Chapter Five
Drought omens of Captain’s Waters in March precede Reds’ root 

Coal. Coal to fuel the fires, coal to fuel the boxcars, coal to fuel the shipments.  Ore.  Ore to change the locks, ore to move the mines, ore to raise the shovel.  Petro’s need to raise the cost of Everyman’s car, a shipman’s wish to meet the sea and a captain’s purchase to war in the East.

“I am the rock that has come to move mountains,” a megaphone shouted over a loudspeaker near the port of Winterton Ness Lighthouse.  “Do as I say or there will never be an end to the trade!”

A man encompassed by the green shadows of the fourth cathedral closest to the light was overlooking the town.  His face from beneath his woolen coat and muscovite hat was smooth texture like a diamond-sheared sliver of obsidian.  Depravation of a journey long forlorn in the cold winds of March had worn away the warmth of his mother’s heart, but there was still animal-like instinct left in his left trigger finger.  

Crick-click. The sound of a bone-shattering death began a trilogy of pain in the crook of his abandoned church.  The light of the Cape de Verde vanquished the land farers’ sight in the town.

The loudspeaker started again less than a mile away.  “Move the carts faster or else there will be nothing for your day’s pay.”

A gentleman garbed in basalt-colored pants and kosher-dill green stepped forward from the platform in front of the megaphone.  “The people of the Union shall be free from sovereign nations!”

Although the shores miles from the man’s home near Caspian Lake there was a glimmer in the morning sun, that was cascading looms of dark divinity into the clock town.  The workers moving the coal and ore were shadowy figures in the background.  The clock rang out a twelfth signals for the noon break, and the Iron Fists of connection between the carts screeched to a halt.  

Jack looked up from the blinding reflection of the sun on the bituminous coal.  Soot and mortar from multiple dust explosions painted the pale skin of his face—a face taken from the direct sunlight of the sun for the longtime.  

He whispered to the worker carrying a cart of coal.

“When does this end?,” he asked a cook next to him in the steeple.  “Will we ever reach the paved path to the ocean?”
The date was July 1954, and the plight of communist leadership was to ship natural gas, ballistic missiles, and ammunition out of the country into factories and Industrial merchant goods of Eastern Asia. 

Several yards below the church, three men were gathered on a raked platform positioned to point toward the North.

The voice of 1st lieutenant Mr. Tomkins rang out over the microphone with a link narrative about troops in Camp Grizzly.

“Yes, sir,” Tomkins says. “The morning wind is blowing cold in northern Kuwait this time of year.” 

 “A wicked day for combat near the death of the Jordan’s last man,” he said.

“The fellows are downcast at the depressing shade of light brown around here but the sun, if and when it peeks through the cloud cover, is obscured and brings little warmth.”

“But it doesn’t give the time of day.”  Tomkins walked over to the gentlemen at the megaphone.  “Congratulations morose tomorrow will be a better day.”

Jack glanced at his watch from the clock tower. “It’s 7 p.m. and its boatswain time for the farmers.”

The city’s name was Omegas and the clamor of bells and clappers waved the ships off-shore into the vast ocean.  Swallows soared in the weeping willow trees and the Festival of Night was soon to begin.  In the streets between houses with red roofs or grey roofs there were mosaics and painted walls—each with copper-topped facing and moss-grown gardens.  Ivy reached across the streets unraveling and meandering toward the sea. Some buildings were decorous and elders sat in long, stiff cloaks of mauve as grey, grave-master workmen tended their marble and mortar.  The seamen were soon to dock with fresh supplies into the town and the tensions of oranges, nectarines and Italian silk left on the boats were soon to solace.  

In the streets tamboriles played music faster and a shimmering silver pool of tinsel sent people dancing in zigzags through the streets.  The procession was a dance for the captains.  

Children in taupe shorts and ran this way and that, and their manes—some braided in plaits—had green, silver, and gold ribbons tied to their mud-stained ankles and missing shoes.  

Farmers in the town gathered on the hills away from the ocean’s gales, and the sunset air was so clear that snow could be seen far in the distance.  Glimmers of white-gold fire lit across the sunlit air, under the dark blue of the sky and framed by the sea-green tincture of the ocean.

Those gentlemen on the hills were not simple folk, Jack thought.  They were happy saps from Maples Grove.  He leaned over to the man next to him in the church.

