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A Legacy Literary Society Publication

The Meeting

Bob Brittle, a popular free-lance writer of non-fiction, twenty-nine years old, had accidently met his life-long friend, Bruce Stewart, one morning at the London airport. They had decided to meet later for lunch while they were both still in town. Bruce was the same age as Bob, and the two had gone to elementary and high school together back in the states. They had decided on a popular pub close to downtown to meet for lunch. The waitress had just brought them their sandwiches and tea. Their table was almost in the middle of the crowded dining area.

“So, how are you, Bruce? You need to fill me in on what you have been up to for the last couple of months.” Bob said. Bob was the perpetually inquisitive type of person. He put that mindset to good use in researching his books. Sadly, the brilliant, active mind that consumed him with curiosity also made him very unkempt. Most people, except the charitable ones, would view him as a slob. It never seemed to occur to him that this one factor kept him forever single. derby. He dressed in casual wear, as he called it, but it usually looked like he had just gotten out of bed with the clothing that he had slept in. He always carried or had in hand a notebook of some type, just in case he needed to write down an important fact that he had discovered. A dull pencil, or pen  was usually sticking out the right side of his derby. When he discovered an item of interest, he would usually write it down in his notebook while he sounded out the words out loud. A stranger may consider him to be on the rather slow of wit side of things upon first sight, but in reality, he was quite brilliant as his writings demonstrated. His books tended to be packed full interesting, previously unheard-of facts. Discovering the world, in his own way was his chief compassion.  

His long-standing best friend and fellow author was quite the opposite in many ways. He was well-spoken, well mannered, well dressed, and quite charming. Bruce had a full head of thick dark hair, large brown eyes, a tall, powerful, athletic build, beautiful teeth and dimples to match. He was quite a lady’s man during his college days, but he managed to remain unmarried due to the hopes of establishing a successful career first. He spent some time working for a newspaper, then, after tiring of that in about a year, he began writing for various magazines. Finally, he branched out on his own in what began as a side topic. He became a successful writing authority in the field of the paranormal. Finding ideas for his books was Bruce’s main compassion. He hoped that new ideas would give him new and better sales. The two men would probably have never been best friends if they hadn’t been next door neighbors since birth. They went to the same schools together, and often played together as youths until high school graduation.  It was when they both went their separate ways to different universities that they temporarily lost track of each other for a few months, and then, by chance, their paths crossed again in London.  

“Oh, I’ve given up on writing for newspapers. They are dying, you know, Bob, so there’s no future in it. Magazines mostly don’t pay all that well. So, I’ve gone independent, sort of like you. I write fiction books. It’s more rewarding because it’s creative, I see on the London Times front page that another murder has taken place. The victim, like the others, had his head torn off. The man’s head is missing.” Bruce said.

“That makes thirteen murders in the last six months. It may be some sort of satanic ritual or something, you know witchcraft often requires sacrifices. I choose to stick to the facts, Bruce. I deal with non-fiction. The few fictional books that I’ve written have been flops.” Bob said.

“I guess I’m just the opposite of you, Bob. I have a following now, and that helps. And, yes, I stick to the facts also,” Bruce said.

“So, what kind of fiction are we talking about Bruce?  I haven’t read any of your books... wait maybe one a long time ago.”

“Paranormal, and science fiction.”

“Paranormal? Oh, I have no taste for that. Ghosts and goblins be gone!” Bob chuckled as he adjusted his derby. “That stuff is just nonsensical fluff. I’m not into witchcraft or paranormal things at all.”

“Really, Bob, the paranormal is all around us. Most people don’t realize that fact. It is an important fact! Don’t ignore the facts!”

“Oh, come on, Bruce. You mean to tell me that you think that there’s ghosts and witches around us here in this nice London pub?”

“Absolutely, Bob. Look around us. I guarantee that some of these people aren’t who they appear to be. You know that there are spirits that inhabit the bodies of humans, don’t you? Some can even take a human form of their own. They can also imitate just about anyone, even characters out of books. Recently, I think I have been followed by a dark, ghostly figure from one of my novels.”

“Oh, don’t be silly, Bruce. You don’t actually believe the junk that you write about do you?”

“Believe? I know it to be true, Bob. Don’t be ignorant. You have even stated in the past that anything is possible, and that we don’t know everything about the things in this world. You don’t remember of ever saying that?”

