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Red


Red was always my favorite color.


When you have an eternity stretching before you and you’ve spent the better part of a millennium ruling out the existence of God and the immortal soul, you have to move on to another, more engaging mystery – the play of shadows in the setting sun, the reflections of light against window panes, etc. For me, it was colors.


Colors. That most delectable mystery of existence – indefinable, indescribable, undeniable. Given enough time to contemplate them, colors took on the essence of a sixth sense. They became sight, smell, taste, and depth, each shade a veritable lifetime of sensory experience. I gazed spellbound for centuries at a world ruled by color – the placid beauty of a deep cerulean blue, the raging desperation of the deepest shade of purple, the fresh taste and cool moisture of chartreuse, the violent, passionate fiery orange of the setting sun. I came to see everything and everyone in terms of color – a vivid, inexplicable force that shaped people, history, civilizations at its will. It flooded the senses, overcame the reasoning capacities of the mind, and I loved it with all the intensity a scrap of obsolete consciousness is capable of.


And Sarah was all red. Through and through. From the moment I first saw her stagger into my New York City apartment drunk and exhausted, all I could think was red. The symbol of life, death, sexuality, violence, and love. Sarah was all of these things. Everything about her was brilliance and passion. From the palest shade of pink when she called her mother and cried into the phone at the clicking sound of a hang up to the brightest, burning crimson when she masturbated each night into a gasping, guilty orgasm. The glinting sheen of a polished ruby, the sparkle of sunlight through a half-full glass of wine, the softest, darkest inner petals of a summer rose, the flag in front of the charging bull, the bloody aftermath of childbirth, the end of a smoldering cigarette tossed to the pavement – this was Sarah. I wanted her to stay. And she did.


Sarah knew that she needed to stop drinking. And she would if she could, she promised herself, drinking down the dusky, burning odor of cheap whiskey. She slammed down her shot glass and addressed the open window of her new Queens apartment.


“Happy New Year.”


She listened to the barely perceptible commotion the words caused, splicing through the atmosphere, leaving traces of her rough, slightly hoarse contralto voice scattered throughout the dead energy of the room. Then she took another shot.


She listlessly lifted the remote control and flipped through her three channels. There were the three non-cable channels and one accidental porn channel that occasionally surfaced, barely visible beneath the choking static smothering the screen. She watched it, half amused at the pseudo-plot as the quarterback enjoyed the sensual pleasures of two lesbian cheerleaders for halftime entertainment. “Great,” she muttered. Turning off the TV and flipping on her stereo. Led Zeppelin, her favorite band since high school, came raging out – “Been a long, lonely, lonely, lonely, lonely, lonely time…” she sang along, letting herself dance like a tenth grade girl alone in her bedroom after her parents had gone to bed. She let her hips swing, raised her arms in the air, and pretended to be dancing with Robert Plant looking down into her eyes, dripping sweat and sex down on her, singing to HER. He tossed his lion’s mane of curly blond hair back and kissed her – a condescending noncommittal rock star kiss. She fell down on the filthy carpet, imagining the pillow talk, sometimes forgetting and speaking out loud.


Then someone knocked on her door.



“Shit,” she hissed, getting up, feeling very embarrassed as she turned off the stereo. She ran to the door and opened it without checking the peephole – it never occurred to her that she might wind up a victim.


“Oh, Alex,” she said, her eyes widening, the words barely pushing through the sudden rush of inhaled oxygen hitting her like a double-decker bus at the completely unexpected sight.


“Hey,” he said with that all-too familiar grin. He held out a rose with that same half-mocking, half-desperate expression she’d known in high school.


“Um, come in,” she said nervously.


“I was in town, thought I’d stop by,” he said with pointedly practiced casualty.


“Good to see you,” she lied.


“Yeah, you too. How’ve you been?”


“Good.” Alex looked around the apartment and figured out the real answer to the question without asking for details.


“How’s the novel coming?”


“It’s not. I’m working two shit temp jobs and I don’t really have time –“


“Meaning when you’re not at work you’re intoxicated and can’t exactly get intelligible thoughts out.”


Fuck you. “No, I just don’t have time. What’ve you been doing?”

“Freelance journalism. Not exactly raking in the dollars, but I’m doing all right. I just got back from the middle east, got an article in Time, so you know…”


I hate you. “That’s cool.”


They stood there staring at each other, the separated lovers waiting for the storybook ending to start, for the other to break down and beg for another chance. They both knew that’s what should happen, but it didn’t and so Alex decided to leave.


