Dancing through Infinity

By Wesley James McLean

The dancers two

Wrapped in each other’s arms

Glide from star to star

Lost in the light

Of a million suns and moons

Leaping from comet to comet

Dancing through Infinity

Love.

Not many people know what love is. The fact of the matter is that love is as unpredictable and chaotic a force as weather. The love of a boy for his dog, his best friend, the girl next door, his teddy bear, his sister and his mother are all very different kinds of love. There is love everywhere in this blue-green world of ours. Even in the darkest alleyways, the most starved third world country, and the cleanest podunk city. Love combined with hope or fear is what keeps the beaten housewife coming back. Love is what keeps us from cutting every tree on this planet down. Love is what makes us protect the children in any dangerous situation. Love for ourselves is why we buy clothing, makeup, and soap. Love is so wrapped up in every fiber of our existence that we fail to notice except where it’s strongest. There is love whenever somebody laughs, there is love in the songs on the radio, whenever someone looks at the pretty autumn leaves. If you know you love someone, you are one of the lucky few. I congratulate, admire, and envy you lucky few all at once.

As for the rest of, how can we be sure when love will strike, like the fabled cupid’s arrow. Love, as chaotic as it is, hits like a wave, as suddenly as lightning, and like creativity, can be a complete failure or a wonderful success. Why does it fail so many times? Because when love first strikes, we often don’t know about it.

Aaron McQuaid was always a quiet little boy. He never trusted anyone with his feelings, always afraid he would get made fun of. He was more shy than stoic, however, and didn’t get along well with the other children. Just the other day he almost got himself suspended because he threatened Greg Allistair with a chair over an argument about which came in first place, gold or silver. Aaron just knew it was silver. He knew it, but then someone completely turned around his beliefs. Then the other Aaron, the mean Aaron, came out. After the mean Aaron left, the nice, quiet, shy Aaron woke up to crying, Greg crying, Aaron was sitting on the ground, looking at a chair that had fallen over. He got up and righted the chair, then went over to Greg, who was being consoled by Missus Carter.

“Why’s Greg crying, Missus Carter?” Aaron had asked.

Missus Carter had only looked at Aaron funny and said, “Go to the office, right now!” in an angry voice.

The principal had asked Aaron the regular questions, and Aaron answered the same way he always did when mean Aaron came out. No, he didn’t know why he did that. Yes, he was sorry for doing so. Yes, he would apologize to Greg Allistair. Although Aaron did know that it was mean Aaron who did it, he didn’t said anything. While he knew it had to come sometime, Aaron didn’t want to be sent to the Nuthouse just yet. He was only in grade three, after all, and Nuts didn’t get to go to school. When he was taken home from school, Aaron’s mother asked “How could you be so smart and do something so stupid?” Aaron didn’t have an answer. He was too busy thinking about the girl he saw at school. While he sat in the office, a girl had come up to the windowed door and stared at him. He stared right back. The girl, who had long red hair and brown eyes, stood and stared until her teacher came to get her.

Unbeknownst to Aaron, a bond was made then. A bond that would last years and years, that would span both his personalities and conscious and subconscious. And bond that would be the last light in the red-haired girl’s troubled life, and would bring both together, in the infinity.

“Who’s that, over there?” Renee Towey asked her friends.

“Oh, those guys?” responded Sarah Penell. “They’re the Freaks and Geeks.”

The boys Renee had mentioned sat together with their backs to the fence that divided the schoolyard from the backyards of houses that lined the school property. Most of them were white, except for one darker skinned one, and each had something that set them apart from the other children. One was pale and very thin, one wiry, but very ugly, one was overweight, and one looked relatively normal. Bigger than the others, only taller than the fat kid, other than his curly brown hair, had no distinguishing features about him.

“Yeah, haven’t you heard of the freaks?” asked Ellen Gibson.

Renee shook her head, her long red hair waving with the movement. “I know about the grade five freaks. But why’s that kid with the curly hair with them? He looks normal.”

“That’s Aaron McQuaid. He’s nutso,” told Sarah. “He climbed on top of the dumpster last week and wouldn’t come down until Mr. Walsh went up and got him. He’s just plain crazy. Does weird stuff, and sometimes just sits there after recess is over, staring off into space.”

“Oh,” said Renee. “But he doesn’t look crazy.”

A mean voice came from behind her. “But you also don’t look like an ingin, Renee! Aw-aw-aw-aw-aw-aw!” It was Kyle Baltovich, and he was patting his mouth while letting out a long “Awwwwwwwww”.

Renee looked around, saw no teachers, and gave Kyle the finger. Kyle stopped aw-aw-awing and looked stupified. “I’m telling!” he yelled out and ran away.

Renee looked away. And Grandfather said having grade three outside the reserve was going to be the start of something new and exciting. So far, I don’t like it.

But still, she couldn’t take her eyes off the curly brown-haired freak. There was just something about him that she couldn’t quite place.

Over the next couple years, Renee had moved away from the quiet town of Owen, Ontario and went to Toronto. That’s where she spent most of her developmental years, an almost-normal child right up until she was twelve years old and in grade six. Aaron had grown up, almost-normal, until he was fourteen and in grade eight. That’s where the next part of our story begins.

