

only about six inches long but was heavy and would club him. Her mind cleared 

from the punch. The evening cold rushed across her exposed chest. She swung. 

The blow wasn’t clean, but it glanced off the short man’s head. 

“Ow! You stupid bitch!” 

 Another hand grabbed her throat. She swung the rod hard on the wrist. 

The hand flew free. She was spun to her left and that was when everything in 

her chest rammed into her throat. Her air was gone. It felt like her heart stopped. 

Her eyes wanted to pop. She gasped for air, but nothing came in. Pressure in her 

chest, in her eyes, ballooned. She had never been hammered in the stomach with 

such force. A fist pummeled her not once but two or three times she wasn’t sure 

She crashed to the asphalt. The rod clattered to the ground. It rang in her mind 

like a siren. 

  She could hear their muffled voices. Air was so far away. Her mouth 

gasped for it, desperate to suck in a morsel. 

 A hand slipped into the waist of her jeans and tugged. The force shook 

her. They were trying to rip her jeans off to rape her. There was a manic giggle 

coming from them. There were two. Her hand stumbled across the bar and she 

grasped it and threw it toward one of the figures. It missed and clattered against 

the truck. 

Her jeans popped open. Hands were all over her. Like cockroaches the 

fingers swarmed at her ripping and tearing at her clothes. 

 She heard a strange thumping, a man’s boots running. “Hey You!” 

 Her body was released, and she plopped down. 

 “Hey, stop! Freeze. Don’t move.” There was scuffling. A gunshot 

shattered the night. It was so loud it brought the air back into her lungs. The 

darkness cleared from the edges of her vision. She trembled. It was the security 

guard. 
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 The ‘bowling pin’ and his beggar henchman were gone they raced out the 

gate entrance. Allie slumped against the big tire of the truck. 

 “Holy shit! The bastards. Wait here.” The guard ran off. 

 ‘Wait here’, she thought. Is he insane? Is that some twisted sense of 

humor? She pulled the two sides of her split top closed. She struggled half up 

when the guard reappeared. 

 “Hold on I’ll get a blanket and call the police. You are going to be fine. 

Don’t worry young lady I’ll get the police.” The guard sprinted toward his little 

office. 

 Allie was up the moment he left and ran stumbled around and behind the 

truck. She would run along the back of the trucks, slipping between the 

perimeter fence and the back of the trailers. It was about fifteen trucks before 

she got to the corner where she could dash across to the back of one of the 

buildings and then around that building to her disused loading dock and home. 

She saw the flashlight of the guard searching around the truck closest to the 

entrance where the attack occurred. His light headed toward the gate entrance to 

search for her on the street. That was her moment and she ran across the yard to 

the first loading bay. She slipped around the building and within a minute she 

was closing the perimeter cardboard on her home. 

 She collapsed among her few belongings and pulled her legs up tight. The 

few belongings she had scrounged formed a cocoon around her and she cried. 

Warm blood from her nose trickled over her lip. It tasted sick. Her mouth 

burned of acid bile from the punch. But the greatest pain came from her eye. It 

hammered a dull throbbing dance in her head. She tried to touch it, but it seared 

hot at the touch, and yet pounded thick on her brow. She curled up and held her 

chest tightly closed. Othello was so far away. It would be lovely to have him 

curled beside her.  

Only the night heard her tears. They tumbled forth, not from the pain not 

from the assault of the desperate situation she had descended to. They fell for 

loneliness. The tears cried out for a warm heart, or tender touch, to reassure her. 

There was no one. Her tears flowed and dried and flowed. There was no 

resolution, her tears dried to salt streams of loneliness on her bruised cheek.  
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 She was not there on Monday or Tuesday. He checked early both days. 

He had waited with a coffee in hand, but she didn’t show. He sent his secretary 

down repeatedly during the day but here was no sign of her. By Wednesday 

night a creeping loss at something he had never truly had descended on his 

spirit. He walked all of Wednesday evening after work. She wasn’t near the café 

or restaurant strips. She was nowhere. He found himself on the edge of the 

theater district. The familiar cry of a saxophone broke the night. He hurried to 

the sound and saw Anders playing into the night. 

 “Anders, good evening.” 

 “For me, yes. You look upset.” 

 “Have you seen her? The girl, the poet, have you seen her?” 

 “Not for days.” 

 “I was with her a few days ago. She’s lovely.” 

 “She has a rare talent.” 

 “I can’t find her, she has disappeared.” 

 “Street life is like that.” 

 “No, no she wanted to improve, get off the streets and start her career 

again. She’s an actress.” 

“She’s not around, Phillip.” He gazed at the desperate face that had 

supported his music for years, in clubs and on the street. They had an odd 

respect and mutual care for art stretched between them. “It is difficult for young 

girls.” Phillip wasn’t listening closely, he could see that. “The streets are 

dangerous and the temptation or forces that would bend her to a bad direction 

are strong.” 

 “She’s not like that. She would never become a hooker.” 
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 “I’m not saying she has or at least that she wanted to.” Phillip was now 

listening. “She could be forced into it. She was a pretty girl. There are ugly 

characters on the street.” 

 “I’ve got to find her.” 

“Good luck, Phillip. I really hope you do. She was special” 

 

 

 

 

Angry fingers of hunger pulled at her stomach. She had briefly scavenged 

for food on Tuesday and had filled her water bottles from a fountain, but she 

was not well. She was getting weak. She pulled her only top over the sliced 

hoodie and stumbled into the early morning light. It would be a long painful 

walk to the financial district, but she had to earn some money. 

As she walked, she reviewed her sonnets. The lump over her left eye 

screamed at her. It was still swollen and painful to the touch. The bone was 

bruised. 

The force of the sonnets and the beauty of hearing the text again infused 

her legs with strength. Though her state was desperate, a seeping delight was 

entering her voice. She drew from the beauty of the sonnets and relished in the 

images. She arrived at the financial district early and began to recite before 

seven. There were few people around, but she had a need to speak, a need to be 

heard. 

Trade was pleasant and many people who usually brushed past her 

stopped and made donations. Some smiled and greeted her as she recited. There 

was kindness in abundance or perhaps it was pity at her face. She reached down 

to clear some of the bills from her little box when a pair of shoes stood before 

her. She recognized them immediately. She didn’t want to see him. Allie could 

see her hands tremble as they reached for the coins and bills in the box. She 

constantly trembled since the attack. Every night left her shivering as if in a 

blender. Her spirits might be brightened by the sonnets, but her health was a 

disaster. He was waiting before her. She had to stand. 

 Allie slowly raised her head and stood before him. She wanted to be 

defiant and strong but was quaking inside. 

“Shit! What happened.” Phillip grabbed her shoulders and directed her to 

a bench behind them. “You look terrible. Did you get mugged?”  
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She couldn’t answer. Her lips trembled, but he was too nice to speak to. It 

was not something she deserved. She tried to leave. 

“Where are you going? You are coming with me.” He spun her toward 

the street. “We are cleaning you up.” 

“Please don’t bother. Just leave me.” She didn’t believe it herself. “I’m 

fine.” 

“Like hell.” He hurried her down to the curb and hailed a cab.  

She stood beside him. His attention was nice, but it brought her 

inadequacy back into her mind. Her life slumped heavy on her shoulders. 

A group of his workmates hurried past. “Hey, Phillip, finally got lucky 

eh?” 

“You’re a slow mover but that is not the direction we thought.” 

Phillip glared at the buffoons. “Shut up, asshole.” 

“Love can be so touchy and volatile.” 

“I’ll touch your face with my fist in a second.” A taxi stopped in front of 

them. “I’ll be late.” He opened the door and helped Allie into the cab. 

 

**** 

 

  Janice came down the stairs from the mezzanine. She had Allie’s clothes 

in her arms. 

“I’ll wash some of these. Some I have to throw. Some of her clothes and 

what looks like your hoodie are destroyed split with a knife.” 

 “We have to help her Janice. It looks like she was accosted. I can’t ask 

that, could you?” 

“No.” 

 “No? But we need to help her. Her eye is black and blue it is a wicked 

shiner.” 

 “Phillip, I can’t get involved.” 

 “She needs our help. She is a really nice girl.” 

 “I know that, but I can’t. Don’t you remember?” 

 “What?” 

 “It’s my last day.” 

 “It is?” 

 “How can you be a top broker in the city and have your personal life so 

far up your ass?” Phillip straightened. “Yeah you. You know I am leaving, and 

you have done diddly-squat about it.” 
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 “Oh shit. This week?” 

 “Tomorrow.” 

 “Really? 

“Use her.” 

“What?” 

“Why not.” 

“Well…” 

“She has nothing else and is beaten up. Othello loves her.” 

“Okay, I’ll ask.” 

“When?” 

“I don’t know… ah… sometime.” 

“This is the last of the very last, I go home to my mama to relax before  

the birth. I’m leaving tomorrow.” 

“Of course. I forgot. Sorry. Can you come back tonight? You and Andy? 

At seven-ish we could have a drink to say thanks. I’ll order a Chinese 

takeaway.” 

“I don’t expect you to cook.” 

“See you then, and ah… can you make sure she has everything she needs. 

Use the cookie jar there should be some funds in it. Please.” 

“She won’t accept charity.” 

“She is a panhandler.” 

“She is a street performer.” 

“True, sorry. Good point. Tell her it is from Othello and she can take it up 

with him. I have to go. I am so late.” 

“See you at seven.” 

 

 

When Allie came out of the shower Janice was standing there waiting.  

“You have a very nice body.” Allie covered herself quickly. Janice 

laughed. “Girl, I just miss having one like that. I’ve been round for so many 

months I feel like the globe itself.” Allie relaxed. “There is a bit of make up 

there. Try to cover that Godawful mess on your face.” 

“Thanks.” 

“You want to talk about it.” Allie shook her head and looked down. “You 

fight them off?” Allie nodded but kept looking down. “Good on you girl. I’ve 

got some things here for you to wear. I threw away most of the rest.” Allie’s 

eyes shot up. “Don’t worry we have a budget from Othello’s cookie jar that will 
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get you some new stuff. There is a great vintage shop I know, we’ll make a 

killing over there. We’ll take Othello with us as a second opinion.” She took a 

step toward the thin woman. “Now you will have some coffee and breakfast 

with me downstairs and then we are shopping.”  

Allie nodded. “Thank you, Janice.” 

“Don’t thank me. You have to look after the four-legged idiot who has 

been sulking outside the door waiting to get in and greet you.” 

 

**** 

 

They had been on the little café terrace for two hours when Janice waved 

for the check. “This is on me.” 

“Is there nothing left from the cookie jar? I’d prefer you saved your 

money for the twins.” 

“My cookie jar is empty. Today was my last day with Philip and he has 

been very good to me. He’s having my husband and I over for dinner tonight. 

He’s good that way.” 

The check arrived and after Janice paid they stepped outside the 

restaurant. And stood in the street. Othello was standing between them. Janice 

gave the tall thin blond a hug. 

“This dog is always in the way.” Othello slipped out, spun around, and 

leaned his heavy body against Janice’s legs. “Don’t worry big boy. She’ll take 

care of you.” She slammed a shattering slap on his ribs. “You be good to her 

and I’ll bring my babies over to show you.” Othello drove his head, top first, 

into her thigh. “Oh, come on. We’ll see each other soon.” 

“You’re not coming back with us?” 

“No. My bus is just down the street. Today was my last day.” 

“Wow.” 

“Thank you for making it special.” 

“Me? You took me shopping.” 

“No, Othello did.” 

“You know what I mean.” 

“I tell you what girl. You do me a favour and keep reciting your poetry. 

Since Phillip first heard you he has been a real joy to be around. It was little 

things at first, but there is an excitement in him. He really likes your work.” 

