

    
        
          Beyond

        

        
        
          Sigils & Totems, Volume 5

        

        
        
          William Meikle

        

        
          Published by William Meikle, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BEYOND

    

    
      First edition. June 10, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 William Meikle.

    

    
    
      Written by William Meikle.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Stars and Sigils

The Nest

The Edinburgh Townhouse

Sign up for William Meikle's Mailing List

Also By William Meikle

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Stars and Sigils

[image: ]


I'D HAD IT TIMED SO that he would blaze across the Texas sky one last time. I stood watching, long after the small capsule had vanished from sight but from up here I couldn't tell where he ended up—I only knew that he was gone and he wouldn't be back. 

There's not many ways a day can get worse after watching your best friend's flash-frozen cells get launched down into Earth's gravity well, but I found one—more than one actually. I'll get to that soon enough.

First, I have to say something about my friend Johnny. We met at school then knocked around Frisco for a couple of years picking up work where we could get it and women when we could get them. Then his old man died and left him some cash. We set up the business together—no job too big, no rock too small, strip mining ore from as far out as we could reach, and hustling it back Earthside at a profit margin just enough to keep us in business. But we were our own men, I got to fly in the stars all day and Johnny got to sing, where only the Cosmos and me could hear him. Usually that solitude was enough for me to be happy, but now that the big man wasn't going to be there with me, I didn't know if I had the heart to continue.

It wasn't a rock that got him—nor the coldness of space. We'd always joked about how we'd go, then the bastard went and had a heart attack and I wasn't even there, wasn't even working. Three days on the L5 station—R&R supposedly—and it had done old Johnny in, far more surely than three months out in the belt ever had.

So there I was, with the ceremony—such as it was—over, his half of the business turned over to me, more money in my account than sense in my head, cruising the docks looking for a better time. I was an easy mark ripe to be rolled over, and it didn't take long for someone to spot me.
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I WAS LOOKING FOR A bar—I'd walked past two already but they held too many memories, and reminiscing was for another day. Today I wanted to get lost. I was up the far end of the dock—the cheap seats—when I found what I was looking for. It wasn't much—a metal box, a couple of tables and a holovid. But it had booze, and plenty of it, and it was good enough for me for a couple of hours. 

I was well gone before I noticed the woman who had sat down opposite me.

"I'm not interested." I said, thinking she was a hooker.

"I am," she replied. "And you will be too, if you have a sigil and a token."

"A what and a what?" I seemed to have come in at the middle of the conversation and had no idea how I'd got here or how to get out again.

"A sigil—a tattoo, or even a scar, that reminds you if you like—and a token, a memento. With them, you can see him again," she said. "Your friend, Johnny."

"Fuck off, lady—one more word and I'll shove this glass down your throat."

She didn't even flinch, just smiled sadly.

"He said you'd say that. He also said you're smarter than you look, so I hope he was right."

She left a holocard on the table.

"I'm through the back, when you're ready—remember, you need a sigil and a token, otherwise you won't get in."

And with that she did get up and leave me to it. I went back to the booze and after a few more rums I'd almost forgotten her. It was only later, when I came out of it, my wallet a lot lighter and my head a lot heavier that I spotted her holocard on the table below an empty glass. I slid it out, and it started singing—that was nearly enough for me to drown it in the dregs of my beer—but I recognized the voice—Johnny's voice, an old blues tune he used to bellow out in the empty spaces.

He sleeps in the deep, with the fish far below

He sleeps in the deep, in the dark,

He sleeps, and he dreams, in the deep, in the deep

And the Dreaming God is singing where he lies.

I remembered the woman's words—a sigil and a token—I had a sigil already, Johnny and I both did—a small tattoo on my forearm of the first cruiser we bought, The MaryBelle. As for a token—well, I had one of them too—I'd retrieved John's Celtic knot earring before they froze him down and was even now wearing it in my left earlobe.