The red-haired girl with the brown eyes

Dancing so playfully

Through dreams and moonbeams

The brown-haired boy with the blue eyes

Dancing so solemn and careful

Treading fire and sunlight

Dancing through infinity

Love.

Sometimes, love transcends other things. You heard the stories, of the German girl giving food to the Jewish boy in the concentration camp. Of someone giving up all their possessions to help protect and aid others. Thousands of people give up something for love each year, be it work, drugs, other partners, beliefs.

But sometimes, just sometimes, love can transcend things more physical. Distance, walls, physical barriers become nothing when two people come together. Romeo and Juliet, the Antipholuses of Syracuse and Ephesus, Mike Noonan and his wife Jo in Stephen King’s book Bag of Bones are several good examples of literary characters who transcend such barriers. Alas, I do not know of any real stories of such love that can be proven, but I’d wager that tragedies of those likes happen all over the world. They say identical twins know where each other is at any given moment, that a mother knows whenever her child is in danger, that dogs can instinctively find their owners. Miracles are said to happen because of someone’s faith, which is just a love of an idea. Creativity is just another kind of love, of either for the paintbrush, the instrument, the pen, the idea, the stage, the audience, or more recently, the camera, the keyboard, or the microphone. Art is a miracle in and of itself, the miracle of an idea begin transferred from the mind to the medium. Miracles that have come through by love between lovers are shown every day. These miracles don’t happen in studios or churches, they happen in hospitals and delivery rooms.

My appreciation for all these types of miracles through love has probably stemmed from my own passion for the occult, supernatural, and just plain weird. But could it also come from the fact that I’ve seen some of these things? Perhaps. I’m still not sure myself.

Maybe I’ve seen such transcendence before. Maybe you have, too.

Maybe we all have a little power for love inside.

It was the first time in a long time that Aaron dreamed and didn’t have a nightmare.

He was in a crowd of people, and they were all pushing him back. And somewhere, lost in the crowd, someone was calling for him. And he needed to get to that girl. And soon. Afterward, when he had shot up in his sleep, dripping with cold sweat, he wondered a few things about that dream. Why had all the crowd pushing against him have no faces and all wore black? Why was he in a white, featureless hall? Why did he know the caller was a girl? And why did he know she had red hair? And why didn’t he feel fear, just this overwhelming desire that supplanted every sense of reason in his body? It was strange.

Aaron, for the first time in his life, felt purpose.

Renee was very frightened before she went to bed.

Her father was drunk again, and that was bad. Her mother was also away, and that was worse.

She touched the fresh bruise on her cheek, and sniffled. Why had she spilled her father’s beer? She didn’t mean to. But it happened, and her father punished her for it by beating her. And now Renee felt to most wretched and confused she had ever felt. Wretched because of the beating, but confused because of the dream she had afterwards. She was in a crowd of black-clothed people with blank faces, calling for someone. And she knew, when that person with the blue-gray eyes came for her, it would all be alright. The boy, whoever he was, would save her.

“Are you asleep yet, you little bitch?” came her father’s slurred call from the living room. Renee’s eyes widened very quickly and she shut off her bedside lamp. Grabbing one of her charms from the shelf above her bed, and pulled up her covers. She felt the calming cold presence inside her clenched fist and knew she had picked her jade shard from the shelf. The cold of the jade was reassuring, reminding her of the dream. Who was that boy…?

The door to her room slammed open, and her father stomped in. “You’d better bed asleep, you little fuck, you!” He grabbed her shoulder, and roughly flipped her over. “I thought I told you to go to sleep, you bitch!” he roared. And then the beating started again.

Renee cried herself asleep that night.

Aaron had the dream again a few moths later, just before Easter.

This time, however, he was fighting a lion. He was wearing bright plate mail, and wielding a large sword. The lion, though it bobbed drunkenly, and it’s roars were slurred and tired, was a fierce opponent. He had battled it to a stalemate, claws held back by a sword blade. Then he noticed the red-haired girl yelling at him. “You can’t do it yet! Hold on a little while longer! Become strong!” she said, and he heard this clearly even over the lion’s roaring. He then pushed off the lion and backed away.

But he knew what he had to do.

The next morning, he took it up with his mother. “Can I take martial arts lessons, mom?”

His mother seemed to consider it. “Sure you can, I guess. Why would you want to learn such a thing?”

Aaron just smiled. “I want to be strong.”

Renee’s dream was very strange to her. She was watching a fight between the boy with the blue-gray eyes and a very large man. This man smelled of liquor, but still managed to best the boy. Try as she might, Renee couldn’t move to do anything, she couldn’t even tell him anything. But eventually, she put all her will together and yelled “You can’t do it yet! Hold on a little while longer! Become strong!”. It was all she could do.

It was than she could do in real life.

Her mother had never come back from her “business trip”. Renee was left with her father, who came home from work late and well on his way to tipsy. Each morning Renee went to school with fresh bruises. She hadn’t been able to celebrate Christmas, because of her father’s drunkeness, and she knew there wouldn’t be any more Easter meals, or summer trips to the cottage, or Thanksgiving dinners.

In only six months, her life was completely turned around. Abandoned and alone. Except for her dreams…

The next day, Renee heard about a school trip to the Royal Ontario Museum, to see the new Native Canadian exhibit. She really wanted to go, but she knew it would take some convincing on her part. A few nights after that, she worked up the courage to ask her father if she could go.