“They are other people’s poems.” 
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“Not all of them, he told me.” She squeezed Allie’s shoulder and turned 

to leave, then stopped. “Never sell yourself short girl. Your gift is truly 

remarkable.” She waddled with her proud distended tummy, down the street. 

“Janice!” She stopped and looked back at Allie. “You’ll be a fantastic 

mom!’ 

Othello barked. Janice waved and walked on. 

Allie went the other direction to return Othello. 

 

 

 

 

 

Friday morning was always better for her and the new clothes brightened 

her spirits. She was thoroughly enjoying the work. An entire school bus of 

fourteen-year-olds stopped by and listened to six sonnets. The teacher was 

beside herself with the chance of hearing the sonnets. After she chased the kids 

down the street, she hurried back and crushed a twenty-dollar bill into her hand. 

‘You are angel’ she said. Her eyes were brimming with tears. Then she ran off. 

Some of the regulars stopped by and listened and a few of the guys did more 

than just listen. Their lusting thoughts were palpable. If she budgeted she had 

enough to last her through the whole weekend. Without Othello nearby she 

would not take a chance on Pinball Fagan. Allie gathered her donation box, her 

picture of the Bard, and at just after nine, she crossed away. She would go to the 

bookstore and pick up the Stage Weekly to check for auditions and then it was 

off to the library to read. It was gloriously sunny, if only she had Othello.  

The spring in her step, even though she still lived under a loading dock, 

was as light as the poems she loved. 

“Hey! Hey!” 

The voice was coming from above her. She walked to the book shop. 

“Hey, Please Hey!” 

Allie turned and looked up the steps to the towering brokerage buildings 

behind. Phillip was possessed. He sprinted three at a time down the steps in 

what she was sure was a five-thousand-dollar suit. 

“I need your help.” 

“No, Phillip, you need to realize stair running is not an Olympic event.” 

He was totally out of breath. “Huh? What?” 

“Didn’t see you this morning.” 
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“I came in at five.” 

“It’s been a super day. An entire busload of teenagers loved the sonnets. 

Isn’t that fantastic? Five? Did you say five? What about Othello?” 

“I know, and Janice is gone. Can you walk him?” 

“Ah, what, now? Yeah sure.” 

“And feed him?” 

“Yeah sure.” 

“And… ah. Look I am really in the shit here. I have to fly to LA tonight 

for a project. It just came up, and my sister can’t get into town. She is doing 

previews this weekend.” 

“Oh.” 

“So, could you stay at the apartment?” 

“What? Like all weekend?” 

“Please. Sorry. I am so much in the shit here. You were the only person I 

could think of and Othello loves you so would you—" 

“My pleasure I’ll walk that bonehead to death. May I use your library?” 

“Of course.” 

“I’ll be back at 9 on Sunday night. I’ll text you from the airport.” 

“I ah, have no phone. It was taken when I was mugged.”  

She hadn’t paid her phone bill for months and was black listed by most 

companies. 

“Oh, yeah, of course. I’ll call the land line and let you know.” 

“Ok.” 

“I have to run. It is all going crazy today.” He grabbed her hand and held 

it strangely not knowing what to do but his energy was billowing out. He shook 

her hand with both of his. “Thank you. Thank you so much. The code is the 

same. The place is yours. See ya Sunday.” 

He was gone. 

She didn’t think the day could get better, but it just did.  
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A glass of wine and pouring over Richard the third. Sunday had finished 

in an elegant style. Even if it wasn’t her place, it had branded a sense of joy on 

her heart. 

The intrusion of the phone ripped her from Richard. “Hello?” 

“Hi, ah… Hello?” 

“Hello.” 

“I, ah… I just realized don’t even know your name.”  

“Ha! Really? It’s no big deal. Are you coming home?” 

 “Yeah, I’ll be there in an hour or so.” 

“Cool. There is a note on the table. Everything was fine. I did your 

laundry and cleaned the house. You have enough dog food for only a day or two 

and you also need toothpaste, toilet paper, vacuum cleaner bags and dishwash 

liquid. I ate some of your granola so that is pretty much gone and you have no 

milk or juice. Sorry. There is also no bread or peanut butter. Peanut butter is the 

only way to get medication into Othello.” 

“Yeah he is a bit of a rat bag, that way. Thank you.” 

“I really liked Othello. Being here gave me a chance to read Richard the 

3rd. I have an audition coming up. You have a wonderful library for a broker.” 

“Well, ah… my pleasure. Whenever you need it, you know… just ah…” 

It was getting awkward. “I’ll see you around. I’ll be gone before you get 

back, so Othello is all yours. He’s fully walked. Don’t forget you’ll need dog 

food soon. Bye.” 

She hung up. She touched the phone and glanced around the apartment. 

Nice digs, nice dog, handsome guy, but she had a career. Even if her dock 

wasn’t as chic, or even close, it was temporary. When she got this role, she 

would be on her way. 

Phillip looked out the cab window. It was odd, he had really hoped to see 

her, even briefly, when he got back. He wanted to share the news about the 

movie project. For some reason it was important that she had some input. He 

thought she probably had another interest and that was why she had to hang up 

so quick. Beyond the cab window the cityscape was vapid and empty. 
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The moment her head cleared the bottom step, the movement caught her eye. 

He was pelting toward her. He was off the leash and coming at her as fast as he 

could. Unfortunately, this decreases dramatically the Great Dane’s thinking 

time and also his reaction time. She stepped aside and he skidded past. As he 

drifted sideways on the slick marble his clumsy paws struggled to sprint while 

still skidding. She thought he was a cross between Wiley Coyote and 

Marmaduke. He raced back and banked around behind the approaching Phillip, 

and then thundered back at her. This time he braked better and was able, after a 

lot of back pedalling, to stop in front of her and lean into her for a cuddle. 

“Good Morrow, fair maid.” He held his hand up. He was hunched over in 

a strange position. He quickly viewed the text then started again. 

 “Lady, you know no rules of charity, 

Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses.” 

 She smiled. “Villain thou knowst no law of God nor man: 

No beast so fierce as knows some touch of pity.” 

 “But I know none and therefore am no beast.” 

 “Oh, wonderful when devils tell the truth.” 

 “More wonderful when angels are so angry. 

Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman, 

Of these known evils to give me leave, 

By circumstance but to aquit myself.” 

 “Vouchsafe defused infection of a man, 

Of these known evils but to give me leave 

By circumstance t’accuse thy cursed self.” 
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Allie thought he was very stiff but his desire, wherever it came from, was true 

and honest. 

 

 He approached close to her.  

“Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 

Some patient leisure to excuse thy self.” 

 “Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst make 

No excuse currant but to hang thyself.” 

 

 There was a long lost pause. His eyes panicked and he waved the paper at 

her. “Forgive me, I lost the second page. Sorry.” 

 

 Allie was fully enjoying herself and would not let him off. She could see 

it as payback for the swim in the pond. “And thou unfit for any place but hell.” 

His eyes lit up. “Fit for one place if you will hear me name it.” 

“Some dungeon.” 

“Your Bedchamber.” 

“Ill rest beside the chamber where thou liest.” 

“So will it Madame until I lie with you.” 

“I hope so.” 

“I know so. But…” he struggled again. “Is not the causer of the timeless 

deaths, of these Plantagenets Henry and Edward, as blameful as the 

executioner.” 

“Thou was’t the cause of that accursed effect.” 

His hand brushed her cheek. “Your beauty was the cause of that effect, 

Your beauty that did haunt me in my sleep 

To undertake the death of all the world 

So I might live one sweet hour in thy bosom.” 

“If I thought that, I tell the homicide, 

These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks.” 

 Phillip was now close to her staring at the poet that charmed him with her 

emerald eyes and hair of snow. He felt hopelessly inadequate. “These eyes 

could not endure sweet beauties wrack.” A sigh rippled through him. “I’m sorry 

I don’t have a clue what is next.” 

 Allie stared at him wanting to help him find the text. He had jumped parts 

already. She could see two of his broker mates, one in a tight houndstooth suit 

the other dressed more conservatively. They watched the exchange. A sneer 
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rippled across her face. He was standing innocent and lost before her. She spat 

at him. 

 “Why dost thou spit at me.” 

 “Would it were mortal poison for thy sake.” 

“Never came poison from so fine a place.” 

“Never hung poison on a fouler toad, 

Out of my sight, thou dost infect mine eyes.” 

 His gaze was empty. He shrugged. He had no idea what was next. 

“Oi your lordship!” The houndstooth suit glanced at his watch. “Hey, 

King Phillip. I see you have your steed with you. Will you be bringing him to 

the Samsung shareholders meeting in fifteen minutes?” 

Phillip’s eyes almost burst. “Oh my God! Holy shit.” 

“See you there, my lord,” said the conservative suit as he hurried up the 

last flight of steps.  

The houndstooth couldn’t resist one more joust. “I say my lord, do get a 

proper saddle for that horse.” 

Phillip stared at Allie then down at Othello. His mind raced. He was stuck 

with Othello. There was no way he could get him into the building and the 

chance of even getting home, let alone all the way back, was impossible. His 

eyes glanced at Allie. She was smiling at him. “Good, my fair Lady. Would 

you, dare say I, could you ah…” He glanced at the others. They were at the 

front of the building. “Can you take him home or watch him for like at least 

three hours, until I get out. I, I have screwed up. Please? I know you will have 

no busking… but I am desperate.” 

“Good sir,” she held her hand up and laid it gently on his chest, “Never 

came a more noble request from a heart so true.” The corner of her mouth 

tweaked. “But to take is not to give.”  

His eyebrow raised in recognition. “That’s the ring bit. When Richard 

gives it to her, right? Damn Shakespeare is so hard.” He stared at her. She was 

radiant. He stared. She was not like any woman he had encountered. His mouth 

moved but words failed him. He was held by the green eyes.  

“Hey, yes, yes… stupid… now get going.” 

“Ah… sorry, you won’t get any busking in, but could you feed him too 

and he needs dog food, in fact, all that stuff on your list. Thanks, and the house 

was spotless, you obviously cleaned.” The brokers called him. “Shit. I have to 

go. Please.” 

“Go, Phillip, go! Othello and I can busk together.” 
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Phillip sprinted up the stairs, then stopped. “Thank you. The code is the 

same.” He took two more steps and then turned again. “He likes Royal Crown 

dog food. There is a place on 7th and 42nd.” He turned and hurried away.  

She took Othello and walked to her usual spot. She saw the beggar patrol. 

They were early but scattered at the sight of the dog. After another hour of 

performing she took her money and walked off to the dog shop. Her mind 

drifted. He wasn’t good at Shakespeare, but he had gone out of his way to learn 

it for her, or at least part of it. That was special. He could have dropped the 

Quasimodo hunchback. It was totally over the top. But it was sweet that he 

learned it. 

 

 

“Holy shit, dog! You cleaned me out.” Othello just shuffled and stared 

desperately at a packet of bacon treats by the till. “What? You think you deserve 

one? You took all my money. I have seventy-five cents.” 

“Lucky you. These are on sale this morning for seventy-five cents.” 

“What, really?” 

“No of course not, but for Othello sure.” 

“Did you hear that Othello? You are becoming a swindler just like your 

owner.” He barked at her scaring Allie and the clerk. 

 

 

After his late afternoon walk she showered and read on the couch. 

Othello, being afraid of any hard surfaces, insisted on joining her on the couch. 

He laid down beside her and drooled gently on her sleeve. It was fine. Both of 

them were soon asleep.  

 

Philip found them like that. He stared at the smooth skin and slight blue 

ring still evident from the shiner. She was a gorgeous woman. He thought she 

was like some literary nymph who had crash landed into his apartment. Othello 

being the useless turd he was, lay beside her and nuzzled his huge nose tight 

into her breast. Phillip’s mind raced briefly at the full curve draped over 

Othello’s nose. He shook the thought away and crossed around to the front of 

the couch. 

