Chapter Two

The Nun’s tale in Coach
A quiet woman with characteristics like that of a quaint porcelain saucer picked at the silver package of peanuts and trail mix with her dainty and sculptured fingers.  A glass of Spirits, situated beside the silver package of peanuts, swiveled at the plane’s gently turbulence.  The gentle lull of the aircraft soothed the woman to sleep like a hammock swinging from a sturdy bough on a magnolia tree in the April wind.  Ahead, a boy tapped his index finger in rhythm to a foreign beat.  Smiling nonchalantly at the repetitive tappity-tap, she began to inscribe a small prayer about her travels.
August 31, 1997

Dearest saints of August:

My heart aches at the remnants of the truest child that has ever lived, this day has called out my name to redress Providence and her child.  Midway along this journey in my life, I woke to find this child in a dark wood, for she had wandered from the clearer path.  How hard it is to tell what it was like, this ensnarled dream, this wood of wilderness, savage and stubborn—a bitter place!  How did I come into this wood, I dare ask?  Death could scarce be bitterer.  A contraption placed to ease the hands of those with pain; how man has used his dream!  I cannot truly say.    His name was Robert, and he carried the picture of a fair daughter in a foreign town. HE was so passionate about his trade.   Alas, he was a true Artisan—a creature never sought for in the grand scheme of things, but a quintessential character with instruments to house the most treasured items.  But if I could show the good that came of it—this contraption—I must talk of things other than the good.  My purpose in this conversation is to appease the pain of lost brethren to his community.  A household built by hand with his brothers was indeed a debt to those who wished her away to the open wells.   To navigate what is already known to what has come before, I seek fortitude to find this dreamt family, foreign girl, and strange man.







Yours Truly,







Elyse
Clasped between two hands, her scarlet leather-bound journal with festooned and embroidered stitching closed tightly with prayer sealed inside.  The brilliant red sun--not as piercing to her eyes as before—settled on the city below.  Below, in the concrete woods, stellar edifices and gargoyle creatures peeked from lofty wires as the dusky dawn sun condensed every shade of indigo, purple, fervent red and tawny yellow into the sunset.  Stratified clouds, with a foreshadowing hindrance of rain, passed across the window.  

Strange contraptions these jets are, she thought.  Measuring each foot’s descent by the fission pluming from her ears, the aircraft plummeted into the dense foliage.  Descending toward the plots of runway allotted for landing, the engine of the jet cascaded in a slanted pattern down, down, and down to the black-grey lined runway.  She clasped a trinket hanging from her neck.  The hematite, a pewter tear drop glass necklace, draped around her flaccid collarbone.  The gown, made of the finest blue Italian silk, fell gauntly from her shoulders, across her barren chest, then tightened upon her paunch and fell again, ballooning a little above the nether garments which she would remove layer by layer as the spring accomplished warmer days, in color regal and moribund.  
“Good Evening passengers, this is the pilot speaking.  Newark Airport has confirmed landing and we will begin our descent.  Have a safe trip,” an intercom voice-over from the cockpit screeched into the passenger’s silent tomb.  .


What paths will lead me now, the engendered and frail lady asked herself. A friend, a comrade per se, sat beside her and murmured about the passage she had read from Nicolas Copernicus theory on auxiliary engines.  
“Indeed, we never know where to go,” the lady said.  “His theory stated external engines and magnetic forces send our thoughts and actions to new pivotal points and altitude when the timing is correct.  This engine or the next one embarks all on strange journeys to foreign lands and destinations.”

“Tis true,” Elyse said to her fellow companion.  “But I fear the trust of men’s’ engines, and women’s fastidious work with measuring spoons.  Too fast or too slow or flying in a spiral to the center of the earth, the movement is as wayward as my voice from my chest.”

Her companion swatted her playfully with a magazine about air-safety in the kangaroo paunch located in front of her seat.

“What is your agenda in New York this evening?” the lady asked.

“I have come to visit the city, and I plan to examine every entrances and beneath her tumultuous vortex,” the lady said.  “I hope listen to stories recounted by old friends.   There are few better ways to fight the end of flights and lifelong adventures than to study someone else’s woes.”
The two chuckled.  Flight 747 slowly descended down the narrow path and onto the broad, oil-covered runway.  Dotted lines and flashing reflectors signaled the jet’s force into its designated landing spot.  Whirls from the jet force winds sprang from the pavement and into their ears; Cyprus and myrtle trees formed a thicket near the gates of the runway.    
Elyse spoke up.  “There is a tale I heard once in Lancaster about a curse that occurs when placing one’s fingers on another man’s sheaf and snatching the leaves.  Supposedly, if a child or an adult take one snippet of the leaves near a tree then they are indebted to the leaves and the roots that bind the tree and the soil together.”
The lady questioned Elyse.  “That is true.  What brought that subject abroad in the conversation?”