“What? You want me to give you fifteen fucking dollars to go to a fucking museum? What do we have the fucking learning channel for? That’s it! No more going to school for you. You’ll stay home every day and make me a damn good dinner every night. And if you don’t, I’ll fucking punish you, understand me? I think you could stand some punishing right now!”

She think she might have had a broken rib from that night, so the next day, she visited the free clinic and got herself examined. She was fine, although beaten up, and when the doctor wanted to know how she got so beat up, she responded with, “I fell down some stairs in my building.”

A week later she sneaked out from her apartment and continued going to school. Hiding her homework from her father, she continued to hope, hope that someday she would be rescued.

At the beginning of summer vacation, Renee officially had a grade six education, and she decided to try something. She excused herself from the dinner table early, and went straight to bed. She got in her pajamas, but before she went to sleep, she kneeled, put her hands together, and whispered to herself.

“Whoever’s listening, God or spirits or even just an angel or a star, please let me dream of the boy with the blue-gray eyes tonight. And please let me speak to him. No crowds, no lions. I ask you this from the bottom of my heart. Please!”

Then Renee crawled into bed, and was about to turn off her lamp, when she had a sudden thought, and grabbed her piece of jade off her shelf. Then she turned off her lamp and went to sleep.

They dreamed together again.

Aaron perceived that they were on a giant stage, in front of an audience, and everything was dark except for them in the spotlight.

Renee perceived that they were is a log cabin, which was furnished and had a warm fire burning in a stone fireplace.

Aaron looked around at his surrounding, and looked confused. Then he saw the red-haired girl, and he knew. “Um, hello?” he said, more as an unsure question than an actual greeting. In his perception, his words echoed over the silent crowd and empty stage.

Renee, who had her back to him, turned around and saw her blue-gray eyed boy. She ran towards him, and put her arms around him, and started crying. “I’m so glad to see you!” she sobbed.

Aaron ran a hand through the red-haired girl’s locks, and pushed her a little bit away, just so he could hold her at arm’s length. “I’m doing what you wanted, I’m training, becoming stronger. But I won’t be ready for another for another while yet.”

Renee wiped away her tears, and looked straight into the boy’s blue-gray eyes. “I need you now. But I understand. You must get ready, too. Come as soon as you can. I think I’ll be safe for the time being, as long as you don’t be too long.”

To boy looked away at the crowd for a moment, and  then focused on the red-haired girl again. He knelt in front of her, his teenaged body making him tall enough so that he was at her chest level even while kneeling. He took one of her hands in his, and looked up at her brown eyes. “As the sun protects the earth in day, as the moon guards by night, so shall I serve you. This is my duty, straight from my heart, and I will protect you until the end of time, or I will have failed you, myself, fate and all the stars in the sky for ever and ever.”

Renee smiled, despite her tears. “You’re very romantic.”

“Why, thank you, I can but try.”

“You’ve given me your word, now I will give something for you.” Renee opened one of his hands, and placed the jade shard in it. “Use this when you need to find me. I don’t know how, but it will help. I know it will.”

And that’s when the dream ended.

When Renee woke up the next morning, she felt happy for the first time is what seemed like ages. And try as she might, she couldn’t find her jade shard that was in her hand when she fell asleep.

Aaron woke up, also very happy, but also mystified at the jade shard which somehow appeared in his hands overnight.

Through nova and meteor

Through destruction and creation

The two stood by

Watching it all

Hand in hand

Forever attached
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Love.

As love breaks barriers, conquers all, and transcends many things, it can alo cause people to do things equally great. For the love of a princess, Assipattle destroyed the dragon Ourubourous. For the love of his honor, Galahad risked death at the hands of the Green Knight. Winston Churchill fought for the love of his people. Martin Luther King Jr. did what he did for the love of freedom. Rosa Parks did what she did for the love of her dignity. The Dalai Lama escaped Tibet for the love of his followers. And the examples go on and on.

Love has been the sole driving reason why many people have hung on and survived situations they normally wouldn’t have. Jonathan Harker survived before Dracula, explorers of days long gone survived the oceans in hope of finding adventure, and was it not love that sustained Luke before the Emperor?

Love can also do much more than encourage survival. It can also make people try new things, learn things that they otherwise wouldn’t not have learned, conquer things that otherwise wouldn’t be conquered.

We all have a wellspring of power within our souls, and sometimes all that it takes to shine through is a little love.

“Well, Mr. McQuaid, after my colleagues and I have reviewed your interview transcripts and resume, we have only one question left for you.” The manager of the Owen, Ontario Blockbuster Video paused for dramatic effect, then smiled slyly. “When can you start?”

Aaron grinned excitedly back at him. “I could start today if you wanted, sir! Just say the word!”

The dreams were getting more and more frequent, only one or two months apart instead of five or six. Sometimes it was more of Aaron struggling to find or rescue Renee, sometimes it was just the two talking, getting to know each other, trying to find some rhyme or reason to what was happening to them. Aaron knew he had to find the red-haired girl, and save her from something. Renee knew that the boy with the blue-gray eyes would rescue her from her father someday. But neither could explain the dreams, but during the dreams, Renee noticed she was the only one who could change conditions. She was the lucid dreamer, not the boy with the blue-gray eyes. But there were still many things that Renee couldn’t alter, like how she was usually helpless in most of the dreams. But she could break the silence, she could will the boy with the blue-gray eyes to do things that would save him, or save her.