Othello adjusted slightly, ramming his nose firmly under her breast. She 

smiled and laid her hand on his ear. Her eyes half split, then gently sensed a 

presence. She saw Phillip and shot off the couch. Othello tumbled forward. His 
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gangly legs waved like seaweed all over the place causing her to fall over him. 

She looked up at Phillip. 

Phillipe thought it was hilarious. 

“Sorry, sorry I must’ve… ah…” 

“Fallen asleep?” 

“Yeah ,… ah, too much walking with Othello.” She straightened her 

clothes. 

“He likes to walk and sleep with girls.” 

“He is male.” 

“Yes, sorry.” She was gorgeous in distress. He held up the take away he 

had picked up on the way home. “Would you like some dinner? I’m sure I have 

too much here. I eat far too much takeaway food.” 

“It’s fine I have to get back to.. ah…” Her mind was still flustered with 

embarrassment, sleep and a touch of interest. 

“To where? Where do you live? I can call you an uber.” 

“No, no that’s okay. I can walk.” 

“It’s late.” 

“It is?” 

“Yeah, almost nine.” 

“Holy shit, sorry.” 

“No, thank you for taking care of him…ah. I don’t know your name.” 

“Oh… “ 

“Oh? Like Olivia from Twelfth Night?” 

“No, no it is  Allie.” 

“As in Mohammed?” 

“You have seen my black eyes, so I’d say no to that.” 

“Look, have dinner and maybe you could consider… something.” 

“What?” 

“I need to replace Janice and I haven’t even put an ad in the paper or 

done anything like that. I am barely staying on top of things at work. Arthur 

recommended Janice because she was doing a few other apartments in the 

building and no one else will tackle Othello.” 

“I don’t mind walking him he’s fine. Just hates old men with canes.” 

“Oh yeah, forgot to warn you of that. And small dogs with pointy ears.” 

“No shit! Holy… he almost ate a Westie the other day.” 

“Look, Allie can you take over from Janice?” 
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Allie was sceptical. She wanted to keep chasing her career, she didn’t 

want to start cleaning houses, but as it was, she could not even afford to present 

herself for an audition. 

“You can use the library. In fact, I have two more trips to LA so you can 

stay here for those if you want… I mean no pressure. But, well, you could even 

move in. There is a second bedroom.” 

“Ah…” 

“Nothing more. I’m sure you have to give notice to your place and get a 

deposit back.” It raced back at him. “Oh sorry. Of course, you would have a 

boyfriend.” 

“What do you mean by that? Would have a boyfriend?” 

Phillip realized he had got it all wrong. “No, no. I mean a partner, 

whatever, whichever… I just thought you are so good-looking and such a nice 

person that you would naturally—” 

“Naturally what?” 

“You know.” He waited but she stared at him. The emerald of her eyes 

bored into his thoughts, scattering them. He had to back pedal. “That you would 

have a partner. She could move in too. The second bedroom has its own 

bathroom and sitting area.” 

“I know.” 

“Of course, you clean the place. Look how about that, you stay here with 

your partner and look after Othello and the apartment. It would be a huge bonus 

for us.” 

“Digs for walking?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Nothing else? Even if I am alone?” 

He looked puzzled. “What?” 

“No, ah no sex.” 

“Shit.” His mind blanked and his jaw dropped. He was totally shocked. 

She captivated him, but he couldn’t fathom that far down the road. He hadn’t 

intended to make some kind of move. He was not worthy of it. 

“Sorry I didn’t mean to suggest—" 

“No, no of course. But no, I am not that way. I mean I am, just not 

interested. I mean you are very attractive, but I can’t, I mean, I won’t.” His 

thoughts collapsed, a deck of cards slammed shut.  “No sex.” He was too 

embarrassed to continue. He turned away and moved with the Chinese to the 

kitchen. 
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Allie saw that she had in some way triggered the wrong reaction. He was 

uptight about something to do with sex. He said he wasn’t gay and ‘couldn’t or 

‘wouldn’t?’ Either way, she didn’t want to lose one of the few friends she had. 

Plus, there was something more. 

He fumbled with the boxes in the bag. His hands were shaking. He had 

obviously bought enough for two or more. 

She walked up behind him. “Hey.” She touched his arm. The bicep was 

hard. She felt the power of a man in the single touch. He turned to her. “Sorry.” 

She held her hand out. “Shake on it.” 

“What?” 

Allie could see the comment had hit a hurtful chord in him and realized 

she desperately didn’t want that. “Shake and then let’s eat.” 

He smiled and grasped her hand. It was a slow drifting handshake. Two 

minds with one thought. 

 

Othello watched them eat with his head on the table. His floppy lips 

glued firmly to the table as his eyes ping-ponged back and forth between his 

two friends. 
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They slipped into a routine in a matter of days. She always left well 

before Phillip on a walk with Othello and would end up at the financial district 

for their walk. She would recite poetry and he would stop and take in a few 

poems before heading in to the building. More of his colleagues would stop and 
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chat during her sessions. They all became very supportive. He had told them she 

was the ‘walker’ and they accepted it as that. 

It was a Friday and he again walked across and dropped a five dollar note 

into her box. It embarrassed her. 

“You don’t need to do that you know.” 

“Why? I did it before I can do it now. I enjoyed it then, I enjoy it now. In 

fact, I look forward to it every day. Some of the secretaries ask for 

interpretations in the office. So I need you to pass me some notes.” 

“You give me a place to stay.” 

“You work for it.” 

“Please, Phillip, I know I don’t have much. I had some difficulties, so 

you—” 

“Hey, this is outside our arrangement. I pay for two reasons. Firstly, I 

love your work and secondly, these other morons need to pay for some culture.” 

“Thank you.” 

“You never told me about the Richard audition. What happened?” 

“I never got it. I found out the following Monday they tried to contact me 

but couldn’t, so it went somewhere else. Shit happens.” 

“You don’t have a phone?” She looked at him and pursed her lips. It 

wasn’t fair to make her answer. “Fine. We can fix that. My secretary—” 

“Annette.” 

“You know her?” 

“She always stops and asks for tips on sonnets and I have written two 

things for her boyfriend Andrew.” 

“She is seeing that bonehead Andrew!” Allie shrugged. “I’ll send her 

down with a phone. It can go on my company package. We get all kinds of 

freebees. Andrew really?” 

“Ask her.” 

“I have to run.” 

“Will you be away again Saturday?” 

His face grew somber. “That okay?” 

“Of course. Just … ah, wondered.” 

He smiled. Conversation had deserted him. He left. 
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It was a warm Friday and Anders had asked her to share a spot earlier 

than usual. She walked Othello early and hurried down to the theatre district to 

meet him. There was an opening night and Anders thought it would be a good 

chance to do a bit of quality trade. 

 Anders had found delight in enhancing the performance of the sonnets. 

He played underneath them and she would break between each four line 

quatrain. They had also taken one of her own poems and put it to spoken verse 

with music. The trade was booming and before 7:30 they had already emptied 

his saxophone case twice. 

It was nearing eight when a round, bald sweaty man ran up to her. 

“You’re the poet.” 

“Sorry? I recite but—" 

“I’ve seen you, a couple times. You’re good.” 

“Thank you that’s very—” 

“I’m late. Here is my card. Call me Monday. My secretary will fill you 

in. I tried to contact you for the Richard the Third audition. There is a Sam 

Shepherd piece coming up, casting it now, if you want it. You would be 

perfect.” 

“Oh wow, yes.” 

“Come, read for it. Ya never know. Gotta run.” 

The sweaty man dashed to the theater. She turned to Anders.  

“Why not? You’ve got the skills.” 

She smiled at him. He had always supported her. She reached in her 

pocket and pulled out three dollars. “I would like to buy my number one 

supporter a beer. It will quieten down now that the show is starting. Can we take 

a break? I’ll pick up a couple cans at the corner. My treat.” 

“My pleasure.” 

The trade was good for the rest of the evening. She got home just after 

ten and found Othello and Phillip laying on the floor in front of the couch. He 
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was propped up in an awkward position. Othello jumped up when she returned 

and walked all over the sleeping Phillip. 

“Hi Phillip, you okay?” 

“Yeah, yeah sorry. I dozed off.” There were papers scattered everywhere.  

“Ah, Othello has been dragging them around. Never work in the living room 

when you have a slobbery Dane. Papers get stuck on his lips and he ends up 

reshuffling everything.” 

“I’ll help.” 

They shuffled the papers and loosely restacked them. She noticed many 

were medical bills. The amounts on the bills were huge.  

He banged the papers straight on the table. “Ah crap what a mess. Too 

much paperwork. Hey, you want to get an ice cream? It’s a nice night. I know a 

great place around the corner.” 

“Ah, sure okay. We can take Othello.” 

“You have obviously never seen Othello in an ice cream shop. They hate 

us. He drools over all the glass display cases.” 

She giggled and teased Othello. 

Phillip liked the sound of her laughter. He didn’t hear enough laughter. 

Othello charged around as soon as he picked up the leash. 

 

Three hours later he unlocked the door and ushered her through. 

“Thanks Phillip. I have never seen so much of the city over an ice 

cream.” 

“Yeah it was a bit of a marathon in the end, wasn’t it?” 

“A great night, but totally not, ‘around the corner.’” 

“Yeah, ah, thank you. I have to hit the sack. I start early tomorrow.” 

“You will be back Sunday for a coffee in the park?” 

“Sure, let’s walk down with Othello.” 

 She never knew where he went on Saturdays and he made no attempt to 

offer any information. He was gone before six in the morning and was usually 

back after midnight. Sundays were quiet. He didn’t say much and tended to 

want to stay with his newspaper until later in the afternoon. He always walked 

Othello on Sunday mornings alone. He had taken to leaving a note on the table 

where they could meet up. It was strange. His normal bubbly wise cracking 

sweetness evaporated until at least four cups of coffee on a Sunday afternoon. 

But it was his way. It was not like they were dating or in love and had to share 
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all their secrets though she did miss him on a Saturday. He was very much part 

of her.  
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This Saturday, like so many others, started with the same tedious three-

hour drive. He knew the road well, too well, the humming engine pummelled 

his thoughts. It gave his mind too much time to drift and question. 

There was a light rain. He hated heading up here in the rain. As soon as 

he broke clear of the city and the lush green colors came into view it brought 

back moments he could do without. The rain just made it that much more real.  

He knew the way the day would go. He’d pick up a coffee and go to the  

palliative care center. The nurses would be there. Familiar faces, Kathryn and 

Lucille, good people with hard jobs. He tried to be nice to them. Their career 

choice was brutal and bitter. Good hearts nursing unsubstantiated hope. The 

people in their care never moved to brighter days. It was just a waiting game of 

tears. 

How many weeping hearts had they held. Trying to reduce pain and 

suffering when hope was lost. They were staggeringly kind. Lucille was alone, 

but Kathryn had a young family. Phillip made a point of always bringing gifts 

for them.  

After the greeting they would escort him to her room and he would sit 

with her. The doctor would come by and share a few words. The hopes of 

progress or recovery had stopped a year ago. Now, the conversations were brief. 

The doctor always had another pressing patient to attend to. Phillip understood. 

He stayed an hour or so and read to her. Whether she heard or not was 

anyone’s guess. The barrage of intentions and advice, the waves of proposals 

and alternative treatments had faded. The room was like a still morning lake. 

There was life somewhere below the surface, but what kind of life? She was 

festooned with tubes and her only long-term friends were the monitors that 
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maintained her. Her comatose state had initiated itself before they reached the 

hospital. 

Was it because he left her alone, abandoned in the forest. It had only been 

a few hours, but it prevented them from getting out earlier. It was a gamble. A 

gamble he had lost. 

Now she responded to nothing and hung on at a just over seventy pounds. 

After reading he would check in with the nurses again and be sure to be 

clear of the hospital before noon. That was when her parents arrived. He steered 

clear of them. 