‘Yes, but really, Bruce. I think that you carry it to extremes, aren’t you?”

“No, not really, Bob. You are an intelligent man, but you are closed minded in many ways.”

“So, then, if some spirits can take on human appearances, how then, do you even know that I’m really Bob?” 

“Because, Bob, these things always give themselves away somehow. You are legitimate.”

“This is so ridiculous, I said it’s unimportant! Okay then, look around, Bruce, at all these people. Tell me since you are such an expert, are there any spooks in here, in this pub?”

“Off hand, I don’t see any. It’s hard to spot them since they try to blend in.”

“Give me a break, Bruce! What about that man sitting at the bar over there? He looks like he could be something weird, a paranormal thing, you know.”

“No, Bob, I’d have to say that he’s just drunk.” 

“Hmm, look over there at that table to my right. Those two fine women. They are unusually beautiful, Bruce. Is that a sign or what?”

“Whoa! You are so right for a change! The word beautiful doesn’t do justice! It’s a sign alright; a sign that I need to introduce myself to them.”

“So, what happened to the ghostly, spirit world, Bruce? You have passed into a different realm, now, haven’t you?”

“Bob, we are both single, right? We aren’t getting any younger, either. Could you imagine waking up to something like that every morning?” Bruce asked.

“Better yet, going to sleep beside such a haunting beauty is beyond most of my expectations. They are probably engaged, or have serious love interests, elsewhere. Bruce, I think that they are out of our league. Some millionaire, somewhere has them on his personal call list.”

“You are probably right. They are obviously high maintenance. Look at their expensive dresses and diamonds.” Bruce observed. Then, he began whispering. “They could be witches, or demonic spirits in human form. Such beauty is rare, Bob. They are enticing, almost bewitching if I may use the term with you.” 

“So, you think that their beauty is a trap of some type, to draw us, or other unsuspecting victims in? But in to what, Bruce?” Bob whispered back in a reply with a big smile.

“I would have to say, drawn into something devilish and destructive.” Bruce stated quietly. “They will destroy a man of lust. That is who they are hunting for. Their sensuous apparel shows that they are on the hunt, particularly for a man who only looks on the outward appearances.” 

“They hunt womanizers? Are we womanizers? Well, look at them. Their faces don’t seem to match your devilish description of evil.”

“No, but that is part of the deception...”

Just then, the two young women got up from their table, and walked slowly passed Bob and Bruce’s table and out the front door.

“Wow, what a sight! Bruce! I could look at that all day!” Bob exclaimed. 

“All night, too! So, what were we saying about sensuality?”

“Are we womanizers?” Bob asked. “Hey one of them dropped her billfold on the floor!” Bob said as he leaned over and picked it up.

“If you hurry, you can probably still catch them!” Bruce suggested.

“Right!” Bob said and then ran out the front door. In a few minutes, he came back in still holding the billfold.

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s like they evaporated.”

“Well, come back to the table and we can look in the billfold. If there’s and address in there, an ID, we can maybe return it,” Bruce said with a smile. Bob sat down at the table with the billfold in his hand. He opened it up and went through all the compartments and only found an ID.

“Look, Bruce, there’s no money in here, no credit cards, no pictures, just this old ID. It’s thirty years old, Bruce. Look at it,” Bob said and handed the billfold and card over to his friend. 

“Wow, the ID is thirty years old, Bob, and this woman in the picture looks just the same as she does now, that is, if it’s the same person. Her name is Rose Hill.”

“Well, some women age differently than others. She could have had plastic surgery. It could even be a picture of her mother.” Bob suggested.

“This looks just like her. It does give an address. She is from the states, Bob. At least we know whoever this is lives or lived in the states.” 

“So, according to your way of thinking, the person in the picture may be dead, and who we saw was a ghost or something?” Bob asked. “If this isn’t her, what is she doing carrying an old billfold around that doesn’t belong to her? I’m confused.”

“Maybe she carries it for sentimental reasons. At the present, I don’t really know one way or another. The woman I saw today was very much alive, but the other woman, the one she was with, looked familiar.” Bruce replied. “You know witches can take on the form of youth and beauty, but be old hags in reality.”

“Wait a minute, Bruce, you mean to tell me that you know who the other one was?”