And Renee also found herself falling in love.

Aaron, while waiting at the jewelers, thought about all that was occurring, within his head, within his dreams, within his life.

His grades in high school were getting lower and lower as he felt himself get closer and close to his goal. But his life beyond that was great. He had a well-paying job for a teenager, and found that he got angry very less often. Even when his dark half did catch hold, Aaron found that he was getting better and better at directing his fury, and he didn’t black out anymore. Puppy fat had hardened into muscle, and girls sometimes stopped talking when he passed by. Aaron did go out with a few of them, but mostly the girls left him because he didn’t seem to care all that much about them. Mostly he saved up his money, continued learning Tae Kwon Do and Karate, and picked up a few things here and there. The other day he found himself getting a bottle of Black Noir cologne, even when he didn’t think he needed one. He also picked up some other strange things- a knife, a small hammer, a couple firecrackers, a Zippo lighter. And now the pendant.

The jeweler came out from the back room of his shop holding a strange looking pendant. “I don’t know why you wanted to put together something so expensive with something so cheap, sire, but here you go,” the jeweler said as he handed Aaron the pendant. Aaron examined it. It was a gold chain got for his birthday attached to a small hook. The hook was imbedded into the shard of jade. “How much do I owe you?” Aaron asked.

“About two hundred sixty, but for you, I’ll make it one hundred sixty as long as you tell me what the pendant is for. I don’t get many teenagers in here, so I’m a bit curious.

Aaron smiled. He paid through direct debit, and then told the jeweler everything. Then the jeweler, looking bewildered, told Aaron to leave his shop and that telling such stories will probably get him sent to the Nuthouse. Aaron shrugged and left.

Renee was hoping for a small break anytime soon, so on her fathers birthday, she made a couple of his favourite kinds of pie- key lime and blueberry.  After dinner, when she brought them out for her father, he looked at her with suspicion. “What’s the occasion?”

“It’s your birthday, daddy, and I wanted to make it something special.”

“Okay, then, go get me a clean plate.”

Renee cleared the table of everything except for the pies, and then brought out a pair of forks and plates. Her father glared at the plates.

“Why two? Expecting company?”

“No, dad, I thought we were going to have some together…”

Quick as lightning, despite his intoxicated condition, Renee’s fathers hand slapped across her face, which was already deeply bruised from before. She fell to the floor, and started crying.

“Quit your fucking crying, bitch. This is my birthday pie, so I’ll decided if you could have some. Now go to your fucking room.”

Renee did just that, and climbing into bed, she cried herself to sleep.

They dreamed together again a week later.

“I can’t take it anymore!” Renee sobbed into boy with the blue-gray eyes’ shoulder. “I tried to give him a nice birthday, and he punished me for it! I don’t know how long I can hold on for!”

Aaron held her in a tender embrace. Each night he saw her, she was a little more bruised, a little thinner, a little more tender. He was growing deeply worried of the red-haired girl. “Why does he hate you?”

“I don’t know! He’s always hated me! It’s because I’m different! My mother was part Huron. I think he hates me because I’m native!”

Aaron felt tears sting his eyes. No, that wasn’t the whole issue. He knew it. Her father was a drunken ass, and that was most of the problem. He must be depressed because he lost his wife, he thought, so he’s taking out on his daughter and the sauce.

Aaron kissed the red-haired girl tenderly on the head. She looked up at him. “What… what was that for?”

“I just thought you might need it. That despite what your father thinks, there’s still someone who thinks you’re fine. There is absolutely nothing wrong with you. You’re…” Aaron bit back the word perfect, “…just as normal as everyone else. Maybe even better.”

Renee looked up at the boy with the blue-gray eyes. “You really think so?”

Aaron shifted a little uncomfortably. “I know so. Trust me on this.”

“Oh, jeeze… you don’t need to say that…” Even so, Renee tightened her grip around the boy with the blue-gray eyes.

Aaron nodded, then whispered in the red-haired girl’s ear. “I know, but I did it anyway.”

The next day, Aaron approached one of the older students at his high school. He nodded at him and asked, “Do you have your G2?”

The young man looked at him and asked, “Yeah, why?”

“I want you to teach me how to drive before I take the exam.”

“What’s in it for me?”

“Three hundred dollars.”

“Okay, I’ll do it.”

The space between the stars

Conspired against the dancers

But the boy with the blue-gray eyes

Fought back

And won the day

So the continued on
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Love.

Love supposedly conquers all. The monster in the closet is vanquished by a father’s protectiveness over his child. Dragons are slain by heroic knights for the love of their beloveds.

I could continue listing examples, but I won’t. The main point I would like to make is that love stands tall, through thick and thin. True love cannot be shattered easily, by any form of hate or distrust or even outside influence. Love existed through the greatest wars and worst disasters. Love survives the storm, takes a licking and keeps on ticking, keeps people warm during the winter, alive in the worst circumstances.

Sometimes, love means the difference between life and death.