Another half hour drive and he was with his parents and would have a 

late lunch before the drive back. The lunch always started stiff. They made it a 

point to discuss her first and then move on to other more positive news. 

Regardless of how ebullient and entertaining the lunch, it was never 

enough to suffocate or quell the demons of self-recrimination that rode in the 

car with him. Visions of tubes, pounding water, and cold shivering nights 

haunted him all the way home. Did he inflict it on himself? Was it pushed by 

another force? It was a skin he could not shed. He was desperate to find an 

island to moor his heart to. He was lost at sea, the emotional distress of not 

knowing how to find a truth to relieve him of the pain twisted inside him. He 

had cost the life of another, or had he? He had cost the life of his love, or had 

he? She was moving on but was still dear to him. They had ended the 

engagement but still loved each other in a distant way. They were just different 

people. He left her in the forest. He left her to die. The pink foam of blood 

mixing in the water as he pulled her off the tree branch washed across his 

thoughts. He was going to get help, he would have gone back for her. He 

reasoned his choice in his mind, but he could not reason it in his heart in his 

soul. He abandoned her. If he hadn’t she might have made it. But he chose to 

protect himself which was the death knell for her. How could he be a man now? 

The side glances and suspicious whispers were correct. They ate at him gnawed 

his spirit. How could he think of himself as a man, as a human when he could 

leave a woman in the dark, in the cold, abandoned, and desperate. She was a 

spirit pleading for comfort. He made a different choice. 

He hated the ride home, the swirling in his soul. 

Today, with his hopes drifting in a different direction, the anchors that 

yanked at his conscious were ever more painful.   
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Sunday morning was always his time alone with Othello. They left early 

and went for a long walk and usually arrived at a café by ten for breakfast and a 

glance across the papers. Othello was usually exhausted by breakfast and would 

sit quietly in the café. After the first weekend, Phillip left notes for Allie to join 

them. He wondered if it was self-persecution, some kind of self-flagellation, to 

twist the knife of hope in his soul - a soul poisoned by cowardice.  

Her enthusiastic artistic chatter always lifted him and dissolved the 

Saturday darkness. 

He and Othello needed her.  

Their fourth Sunday was different. She had woke early and was playing 

the piano alone in the library. Phillip heard the haunting soft tones and slipped 

from his room down the hall. He watched her through the half open door.  

Dressed only in a T-shirt and boxers, she was unaware he was watching. 

She played the piano simply, with honesty. She started tentative and unsure of 

herself, then freedom of emotion took her voice. She had played when a child 

on the farm, but had not had the opportunity for almost a year. For Allie the 

piano was just another voice of love like a sonnet. At first her voice was a 

whisper, but as her love poured forth she lost herself in the power of Bette 

Midler’s song, The Rose. It was her mother’s favourite.  

The first phrase, ‘Some say love it is a flower,’ soared through him. It 

held him, spellbound in the doorway. He watched her, gripped by a being in 

boxers with a voice as clear as an icicle. 

 

The song finished. She rested her hands on the keys. Her mother had 

always encouraged her imagination and theatrical aspirations. Would she want 

her mother to see her now? Her soul, her dreams and hopes lay scattered like 

broken glass across the keys. Othello, sitting on his haunches to her side, stared 

at her. He fidgeted. 

His voice was tight caught in his throat. It croaked. “An angel sings.” He 

left and went to his room. She was frozen at the piano. Had she said too much 

with the song? What did she say? She knew Sundays were a difficult time for 

him. After a few moments she slipped away and returned to her room. Her 

mother was not at her side. No one was. 

An hour later he was standing outside her door with Othello. He knocked 

once. “Allie would you care to join us for a walk and a read this morning? We’ll 

be at the north end café, where you jumped in the pond. If you want. It would be 

nice. If… well… bye for now.” 
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She watched the bedroom door. She didn’t know if she was hoping, or 

afraid, it might open. She heard the front door of the apartment click closed. She 

was alone. 

 

Phillip walked in silence with Othello. The daft Dane was unusually 

calm. Othello glanced repeatedly behind, but there was no sign of Allie. 

Phillip’s thoughts swam with the odd aura of transformation. Like listening to 

an opera underwater, a puzzling change permeated his soul pounding through 

every corner of his mind. He felt as if he was losing something, it peeled from 

his thoughts like the skin of an old snake. 

 

She went out to busk and came back late. He tried to catch her but only 

heard the click of her door. He and Othello went upstairs and stood awkwardly 

outside her door. 

He knocked once. “Allie will you have dinner with us? I haven’t done 

anything. We could make something? If you are hungry.” 

“I’m fine. Thank you anyway.” 

“Oh, okay then.” He waited but heard nothing. “I’ll be away until 

Tuesday night, just… ah, letting you know. Hope that is okay?” 

“Fine. I’ll be with Othello.”  

Othello sitting beside Phillip looked at him and fidgeted. He led the big 

dog downstairs. “Just you and me buddy.” 
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Allie thought Mondays, or at least this particular Monday, was a crap day 

for anything. She didn’t busk and only wanted to read, drink buckets of coffee 

and hang with Othello. When she came back from her afternoon walk with 

Othello, she saw a woman bundling garbage bags out of an older station wagon. 

She piled them in front of the entrance to the reception. The woman wore a long 

orange skirt and horrid green jacket. It was a fashion nightmare. Her hair was an 

auburn bundle that struggled to stay in a kind of ball-pyramid shape on her 

head. Obviously the pins were not keeping it in place and strands were flaring 

out like spears. Her hands darted and shoved the bags like wasps. She was 

agitation itself. 

Arthur was standing at the entrance and had a look of utter exasperation 

on his face. Allie tried to squeeze past with Othello, hoping the nutter wouldn’t 

notice them. The fur on Othello’s neck was bristling. She had to drag him 

backward into the entrance. 

“His Goddamn dog. Oh, so are you the new one. Here is his shit.” 

“Sorry?” 

“So, you the new one? Should have known, bastard.” 

“Who are you?” 

“Who am I? Who are you? I’m his fiance’s mother or was.” 

“Was a mother?” 

Vicious eyes glared out from under the beehive. “Whatever. I don’t have 

to explain myself to you.” 

“No, of course. Would you like to come in?” 

“Never. I would not set foot in that worm’s apartment to save my life. 

He’s not a man in the least. He’s a selfish prick.” 

“Oh.” 

She shoved a bag across the floor. “There that’s the last of his crap.” She 

turned and left. She didn’t speak again. She bundled into the station wagon and 

sped away. 

Allie looked at Arthur who merely rolled his eyes. 

She carried everything up to the apartment with Arthur’s help.  

 

Allie moved the bags into the library and piled them at the end of the 

piano. She stroked her hand across the lid of the piano. She sat and played a 

song by Birdie. There was a knock on the door.  
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Othello was at the door beside her. She feared it might be the beehive 

again. She opened it cautiously. It was a pretty woman a few years older than 

Phillip. She was dressed all in black with an enormous crimson scarf. 

“Oh, hello.” 

“Hello.” 

“I was looking for my brother, Phillip.” 

“He is out of town for a couple nights. I’m Allie, his flat mate…” 

“I didn’t know he had a flat mate.” 

“I am more Othello’s flat mate. I do the walks.” Othello squeezed his 

nose through to get a sniff of the guest. Then he forced his face and chest 

through. He charged forward and jumped up on the little woman.  

She grabbed his face and started to wrench it from side to side. “This dog 

has far too much energy. Don’t you, ya stupid git.” She tossed him off and 

chased him down the hall. He spun and roared past Allie into the apartment. The 

woman barrelled past Allie and straight into the apartment. 

“Please come in.” They continued to race around the furniture until they 

squared off. He wanted more but she held an open palm at him. “That’s it, 

Othello. No more, get a grip. I want to meet your new master.” 

 “How can I help you? I just met his in-laws or in-laws to be or… maybe, 

not to be? That didn’t sound right. Whatever. It was always a problem for 

Hamlet too.” 

“Only if there is a rat behind the curtain.” 

Allie smiled at the reference. “You like Shakespeare too?” 

“I don’t speak to people who don’t.” She laughed and took her scarf off. 

“Not really. Everyone in our family loves the classics. I’m his older sister 

Pamela. Thankfully Phillip was sensible enough to get into finance.” She tossed 

the scarf on the back of the sofa. Othello was immediately after it. “No dipshit! 

No! Othello down put that down!” She snatched it away. Othello was upset. 

“Go to sleep for a minute.” She waved the scarf at Allie. “Jesus, seventy-five 

bucks for this scarf. So, Allie, sounds like you have met Medusa.” 

“Thankfully I didn’t look at her.” 

“That dragon. The sooner they are gone the better. If only the end would 

come, we would all be better off.” 

“Yes, I suppose.” She had no idea what was going on. “Would you like 

some tea?” 

“Sure, please. It’s a long drive home. I have rehearsal tomorrow.” She 

watched the slender body drift across the kitchen. Pamela thought the girl must 



 100 

be a dancer. “Be patient with Phillip. I am biased, but as men go, I think he is 

excellent.”  

“Oh, no. We’re not a couple. We just have this arrangement. 

Although…” 

“What?” 

“Although I cannot bear to see him die every weekend and struggle to 

build himself again. It takes hours. He is gone all day Saturday and then Sunday 

he is in a pissy mood. It is two or three in the afternoon before he comes around. 

Why? What has he done? He’s gone all day. He leaves really early.” 

“It is a bit of a drive. He doesn’t talk about his troubles after the 

accident.” 

“The accident?” 

“He hasn’t told you?” 

“No?” 

“Oh dear. Some ghosts we can’t control. None of us know what happened 

in the woods. You’ve noticed his arm is at a strange angle. The doctors couldn’t 

fix it any better. He did what he could, but something broke in him that night. It 

was him or inside him. I don’t know, it’s not the loss of just a love, it is a loss of 

his soul. It’s like he lost not only her, but he also lost himself. The brother I 

knew is gone. He hasn’t laughed for two years. It is because of what happened 

to her. I thought they were going to break up, but then it all went weird that 

night.” 

“There is a ‘her’? I met that older woman who literally threw bags of, ‘his 

shit’ so she said, at me. I had to lug them upstairs. It is the only time I have seen 

Othello want to attack.” 

“Yeah, that was Medusa. Have you told him about the bags yet?” 

“No.” 

“Wait until mid-week. It might send him into a dark place. She wasn’t 

very good last week.”  

“Very good? Who?” 

“His fiancé.” 

“I didn’t know he is engaged.”  

“Was. They broke it off, but still were together sort of. They lived here 

anyway. She was a broker too.” 

“She was? I don’t know how he can be a broker. He knows so much 

about art. Our conversations about theatre and art suggest a heart that soars in 

the creative, not muddied in the horror of numbers.” She flushed thinking of 
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him. Pamela noticed. Allie busied herself with the kettle. “How can he be that 

way?” 

“We are a creative family. I’m a director, our younger sister is a world 

class violinist. Our parents are painters, our Gran is a poet. Only Phillip, the 

most talented of all of us, chose to pursue the mercantile world of brokering. It 

is as if he wanted to go through his life pouring acid into his natural heart, it is 

insane, but thankfully, it sustains most of us. Allie passed her a mug with a tea 

bag. She dipped it up and down, lost thinking about her brother. “That night 

broke him. He has not spoken creatively to any of us since. He just works. But 

then the hospital fees must be staggering.” 

“Hospital fees? I really don’t understand any of this.” 

“He takes care of her. She is in a completely vegetative state.”  

“Oh my God. What, why? What happened?” 

“It doesn’t matter. He will tell you. It’s his pain. I’m not one to step on 

his soul. God knows the in-laws try to do that enough.” 

“Why?” 