“See you around?”


“Yeah.”


He closed the door loudly on the way out and Sarah winced at the sound. Then she started to cry and crawled back to the coffee table and grabbed the bottle of Jack Daniels.


Sarah’s most vivid memory and the first one I was able to wrap my mind around was when she was ten years old. She was seated at her piano teacher’s baby grand, surrounded by potted red geraniums, sunlight filtering in through the big picture windows that overlooked a pleasantly pastoral scene of cows and easy sloping hills, and her teacher was telling her to slow down.


The woman was nearing sixty, with dyed strawberry-blond hair and wrinkled skin hanging below her face. She smelled of old age, dog shampoo, and free-sample cologne, and Sarah hated her at that moment. “You’re always playing too fast and too loud,” the woman harped in her slightly cracking, shrill voice. “You’ve got to control yourself and the sound. You’re letting it run away with you.”


But Sarah wanted it to run away with her. Sarah loved the hurtling velocity of her fingers as they sped out of control across the keys, the sudden lifting of her stomach as the crescendos never peaked but kept going and going, louder and louder, until she felt surely either she or the instrument would burst into flame. I held the memory in my hands, brushing off the fine red mist settled across it. I personally wished that she hadn’t quit playing.


Sarah’s dreams after Alex left were feverish. I walked behind her as she wandered back in time into the Grand Central Station bathroom where she’d had her miscarriage on the sticky, dirty, tiled floor. I watched the wrenching pain and wondered at the pride that wouldn’t let her tortured body ask for help. She was in there for hours, holding her stomach and crying silently, surrounded in New York filth and bright, crimson blood. It wasn’t Alex’s seed that had driven her to this; Sarah herself didn’t know who the father was. And the strongest emotion she felt during the wrenching, spastic, throbbing ordeal was a sky blue relief.


Her dreams were painful:
Breathe

Breathe

Breathe

And you’ve got to run like hell, fear an enraged wasp in your throat, your stomach beating frantically against your abdominal wall like a moth in a glass jar and RUN because you can’t go fast enough and it’s catching up and you just want to get away, find somewhere safe, but no where is safe and won’t someone get you out of this sick green maze that smells like rot and every turn in somewhere familiar and someone you know smiles at you and can’t see the pleading terror in your eyes and can’t hear the cracking scream in your lungs and you’ve got to run, muscles aching, stinging, giving out, but you can’t stop and JESUS CHRIST SOMEBODY SAVE ME

Silence.

Dead calm.

Breathe.

Mirrors. All around you, covered in a shimmery scarlet phosphorescence, surrounding you in strange, nonsensical angles. You reach out to touch one and the metal is cold and sharp like ice beneath your sweaty fingertips. Your breath is a cloud of white crystals in the freezing air. You take a step forward -

and suddenly your orientation in space is shattered. Confusion, chaos, helplessness, as you stagger blindly, unable to find yourself in the panicked reflections scurrying madly in every direction - 

And then you hear it. Slow, even footsteps closing in behind you, that terrible rhythmic hollow sound like funeral drums, and so you try to scream but you shriek into a vacuum - the only sound is those approaching footsteps, death’s heartbeat. You freeze in a temporary panic, then it breaks and you crash forward, slamming into the mirrors everywhere you turn. Dizzy and disoriented you stumble crazily forward, unable to find any balance or sense of direction, only trying to run - 

-and it catches up, like you knew it would, and so you turn around, exhausted and defeated

and see another mirror image - you - standing there grinning idiotically at yourself, the light of hell in your eyes and a murderous cast of insanity in your smile. Your head is smashed open, bits of skull and pinkish gray brain caught like burrs in your hair. Your right arm is almost completely torn off, dangling haphazardly from your shoulder by a few stringy pale green ligaments. Your insides have spilled out, your reproductive organs hanging, pink and red and shining from the abscess in your belly. You’re grinning so soullessly, so stupidly, so hatefully, so emptily, so hungrily that

She sat straight up in bed, looking around panicked. Her eyes darted to the phone, but who could she call? Her ex-boyfriend Alex, already on a plane probably? Her family, who refused to speak to her ever since she skipped her father’s funeral? Who else was there? And why should she need someone to console her after a mere nightmare? She shook her head, fighting back the tears. There was no reason to cry. There was no reason to be scared. And there was no reason to drink, even though she was already headed for the whiskey.