“We never call them cheerful, O.K.” he said.  “They keep no slaves and work a day’s work with each other.”

The docksmen tied the watercrafts to the port.  Burlap bags with reams of cloth were the first off the deck.  Shoes in all sizes with bangles and leather soles were carted off the ships by Fort month Oxen.  

“Where is the king of this town?” Jack’s associate asked.  

“There isn’t one…just the merchant and his plastic platforms,” he said with a wink.

The town of Winterton Ness Lighthouse had no king or president—only public and private goods.  A man’s intrinsic or instrumental worth came from how he used the ocean’s goods.  

“Yet, I repeat that the town is not simple, dulcet farmers or tradesmen,” Jack continued.  “They get along without the stock exchange, the advertisements, the secret militia and the bombs.”

Jack’s associate looked confused.  “What do you mean?”

“They just by what they need and settle in their coops’ for a year.”

“Who are you again?” the associate asked.

“I’m an artist, which brings death to these people and their life.  I’m an unexpected expense but a pleasure in the end.”

Radio sound waves from the platform below St. John’s Cathedral expulsed shadows along skyline like the blare of a foghorn in a cloud-driven niche of a far-away port.  Jack left the building and headed down the spiraling staircase into the streets.

The elders shift of poetry and poesy had ended.  The associate in the church scrutinized the scope of his rifle.  Fleeting thoughts of basic training with his grandfather’s shotgun reminded him of the three-day training he had before he was sent to overlook the camp.  

What’s the space of a second?, he thought.  A bullet takes nanoseconds to be sent into air space.  Take out the onemissi of counting a second by onemissisippi, and then the forehead of traitors will die.  

The man on the loudspeaker stepped toward one of the carts nearest the working crew.  He pulled a small handgun from his pocket and shot one of the men in the back of the head near his pituitary gland. A thin trickle of blood poured from the man’s forehead, down the curved ramp of his nose, and splattered the dusty-brown ground with poisonberry jam the color of crimson.

That precise moment the sniper shot his .22-caliber rifle at the crossbow of the man’s brow, which was two hundred yards away.  The bullet spiraled down at 326,700 yards per second onto the platform.  The clock chimed six times.

Chapter Six

When Zepherus’s breath ached the battalion
TOOOT.  Steam expulsed from the tar-black train headed east with coal.  Sarah was at Eve’s side, and the days have been long since I last saw the captain and the grit of my home.  The men on the train are sweaty and fervent jackals awaiting a moment’s reprieve from confined quarters.  I spoke with one of them about his time spent with in the army.

“The atmosphere was appropriate in Instanbul. There was a special formation earlier this week for men of the Company, 1st Battalion, of the 5th troops.  One of our own was being presented with an award for valor—no not actions in the face of the enemy, but for actions in the face of Mother Nature’s whimsy,” the stout-faced man whispered into my ear with hawking breath.

I grimaced at the thought that he knew I was one of the women on the train.  Since my meeting with the captain I had shaved my head to stop lice and the possibility of being seen as a vulnerable woman on the train packed with men.  

“The lieutenant, you see, was sitting in a porta-potty doing what one does best in a porta-potty, when a strong north wind gusted through the camp.  The porta-potty went end over end with the lieutenant in it.”

I half-heartedly laughed.

“Ha, what a show of valor.”

The award was from his fellow comrades—it was made of shoemakers’ golden-wisdom teeth that had died a few days earlier, he said.

“We carved metal brackets from the ammunition shipments with an inscription that read, “Valor—for maintaining composure in the face of flying dung.”

He grinned.

Now all the lavatories in the camps feature sandbags on the floor to ensure his medal remains one of a kind.  

Lime is used to kill the disease around the area, he said.  We thought about using chicken as live gas detectors—like canaries were used in coal mines during the California gold rush.

I turned away and looked at my former roommate.  An eerie color of sulphurous sickness encircled her eyes.  Her life was sure to change in the next six hours of the train ride across the countryside.

Chapter Seven

Long-awaited arrival in holt and heath niches

The barrier that halted communication a week before was over.  The committee was ready to finalize peace transactions between the two feuding institutions.   Breathe easy and know the air is there, the ads of the time-aged pamphlet read in my hand.