“He feels responsible somehow. He thinks, I guess, if she comes around, 

if she somehow comes back to life, then he will be innocent of a bizarre 

accident in a forest. Her family keep twisting the knife of pain and I sometimes 

wonder if his jackal colleagues at work aren’t part of it too.” 

“I really don’t understand.” 

“Look Allie, I have to get to rehearsal. Just be there for him.  He’s 

coming back. Our parents think so. Yesterday, he was apparently bubbling 

about poetry and some vagrant with the voice of an angel who could recite 

Shakespeare like it was a summer’s breath.” 

“A vagrant?” 

“That’s my parent’s interpretation. Like I said we tend to the dramatic. 

I’m sure they have images of the match stick girl selling sonnets to keep warm.” 

“Oh.” It raced in her mind. She was a crumpled beggar selling words to 

try to stay warm on a winter’s night. 

“What?” 

“Nothing. I don’t want to keep you. It has been lovely meeting you.” 

“No, no it has been wonderful to meet you. I can see why he’s thawing. 

You must be a fantastic flat mate. Are you a broker too?” 

“No, I can barely add up the pathetic drivel that is my life. What did the 

bard say? 
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Life’s but a walking shadow, 

A poor player that struts and frets his hour upon the stage,  

and then is heard no more: 

It is a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing. 

 

I am the one who signifies nothing.” 

His sister rubbed her shoulder. “I hardly think that’s the case. I open in a 

few weeks. He always comes to my plays. It would be wonderful if you could 

come too.” 

“Thank you. I’ll try. What is the play?” 

“A View from the Bridge. Do you know it?” 

“Arthur Miller. It’s a classic.” 

“I have to go. Try to get the name of this matchstick girl who recites 

Shakespeare.” 

“Yes, I’ll get the name of the matchstick girl.” 

“You’re lovely. Bye.” Pamela left, and Allie wandered the room. It was a 

splendid apartment. Tastefully decorated, nice art, nice furniture. Not the home 

of a vagrant or a matchstick girl. 

She sunk onto the sofa and curled into the pillows. Othello came over and 

planted himself on her. 
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Allie had no idea why she hadn’t brought her book of sonnets with her. 

Screen tests were notorious for being outrageously long, especially when you 

were far from a star pull. It was a good role and the agent thought she had a 

good shot at it. Plus, it would bring in some real money. One thing leads to 

another and if she could just get that first step on the ladder she knew there 

would be ample climbing. 
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The upcycled retro chairs were a unique twist and the plush offices 

suggested agent had a strong pull in the industry. She hadn’t heard of the film  

company, but that didn’t matter at this point. A lot of productions are named 

and renamed during the process. 

The object was to get seen and get a few credits. With a blank resume and 

no way into the inner circle, you could spin your wheels in mud for a lifetime. 

Her screen test finished just before six and she had waited for an hour and 

a half in the reception area of the converted warehouse. It was a hip building 

with a blend of retro and chic throughout. There was money around. The three 

secretaries were packing up. She thought it was a good sign that the agent could 

afford office staff. It showed he was successful and had pull in the industry. 

This was going to be her break, she could feel it.  

The producer had said it wasn’t just this product but others he wanted to 

talk about. There were three or did he say four? She couldn’t remember. What 

was important was that he needed to see her do more and that there was lots of 

work for a fresh face. His excitement and interest were genuine. She could see it 

the moment she finished her screen test. He came around from the desk and was 

amazingly helpful. He had suggestions, did a few other shots, probably just to 

see if she could take direction, and then said, ‘he had to see more.’ It was her 

break.  

The door cracked open and Derek, the producer and hopefully her soon to 

be agent, sauntered into the room. He waved the secretaries to wait and come 

straight across to her. “I am so sorry. This has taken so long.” 

“It’s no problem.” 

“Thanks, you’re very understanding. I’ll just send the girls home, they are 

exhausted too. Then we can do a quick read. There’s just a few things I’d like to 

see you for.” 

“Sure, whatever is good.” 

Derek crossed back to the secretaries and spoke quietly to them. Allie 

thought it was confidential and she lost herself in a magazine. The three women 

gathered their things and left within minutes. They were obviously tired from 

organizing all the screen tests. The last two glanced at her. She couldn’t tell if it 

was exhaustion or envy in their eyes. They were most likely lured into the world 

of movies, not found any opportunities, and had compromised to being a 

secretary. If there is a break, you have to seize it because they don’t come often. 

Derek waved a file. It was her resume and some other scripts. “Come on 

through, Allie.” 
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Allie slipped her lithe body from the retro chair and followed him into his 

office. She had found out the movie was an urban dystopian romance. The role 

was a big one. Without going over the top, she had picked up a two dollar 

distressed short skirt and white blouse. She thought the distressed denim half-

mini, thankfully not too short, gave her an edge and the blouse a touch of 

innocence that could play well.  

 His office was impressive. It was mostly open-plan with old school 

warehouse windows and a minimalist Scandinavian desk. There were two sofas 

facing each other and a low coffee table. Everything was simple chrome and 

light pine colors. It stood out in stark contrast to the older warehouse feel.  

“God, what a day. So many readings and so little talent. Girls, actresses 

like you are few and far between. We just don’t see enough of them.” 

“Thanks.” 

“No, thank you. I need a drink. Would you like a glass of white before we 

start ? You must be thirsty?” 

“I’m fine thanks.” A tingle of nerves danced across her neck. 

“Have a seat on the sofa.” He poured himself a  large glass of wine and 

from a small retro SMEG fridge and crossed to her with a script in one hand and 

wine in the other. She noticed he had slipped his suit jacket and tie off. He sat 

on the same sofa as her. She expected him to sit across from her. Derek laid out 

the folder on the little coffee table and pulled out a script. She turned her legs 

away. The sofa was a little deep and her long legs were exposed. Again, there 

was a dance of nerves on her neck. She replayed the afternoon in her head. He 

was enthusiastic. He wasn’t happy with all the other screentests. There was a 

chance here. The secretaries went home. They might be alone in the building. 

He was successful, obviously a named agent, just one she didn’t know, but then 

there were so many. The glance of the last secretary lingered in her thoughts. 

“Can you read that monologue, there at the bottom of page two. Read it a 

couple times to yourself and then just go for it.” 

Allie read it and he watched her closely. 

“Great. Can you do it again only breathy, like you were running in a 

forest?” 

Allie read again. When she finished he slipped across the sofa closer to 

her. 

“Excellent just one more time. Do it like you’re hiding, in secret. This is 

really good stuff. Read the very bottom piece too.” 
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Allie thought he was very close. He could have just extended his arm. He 

didn’t have to lean in. It was like he was looking down her front. 

“Sure you don’t want a drink?” 

“Yeah, I’m fine. Just reading is good.” She was aware there was not 

another sound in the building. She launched into the reading and thought her 

voice was thin.    

When she finished she looked at him. He was leaning toward her. She felt 

her abdomen muscles flex as she leaned back. He was close. 

“We can really go somewhere, you have a great future. You read so 

well.” He shifted closer to face her. “There is a sense of training, I really get it.  

It’s the professionalism, not just the fact you are beautiful. I mean you are. You 

really have that essence that captivating quality on screen. That captivating 

essence, star essence.” 

Allie liked what she heard. For a producer and agent to be this 

enthusiastic was great. He could really launch her career. 

“We need to map out a career. A few small projects, then appear on a few 

series then we’ll splash you.” His arm was on the back of the sofa and toyed 

with her long blond hair. “We have to get you to the right people. You need to 

know how the business works. You are going to be so big. You have this draw 

on people. I felt it the moment I saw you.” He leaned in and kissed her,  

Allie pushed him back. “Whoa. No, no.” 

“There is an animal you release in men.” He kissed her again and pulled 

her shirt open. The buttons popped off. 

Allie slapped his hand free and pushed back but his leg fought over her 

thigh. “Get off me! I’m not into that. I want success on my merits.” 

He was on top of her. She felt his hand grab a bundle of her hair. he 

yanked her head back. “Everyone has to earn their way to success.” 

She would remain calm. She could get out of this intact and still get an 

opportunity. She needed the role. “I want to act my way there.” 

“Then act the part now.”  

Allie squirmed out from under him and spun back to get out of the room. 

He was there immediately and slammed her against the wall. One hand held her 

hair the other wrenched her skirt up. She realized he was actually a lot taller 

than her and far more powerful. His bear like frame pinned her. She felt like a 

bug on a windshield pressed with nowhere to go. Her skirt was over her thigh. 

“You know how this works.” 

“No, no. Don’t!” 
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“It’s simple.” His face was an inch from hers. His weight was immense. 

“We have a little fun and then we both move ahead.” 

“This isn’t fun.” 

“It will be. You’ll love it.” 

  “I don’t want this. Stop it!” 

His hand grasped inside her panties and yanked them down. “One little 

quickie and it’s done your future is set.” 

“No!” 

His teeth were gritted as he spat the words into her face. He was fumbling 

with his trousers. “Give it to me and we can make millions.” 

“No!” 

“You’ll be a star. Come on, do me, and then you can have it all. You 

know you want it.” 

He suddenly spun her off the wall and threw her face down over the desk  

Allie’s mind was red. Blood rage burst in her eyes. He was going to rape her 

from behind.  

“No! Stop. You Bastard.” She spun, but he was on top of her. His weight 

was everywhere. How could this be happening? “No, get off me.” 

“Look girlie, give me what I want or you go nowhere.” 

“I’ll call the police.” 

He ripped her shirt completely open. “You want it you know you do. This 

is the way the business works. You want to move up - then lay down.” 

She was stunned. Her mind raced to work her options out. The voice of 

the Beatrice, the diner owner, came into her head. ‘Hard work in the city on 

your back girl.’ ‘We all have to make compromises to live.’ ‘Nothing is 

beautiful in this world. You do what you have to.’ ‘It’s give and take. Just make 

sure you’re a taker more than a giver.’ He was fumbling and she could see he 

was getting ready. His arm was tight on her throat forcing her head back Her 

oxygen was short she couldn’t breathe.  

She thought of the muggers and the street beggars. 

She was dragged off the desk and fell to the floor. He was on top of her. 

Her eyes rolled and she choked, desperate for air.  

She considered letting him. What else does she have? If she did him once 

She could have a career? She has no home. She remembered sleeping by the 

vent. The smell of piss, urine. The scum who stole her stuff? Just once? He 

ripped at her legs. She squirmed. She could feel him. 
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She remembered Othello nudging her breast and sleeping on her. He is 

such a loyal dog. Her mother’s voice popped into her head. “You have to be 

loyal to yourself otherwise there is no ‘you.’” 

She squirmed and then crossed her legs. She locked her feet. His hand 

ripped at her thighs trying to spread her. His forearm thrust up under her chin 

pressing her throat. She kept her legs crossed and rolled to get out from under 

him. 

“Come on. This is the only way you will get anywhere.” 

“No, no get off. “ 

“It’s me or nothing. On your back or out the door.”  

Allie slammed a knee up hard into his groin. She wriggled out and pulled 

her skirt down. She grabbed her bag and ran for the door. She ripped it open. 

His hand slammed the door shut and the other hand came up under her 

skirt.  

Allie grabbed the coat rack beside the door and whipped it down onto his 

head cutting his eyebrow. She dashed out the door. The stairs flew past three at 

a time. The door slammed back as she bashed through and sprinted into the 

street. It was dark. She had to get back. She bundled her top closed tied the 

bottom half. Anger and indignity were blind behind her eyes and through her 

legs as her feet hammered down the street. She just had to get away. Get far 

away. Don’t process, just run. She glanced back. She couldn’t see him. It didn’t 

matter. She ran.  

It was far, at least twenty blocks. It didn’t matter the faster she moved, 

the more his grime fell from her. 

She dashed into the apartment straight past Arthur, who barely had a 

moment to look up. 