“Just a past conversation with two benefactors,” Elyse replied. 

Flight 747 landed on the air strip with ease, and the cigarette lights on the overhead console flickered in the dusky-driven nightfall.

Elyse gathered her violet-flowered bag and turned to the lady.  

“It was a pleasure to travel with you, and I am sure our paths will meet again sometime,” she said. “There’s my friend, Alexander.” 

Gleefully glancing at the tawny purse in her friend’s arms, the lady gave Alexander a handshake.  The girl’s eyes widened at the sight of the British traveler standing before her.  
“With whom were you speaking when you ascended the plane?” the girl asked.

“Oh, no one,” the lady said as she pointed at the nun alongside the captain of the flight.  “Just a saint.”
“Forget the tales of my trip to here,” she continued.  “I want to hear about your story in the city.”

Chapter Four
Blond-bathed veins in Swiss Liquor

Naivety began in mine eye and ended in the last glimmers of a ruined city, the Squire said.  My mum once told me of a didactic force penetrating our homeland in pursuit of confusing the life of the everlasting, but there was never any outlet or knowledge to find the place of my heart and my Love.  My name is Nelle—a nickname for Ludievenne.  School started at the popular University derived from England’s most liberal professors.  I was a technical writer for orphaned children left from the mass call for mothers in the workplace and fathers under white-collar steam.  There was never a likelihood of finding a new place in my former home—so I trekked east for a job in the cities with chocolate factories and men of muscle.
“Didn’t you hear of the militia coming into Stalingrad?” my roommate asked once in February.  

Sashaknsa emerged in the room cloaked in a black garb for graduation.
“I’ve already taken a nailing from the militia that ordered all the college students to take history,” she said.  “I’m tired of war and Finnish fights, sit and tell me about what has passed at the newspaper.”

I stopped in my tracks, and the skid of my shoes marked the floor with black slashes.  The eloquent prose of my throat stung my tongue like needles seared into my wrist.  She wanted the truth of my job.  Trust—a concept my heart had vaguely known—was enough to halt my own eyes from piercing her own with that in my hand.  
“A New World Order weapon was rumored across the wire about a research program that could trigger floods, droughts, hurricanes and earthquakes nearly anywhere,” I told her.  The St. Petersburg Times had hired me to find out the best progenitors in my hall before the information leaked in about militia changes, and a scramble of job-market panic started to ring in the women’s dormitories.

Sashaknsa’s genetic capability was over spent and illusive to the future of the nation’s republic, and I desperately wanted to tell her of GlaxoSmithKline’s information about the pharmaceutical shift of changing drugs.  Lieutenants in the University ROTC next door knew of her illness and her disease.  Her fingers were like spiny tentacles that leeched on to their belts and medals.  The boiling flesh underneath my own blue tunic was ready to hinge the top of the curtain rod to her pants.

“What is wrong Sasha?,” I asked.  “Too many men for the culprits of a procrastinator’s crime?.”

The drug Sasha had taken for illness was Onalim, and its purpose was to ward off parasites and disease in our cramped corners.  There was always a chance that a cockroach or a bug would crawl from beneath the bread in our cereal.

“Two more and line ‘em up for the camera boys!, ”  a voice rang out across the room.  A gentleman in a tailored suit barged into the room unexpected.  “A warning to all in their rooms, use a rose to indicate your political tie tomorrow or else they will ransack the dorms!”
HE wore a top hat and cigar like that of a salesman and he stepped out from behind the tapestry in the corner of our apartment.  His black overcoat reeked of soot, smoke and an eerie smell like that of a mill.  A tan suitcase the size of an oversized atlas lay beside his chair as he slumped onto a Futon in the commons’ area.
Liras—all I know is liras—he mumbled as he snapped the suitcase open.  There were sparkly wrappers, scarlet-red roses, and bottles with strange liquids and elixirs in the suitcase. 

“Swish the liquid and it will clean,” he told Sasha. She grabbed the flask and chugged the bottle to her carnation-pink lips.  

“That’s a girl,” he said.  “Just settle down and the pain will be over soon.”

She began to weep from the iodine in the tonic.  Her eyes whelmed with tears, and her eyes began to bulge as the blood vessels purged fervent red rivers of pain.  He patted her head and delivered her a peace of chocolate with three white fir tree leaves molded into its top. 

“That’s a good lady; I know the president will be pleased with your progress.”

He closed his suitcase and left the room.  A bottle of gin marked with the word, “Aristocrat,” was left on the table. 