For a split second I wanted to be alive again with my arms around her, whispering comfort into her hair, kissing her forehead, and letting her fall asleep against me. Imagine, for several thousand years the idea of human life had not so much crossed my mind, but here I was fantasizing about existence. How ridiculous was that? 


I glanced around the room and saw that Alex’s peace offering had multiplied into an entire rose bush while Sarah was curled up in a corner behind her broken refrigerator contently slicing at her arms and stomach with a steak knife. The blood was running in rivulets over the existing pinkish scars that decorated her skin like stripes on a zebra.


I didn’t worry about it. I knew perfectly well that Sarah would never kill herself. The mottled gray despair of a suicide was not in keeping with that flaming sanguine hue she lived by and for. Sarah was out of control. She was too fast and too loud. I think I was in love with her.


Eventually she passed out drunk, dripping wet red blood on the kitchen floor. I checked to make sure none of the self-inflicted wounds were fatal and set to work in her subconscious to help her rid herself of the writer’s block that plagued her ever since she moved in to my apartment.


Sarah woke up the next morning and handled the rose bush and the ten or so tiny rubies scattered between the sheets of her bed in typical Sarah fashion. She couldn’t understand for the life of her, and so took it in stride, hiding the jewels in an empty TV dinner box in the freezer and putting the flowers by the window where they could drink up the sunshine. I wished I could tell her not to worry about it; the flowers were as lifeless as myself and needed no looking after, but I realized that caring for them was giving her some sort of comfort, so I left her alone about it.


Maybe the rubies were a bit much. She woke up and rolled over on one, and after a burst of “what the hell”s, she turned each stone around in her fingers, and the way the light bounced off the deep red surfaces made her smile. I smiled too, as much as I could, given my condition.


The first thing she thought was that it had been Alex’s doing. I rather maliciously erased the thought from her mind in an admittedly male gesture of jealousy.


She started back in on her novel, writing intensely and almost insanely for hours at a time, only occasionally sipping at the whiskey. When she wrote the final chapter, she bought herself a bottle of red wine and celebrated alone. Alone as far as she knew, anyway.


The fish unnerved her a little. A tiny red fighting fish appeared on the coffee table the next morning, and she got a little paranoid about it. Understandable, I suppose. But Sarah had a big heart and so she took care of him too and named him Jimmy Page.


She talked to the fish and the roses, telling them all her troubles and goals and thoughts, which I loved because she was really talking to me.


“See, Jimmy,” she said one day. “I don’t mean to do half the things I do, I just get carried away sometimes, you know?”


I knew. I watched her get carried away all the time. One particularly bad night she cut a little too deep and had to call an ambulance. I watched the sirens depart bearing her half conscious body, seeing the red lights flash through the rain and reflect jeweled carmine on the slick black pavement. I saw her come home drunk with men, and once a woman, and screw around drunkenly until the morning. She’d wake up naked and embarrassed, and shamefacedly offer breakfast, which was typically refused. She’d put on her cherry-colored bathrobe and walk them to the door, sometimes opening her mouth just as the door closed, as though there were something else she wanted to say but didn’t have words for.


She showed Jimmy her college yearbook once. The tragic situation she was in – sharing her memories with a fish – didn’t bother either of us as she flipped through the pages.


“That’s Alex,” she said, pointing at a glossy photo of the cocky young journalist with the irresistible grin. “I dated him for two years, believe it or not. I thought we were going to get married, but he graduated a year before me, and we started fighting a lot, and… it didn’t work out, I guess. But I mean, he’s a great guy and I really think things are going to work out for him. And I’m happy for him.”


I’ll admit that Jimmy’s fishbowl billowed slightly with the faintest trace of sick green jealousy.


“This was my sophomore year. That was a great year. I had it all, everything was going right.”


Her eyes darkened with a mournful shade of burgundy as she went through the mental checklist of everything that went wrong – Alex leaving, her father dying, the split with her family, dropping out of a very promising college career, the miscarriage… the list went on and on. To my knowledge Jimmy was the first person she’d ever wanted to feel sorry for her. Of course, I’m dead, so pity isn’t exactly the first thing I can call to mind for a mortal, but I did care and I did want her to feel better.


I’d like to think she felt better for a while.


 Meanwhile, I was hunting through my ectoplasmic mind to figure out how I could be rid of Alex without causing unnecessary pain to Sarah. No solution was immediately presenting itself, and the arrogant wretch was still in town.