In moments she was in her bed, shivering. Her door was locked. She was 

alone. She was safe. Tears of fear and hate tore through her mind. She buried 

herself in her pillow.  

She heard Othello and Phillip come home. 

Allie didn’t want to see them, or anyone.  She slipped across to the 

shower and scrubbed herself. She raged at her flesh to get his presence off her. 

The bastard. If she had a knife she would have stuck him. 

As soon as she was clean she curled into bed. 
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There was a knock at the door. Allie opened her eyes and saw the bedside 

clock. It was six AM. There was another knock. 

“Allie? I have to go in early today. I’ve walked Othello a little, really just 

a pee.” 

She didn’t respond. 

“You ok? Allie?” He waited. Phillip needed to know she was okay. He 

didn’t see her at all last night. “Okay. I’ll call later. I am heading out straight 

after drinks tonight. I see you Sunday, morning, okay Allie? Are you okay? 

Talk to me.” 

She sniffed. “I’m fine, fine.” 

“Are you sure? You sound kind of upset. Can I come in?” 

“No, No I’m not dressed. I’ll be with Othello. We’re good. Bye.” 

“Ok, bye.” 

 Allie heard him leave. She heard Othello crumble outside her door and snuffle 

himself to sleep. Allie’s thoughts were distracted. She stared at the pillow. 

Tony’s hands ripped at her and she bit down hard on the pillow. Her mind 

wanted to scream. “The matchstick girl is fine! Having a great life!” Her knees 

came up tight to her chest holding her heart in. A cocoon, she needed to be in a 

chrysalis and try to emerge as a butterfly not some sex toy begging for work. 

She curled tighter. Soon it will be selling sonnets for sex. 
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 Othello was there. He was always just a tail wag and a slobber away from 

making her smile. They had sat together on benches and wandered the streets 
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for hours. Allie felt safe with the big dog. He didn’t question, he didn’t judge 

her. He just leaned and gazed. Could he see her soul? Did he see the temptation 

to give sex for that role? It would have been easy. Would it? She could close her 

eyes and tell herself it is for the job. It is part of the profession- the way you got 

a head in the town – on your back. That wasn’t true. She was better than that, 

not just her, everyone. That filthy scum with his trousers at his ankles and his 

disgust standing and raging at her just because he could. And she was tempted? 

 

 She sat with Othello on a bench near the pond he had weeks before, 

unceremoniously dumped her into. Couples crossed in front of her and glanced 

at the sad soul with the huge dog. They moved on. They were too concerned 

with teasing and tantalizing for the sake of companionship and love. They 

weren’t enticed by the prospect of a job. Older couples, with age-freckled hands 

and backs like umbrella handles sifted past in the sunlight. Were their lives bent 

to joy or to compromise? What indignities had they secreted away from each 

other just to be able to enjoy this golden bliss? 

 

 Allie and Othello left the park and walked toward the theatre district. It 

was early evening and the audiences had not yet gathered. A few panhandlers 

were working the street. She wanted to give them something, wanted to say, “It 

is okay, keep your dignity.” She had no coins to give and her soul had less 

dignity.  

A thought shuddered through her chest. She would have let him. Staring 

at the wood of his desk, she could have had work. She could have closed her 

eyes, clenched her teeth, clenched her soul and then become a respected actress 

with a rotting soul. 

Anders was setting up to play. She turned away. He might have seen her. 

Being around men was foul. They made their way home and she showered 

again. It was still on her. His grime, his presence still lingered. Was it in her 

mind?  

Othello slept with her and she let him out early in the morning to be with 

Phillip. She locked the door as she heard the big Dane’s nails clatter on the 

wooden floor as he went to find his master. She crawled back into her bed. She 

had a bed thanks to another male. But he wasn’t like that other hyena. 

The sheets were white and soft. They had lost their crispy, fresh-washed 

feel, but they still held respect. So did she. She pulled them tight around her. 
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She could mummify herself in thoughts of hatred or work beyond that perverted 

scum. She would rid herself of Derek. She would return to busking tomorrow.  

Allie reached for her sonnet book and stayed in bed for the day.  

 

 

The following week drizzled by. Phillip was working late on a project 

outside the brokerage and would return near midnight. Allie always prepped a 

small meal for him on the kitchen counter, but she was never there to greet him. 

She stayed clear of him completely.  

He was never unkind or intrusive and yet to be around a male as desirable 

as Phillip, who was such a crutch to her was humiliating. The humiliation was 

not like the worm Derek, but her existence, of being in need, weakened her. She 

hated it.  

On Friday morning he was gone before she walked Othello. He had left a 

note asking to meet up on Saturday. He wouldn’t be going away and thought 

they could walk Othello together. A shadow crossed her thoughts. She didn’t 

want to spend time around a man she relied on almost as some kind of young 

sexy ‘sugar daddy’ and yet, she needed him. The past week she changed her 

locations to recite her poetry. It was a way to avoid him and her takings had 

dropped substantially. She was clearing little more than fifteen dollars a day. 

Enough to eat but little more. She bought simple things with her earnings to 

provide his late-night sandwich and fruit. It was the least she could do. It left the 

start of each day at virtual financial zero. 

If he left early, she thought she might return to the financial district. She 

took Othello and spent four hours at her usual corner. Fagan and his crew came 

around and saw Othello and moved on. It was her day. Many of the brokers 

whom she had seen before stopped and were generous. They said they had 

missed her. 

The houndstooth coat from weeks before took her elbow and she jumped. 

“You really need to be here every day. Phillip without his daily shot of literature 

is an absolute bastard.” 

“Sorry.” 

“I work with Phillip and since you stopped coming here, he has been a 

morose shit. It’s like Othello took a dump in his shoe. He’s just in a shit mood.” 

“Oh.” 

“You gotta make him smile.” He patted her shoulder and she shivered. 

She didn’t care for the houndstooth coat or any of Phillip’s colleagues, male or 
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female. They all had a hungry assessment in their eyes. A kind of ‘what can I 

get off you’ look. Derek had that look. Phillip didn’t. Phillip was different. She 

had missed him the past week. 

 

The Saturday walk was splendid. They were gone for five hours and even 

Othello had begun to slow and look for a place to park himself and rest. Phillip 

and Allie stumbled upon a vintage car show. Seeing the old cars and chatting 

with enthusiasts who only dreamed of the beauty of their cars was a wonderful 

escape.  

When they got back all three of them collapsed on the sofa. Phillip was 

very close to her and she watched him as he slept. He was handsome and though 

he wore a loose-fitting polo shirt, she could see the line of his pectorals and the 

firm ridges that yelled forth his rippled abs. She had never been with a man that 

actually had a body, they always tended to be skinny musician types.  

Allie slipped off the sofa and crossed to the kitchen. There was half a 

stale baguette and she made some French Toast. It was cheap and would still 

give a sugar charge when combined with the icing sugar and maple syrup she 

had found in the cupboard. 

“Hey what are you making?” 

“French Toast.” 

“Wow, I fell asleep, sorry.” 

“It was a long walk.” She looked up he was watching her. “Thank you, I 

loved the vintage cars.” 

“They were great. What a chance find.” Othello yawned and twisted on 

the sofa in the hope of a rub. Phillip obliged and scrubbed him. “You, ya big 

hunk of gas, thankfully did not pee on any tires.” 

Othello stared back unimpressed. 

“Brunch is ready.” 

“Brunch?” 

“It is three.” 

“What? Holy shit!” 

“Why? Did you miss something?” 

“Ah… ah I wanted to ask you something and forgot. Actually, I didn’t 

forget, just, ah… couldn’t get around to it.” 

“What?” 

“I have a project tonight, a dinner.” 

“Great, Othello and I will be fine.” 
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“The thing is, I need some help. I’m an investor in this project and it’s 

now going to be launched. They finally have all the funding and the right people 

involved. So it will fly.” 

“Sounds super.” 

“We are having an executive dinner tonight and I have no date, so I was 

hoping you might come with me, accompany me, please?” 

Her heart jumped like a car clutch popping, causing a lurching forward, 

and then reality stopped it cold. “I’m flattered Phillip, but sorry, I can’t.” 

Phillip deflated. The hope had been for more than a simple date he had 

really wanted to spend time with her. “Of course, I understand.” 

She didn’t want to hurt him. In truth he was far too hot to say no, but it 

wasn’t possible. “I don’t have anything to wear. You have seen my attire on the 

street.” 

He stared at her, stunned. “Then go and get something.” 

It was brutal, and hurt, but there was no avoiding it. She lived on his good 

graces. “I have no, no money. I spend what little I earn on food. You take care 

of me.” 

His jaw slowly went slack and fear came across his face. “My God, I 

have never paid you for the cleaning. You must be paying for the food because I 

never…” He backed away from the table still holding his fork. “Christ, how 

presumptuous.” He looked back at her and pointed at her with the fork. “You 

have to watch that with brokers. Their eyes open when money comes in, but 

close if they have to pay out.” He came back to the kitchen bar where she sat 

with her brunch. “God! It has been months and you were covering for Janice 

before. I know that, so two months. He hurried to his case by the entrance. “I 

paid her two hundred a week, but you are here full time so. I mean you cook for 

me. You have done so much. I am such a shit. Why am I such a prick to 

people?” 

She touched his arm. “You’re not one of those, believe me.” She wanted 

to say so much more. He was very upset. “Hey. Chill you’re not a jerk. 

You’re…” 

“Is 1500 a month enough? I owe you two months, and I’ll pay in 

advance, so I need to write you a cheque for 4500. That doesn’t seem enough.” 

Her eyes popped. “What? I live here.” 

“As my… my friend, I hope.” He glanced at Othello who was watching. 

“He, he you look after him. Othello loves you too.” 
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She saw the same nervousness creep in that occurred the first time he 

asked her to move in. “Hey, calm down Phillip.” 

“No, no. I can’t make this assumption. I, I assumed you would come with 

me.” He looked up. “Sorry. You don’t have to, really.” 

“No, it’s fine.” 

“You are probably busy. It would be boring. Old banker farts not your 

thing. You want to read or do some poetry. For all I know you might have a 

boyfriend. Of course, a pretty woman like you. How did I not see it? Sorry.” 

“Shut up!” 

“Sorry.” 

“Don’t talk yourself out of a date.” 

“A date?” 

“Yeah, two actually.” 

“Really? Two?” 

“We have to buy me a dress.” 

“We? I’m not good at you know…that.” 

“What? I don’t want you to wear it, just look.” 

“I, no, I… prefer the, the, ah… surprise. Yes, love the surprise.” He 

pulled his wallet from his back pocket. “Here is four hundred. Is that enough? 

How much does a dress cost? Shoes I guess.” 

“You carry that much money?” 

“Broker thing. 400 enough?” 

“No, 200 is enough. I only need half, but we better get something for 

Janice. I’ll get her a challenge dress.” 

He raised an eyebrow. “What the hell is that?” 

“Buy a dress two sizes too small so she has to work off the pregnancy fat 

and get back into it.” 

“That’s cruel.” 

“It’s a goal.” She watched him. He was shaking with fear or maybe 

excitement. He was like a little boy who had to pee. 

He shook his head. “I still think it is cruel. I guess you will need some 

jewelery and a purse? Yes, a purse, women have those, don’t they?” 

“Phillip, stop. If you won’t come with me, then… cut the lawn on the 

terrace and calm down. I will go to a vintage shop and be back in two hours. We 

can get ready and go.” 

“Yes, yes. Get ready. Is the lawn mower in the kitchen?” 

She smiled. “No probably in the garden shed.” 
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“Shed good.” He turned and went toward the patio. He paused and 

yearned to glance back at her. She was watching him. He couldn’t.  
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Allie had always had a love affair with vintage clothing and it suited her. 

Being tall and languid her stature lent itself to a kind of Gatsby style. The store 

was run by an oriental girl, who was always more interested in dressing people 

than actually selling anything. Allie had been there twice before but never been 

able to afford anything even though the owner was happy enough to play dress 

up.  