They had dreamed more and more often, now usually weeks apart instead of days. The clockwork of time continued turning, months passed. Aaron continued training, learning, and his grades kept on getting lower and lower. Renee continued to survive, and her body kept on getting more and more battered. Aaron was now also getting very worried for her, because she hardly seemed able to keep on.

Shortly after Christmas, Aaron had completed his G1 license exam. He knew that things were coming to a climax… but when?

The thought was almost constantly on Aaron’s mind for the past few weeks. Finally, the dream came, and he knew he had to ask the red-haired girl about it.

The dream was the same to both of them, a busy and noisy coffee shop. They were at a table, in the corner.

Aaron smiled when the dream started. “Hey, how are you doing? You look good.”

Renee looked down, and felt colour rise to her cheeks. “Um, yeah. He hasn’t beat me for awhile. A lot of the bruises on my arms are gone already.”

“That’s great. There’s something I wanted to ask you.”

Renee looked up at the boy with the blue-gray eyes. “What’s that?”

“Who or what do you think is letting us have these dreams? I mean, other than that piece of jade, I have no proof that you’re anything but a dream.”

Renee nodded. “Yeah, I understand. I’m beginning to think that you’d never come, that this was just some sort of weird recurring dream.”

Aaron suddenly looked unhappy, “My thoughts exactly. I’d hate to have made big promises to a dream…”

Renee sighed. “To have depended on a dream…”

“To have made big plans for a dream…”

“To have needed a dream…”

“To have fallen in love with a dream…”

Renee’s head shot up at this. “What… what did you say?”

Aaron didn’t look at her. “I said… oh crap.” He looked at her. “Please… don’t…”

Renee got up from her chair. “I’ve got to go now. Goodbye.”

She got up from the table and walked away. Unable to follow, Aaron just looked at her and cried out, “I’m sorry!”

Renee woke up with a start. She sat up, looked at the room in the moonlight, and then sighed three words. “Oh my God…”

She cupped her face with her hands and began to cry.

The next day, Aaron came downstairs for breakfast, quite a bit depressed. But his mother was there waiting for him. “I received you report card in the mail today.”

Aaron put a bowl and a spoon, and then rummaged in the cupboard. He returned to the table with a box of cheerios. “And…?”

“You’re failing science. That’s your best subject.”

Aaron went to the fridge, and returned with a jug of milk. He proceeded to mix the two in his bowl. “Yes, I know.”

Aaron’s mother exploded at him. “Then why the fuck don’t you do anything about it?”

Aaron winced. “I’ve had other things on my mind.”

“Like what? Your fucking computer? Your friends? What could be possibly more important that your future?”

Aaron ate a spoonful of cheerios. “If you need to know, a girl.”

“The reason why you don’t do anything in class is because of some girl?”

Aaron shook his hand. “I do my work in class. I don’t do any work at home.”

“Whatever! Who’s this girl?”

Aaron looked up at his mother. “Her name is…” he quickly searched his mind for a name he could put to the red-haired girl’s face. “…Heather.”

“And this Heather, where does she live?”

Aaron seemed to consider it. “She lives in Clarke.”

“Alright. From now on, you’re not allowed to see her anymore.”

Aaron started. “You think this is something I have a choice over?”

“Yes, I do. You’re also not allowed on your computer any more except for doing school assignments.”

Aaron got up from the table and glared at his mother. “I think I’m not hungry anymore. If you need me, I’ll be in my room.”

Renee was doing homework in her room when her father came home.

She heard him yell, “Renee, where the fuck is my dinner?”

Stuffing her books under her bed sheets, she ran out to the kitchen, where her father stood, drunk as ever.

“I’m sorry. It’s in the stove. You’re later than you normally are, so I already ate.”

She turned off the stove and put on an oven mitt. “Go sit down, I’ll be right there.”

Her father grunted and sat down. Renee returned soon with his dinner on a plate and some silverware. Renee turned to leave when he grabbed her arm.

“You fucking ate without me, you can sit right there, bitch.”

Suddenly very scared, Renee obeyed her father and sat at the table. He ate his dinner without saying anything, just grunting here and there. When he was about halfway finished, he suddenly looked troubled.

“What’s wrong dad?” Renee asked tentatively.

Suddenly her father threw up on his plate, spewing both his food and blood. Renee suddenly stood up. She’d heard of it before at school. Alcohol poisoning.

When her father finished puking, she shook herself out of her stare. “I’ll get a cloth.”

“You’ll do no such fucking thing, bitch!” Her father grabbed her arm, pulling her back. “What the fuck are putting in here? You’re trying to poison me aren’t you? Well, I’ll show you, bitch!”

But Renee was already crying.

They dreamed again the very next night.

Standing at opposite ends of a grass lawn, on some sort of school campus. Faceless people walked by, past them.

Aaron looked at the red-haired girl’s beaten body and said, “Oh my God… what has that asshole done to you?”

Renee flinched away. “He has alcohol poisoning and took it out on me. Look, about last night…”

Aaron looked down. “Yeah, I know.  I’m not the world’s greatest guy, certainly not good enough for you…”

Renee shook her head. “No, I’m sorry. I’ve been waiting for you to say that for so long, I didn’t know quite how to respond.”

Aaron looked at her curiously. “You mean…”

“I love you too.”