I got up, staggered slightly, then, before I could talk myself out of it, headed for the incongruous wooden door at the back of the bar.
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SHE ANSWERED ON MY first knock—and I got my first good look at her. She was somewhere in here sixties at a guess, small, almost tiny, jet black hair in a cape over her shoulders, velvet dress and rings on every finger—she looked like she'd walked off an old—a very old—horror movie set. But her smile seemed genuine enough as she stood aside to let me in.

I was expecting another metal box, but this was something far stranger. The door shut behind me, blocking off all noise from the bar outside, but I scarcely noticed. I was taking in the view, both inside and out. The far end of the long room was dominated by a convex picture window that you could stand in and give the illusion of hanging in space. In contrast, the rest of the room seemed to have come up from a Victorian gentleman's library—all mahogany shelves, leather books, Persian rugs on hardwood floors and a scattering of leather armchairs. I knew exactly who had set the place up—it was Johnny's dream room, one he'd talked about often, out in the empty spaces, in between songs.

"How?" I started, and didn't get any further—I was still befuddled with the booze and the grief, and having this room shoved in my face wasn't helping my equilibrium. I sat, almost fell, into one of the armchairs. I kept my back to the window, ignoring the vastness, and that helped, a bit. The glass of Scotch the woman fetched me from a tall decanter on one of the shelves helped some more, so by the time she sat opposite me and started to talk I was almost ready to listen. 

“You’ll have questions?” she said.

“I will have questions,” I agreed. “Many of them. Here’s an easy one to start with. What the fuck is going on here?”

She smiled, and for the first time I saw the deep sadness in her; something in her eyes that told me she had suffered—still suffered.

“It is an outlandish story, I’m afraid,” she replied. “More Scotch? Or a smoke?”

I said yes to both, although I hadn’t had a cigarette in several years. Now seemed to be as good a time as any to revisit old habits. Two minutes later, I cradled another glass of Scotch and puffed, more contentedly than I might have wished, on a Camel as she started. I quickly gave up worrying whether it made any sense and let her talk. Sense could wait. What I needed now was something to take my mind off this room, and the vast emptiness at my back.
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“THERE ARE HOUSES LIKE this all over the world—and, it seems, off world too,” she started. Her accent and her slightly stilted English brought to mind those old movies again; Universal horrors where little old ladies said things like “Beware the moon,” and “You have been cursed.” I had to force myself to pay attention; a large part of me wanted to neck down the Scotch as fast as I could and head for more.

“Most people only know of them from whispered stories over campfires; tall tales told to scare the unwary,” she went on. It was beginning to sound more and more like a pre-prepared speech. “But some of us, those who suffer...some of us know better. We are drawn to the places, the loci if you like, where what ails us can be eased. Yes, dead is dead, as it was and always will be. But there are other worlds than these, other possibilities. And if we have the will, the fortitude, we can peer into another life, where the dead are not gone, where we can see that they thrive and go on. And as we watch, we can, sometimes, gain enough peace for ourselves that we too can thrive, and go on.

“You will want to know more than why. You will want to know how. I cannot tell you that. None of us has ever known, only that place is important, and the sigil is needed. You have a sigil already, I believe. You will also want to know about Johnny, and this room, and the why and how of that too. And again, I cannot tell you. You were drawn here. What you see is what you see, and what you take from it is what you take from it. Only the Dreaming God knows."

I was startled by that last phrase—so much so that I almost spilled the Scotch. I looked down at the glass, looked up—and almost dropped it again, for I was now alone in the room. The tiny woman was nowhere to be seen, gone in the time it took me to blink. And now I was worried that a combination of grief and booze and the funeral had tipped me over a precipice—Space Struck. But the Scotch tasted real enough, so I had some more, and clung tight to the glass as I rose. I meant to head for the door—but I couldn't find one, just three seamless walls of bookcases, and the huge picture window, still at my back. I heard her voice again, as clear as if she was speaking in my ear.

"If we have the will, the fortitude, we
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