Time was short so instead of wasting time searching she went to the 

owner who had her face bent over a beaded outfit. She was consumed by the 

beads scattered on her table. 

She looked up over her glasses and smiled “Oh, Hi. I remember you. 

You’re an actress.” 

“Hi, I’m Allie the one who never buys anything and just comes to 

dream.” 

“We all have to have them. How can I help you?” 

“I have about two hours to find a dress for my girlfriend a kind of ‘post 

birth’ size 4.” 

“Ah, a challenge dress to hang in the cupboard and fight towards.” 

“How come you know that? My boyfriend… I mean, man friend, friend, 

didn’t.” Allie was shocked how easily the thought of Phillip being a boyfriend 

tripped off her tongue. “Something simple. She likes red and is about your 

height.” 
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“Got it. I have just the dress. It is cut on the bias so it will be a bit 

forgiving and yet will support and conceal any unwanted curves.” 

She brought it out and laid it on the table. Allie was already searching the 

racks. “This is really about you isn’t it?” 

Allie turned and smiled. Dreams and smiles bounded in the magical little 

shop. “Yeah. It’s a date… well, not really, but I have to impress.” 

“Allie, you are the dream. Anything I get you is just tinsel.” She took 

Allie to a different rack. “Over here is what we need.” 

“I only have two hundred for everything.” 

“No worries. Too bad you didn’t bring the ‘man friend’ for his opinion.” 

She smiled and leaned into the shorter woman. “It’s his money.” 

“And you are the pride he wants to show off.” Allie cooled at the thought 

of being a possession and the owner saw it. “No, no. We make them better that 

is all I mean.”  

“We don’t belong to them.” 

“No, not at all, but do the leaves belong to a tree or the blossom to a 

flower? We grace them and when it is over we can fall away.” 

“Hopefully he won’t want me to decay and fall off early.” 

“Try this on. Only a true beauty can wear scarlet. You will scream in 

this.” 

Allie looked at the long slender dress. On the coat hanger it looked like a 

long drizzle of desire. “Really?” 

“Just do it. You have to know who you are to wear a dress with this kind 

of power.” 

“I hope the dress doesn’t make him run for the hills.” 

Moments later she stepped out of the changing room and stood paralyzed 

in front of the full-length mirror. She couldn’t speak. 

“Oh no, no he won’t be running for the hills. The only thing running 

away will be his tongue. He’ll be speechless. You are gorgeous.” 

“Wow. I never thought I could… Are you sure? It is a powerful red. It 

must be designer. It is completely open back.” 

“You can wear this. It is so sexy. Your figure, your neck. Wait, Wait.” 

The owner was getting excited. 

“What?” 

“A black beaded choker. I have a bag to match and… and, a single 

earring.” The owner dashed around. Allie couldn’t help getting caught in the 

excitement. She passed the goods to Allie and helped her with the big black 



 116 

beaded choker. “Your hair up, to reveal that gorgeous neck. Oh my god. You 

are stunning.” 

“But I’m freezing.” 

“Ah, ah yes.” The owner ran off again. “This, yes.” She held up a black 

leather lace patterned shawl. “I made this. It will be stunning. Shoes. Black or 

red? Do you have any?” 

“No just boring sneakers and mules.” 

“No, no, no. You need pumps.” The Japanese girl paced briefly and then 

rushed up to Allie who was glued to her image in the mirror. “Stay here. I have 

to go upstairs to my neighbour.” 

Allie was a little confused, but the excitement of having the stylist think 

she was beautiful, pulsed in her body. It was as if her blood was dizzy and 

racing around her body. Three minutes later the owner returned with a young 

girl sporting a shock pink brush-cut hairstyle. She was waving a pair of stilettos. 

“We can borrow them! This is Tammy. Put them on.” 

The punky girl jumped up and down in her heavy Doc Martins .“You 

look fantastic.” 

“Thank you, are you sure?” 

The punky girl bounced with excitement. “Get ‘em on. You look so hot.” 

The two women stood back and looked at their creation. Allie was 

glowing. 

 

**** 

 

Allie came through the door quietly with her bags. It was one thing to be 

all play and pretending to be a fashion icon, but something completely different 

with Phillip.  

Phillip had just made himself a sandwich, did not hear her enter, and 

wandered out of the kitchen, in his underwear. She looked straight down. He 

was embarrassed. She was interested. He hid his genitals with a peanut butter 

sandwich.  

“Sorry, I didn’t know… sweaty. Going to take a shower. Sorry.” 

“You need a bigger sandwich Phillip.” 

“Sorry, I didn’t think you would be back so soon. I thought it took 

hours.” 

“Depends where you go, what you want.” She tried not to look down. He 

was blushing. She watched him slip down the hall to his room. He had a tight 
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bum and powerful hamstrings. His back was wide and the gym sessions 

obviously had their effect. She went upstairs to her room. 

 

**** 

 

“The cab is here, Allie!” 

“Coming.” She calmed herself. Why was she so flustered? She was doing 

this as a friend. But her heart was racing. Strange hopes were popping in her 

head. She was thinking absurd thoughts. She recalled all the times he had 

listened to her recite. His smiles. His underwear. His disasters with Othello and 

cooking. Also, the few dark times on Sunday mornings. 

She walked down the stairs as he came in through the front door. 

He stopped moving and stared utterly captivated. To say he was 

spellbound would be inadequate. He was transported to the deepest realm of his 

fantasies. He thought a vision of perfection stood before him. Stood before him, 

just stood before him. He felt like an idiot, but things didn’t work. She walked 

closer to him. Her plummeting neck line and slender drink of dress slithered 

across his mind. His mind was blank. 

She shook his chin. “Hello?” 

“Ah, yes.” 

“Is this Okay?” 

“You are beyond a dream. I have never…” 

“Stop it. It’s only a hundred dollars. It’s vintage, you know second hand.” 

“It might have been worn by someone else, but on you it is a new dream. 

You are beyond words.” 

“God, I never knew brokers were so easy to shut up.” She led him out of 

the house to the taxi. 
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28 

 

 

They were late arriving at the restaurant. The other two brokers and the 

producers were waiting. Allie wanted to check herself first and said she would 

join the table in a moment. The restaurant was a two-star Michelin and oozed 

the kind of lavish opulence that paled most wallets. The price of a drink was 

more than Allie could busk in a week. Allie felt completely out of her league.  

The men, all dressed in black tuxedos, were all seated at the table when 

she crossed to their table. Only Phillip could see her as she moved through the 

restaurant. A wave of silence drifted with her as she moved between the tables. 

The red vision with snow white hair and black vixen details dazed the diners 

when she approached them, and slapped them again when they saw her open 

back that plunged to below her waist. It was daring. It was provocative. It was a 

total scream.  

Phillip stood when she arrived. 

They gazed at each other. She could not believe the delight it gave her to 

see him happy. She walked around and kissed his cheek. He was frozen. 

Something shouted out, something unheard bellowed between their hearts.  

He was ready to explode. 

She turned to face the table. The men and women were astounded not 

only at the dress but the beauty within it. She was introduced to each and as she 

came around to her left, her face dropped. 

“What is that bastard doing here!” 

“What?” Derek sneered. 

“Allie?” 

“You son of a bitch.” 

“He is the producer of the movie.” 

“He’s a goddamn pervert.” 

“What? What’s your problem girlie” 

“You bastard. You tried to rape me.” 

“You lying tart. You wanted the role. You offered yourself.” 

“Liar!” 

“Get ahead lay the producer.” 

“You lying bastard!” 

“You wanted it.” 

“Liar.” 
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“Thought you could get ahead.” 

“I’ll kill you.” She swept a knife off the table and went to stab him. 

Phillip caught her hand and held it back. He could see the soul of the 

woman shrivelling in horror and hate. “Allie, You can’t. What’s gotten into 

you?” 

“He tried to force me. He tried to rape me on his desk.” 

“I don’t know what she’s on about. I’ve never seen her.” He waved her 

off and sat down. 

“You just said she came at you.” 

“There are so many of her type.” 

Phillip slipped around the quivering statue of Allie and ripped 

the man from his chair. Allie ran from the restaurant. “You bastard it’s perverts 

like you who destroy good people.” 

“Come on Phillip, those tarts are a dime a dozen.” 

Phillip struck him full in the face. The blow knocked Derek back into his 

chair. Phillip jerked the scum’s neck tie forward and smacked him again. Derek 

crumpled off his chair and to the floor. “You can take your financing and shove 

it.” He turned to Allie, but she was gone. 

Phillip dashed out of the restaurant. The valet attendant was there. 

“Beautiful girl in a red dress, which way?” 

“Sorry, I was bringing a car up. I don’t know.” 

“Shit.” He couldn’t find her on the street. He had to make a choice. He 

chose right and sprinted up the street. After three blocks he realized it was no 

good. There was no sign of her. He ran back to the restaurant and got a cab. He 

raced home thinking she might be there. He barged into her room. He had never 

been in it since she moved in. It was very basic. Very organized but spartan. 

There was no suggestion she had returned. Othello was excited. He sensed 

anxiety but was unaware his playmate had disappeared. A tightness ripped 

inside Phillip. It was like the forest, only this time it was different. It was Allie. 

A woman who had bewitched him from the first time he heard her.  

He wrote a note and walked back along the streets toward the restaurant. 

She had to be somewhere. 
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29 

 

 

Rain was splattering an ironic drizzle on her. The beautiful dress hung 

like a sad drape on a beautiful soul. She stumbled forward. 

It was men all over again. They abused her. Her boyfriend. Guys in High 

School who just wanted to get laid. Producers or agents. Directors, it made no 

difference, she was just a sex toy to get in the sack. She had to get away from 

them. 

She had her shoes in her hand and stumbled down the street. A car 

cruised up beside her. She heard the window go down. 

“Here sweetie let me cheer you up.” 

She held a finger up at him. “Piss off, pervert.” The car revved up and 

sped away. Twenty steps later, a couple guys blocked her. They were much 

bigger than her. She glanced around. The street was empty. She had no idea 

where she had wandered to. The two men stood with their legs spread apart. 

They were looking for some fun.  

“Hey, princess. Let me show you a good time I’ll make you smile.” 

“Him? Shit, I’ll make you smile for a longer time.” He laughed.  

She grabbed her pumps and held them up heels pointing out. “You come 

near me, I’ll stick these in your eyes.” 

“Chill girl. Just wanting to give you a good time.” 

“Piss off.” 

“Miserable slut.” 

“Dumb ass bitch. Don’t know what you’re missing.”  

She crossed away from them to the other side of the street and walked 

toward a bridge. There were numerous lights across the bridge. It offered hope. 

She didn’t want to be seen, at the same time she didn’t want to be attacked. 

There was a lay-by just before the bridge. Two hookers saw her coming 

and stepped in front blocking her way. 

“What you doing here?” 

“Going home.” She went to push past them. 

“They’re nice.” A shorter rounder hooker with an enormous booty 

bursting out of her tights snatched the pumps from her hand. 

“Hey, give me those. They’re mine.” 
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“Shut up, bitch.” 

“This is our street, sweetie.” 

 “I don’t want your street. Give me my shoes.” 

One of the girls slammed her hard in the chest. She stepped back and 

stumbled back over the curb. She fell hard on her back. 

“You ain’t gonna work like that. You’re a gutter girl, not even a street 

girl.” 

The taller girl leaned down and ripped the black leather shawl off her 

shoulders. “Prizes all round.” 

“Hey!” Allie jumped up and was slapped in the face. The short round 

hooker kicked her in the knee, while the other hit her from behind. It blasted all 

the air from Allie’s lungs and she crumpled over. They took her purse and 

shoved her down the ramp that led to the bottom of the bridge support. She tried 

to catch herself but tumbled and fell head first down the slippery bank. 