“No, but I think I’ve seen her on the television; the news I think.” Bruce said as he started looking things up on his smart phone. “Give me a few minutes, Bob. I think I’m on to something.” 

They both sat there quietly. Bob pulled his phone out of his pocket also and started scrolling through various personal interest news articles. 

“Whoa! There she is!” Bruce announced holding his phone up in front of Bob. “That’s her!”

“Professor Beverly Franklin of Oxford. Hmm, she’s the youngest professor ever hired there. She got her dual Ph.D.’s at the age of nineteen.” Bob read off the phone screen.

“She’s not only beautiful, but she’s a genius also! What a combination!” Bruce said with a smile.

“Okay, those two are obvious friends, so if we rode up to Oxford, we could just give the billfold to Beverly and be done with it,” Bob replied.

“Well, that would take care of the billfold situation, but really, I’m not sure I want to be done with it in regard to either one of those two knock-outs.” Bruce said.

“They certainly are enticing, Bruce. Like you said. I don’t have a meeting with my publisher until late tomorrow afternoon. We could ride up there to Oxford in maybe two hours and take care of the billfold business today.” Bob said

“Well, that sounds great to me. I don’t have a meeting. I’m in search of a story for a book as usual. Shall we go?” Bruce said.

“Okay, it’s settled then. I’ll pay the tab, while you bring your car around.”

“Sounds like a deal to me.”

“I have to use the restroom before we leave, though, Bruce. It won’t take but a minute.”

Bruce walked out to get his automobile, while Bob paid the tab at the register. While paying the bill, he noticed a strange design on the wall behind the cash register.

“Pardon me sir, but what is the meaning of that strange design on the wall? It has the upside-down Star of David, and in its center, the broken cross of Saint Peter,” Bob asked the young man behind the counter.

“Oh, that? From what I understand, it was put up there years ago by the owner, way before my time. It is supposed to have some sort of mystical meaning or power that only the owner knows about.”

Bob noticed the cashier’s name tag, “So, Ross, what do those Greek letters stand for at each of the star points?”

“Couldn’t tell you. Like I said, only the owner of this place knows.”

“He must be some sort of cultist or something.”

“He? It’s a woman that owns this place, Mister.”

“Who is she?”

“Rose Hill.”

“Oh, I have her billfold. Would you mind giving it to her when she comes in?” 

“No, sir, not in your life, Mister! I wouldn’t touch that thing in a million years.”

“That’s strange. She’s your boss, isn’t she? She pays your salary, doesn’t she? She should be glad to get it back. She may give you a reward or something.” 

“Right, but I’ve seen that thing before, and the person that picks it up always has something happen to them. It’s like they become dust in the wind. They are in the missing persons section of the next day’s newspaper.”

“Really? Like how?”

“They disappear from off the face of the earth.”

“So, you think that there’s a curse on this purse?”

“I guess you could say that, Mister.”

“How about I just leave it here on the counter, and she can pick it up herself, later.”

“Get that thing away from me...” the clerk said. Taking off his apron in a hurry, he ran out the front door.

“Strange, very strange...” Bob said as he picked up the receipt off the counter. 

He tucked the billfold belonging to Rose Hill into his back pocket. Then, Bob walked down the short, straight hall to the men’s restroom. As he was washing his hands all the lights went out, and he had to feel his way to the door. The lights came back on as he found the door handle. Pulling it open, he walked down the hall until he came to a ninety-degree turn. There was a door at the very end. Bob looked back toward where he had just come from, and was surprised to see that the restroom door that he had just came out of was no longer there! Bob then hurried down the hall to the door and opened it. On the other side of the door was another hallway that went immediately to his left. Bob looked down that hallway and saw another door at the end of it. He hurried down to that door and found that it opened to the restroom that he had just left. 

Upon entering he checked the restroom exit door and found that it opened to a hall that went a little way and made a ninety-degree turn in it.

“Okay, great! I’m getting spooked, here. So, how did I get in some sort of loop or something?” Bob said to himself. He looked around the restroom and noticed a small window to the outside, high up close to the ceiling. It was too high for him to see out of, but he thought that he could climb out of it if he could get up to it. Bob pulled the round, metal restroom trashcan under the window and removed the plastic liner. He then turned it upside down and stepped up on it. It was perfect. He opened the window, and saw Bruce waiting for him in the car, at the front of the pub. Bob carefully climbed out of the window and stepped safely down on to the pavement. Relieved, he quickly made his way to the waiting car. 