He came back to Sarah’s apartment, surprising her again, which made me deep red furious at his discourtesy. 


They had drinks and promptly had sex. I watched stoically, metaphysical steam coming out of my ears. I wanted the fucker dead and buried and away from Sarah and I didn’t care how I accomplished it.


After he left, she sat down on her couch and stared at Jimmy thoughtfully.


“I honestly didn’t see that coming,” she said finally. “I mean, I don’t know if I’m ready to have Alex back in my life, but isn’t that what I’ve been waiting for for years?”


NO, I tried to make the fish vocalize, but that’s hard to do underwater. He’s an arrogant prick with bad intentions who has nothing to offer you. That was a lie, of course. Alex had lots to offer compared to me, a heart beat, among other things.


Sarah, my tough as nails scarlet love, sank back against the couch. “God, Jimmy, I don’t know what to DO.” She jumped up and turned on the stereo. “Let me take you to the movies,” she wailed as she started to do some housecleaning. “Let me take you to the show…”


She’d just turned on the faucet and started doing dishes when I made myself pretend I could walk up behind her. I focused hard on it, pretending to caress her thin shoulders, bare in her black tank top. I tried to imagine I was stroking her hair, tenderly kissing her cheek. 


She shuddered abruptly and broke my concentration. “Damn, it got cold in here,” she said out loud, pulling on a light blue sweater.


I left the apartment I’d chosen to inhabit for the last few decades and let my mind wander into untouched rainforests in South America. I felt the sticky green humidity, the intensity of the vibrant shades of the foreign blossoms. I watched a brilliant maroon tree snake fall victim to the powerful talons of some tropical bird of prey. I meandered through the halls of the pyramids, remembering fondly my death beneath a mishandled stone on a lesser-known earlier model. It’s very odd what you’ll remember with a certain nostalgia after enough time has passed.


I couldn’t find any of the solutions I guess I’d been seeking in the world at large, so I came back home. Home where I’d seen lifetimes wax and wane, blood spill, tears flow, innocence stolen, love flower. And now, whether I liked it or not, home was Sarah and I’d gotten too far into this to back out.


When I arrived she was in bed with Alex. The bedroom windows promptly shattered and I gave myself a mental kick in the pants for causing such an uncalled for disturbance as the couple rolled off the bed and covered their heads from imaginary gun fire.


After enough time had passed and they were feeling reasonably safe again, they migrated to the living room and carefully arranged themselves out of the vicinity of the windows.


“You’ve got to move out of here,” Alex said finally. “You’re living in the damn ghetto.”


Sarah laughed her completely mirthless laugh. “This isn’t ghetto, I promise. It’s just a little rowdy now and then.”


“You could move in with me,” Alex suggested.


I swear to a god I don’t believe in that if you take her from me I’ll make your life  a living hell.


Alex almost visibly paled and I laughed to myself. I was getting better at this by the minute.


“Maybe not in the immediate future, but someday,” he added hastily, completely bewildered by whatever outlandish thought had possessed his brain.


She slipped her hand into his and kissed him. “Sounds fun.” I wished I had a hand, either to take Sarah’s or to punch Alex in the face.


Get the hell out of my house.


“Hey look, I’d better go,” he said uncomfortably. Fuck yeah, I congratulated myself.


“Why?” Sarah asked, disappointed.


You don’t need him. He’s bad for you, trust me.


You don’t know a damn thing about me, her subconscious spat back and I was too stunned to make a fight out of it.


“Oh, you know, got stuff to take care of,” he fumbled, shuffling toward the door.


“Fine,” she said grudgingly. “Hey Alex,” she continued when he was half way out the door. He turned around. “I had a great time tonight.”


“Me too.” he turned to go, then turned back around. “Sarah?”


“Yeah?” she said, the note of affection in her voice almost more than I could tolerate.


“I’m married.”


I didn’t even see that coming.


Sarah handled it well, I suppose. She swallowed hard and tried to make a joke out of it.


“Then I guess me moving in probably wouldn’t go over too well.”


He shrugged. “It seemed like the thing to say.”


I was crestfallen to find that I had not made myself heard, the little prick had just gotten to thinking about his wife.


“Ok,” Sarah said with the saddest smile I have ever seen in nearly two thousand years. 


“I can still come back,” he said with an ashamed sort of suggestion in the statement.


Sarah looked at the floor. “Um, Alex, please don’t, ok?”


He looked down and nodded. “Ok.”