Chapter Four
Gentile virtues in the maroon flower

Radio waves of something missing and long forlorn dispersed the refracted street light from the alley into the window of the four-room apartment.  The radio was sending messages of comfortable migrations into evening prayers and night-time talks.   
A siren of songs rang into the hallways and upstairs.  “Hello there…the angel from my nightmare…the shadows of the background meeting the unsuspected evicted,” the psalms sang.  “Stop this pain tonight.”
The newest game of the gatekeepers’ wren was to disclose all secret passages outside the town of bell towers and chiming bells.  The omnibuses and the car streetscapes lasted fewer moments In the bedroom of Eve. The urban setting and displacement was unlikely to disclose darkest secrets of the darker life in the University—at least not to Eve. 

Eve began to write a letter to the newest neighbor in the six-bedroom apartment—who was a member of the Roman wrestling squad.  

April 29, 2004

To the latest affection nearest transparent mirrors-


Momentary exaltation to the Roman Divinity- 

The circled gentile grasps the perilous hint to see.

Arm within arm—the blared chest sparks-

The wary blitz of affinity sings out after dark.

Cherub to he—I want to grasp

The holden heart that only your hand can clasp.

Seraphim’s lace to our chariot’s race

A holy fire to the tongue’s last embrace.

Meet me at the castle with the roses’ thorn

And I will bring the ghoul of our love’s morn.

Blessed be he that wakes the dead coz when I’m death,

 I’m be faithfully yours till’ dead!



Truly yours until the chimes sing  ten—



Eve


The wax seal seared into the back of the envelope with the picture of a cruz and she dimmed the light.  Sashaknsa, her roommate, was asleep in the bunk above her own, and the stillness of snow flowed against the window like a winter’s lace on a red dress.  She pulled the army green wool blanket over her shoulders and starred out at the drifts beyond the window pane.  What will tomorrow bring, she thought.  A knock on the door halted her letter-writing.  

“Who is it?” she implored.  

“It’s Elyse,” a voice at the door answered.  “I’ve come to share my journey with you.  I’ve traveled to the Sistine Chapel and back just to visit you—a dearest love of my nephew.”
“More stories about men sharing their wealth or will I have to subdue my work to a journalist in the underground circuit?,” Eve jeered at the voice at the door.
  Linked to the county boundaries of two different wars and long-driven hostility about spoils, sports and games, Eve said I’m just a pawn to all the play.  Thoughts are too difficult to determine but there had to be some way to halt war anthems.

BAM—the 8’ wooden door slapped on the ground as three militia men stormed the dorm room. 

“Salideo ahora.” The three women were hauled into a black Humvee and masked with peacock’s feathers on their faces.  

A light shone through the stopped bus’ glass, and a siren wailed through the gleeful waves of snowflakes.  ‘The flashlight shining into her window was the signal from her friend in the men’s barracks.  
“The Southpoint Games have began!,” Breton Weaver said.  “We will have the choice to do the like with you as long as you support the games and hints we put in the Mall.”

Eve muffled her excitement with a wide grin, but bared no teeth. 


Quietly, she slipped from her seat next to the sandy-blond physics major from the private university next door.  She put on a pair of navy chinos and a gray t-shirt marked with an “A.” The Humvee stopped short of the outer rim of the mall.

Tiptoeing carefully onto the bus’s cement-like floor, she creaked the brass door know open wide enough to slip her medium-sized frame into the wintry mix of snow.  

“The captain of the naval training barracks a few blocks away wants the men of draft age to pick ladies before the president sends in National Guard into Iraq,” he said. 
 Eve whispered in the back seat.  “Red in the morning, sailor’s warning.  Red at night, sailor’s delight.” She grinned as she pointed at the color of the moonlight’s fire-watch warning.  

He still had icy, blue eyes.

Stepping forward into the cascading light of the dome streetlamp, he gave her a chuckle at her thievy merit.

“Eve—er Ludievenne—I have to tell you about what will happen in the next few days.”


“The admiral of the Red-band army decided to eliminate the military’s occupation in the University.  All patrons will be interrogated.  The newspaper will be gone and everyone associated with it will be deported into labor camps.”


Her jaw stiffened at the thought of being moved to the place where rumors were told of deathly sickness.  Rumors of being sent to foreign lands with illusive names and renegade positions in moneybag titles were an enlisting fame in life for wage laborers.  

“I know we sided to be together until the damn war was over, but there is nothing I can do to stop your life from changing and being chained to the German army.”


“I can’t become part of their battalion; THEY are not what I fight for,” Eve replied.  “I have spent countless dollars and years of my life to become part of the uprisal here.”


“Who ordered my deportment?” she stammered at the 6-foot-tall man whose hat shaded the perplexed brow of vulnerability.