Gas emissions, which were dispersed from the physicists in the city’s factories, had potential to shift entire environments to engulf civilians and mill workers of a community without any knowledge beyond the neighboring community.  Greenhouse niche’s in the Himalayan watershed created pockets of fresh air, which had a scent the color of primrose blades of freshwater ferns. Melodic lyrics of yellow finches and a shrill sound across the dusty brown yard of the camp were able to germinate the downtrodden psyches of the long-traveled soldiers.

Eve glanced over at the bucket of near the faucet of the public works sanitation sector.  The tangled, barbed fence with razor-sharp prickles nearest the coal factory was pulsating a red fervent color of heat, and the last of the tantamount of torture in captivity was lingering from the death of the last chosen roll call.

Michalov Binkowski stepped out from behind the mess hall and glanced over my soldier into the woods nearest the barbed fences.

“What makes a gun run?” he jeered.  “The trigger to shoot the bullet.”

“So, you’ve heard,” Mical asked.  “The captain is coming tomorrow night and has asked about the affect of Sasha.”

“I’ve no idea what she has in her eyes,” I replied.  “She was either an oyster or a musselman.”

He turned his shoulder away from the Aurora’s East wind and asked about the purpose of her position into the transition of the moth-ridden ghetto into the militant base. 

Chapter Eight
Christ Dom’s ram into a sinner’s halve
January 21st 

Three were to be chosen to sit at the evening feast near the bachelor and his Fête.  Three youthful seekers with a yeoman’s pride, a miller’s strength, and a parson’s two-tongued tale were sure to sit and discuss the duration of their apprenticeship in the his house near the gates in Munich.   

“The rosemary-cucumber soup is delicious Sarah,” he said.  “You and Trinidad will come to my house tonight, and we will start discussion regarding your transitions to new places.”

“Tell 522, 864, and 079 to come with you,” as he pointed to three women in dresses with small numbers strapped to their shoes.

“Wear you best skirts and heels, and I will bring you many wonderful things from the factory.”  

He flipped a silver button with three fir leaves on the table.  

Just a rhyme to divvy the rewards of the men’s day labor, he said.  The 18-year-old women in the room glanced nervously at the men with clamped jaws and steel foreheads eating the evening meal.

“Any jokes for the three youngest ones?” the director of the furnace-keeper asked.  He shifted through the day’s pile of rhetorical questions from his overseers. A red envelope stood out among the rest.  

“This child in the Cricketers barracks is so smart—he knows how to write and read the black-night stars,” the woodsman said. “Listen to this poem he wrote; it’s called Peter’s Gate near the Stars.”

Brethren brothers united into two ancients’ flight-

The lost of two hands open and one sight

Communal forgiveness left his fought alright-

Grandfather caught the mill’s quintessential bright.

His one hatched into a hex’s pie-

The old crows’ didn’t know the nie’s fie.

Glimpse of an image shattered--

Sevens’ future loss to the latter.

Thrice boiled into his trouble

The fried recompense the cauldron’s bubble

Walnut to stone to chicken to soup

The fist lost to the battalion’s troop.

The eyes of the yeoman, with their curved-collars and shiny buttons widened, and the six girls looked at the growing circle of men in the darkened room of the militants’ house.  The boy stepped up toward the man’s foremost feast.
Hide until the last feign.

Until the siren’s shrill sound-

Will see the fume of smoke

And heal Swastika hearts to their mote. 

The chaplain steepened his voice in the background tables.

“Where is this BOY?, he said. Doesn’t he know that his life is not worth saving for stories like those? I’ll tell you a story about the men who don’t follow orders in our camp.”

BAM- The mill worker banged his hand on the wooden table below. “Is this some joke about our life lost to this destitute camp of plows, pliers and piers?”  

“You all shall leave,” the chaplain said. “Those three girls will stay.”

A blond girl wearing a white gown with green ribbons entered the conversation.

“Captaine, why are we here and what do the men want us to do?” she asked.

“What is your name?”

“Rivka.”

“How long have you been here?”

“Four years.”

“Where were you from before?,” the chaplain asked.

Rivka’s eyes glanced down at her steel-toed shoes.

“Towns near the village.”

“What is you trade…you must be good at something in this camp.”