He ran up grabbed her around the waist, and swung her in the air. Renee giggled and said, “Ow! Careful!”

Aaron put her down. “I’m sorry. You’re delicate.”

“I don’t want you to stop, though.”

But the boy with the blue-gray eyes was crying.

Renee studied him. “What’s wrong?”

“I hate him. I don’t want him to hurt you anymore.”

Renee put her arms around her protector. “I know… but you’re strong. I need you soon, you know that.”

“Yeah…”

“Shh… don’t say anything…”

School was finished, but for some reason Aaron stayed behind. He had no reason to. He just did.

He was walking down one of the less often used corridors, he heard footsteps behind him. He turned around. There, following him, was Kyle Baltovich and two of his lackeys.

“Fucking weirdo, wanna make some trouble?” asked Kyle.

“No way, Balto,” said Aaron, “I don’t waste my time on you.”

“I don’t think you have a choice.”

Hearing more footsteps behind him, Aaron turned around. More punks.

“Alright, Balto. You and me. No one else.”

Kyle smiled. “Sure thing, Crazy Aaron.”

Aaron went into the traditional Tae Kwon Do fighting stance, and look expectantly at Kyle.

Kyle charged.

Aaron stepped to one side and stuck out his foot. Kyle went flying to the floor.

“Have I won yet?” asked Aaron.

Kyle got up. “Fuck you!” He charged again.

This time Aaron faced him down. Blocking all of Kyle’s clumsy punches, he eventually punched back, connecting with Kyle’s jaw. While Kyle was recoiling, he hit Kyle in the gut, winding him. Then, Aaron kicked him in the chin. Kyle fell to the ground, wheezing for air and bleeding from his mouth.

Aaron just walked away, past the stunned punks.

One of them turned around just as Aaron was about to turn a corner, and yelled, “How the hell did you do that?”

“Do what?” Aaron called back.

“You were a fucking blur! That’s the fastest I’ve ever seen anyone move!”

Aaron just raised an eyebrow, and rounded the corner.

“I’ve never done this before. I don’t quite know what to do.”

“That’s okay,” said the young woman, “I’ll show you.”

Renee looked around the shop nervously. She’d see the outside of the occult bookstore a thousand times, but on the inside it was more rustic that it seemed. Plants were hanging, drying in the window, and old-looking tomes and crystal balls were placed on stands. But other than the smell of incense in the air and the “Get you Tarot readings here” sign, the inside looked like a normal small bookstore.

“Please, sit down.” The young woman motioned at a chair on the opposite side of the counter. Renee took the invitation, and looked at the counter. “What now?”

The young woman smiled, and put out a deck of cards. “Shuffle these, while thinking about your question.”

Renee did so, thinking about her father, the boy with the blue-gray eyes, and the distance she knew separated them. She handed back the deck.

“Okay, look.” The young woman flipped over the first card. It was the Page of the Cups

“This card is your significator. It represents you. The page is an artistic and creative young person, who is attractive and gentle. Sound like you?”

Renee nodded. “What’s the next card?”

The card was the Devil. “This card means that the problem is a bondage in your life. You’re unwillingly attached to someone through guilt, and they are having a bad effect on your life. Let’s see some more…”

The next card was the Knight of Wands. “This is a pleasant, gentle, but creative and talkative young man who is about to make a big contribution to your life. This card also suggests travel or a change of address.”

The next was Temperance. “This card’s telling you to be patient, despite all the problems right now. Whatever’s going to happen, it’ll come soon.”

Next came the Emperor card, upside down. “This signifies a cruel man, quite possibly a father figure, who is affecting the situation in a large way.”

Then came the Nine of Cups. “Whatever you’re wishing or hoping for the future will come about for sure, now. You just have to hang on like this card here says,” the young woman tapped Temperance.

“Well, what’s the last card?” asked Renee.

The young woman flipped it over. It was the Lovers card.

The next dream, they were in a large house, with a great deal of plants and Victorian furniture.

“So, what happened with you today?” asked Aaron.

“Oh, nothing, I just did some stuff, “ answered Renee, “How about you?”

“Not much…” then Aaron laughed.

Renee raised an eyebrow. “What’s so funny?”

“We’re both not telling each other something.”

Shaking her head, Renee turned to one side. “Whatever am I going to do with you?”

She felt the boy with the blue-gray eyes put his hand on her shoulder. “It’s going to happen soon.”

Renee put her hand on his. “Yes it is. Oh, wait I have something for you.” She took the charm that she went to sleep with, a simple leather necklace, off and put it around the boy with the blue-gray eye’s neck. “Here. You’re my sworn protector, then you will have to wear my favour into battle.”

Aaron smiled. “Thank you. Now what can I give to you.”

Renee put her arms around his neck. “I know…” but then she put her head back, screamed with pain and disappeared.

“What?” said Aaron, startled, then he screamed. “No!” as if denying the stars their mad cruelty.

Renee was thrown against the wall. Her father glared at her with hatred in his eyes. “What the fuck is this?” He lifted a heavy book to show her. It beared the legend “Science 8”.

“Have you been fucking going to school behind my back, bitch? That’s it! Come here!”