 

Phillip hurried across the bridge when he heard her voice. He knew her 

scream and turned toward the river and gazed across at the next bridge 

upstream. He saw three figures struggling. The other bridge was five hundred 

yards away but under the street light there was no mistaking the red dress. He 

saw them beat her again. He sprinted to the end of the bridge. He ran through 

the winding side streets that bordered the river and finally came out at the other 

bridge. The two hookers were half-way across walking toward him. He ran to 

them. He could see the shawl and black pumps. It had taken five minutes or 

more to get to the two women.  

“Which way? Which way did she go?” 

“Whoever she is, I’ll give you a better time.” 

He had no time for this cheap trash. “The girl in the red dress, which 

way?” 

“That way lover boy. She was heading down for a swim.” The hooker 

laughed.  

“You sure I can’t help you?” The other asked. 

He slammed between them and ran across the rest of the bridge to where 

he had seen them fighting. She was gone. He raced up and down the river bank 

promenade. He glanced from side to side. He searched the brush areas and the 

base of the stone boarder fence. He hated it, but he glanced at the water. Allie’s 

words, her sonnets wrung in his ears, her laughter and madness with Othello. 

She had so much joy and yet probably lived on the streets. He realized he knew 
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nothing about her. He took advantage of her. She looked after his home and 

soothed the loneliness, the emptiness of his soul. He didn’t even know her last 

name. 

What did he give her? He was such a selfish bastard. Just like with 

Jessica. Was he selfish that night? Leaving her alone in the night, in the cold. 

He left a woman who gave him so much in the night, to die alone. How could he 

be like that? He always did that to those he loved. 

He turned and sprinted in the other direction under the bridge. He called 

her name, but it was a hollow plea. He was like a loon and its haunting cry for 

hope, for a partner. He stopped running. That’s what she was, not a roommate. 

She was a soul mate, his poet, and he had been blind to it. He was such an ass. 

His throat tightened. He crouched down. Tears for a lost dying beauty rushed 

through his spirit. He crumpled to the cobbles. The wet damp dead souls of the 

stones were welcome. They were like him, hard, callous and cold. Why did he 

do this? 

He could have saved Jessica. 

He should not have put Allie in that situation. 

If he hadn’t tried to go through the forest on his own, she might have 

made it. 

If he had considered the kind of person Derek was. 

He was too caught up in being right, too caught up in being the high 

roller. 

He hurt the women he loved. 

He destroyed the women who gave him so much. 

Allie’s green eyes washed before him, her smile, her snow hair. He 

hardly knew her, but her voice, her sonnets ripped at his heart. She could crush 

and nurture him with her voice.  

He had lost her. 

He stood and walked into the night. The glistening cobbles were angry 

eyes. The black shining domes chastised his selfishness. 

He would go home. She could be there. His pace increased. Soon he ran 

at full speed. His feet, like clattering nails pounded as his hopes thundered. He 

had to reach her. He had to get back to save her. She mustn’t be caught in the 

rain. She mustn’t be taken by the cold and lonely night. 
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Like a weeping, drenched tulip, with head bowed and heart broken, she 

passed the front desk. Her make up made black crevices of horror down her 

cheeks. Her white hair hung like stranded hope around her face. Her bare feet 

slip-slopped on the granite floor. The late-night concierge stared, but remained 

seated. 

She stood outside the apartment door. He was all she wanted. 

Why could he not hold her? 

Why could she not be his love? 

The door lock glared at her. It was a crippling sneer. It challenged her. 

What was she worth? Was she just a cheap lay? She was just an actress, a 

broken dream. Like Tammy, she was doomed to years of greasy diners and lost 

hope. Nights of ‘what if’. Her only hope was to sell herself to get ahead. Her 

arms hung powerless, she couldn’t reach for the lock.  

Was her being so worthless? The cardboard in her home lured her back. 

It didn’t question. It didn’t grab at her womanhood or tear at her soul. She could 

hide there.  

She turned to the stairs. She wanted to feel the pounding of each cement 

step in her spine. A slow decent, it was appropriate. 

 

 

 

He arrived at the apartment and burst through the door. “Allie!” His eyes 

raced across the apartment for a trace of her. Othello jumped up. “Allie!” He ran 

to her door and paused then burst through. It was empty.  

They had been together for months, but she had nothing. She had a few 

outfits in a ripped suitcase. She didn’t use the drawers. She had so little. He 

received so much. 

He saw her book of sonnets beside her bed. 

She hadn’t returned. She would never leave it. 

She was still outside in the night. 

He dashed downstairs and was greeted by a confused but excited Othello. 

“It’s okay big fella. We’ll get her back. We’ll hold her and never let her 

go.” He grasped the note pad in the kitchen and started to write. 

Her name went down… but what could he say? 

His mind churned for the right words, toiled to find a way to express the 

hope, the desire, fear and confusion in his heart. 

Finally, he scrawled all his heart cold manage. ‘Stay.’ 
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He ran out into the night to find her. 

 

 

 

 

**** 

 

She dashed past the concierge. His eyes draped with confusion and a 

touch of pity. 

Her feet, oblivious to the cold rain, splattered down the street. 

She could run and get away from the leering eyes, the demands for sex, 

the abuse.  

She could outrun the screams in her mind.  

The snarls of ‘whore,’ ‘slut,’ ‘on yer back,’ she could escape them all. 

Alex’s pulsing ass, the hand thrusting up her skirt, the peering eyes. It 

was a game for them, like torturing a puppy. Her pace slowed. She wandered. 

Two hours later she was standing in front of Beatrice’s diner. 

It was past two in the morning and the diner still had some weary bodies 

hunched over coffees. 

Could she go in? She didn’t recognize the waitress, her replacement. 

Maybe she was another girl trying to make it as an artist and not a sell out on 

her back. 

A warm coffee would be nice. Beatrice came out of the kitchen. She 

looked the same. Her haggard face stopped and peered out toward Allie as if 

trying to make out the scarlet figure standing in the rain.  

Allie stared back rivetted and shivering in front of that venomous 

comment. She would not be on her back. She may be nothing, but she was not 

laying down. Her feet pulled her away. She went to the one place she knew 

hope and happiness. The walk was desolate. No cars stopped, no curb crawling 

pervert tried to accost her. She was menace and tragedy rolled into a scarlet 

dress. 

 

Exhaustion rifled through his body. He dashed from alley to alley. He 

blundered past drunks and muggers. He ran the city. She was on the street 

somewhere. He would find her and hold her. He would keep her warm. She 

would not be a tragedy in his world. She was his world.  
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He rounded a corner and slammed into a shopping trolley. He went down 

and the edge of his temple struck the corner of the trolley. He was dazed and 

struggled to stand. 

“You dumb ass son of a bitch!”  

Phillip was half to his feet when the work boot caught him between the 

ribs and thundered him against the wall.  

“You tipped over all my stuff. You dumb ass!” 

He gasped for air as hands rifled his clothes. He stood up, but his eye was 

clouded by blood. A fist ripped his head to the left and he spun and went down. 

It was almost a minute, but felt like an eternity, until the black clouded 

pressure eased off his eyes and the haze of the street refocused before him. 

The shopping trolley was gone, so was his wallet. 

He slid up the wall. The rain had washed his collar to a soft pink. 

He had run through so many streets that he had no idea where he was. In 

the distance he saw the buildings of the financial district. The buildings were 

like stark trees, shadows of retribution. He walked toward them, he might find 

her there. Dawn was near. 

Fear of not seeing her ripped through his bloodied eye. The vision of her 

reciting to an empty street. Proud and beautiful, she spoke to him, to his heart, 

and he threw her into a den full of perverts. He abandoned the truth of his heart. 

Angst stretched his neck muscles tight. His intent made his legs bristle 

with muscle. He would blast fear from his mind and burn the ghosts of his past. 

His pace increased.  

 

 

The building loomed above him. He stared at it as if he was seeing it for 

the first time. It was alien. His soul was asking for direction, for escape. 

He chose a bench one level up from her usual spot. It felt safe and 

hopeful. He would wait. He could wait forever for her. His dreams floated on 

her words and yet a gnawing fear chewed at him. Would he be able to approach 

her? 

 

 

It was early for a Sunday, but she hoped to meet at least one bystander 

who could help her toward a coffee. 

She knew she looked bedraggled. The rain had lightened but the morning 

was still grey and cool. Her dress hung on her, muddy from the riverbank slide. 
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Her curves were revealed by the clinging fabric. All she wanted was a warm 

drink and a moment of peace.  

She stood in her usual corner. She felt naked without her small poster of 

Shakespeare. She had no shoes and not even a hat to collect any change. Dog 

walkers passed. A few early tourists clinging to maps and bundled with 

umbrellas scampered by. 

She felt forgotten, unknown. Did she exist was there even a purpose to 

her life, to her being on the planet. 

She glanced at her stained and smeared dress. It had once been a stunning 

statement. 

The stains reminded her of Beatrice’s stained ‘menu’ apron. 

Stains. 

The color of her evening gown was stunning. It had made the Japanese 

girl so happy to dress her and now she was a disaster, a wilted rose. A rose. 

Rather than a sonnet, her spirit burst into the song The Rose. She would purge 

the remarks of Beatrice from her mind. She would expel the thrusting, lusting 

men form her soul. She would scream for her own justice. She believed in 

beauty, in love. 

Power and pleading surged into her. She felt as if to fly and obliterate all 

the hands the leers and the comments. 

Three couples and a party of dog walkers stopped and drank in her 

power. 

One distraught woman imploring the heavens and the fates to do her heart 

justice. 

When she finished her emotions felt spent, but her soul was charged. 

Two couples crossed to her but then stopped abruptly and glanced 

upward, to the financial building. 

“Poor Soul center of my sinful earth.” 

She glanced up. She knew the voice. Above her on the next level stood  

Phillip. His white shirt was stained in blood and his being steamed with love. 

His eyes saw only her. His words addressed only her. 

“These rebel powers that thee array,” 

He crossed down to her and they spoke to each other’s hearts. 

“Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth 

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay? 

Why so large a cost, having so short a lease 

Dost thou on thy fading mansion spend? 
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Shall worms, inheritors of this excess 

Eat up they charge? Is that thy bodies end? 

Then soul live upon thy servant’s loss 

And let thy pine aggravate thy store 

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross: 

Within be fed without be rich no more, 

So shalt thou live on death, that feeds on men, 

And death once dead there’s no more dying then.” 

 

Her chin wrinkled trying to contain the pounding within. 

His chest heaved trying to encompass the tide thundering inside. 

“Not a very cheery choice of sonnet,” she whispered. 

“It should have been; 

 Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 

 Thou art more lovely and temperate…” 

Allie looked away, unsure of the pulse raging inside her. She knew what 

her heart said, she heard it cry, but fear was a storm cloud that her sun was 

afraid to pierce. “You are hurt.” She touched the bloodied brow. 

“You are hurt.” He caressed her cheek, wiping a solitary tear. “I am hurt 

only with… with longing for you.” 

She poured her soul into his eyes. “I am hurt with desire.” 

“Will you come home to us?” 

“Will you have a matchstick girl?” 

He smiled at the thought. “It is the matchstick girl who warms every heart 

the world over. I would prefer her to warm only mine.” 

She smiled and stroked the pink stained shirt, trying to straighten the 

collar. Her fingers were desperate to grasp any morsel of him, to touch any 

meagre strand of the man who had found the rhythm of her soul. “And 

Othello?” 

“He can find his own Desdemona.” 

“God I wish you knew Romeo and Juliet.” 

“I do. But the light stands before me and I cannot bear to look anywhere 

else.” 

She curled her arm around his. 

He turned her to face him and kissed her. 

The street, consisting of only five pairs of hands, and a scattering of 

speeding cars seemed to smile at them. 
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The End 
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