“I know how to spin silk into wine.” She threw her head back and laughed.

He slapped her face. “You curse the one’s that feed you.”

The brunette stepped out from the doorway.

“She is a seamstress, and she knows how to use the machines in the factory.”

“My name is Elyse, and I am from the East.”

The chaplain leaned over near her eyes. “Are you an artisan at the camp?”

“Yes, I write obituaries and I know every man at this camp.”

He threw his head back and laughed. “You’ve never known me.”

“I am sure I will one day.” Elyse turned away from the parson’s green eyes and glanced out the window.

“Gertrude is the silent one of us, and she is strong like her father.”

“Well, you three shall do,” the chaplain said. “We will visit the gentlemen’s quarters tonight at 10 ‘o clock, and you will become well-acquainted with the men you shun during the day.”

He handed a skeleton key to Elyse and left the room.  The three-crested tarnished key rolled in the silken palm of her hand.  Rivka turned to Gertrude and Elyse.

“Listen, I know what these men want and the ways to please them is to do what they ask.”

“I’m not getting on their list tomorrow morning,” one said.

Gertrude pulled a slice of the bathroom’s mirror from her bra.

“This is just a sliver but if the mirror is turned to a 45-degree angle the light will blind the men and we can run away to a distant place.”

“You can jam it in their ear too, and there will be no way for them to breathe.”

Elyse looked at her shoes.

“My shoes are not fast enough to run from their bullets.”

The three stepped outside of the room into the fire escape of the building.

Gertrude’s teeth were shattering. “They filled my teeth with lead last time I went to their barracks.”

“I am lucky,” Elyse said. “I received gold fillings when they asked to examine my teeth.”

“They gave me this—a chain with a horn on it.” Gertrude said. “It has my birthday on it.”

Elyse replied. “Meet me in the streets nearest St. Kline barracks, and we will prepare for the gentleman’s ties.”

Chapter Nine

Eve’s illness in a sieve

Sigh.  I awoke in an eight-foot long hospital bed with a plastic barcode strapped to my wrist.  Grimm’s sickle and his kiss were just a dream, but I still had his compass-watch by my side table.

The first kiss with Grim came from one whose eyes were a deeper blue than the most perfect, flawless sapphire.  The exchange happened on the Eve of Valentine’s Day.  

He reached his hand into mine and we sat under a full moon out in the middle of nowhere.  Ideally, the moment was as picturesque as Charles Edward Halle's "Paolo and Francesca."  Those midnight pearls stared deep into mine and his shallow whispering voice asked,
"May I kiss one of the most extraordinary girls I have ever met?" Voice trembling, I replied, "Yes." 
The descent to the hospital was neither an act of malice nor a bestial hindrance with my foul-mouthed roommates, but regardless, I came to be a captured in the pursuit of integrity, knowledge and understanding.  How does a victimized child tell stories to white-coated men with no hint of release?  Usually, I sat and stared at the bumbling nurses or the befuddled men wearing diamond pajamas.  The day was spent pasting yogurt on walls, but the nights kept me fighting the bridging eyelids of sleep.  I will devise a method of escape, I told myself once.

Everyday at 2 p.m. a group cart entered the hallway with paint and stencils for activities.  A tall blonde named Ben knew the panic and seething desire for revenge of overturned tables.  He often painted the little boxes—trinkets of some sort—a solid color of black.  They were miniature coffins, a likely, foreboding of cadavers in the hospital morgue.  Perhaps Edgar Allen Poe’s The Cask of Amatilldo is a perfect example of the plight, with which my roommate placed me.
The plot to escape included lurking to the bottom of the hospital during recreation time with basketballs.  I planned to run as fast as possible out the door and catch the buses nearby and below.  

That didn’t quite follow through as I had expected, though.  A nurse named Russell increased the medication the day I decided to pervade the morning sessions.  The first injection was distributed the arrival day in February in the lumbar vertebrae of my lower back.  And then I slept—for hours and hours—with no likelihood of awakening.

There are no dreams in that intoxicated sleep—just muffled silence and darkness forever.  No bonds or binds just paralysis.  When I could awake the heavy cloak of sleepiness lay so heavily on me I neither could talk nor signal to others.  Plans to wage war in the daylight were inhibited by the 8 ‘o’ clock distribution of medications.