Then the door shut and Sarah threw all the pillows on the couch after it. She started crying and screaming and a vase, a couple of dishes, and four CD cases met their fate against the doorframe.


Then the whiskey came out and she downed almost the entire contents of the bottle. Then she was at it with the steak knife again. Then she was standing at the open window staring down eight stories screaming “I should do it, I should fucking do it because no body down there cares! No one would miss me!”


I watched her throw her fit and when she finally sank sobbing between the sheets, whimpering pitifully that she needed something else to drink, I imagined sitting beside her and rubbing her back in silent consolation.


She just shivered violently and asked no one why it was so fucking cold.


So I looked away and tried to entertain myself with the bright city lights and night colors while she swallowed a bottle of aspirin. I looked at her, her black hair stuck to her forehead with sweat, her black eyes hollowed out and desperate, and told her quietly to call the hospital. She did as I asked and barely in time.


I was with her in the emergency room and I dreamed with her dreams of vengeful fetuses crawling out of toilets and Alex happily married to a grinning skeleton and more mirror dreams that always ended in the same gut-wrenching standoff. Finally, I got to the point when I couldn’t stand to watch her square off with her nightmarish counterpart and I broke into the dream, grabbed her wrists and pulled her backward through the mirrors which I could dissolve like smoke, and into my own realm.


She lay back in my arms and reached up to touch my face. “Thanks,” she whispered and I got the half-thrilling, half-terrifying notion that part of her knew everything that had been going on.


There were pyramids in the desert behind us.


In other words, I wasn’t really surprised that she stopped by the Egyptian wing at the Metropolitan Museum of Art as soon as she checked out the hospital, blithely ignoring the suggestion to seek psychological help. Sarah wasn’t one to ask for help. I followed her out of curiosity, on the slim chance that I might see something familiar.


I didn’t, but I still had a good time with the bizarre attempt of the twentieth century to explain our culture to the modern world.


Sarah couldn’t find whatever it was she was looking for and left feeling – as far she knew – unreasonably disappointed. 


“Went to the museum today,” she told Jimmy when she got back to the apartment. She poured some neon-colored fish food into the tank. “After I got out of the hospital, of course. I’m really glad you didn’t die. I was worried about you the whole time.”


She limped into the kitchen and fixed herself a screwdriver. “Hey Jimmy,” she yelled in the direction of the fishbowl. “Do you ever get lonely in there all by yourself?”


God, yes.


She returned to the living room and plopped down on the couch, drinking her poison like water. “But I guess if there were other fish in there, you’d probably kill them, being a fighting fish and all.” She sighed and rolled her head back. “I guess that’s something we have in common.”


I liked Missy instantly. 


Missy was a pretty young stripper Sarah met in a bar one night. Eventually the two girls got a working friendship off the ground and Missy visited the apartment every once in a while for a drink and a conversation. 


She was a lovely girl, the lightest shade of blue in the earliest morning sky, and I discovered to my delight that she was slightly clairvoyant.


The first words out of here mouth when she came over for maybe the sixth time were, “Did somebody die in here?”


Sarah shrugged. “Just me every once in a while, as far as I know.”


Missy’s pretty green eyes positively lit up. “This room is SO haunted.”


“Really?” Sarah raised an eyebrow.


“Mm Hmm,” Missy continued. “Quick question – do you ever get random chills or does the temperature suddenly drop?”


“Every once in a while,” Sarah said to humor her.


“That’s totally a ghost,” Missy said, thoroughly excited. “Let’s have a séance!”


“A what?”


“A séance! Let’s see who’s haunting your living room!”


I grinned, in full support of the idea.


Come find me, Missy.


She looked around like a lost bird. “Did you hear that?”


“Hear what?” Sarah was amused.


“Oh man, this is so cool…” Missy said under her breath.


“OK, we’ll have a séance,” Sarah said patronizingly.


“Well, I don’t really know how to do it,” the younger girl admitted.


Just light some candles and ask for me.


“Do you have any candles?”


“Sure do,” Sarah said, producing some and lighting them. Missy arranged them on the sofa and pulled Sarah down beside her.


“Don’t you have to have more people to do this?” Sarah asked, laughing.


“Shut up, ok? I’ve got to channel the spirit.”


Sarah threw up her hands. “Whatever.”


“Ok,” Missy said taking a deep breath and closing her eyes. “Spirit, if you are in this room, give us a sign.”