He leaned closer to her ivory cheek and kissed the side of her face.  There is nothing I can do to stop it, he said.  “I know I want you on my side, but there is no way it can happen.  I am not your benefactor or your commanding officer.”


She turned away and placed the torn, weathered gloves he had given her to his face.  A hand reached across her waist and pulled her tight into his chest.  He was strong and warm and full of the life taken that had been stripped from her four years ago.


“Change my name.  I want to fight, let me be part of the purpose.”


He stopped.  “There is nothing I can do Eve—your fate is sealed and you will have to enter the tram tomorrow with your heart ready to shed light on a new class of servicemen.”


He leaned forward and kissed her.

The kiss was like the feeling of accomplishment felt after completing the most difficult task.  First, a nerve impulse of eroticism and genuine admiration, then, a warm, tingly feeling of compassion and extreme desire for contact: a kiss with the chain theory.  Nowadays, the subtle display of emotion was expected, but in my mind the exhibit of physical love is sacred.  It represented bodily contact at its most intimate element.  Two bodies joined at the site of the softest skin, touching and exchanging the warmth of each other's body temperature.  

A heavy metal watch dropped into her pocket.  

“It has a compass, it’ll steer you back to me.”

Chapter Eight

Christdom’s ram into a sinner’s halve

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

“The rosemary-cucumber soup is delicious Sasha,” he said.  “You and Trinidad will come to my house tonight, and we will discuss your transition into a new home.”

“Tell 522, 864, and 079 to come with you.”

“Wear you best potato sacks and boots 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 13-year-old girls in the room glanced nervously at the men with clamped jaws and steel foreheads.  

The chaplain of the camp was known for spreading venom among the naïve nearest the coal mine. The women requested by the captain of the camp were gathered in front of the chaplain awaiting the officials’ decision on who would enter Scoraztes’ cave and who would stay in their quarters.

“Any jokes for the three young 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 widened and the six girls looked at the growing circle of men in the darkened room of the militants’ house.

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. 

“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 head on the barracks overhead. “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?,” the chaplain asked.

“Towns near the Caspian 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 Elisa, and I am from the West.”

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.” Elisa 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 call Nazis.”

He handed a skeleton key to Elisa and left the room.

Rivka turned to Gertrude and Elisa.

“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.”

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

“This is just a sliver but you turn it at a 45-degree angle and slice their throat or jab it in their inner thigh.”

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

Elisa 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,” Elisa 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.”

Elisa replied. “Meet me in the streets nearest St. Kline barracks, and we will meet  be ready for the gentleman’s ties.”

Additional Chapter NINE
Sickle illness in a sieve
Sigh.  I huffed as I was lying in an eight-foot long hospital bed with a plastic barcode strapped to my wrist.  Grimm’s sickle kiss was just a dream.

But to die again for such a deadly kiss would fulfill the hole felt in my ever-beating heart.  This must be the answer to life; the response to complete one's journey.  I tread on shallow water when explaining the key to completing my journey; I lack the experience to truly offer explanation for understanding the story of his kiss.

The first kiss with Grim came from one whose eyes were a deeper blue than the most perfect, flawless sapphire.  It happened on the Eve of Mayfair.  

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." 
Our lips locked under the blue moon, and the feeling coursing through my veins was 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 black-locked captain was only the dream of a life I’ve known six months since the “Nazis” took away my life and threw the lock for my escape to the doctors.  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.

The Ramparts of God’s House was the first illusion of a life blindfolded behind a laundry-list contract of to-do agendas and catch-all parachutes.  The glance at the Polynesian-Roman face of the gentlemen from Roan County 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 smilled as he strummed his guitar.  
“Are you aware of why you are hear?” 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 McCords class?”

“No, all true life,” she hesitated. “It’s the day they threw me into a mirror lake and ran away.”

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

“I awoke one day with this inner feeling of godliness.  I am unsure of what I to think or what I saw.  The tale began when I was five years old, and a television show about Notradamous and the day existence and known life on the earth would 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 lost from 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 passed 2 a.m. Eastern Time and found new ideas and thoughts on the Internet.  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 an 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 in the spring 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 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

Quail’s tales in the gentlemen’s barracks

Nikolai entered the room with the three girls.  The men in their officer white suits with green lapels had settled down for an evening of roulette and cards.  The war front had stopped for reprieve of invading armies, and the soldiers needed a few weeks to recuperate from the last week of vicious fighting.  Corporal Chloe was seated at the round table, and he had three cards in his hands.  


“Hit me.”


A U-Boat 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 ladies have come to entertain us with music and cheer.


Elisa 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.  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.”  Elisa, Gertrude, and Rivka began a militant psalm.


Gertrude began:


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..


Elisa steps in:


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:


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.


The three unite:


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 is we 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.”


Elisa’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.”