He dragged her by her hair into the kitchen, and she almost fainted with the pain. Then she was dropped to the floor, and her wrist was roughly grabbed. She felt cold metal, and heard a click. Opening her eyes, she saw that her father had handcuffed her to the stove. “Now that’ll teach you, bitch!”

The Renee did faint.

Aaron sat straight up in bed, and heard only one thought. It is time.

He got dressed as quickly as he dared. He put on tough clothing, stuff that would last. He didn’t know how long it would take to find her.

He grabbed his schoolbag, and dumped out all his books. He packed all things he needed into his bag, and was downstairs packing food when his mother came downstairs.

“What are you doing at this time in the morning?”

Aaron frozen, then saw the clock. It was five o’clock.

He looked at his mother. “Mom that girl I told you about? She’s in trouble. I’ve got to go help her.”

His mother appraised his carefully. “You really love her, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do.”

She nodded. “Alright. Go. She’ll have a place to stay, here, if she needs it.”

“Thank you mom.”

“Just take these,” she tossed a set of car keys at him, and he caught them, “And be careful okay? Don’t do anything stupid, and promise me I’ll have a chance to meet this girl.”

Aaron felt the sting of tears. “Thanks, for everything.” He gave his mother a hug and a kiss on the cheek. Then he grabbed his coat and bag and was out the door.

His mother watched him leave, with more pride than she ever felt before.

At the exit from Owen to Highway 401, Aaron held his jade pendant in one hand. The chain was wrapped around a few fingers, while the jade itself sat in his palm. He held it up at eye level, and thought of the red-haired girl. Her brown eyes, her pretty, although bruised, face. Then he tipped his hand over.

The jade swung west, toward Toronto. Aaron nodded, and started the car again.

It was time to do some rescuing.

Dawn. Renee hazily perceived dawn through her the curtained kitchen window. She woke up fully, looked around, and remembered what had happened. She stood up, albeit a bit wobbly, and listened. Her father was snoring. It must be a Saturday.

Renee got on her knees and started to pray. Pray that the boy with the blue-gray eyes would come soon.

Aaron had just passed the sign that said “Welcome to Toronto” when the police pulled him over.

One officer was approaching the car, while he saw a second officer in the car that had pulled him over.

“Fuck,” was all Aaron could said. He only had his G1, and he was out on Highway 401. That meant trouble.

The officer knocked politely on the car window. Obligingly, Aaron rolled it down for him. The officer smiled. “Don’t worry, my partner just thought you looked a little young to be out here by yourself at, what, seven in the morning? Can I se your license?”

Aaron tried a friendly smile. “Sure thing, officer. Can I get it out of my bag?”

“Yep.”

Aaron pretended to rummage through his bag, wondering what he was going to do. He found his wallet, took out his Blockbuster Video card. Then his hand landed on something that would help. He hid it in his palm and thumbed off the cap. Turning, Aaron handed the officer his Blockbuster card. The officer looked at it and said, “What the hell are you trying to pull-“

When the officer looked up, Aaron gave his a full dose of Black Noir in the eyes.

The officer looked away with his hands covering his eyes and said, “Aw, fuck!”

That’s when Aaron unbuckled his seat belt, grabbed his bag, and made tracks for the woods at the side of the road.

The second officer said “Freeze!” but couldn’t do much else.

Renee’s father didn’t get up until late, when the sun was about to go down. But he did wake up mean. When he entered into the kitchen, he saw his daughter, then unlocked her from the stove. Renee could only look surprised. She opened her mouth but her father grabbed her arm and bellowed, “C’mon, bitch, I’m horny.”

He dragged her into the living room and said “On your knees, cunt!”

Renee struggled, screaming, and got a hard punch in the stomach that sent her down. While she was struggling for breath, she heard her father unzip his pants.

Aaron spent the better part of the morning checking and re-checking the jade pendant to get him through the woods, then checking and re-checking throughout the afternoon to find the place in the city.

Finally, he was there. Aaron had narrowed it down to a city block. It’s just which building was she in…

Aaron found himself walking in front of a run down apartment building when he felt something like a punch hit him in the gut.  It hurt, but it didn’t wind him. Aaron looked up at the building, then ran inside.

Once inside, he ran through the security door that someone had propped open with a bunch of newspapers, and called the elevator.

“Come one, come on,” Aaron whispered impatiently.

Finally the doors opened, and he charged inside the empty elevator, and was faced with six choices. Floors one through six.

Acting without thinking, Aaron’s hand dove into his bag and he pulled out a single white die. He then dropped it.

The number came up as four.

Pressing the corresponding button, Aaron leaned against the back of the dirty elevator. It was almost time.

Renee was raised to her knees by her father’s rough grasp. She saw had his pants down, and had a hard on. She was going to scream some more, but then she felt him nearby.

Instead she yelled, “Come 

help me!”

Aaron then felt a slap on his cheek, and it hurt more than the last time he had the phantom pain. He found the door where the screams was coming from, and felt the mean Aaron take hold.

Aaron let him.

Her father returned from the kitchen with a steak knife. “Shut up now, or I’ll cut you up right here!”

Then there came a primal scream from beyond the door to the apartment. The door thudded as something hard crashed into it.

Renee couldn’t keep the happiness from her voice. “He’s here!”

“Who the fuck are you talking about, bitch?”

Slam!

“My protector, asshole!”