I focused all my energy into making the candlesticks twirl around.


“Holy shit,” Sarah said, sitting up straight.


“I told you,” Missy said triumphantly.


“Spirit, um, can you knock once for yes and twice for no?”


I strained a little to pick up Sarah’s copy of the Complete Works of William Shakespeare and banged it down once. As fun as the game was, it was promising to be exhausting.


“Ok, ok, cut it out,” Sarah said nervously.


I brought the book down hard twice.


“Shit,” my love said, trying not to look frightened.


“I don’t think we’d better stop,” Missy said, a little thrown off balance by her confidence’s justification. “Are you… hostile or anything? Should we be scared?”

I answered with two slams.


“Should anybody else be scared of you? Were you murdered?”


Twice for no, but I couldn’t resist the chance to knock over a picture of Alex on the bookshelf. Sarah jumped at all three noises.


“You don’t like that guy?”

No.


“Why not?”


“Yes or no questions,” Sarah reminded her. “And I don’t blame you for it,” she added to the empty air.


I didn’t like him because I want you all to myself, I told her. I think she at least heard the faintest part of it because all the color drained out of her face. She got up suddenly and turned on the lights and blew out the candles.


“Ok, Missy, that was you, right? You were just trying to scare me, weren’t you?”

Missy was wide-eyed and honest. “No, I swear that was real.”


Sarah scoffed. “It wasn’t real, it couldn’t be real. I don’t believe in ghosts.”


Missy raised her shapely eyebrows. “Maybe you should, because you seem to be living with one.”


“Bullshit,” Sarah said and opened the door for her.


Cute little Missy was kidnapped and brutally raped just after her show that night. Fortunately I got to her just in time to give her consciousness a pep talk that gave it enough energy to fight a little for life. She survived, scarred and possibly crippled, but in her morphine-assisted dreams I let her know that she had a friend on the other side and that I wouldn’t let anything else happen to her. This reassured her somewhat, I think, because she regained consciousness and made a clean recovery afterward. If Missy died Sarah would be hurt and I wasn’t going to let that happen anymore while I had any say in the matter.


I think Sarah was a little shaken by the “séance” because she slept uneasily with her lights on for a few nights after that. I allowed myself to get into the habit of imagining lying down beside her at night and feeling her hot, sleeping breath on my face. She bought a thicker comforter.


The last night we were together, she’d finally landed a prospective agent with her finished novel. She was going to dinner with him at Tavern on the Green that night to discuss a contract and she looked beautiful. Sarah was tall and slim, with soft curves in all the right places and a lovely face balanced on a graceful long white neck. Her hair was soft raven black – tonight it was down, falling into gentle waves on her white shoulders, as opposed to the everyday ponytail it was usually bound in. She had a pretty, flawless, heart-shaped face, strong features, a well-defined chin, and lively black eyes. Her lipstick was a subtle shade of scarlet. She looked wonderful. The usual look of panic, defeat, or hopelessness was absent in this, the face of her first real triumph in nearly ten years.


“Do I look all right?” she asked Jimmy on the way to the bathroom to check her appearance one more time before the taxi arrived.


You look radiant, I thought. Sarah grinned at the fish, catching a trace of my reply.


She stood there, looking in the mirror, aligning the thin straps of her classy, moderately low-cut black evening dress, and I think for the first time in her life she smiled at her own reflection, a soft, happy smile.


I imagined standing behind her, putting my hands on her shoulders, turning her around and giving her a good luck kiss.


I love you.

Suddenly the mirror was covered in an explosion of red. I was a little surprised at the intensity and suddenness of my manifestation, and Sarah was terrified.


I was even more surprised when she fell backward into my arms, my arms, and I was holding her, physically holding her, and experience I hadn’t been able to imagine for centuries.


“It’s all right,” I said, startled, and my breath only splattered more red into her dark hair as I traced her cheek with my dizzyingly corporeal hand.


Then I looked over my shoulder and saw the intruder.


He couldn’t have been more than sixteen years old, and certainly hadn’t come here with murder on his mind. He needed the money and had heard that she would be out for the evening. He’d panicked when he saw her in the bathroom and fired a frightened shot through a silencer into her skull.


I don’t know who, or more accurately, what he saw when he saw me holding the dying girl, but it was enough of a shock to send the next panicked shell into his own brain.

So Sarah died and I don’t know what became of her after that.

And I took to watching shadows instead of colors. Shadows are less likely to get so out of control.
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