(MAO) inhibitors are serotonin re-uptake medications often used as tranquilizers and mild sedatives.  They were the culprit of my victimization. 

“Why, Why?” I asked myself over and over and over.  

  But to die again and again in the memory of such deathly kisses with captivity and hope that someone would unlock the doors to my room on the 3rd floor fulfill the lasting holes in my ever-beating heart.  That must be the answer to the “why” life; the response to completing one's journey.  I tread on shallow water when explaining the key to completing my journey; I lack the experience to truly offer explanation and understanding with the stories of death’s kisses.

Our lips locked under the blue moon once or twice again, and the feeling coursing through my veins were as close to sprouting angel wings and flying with a captain’s first-class ticket home as I had ever imagined.  The feeling lasted for what seemed an hour, but was in fact a matter of minutes, and his chiseled arms curled around the small of my back.  We could have danced in mid-air that night, and flew across the deep oceans locked in a lover's trance.  But, alas, the tall dark-locked captain was only a dream of a life I’ve known six months since the men took away my life and threw away hope for escape.  The memory of his kiss and music was all I had left of a memory of freedom.
Before we parted, he placed a necklace of hematite around my neck.  “Keep this with you always and I will know you’re safe,” he said and turned to walk away.  That night I slept and dreamt of beauty and the feeling of falling to the darkened oceans.

The Ramparts of God’s House we the first illusion of a life blindfolded behind the doctor’s catch-all parachutes.  When I finally did leave, the glances at the Polynesian-Roman face of the gentlemen from Lexington left me awry like a satyr in beguiled woods—the guile of friendship like that of a minstrels’ mind lost in the ambrosia of life.

“There is nothing like clicking on the lyre of life before my harp or heart runs out,” he smiled as he strummed his guitar.  

“Are you aware of why you are here?” he asked.

“No, I can tell you and show you if you place this one ring on your finger.”

“Is this a trick of philosophy from McCord’s philosophy class?”

“No, all is true in my life,” I said in hesitation. “It’s the day they threw me into a mirror lake and ran away.”

He leaned closer to hear this fantastic tale about the Doctor’s 3rd floor prison.

“I awoke one day with this inner feeling of godliness and heavenliness.   I am unsure of what I to think or what I saw.  The tale began when I was a five-years-old girl, and the days of existence and known life on the earth made me aware of an unprecedented end.  The date was February 16, two days after Valentine’s Day.  Your roommate asked me if I had a date with anyone on February 15, and I replied no.  Life is spent in solitude majority of the time to end the bouncing vibrations of voice.  That day I was tired, hungry and had lost my class schedule—but I wandered into the Pit on campus.  Three men questioned me about the nature of my work and what I was doing on campus.  Scared out of my wits to be confronted by these three about my work, I placed my backpack laden with textbooks on the ground.”

“Go on,” he asked.  “Why did they stop you?”

“I don’t know.  That day at lunch my roommate fed me toast with a spot of Jam, and I fell into a deep sleep and was unable to wake up.  Every bone and pore in my body became deadened and I could not move.  The experience was terrifying.  I spent majority of the days lying on the floor convulsed and contorted as if my intestines and jejunum were toxic in my body.”

“She left the room at some point, and I was left to my work with the newspaper and calculus.  That night I stayed up after 2 a.m. and contemplated new ideas and thoughts.  That morning I awoke and wandered by the physics building to tell others of my new sight and healing.”

“Again I returned back into the Pit and the three men—one named Casey, the other Josh and the third Austin—came up to me and kicked snow in my calves. I don’t want to talk of more.”

“Please go on; I think this will help,” he asked.

“The three kept asking me what the time was and when the clock would chime 11:30.  I returned to my room and the girl beckoned me to walk with her near this hospital.”

“We passed a decomposed orange on the way.  There are twelve sections in an orange—you know—you offered me a Sundrop once.”

“I’ve never counted the sections,” he jeered.  “Is that why you are here?”

“Not entirely.  I had to sacrifice my life because of the halls’ hostility to whom and what I was.”

“And that is?” he questioned.

“Just a Dogma of faith.”

“That’s fine now,” he said.  “But what will you do when this over.”

“I’ll just change my shoes or my wings.”

The man smiled again.  “Who are you?”