Slam!

Aaron kicked the door a fourth time, and finally something gave. The area around the doorknob cracked. He roared again, and kicked. The crack widened. Then he went into his bag, and pulled out a hammer. Using the back of the hammer as a crowbar, he jammed it into the crack, and heaved back on it with another roar. The door broke free from the lock and handle.

Renee saw the door give, and was overjoyed to see the boy with the blue-gray eyes kick it open and come in. Aaron dropped his hammer and glared at the father. The father glared back and yelled, “Who the hell are you?”

Aaron said, in a soft and quiet voice, “I am Aaron McQuaid, and I’m hear to take your daughter away from you.”

Renee’s father roared and lunged with his knife, but Aaron struck out with inhuman speed, twisting her father’s wrist so that he dropped the knife. It clattered to the floor. Then Aaron punched the red-haired girl’s father in the face twice, and shoved him to the floor.

Aaron grabbed the red-haired girl’s arm and took her out of the apartment, into the hall.

Renee embraced him. “I’m so glad you came…”

Aaron gently pushed her back. “Later. Here,” he rummaged through his pack and came up with the firecrackers and the lighter. “Take these. Find someplace out in the open, and set them off one at a time. I’ll find you there.”

Renee nodded and ran away, just taking the time to look back once and then saw it, the boy with the blue-gray eyes crouched over his pack, and her father leaping at him with the knife. No, it couldn’t end this way.

It wouldn’t.

Renee let out a sudden burst of concentration, and

Aaron’s arm flew out, as if someone else was controlling it, and impacted with the father’s temple, stunning him. Aaron jumped up, his own knife in his hand, and looked just in time to see Renee run into the elevator.

Good, he thought. She doesn’t need to see this. Lifting her father up with one hand, he pressed the button that opened the blade of the knife. This he held towards the father’s neck. The old man was blubbering.

“I’m so sorry please let me live please please…”

The flash n the blade of the knife said to him, “You know you want to do it, so just do it. Get it over with. Kill the drunk bastard. Kill him for what he did and tried to do.”

But, from deep in his own mind, the good Aaron knew this was wrong. This was bad.

He took the knife away from the father’s neck, and stared at it. Then he looked back at the father.

“God knows how badly you deserve this, but I won’t be the one. I’ll let you live with your mistake. Just promise me one thing.”

“What’s that?” the father sobbed.

“When the papers come in the mail for you to give legal guardianship of your daughter over to a Mrs. Sylvia McQuaid, you will sign them, got it?”

“Yes.”

Aaron nodded, and ran down to the elevators.

Finally, the dancers

Came to that one point

The culmination

The time when they finally will be together

With the past behind them

Facing a new future

Dancing through infinity

Love.

Some say that love culminates when you have sex. Some when you have a child. But culmination really differs from couple to couple, doesn’t it? Personally, I’ve had several different relationships that culminated at different points. Once was during a sexual experience, once was when we danced. And once, surprisingly enough, was when we said goodbye.

Where do your experiences culminate?

Renee climbed over the fence, the firecrackers and Zippo still clutched in one hand. She hit the ground running, into the backyard of her school. Above, the sky was darkening, the sun setting.

She raced past the dark windows. And finally had her goal in sight. The sandbox.

She skidded to a stop on the wet ground, and quickly stuffed a rocket into the box. She lit up the Zippo, lit the rocket, and backed off.

The rocket sparked, and then went off with a great shrill and burst into a cloud of light far in the air.

Renee went back to the sandbox, put the next firecracker in, and lit that one, too.

The fuse sparked, flared a little, and then went out. A dud.

“Shit!” Renee swore, kicking away the dud and putting her last firecracker into the ground, and lighting the fuse. This one went off, firing flash after flash of multicoloured light into what seemed like the stratosphere, before exploding in a shower of sparks that faded long before they hit the ground.

“Hey!”

Renee spun around just in time to see the boy with the blue-gray eyes jump the fence. She ran to him.

When Aaron finally got to the red-haired girl, he wrapped his arms around her and spun her around. She laughed and kissed him on the cheek on the way down. Finally, for the first time, they kissed, for a long time. They stopped long after the last firecracker had gone out.

“I think you’re the most amazing person I’ve ever met,” said Renee. “I’m never seen anyone do something like what you did before.” But a sudden thought made her turn away. “I don’t deserve this.”

Aaron rolled his eyes, and touched her, lightly, on the shoulder. “Yes you do. You’re the most perfect girl I’ve ever seen. Everything about you, I love. And I’m glad you’re real here, not in a dream.”

Renee sniffed. “Thank you… but I don’t even know your name.”

Aaron bowed, “Aaron McQuaid, at your service?”

Renee mimed a curtsy. “Renee Towey at yours.”

“Renee…” Aaron laughed. At Renee’s glare, he explained, “That’s the most beautiful name I’ve ever heard.”

Renee rolled her eyes. “Great, I’ve stuck with a joker for a soulmate.”

“Hey!

“Who said I was complaining?”

“Alright.”

“So what now?”

Aaron smiled, and put his arm around her waist. “What does it matter? We have the whole world to explore now. There’s just one problem.”

Renee snuggled against him and asked, “Well, what’s that?”

“The police have my car. How are we going to get home?”

The End