“Bruce, you will never believe what I just went through! There for a minute, I thought I was lost for good,” Bob said as he got into the car. “Did you see a young man running out the front door just a minute ago? You know, the clerk?”

“No.” Bruce replied.

“What a strange thing, just then. I don’t know how to explain it.” 

Bruce started the car, and said, “You can tell me all about it on the way to Oxford.” 

Suddenly, Bruce’s car was hit from behind by another car causing Bob to hit his head on the dash, and Bruce to almost break his nose on the steering wheel. 

“Are you alright, Bob?” Bruce asked.

“Yes, nothing serious. What happened?”

“I am so sorry. My foot slipped off the brake pedal and I accidently ran into your car. It doesn’t look like anything was damaged to me, but here’s my card with my phone number on it,” a small, young woman said standing in front of Bruce.

“Your name is F. E. Tell?” Bruce said, looking at the card. “There must be a meaning to the letters...”

“Yes, the E. stands for Ellen.”

Bruce walked around his vehicle and said, “You are right, miss, I don’t see any physical damage. Just my friend and I have been shook-up a bit, that’s all.”

“Do I need to call an ambulance?” she asked.

“Actually, I don’t think so. My friend and I are in a bit of a hurry, so I’ll take your card, and if anything develops, I’ll call you,” Bruce said and got back into the vehicle. He handed the card to Bob and started the car.

“Let’s hope this isn’t a sign of bad things to come, Bob.”

“This card says her name is F. E. Tell. Maybe she’s a distant relative to the William Tell of yesteryear lore,” Bob said.

“We may want to talk to her later, Bob, but for now, we are on our way to Oxford. I don’t want to think about bad signs for now, just road signs.”

“You know it may be easier to take the train or bus,” Bob said.

“I’m a do it yourselfer. You know that. Just sit back and let me take care of the driving.”

“Okay, I’ll be the navigator,” Bob asserted.
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“So, you are telling me that this purse that you hold in your hands, belongs to a witch?” Bruce asked as he drove out of London’s city limits.

“Bruce, I didn’t say that. I merely stated that for some reason, I had an unreal experience back at the pub after you went out to get the car.”

“And this woman, Rose Hill, owns the pub?” Bruce asked.

“Apparently, I conclude that she is the same person we saw earlier, or a granddaughter of the same name.”

“So, then, shall we continue on to Oxford knowing this? Or should we just throw the billfold out the window?” Bruce continued.

“I’m not sure, but the only way we will find the truth is to pursue it.” Bob said slowly.

“I think you are right, Bob,” Bruce replied. “According to GPS, we have a total of maybe two hours driving time to Oxford on M40, depending on traffic, and we’ve already been on the road, for most of that. We should be there soon.”

“Look there, Bruce, there’s a town up ahead. Wycome? I didn’t quite catch the name on the sign.”

“If that is true, Bob, we’ve been on the road for almost two hours, and we are only half way there! I don’t think you saw the sign right.”

“Let’s pull in and get our bearings. Maybe, someone can give  advice on a shortcut or something, because we must have gotten side tracked somehow.”

“Bob, we’ve seen no unnecessary turn-offs on the road to Oxford from London, so that we didn’t make any wrong turns. It’s pretty much a straight simple shot from London to Oxford by just following the signs. This will be the first turn off the main road that we have made so far!”

Bruce turned the vehicle down a smaller road and stopped at a visitor’s center. The both got out of the vehicle.

“Let’s hope that we can get some sound advice in here in this little market town,” Bruce said.

They both went inside the warm building and found a young woman standing behind a counter. There were brochures stacked neatly on the counter, along with several maps. 

“Welcome to our town, gentlemen. Help yourself to our brochures. If there’s anything that you need me to help you with, please ask.”

Bob picked up a map and looked at it, “Bet you don’t give out many of these anymore.”

“No, not anymore, but there are people who still want them. Not everyone has GPS.”

“That’s hard to believe, but I suppose you know what you are talking about,” Bob said, putting the map back down on the counter.

“Would you like some fresh donuts? We bake them fresh every day” she asked.

“Yes,” Bob said and he took a glazed donut from the counter.

“So, how do we get to Oxford from here?” Bruce asked.

“Why just go
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