“The daughter and wife of the dead and the dying,” the brunette young lady with rosy lips said as she placed her hand on his.  “You’ll one day understand what is to become and what has became.”

HE walked out the door and the click of a key locked the handle.

Jingle-jingle.  The lady pulled her a locket of hair from the back of her neck.  The key was attached to its end.  She slipped simply through the paths closest to the fiery illuminated exit.  Small puffed-chest birds like sparrows were chirping off in the distant, but she continued into the darkness and out of the hospital towers. 

Chapter Nine

And smallen fowles maken melodye


Nikolai entered the room with the three girls.  The men in white suits with green lapels like an officers’ uniform settled for an evening of roulette and cards.  The corporal seated at the round table, and he had three cards in his hands.  


“Hit me.”


A naval commander placed his card face down on the table.  


“Call.”


The corporeal revealed his cards.  His cards were a Jack and an Ace of Spades.


“That will be all for tonight, boys.  The brunette dove in room 1309 is missing for now, but we will enjoy the evenings’ company otherwise.  Ladies have come to entertain us with music and cheer.”


Elyse had her hair wrapped in a ribbon near the nape of her neck.  The part to the side made her hair look like she was an open book that shed light onto the gentlemen—an altruism.  Her red dress was decadent and covered in sparkles from garnets, and a black crow’s feather had been placed in the bun near her neck.  


“Are we to dance and sing tonight for the men?,” she asked.


A lieutenant with black hair replied, “Whatever you like.” He seemed strangely familiar, she thought.  His eyes were blue, and the baritone voice of his conversation was similar to a sound she heard on the group radio a few days before.


“We shall sing.”  Elysa, Gertrude, and Rivka said in unison as they began a militant psalm.


Gertrude began in an alto, sultry voice to the men garbed in khaki, baggy pants.  The muse in epic history is the harbinger of ill-tidings to the men lost from homes and love.  

A fighting Irish proclamation


To the utmost highest of our nation


I wish you well into your fifth decade


And pray to end a gift that once was said.

Elyse stepped in toward the microphone in the small room with a green parachute overhanging the light.  Militant contraptions, compasses and lock boxes encircled the girls as the radio lulled to an end.  


Elyse aided the parody by Gertrude.  

Naked trepidation into once mossy paths—


The spirited commune into the wolf’s wrath


He seeks, he follows into the dew drops’ lair


Among the passionate encircled wisps of Eve’s hair.


Rivka from the back began in soprano voice.

Ha-he sings-you shall ne’er see


The crooked path that encircles us three!


The leaves hinge the branches away.


And clock towns’ hour shield the bowers’ say.

In the end the three united to complete the solemn song beneath the men’s barracks.

Swoosh, Snap, Crack—downtrodden stems


Shake the echoes of sparrow’s rims.


Tide winds’ wind until at last you’ll see.


The secret lair of final deeds.


Laughter erupted from the gentlemen. 


 “Do you truly think you can understand the purpose of our war?,” one asked.  “You three are better game for a musket-rat than a group of soldiers.”


A deputy lieutenant spoke up.  “Are we likely to hear from the mouths of the other two?”


Gertrude in a royal blue skirt and white blouse spoke up.  “What must say to have you give us a visa and a reprieve to leave this camp?”


Her bangs drifted over her brow and swayed like a liberty bell being rang in the church choir.


“There is no purpose to leave our base and your barracks,” he said. “Where would you go, and what would become of our life?”


She turned in despair, but bit her tongue and asked for reprieve from continuing.


Rivka spoke up.


“There will be a purpose to our passion for forgiveness of mistaken sins,” she said.  Her flaming, red hair glimmered like a lighthouse across a vast sea.  Her black dress concealed the background with her body, and her countenance appeared as an inhibitor to continuing the gentleman’s plight of what lied ahead in time.


She wore a brooch near her throat—it was a picture of Queen Victoria.


Nikolai spoke up.  “We appreciate the melody that petite mouths can make in hard times,” he said.  He turned to gentlemen.


“Have the like with them,” he told the officers.  “Show them a good time away from the camp.”


Elyse’s eyes widened at the thought of leaving the stony gates that she had looked out for so long before.


“Can we travel into the Capitol?” the deputy lieutenant asked. “Whatever you like.”
