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IN THE DEEPEST DEPTHS OF DISPAIR

 


The mysterious stranger tramps the halls of
the hospital with the lack of care of one that belongs. His graying
locks run low on his brow as he looks left to right, searching,
always searching for the one that begged a miracle and is about to
receive it.

"Doctor hurry. The bleeding is getting too
much."

The being stops and watches. Blood,
terrifying amounts, pouring, flowing, a young doctor desperately
trying to stem the river, inexperienced, yet with enough knowledge
to resolve this.

Fear not, human. You will
live, The Gray wills the desperately
struggling human on the table to know. Wendy will not go uncared for.

He continues his search. Many a human is
suffering in these halls. The worst of the worst are here. It is a
place where miracles are sorely needed and his job is to distribute
them.

A door with a red light over the top
attracts his eye from down a far corridor to his left.

You are
there, the being notes.

Turning his feet, he continues the slow plod
of his progress towards the doors. They open and close now and
then. Time here is a distant thing. The Gray does not live as
humans do. He cares not for what time it might be. All he wishes is
to offer a second chance – a hope for tomorrow. His gift, the one
that his Lord has told him must be bestowed only on the worthy.

Pushing the doors open in a great whoosh of
air, he stops in the room beyond. There is a window. A man is
standing with two elder people. He is tall, strong in body and
black in hair. Like a raven stooping over its young: Protective,
strong, masculine. For a second he is watched. In that man's mind
is only care. Who lies on the table, scared, begging, hoping for
another chance, is the one he is here to see.

The Gray pushes the cold wooden panels of
the room's doors open. Men and women do not see him. He walks to
the man in the middle of the room with a slow tempoed ease. Looking
down, he wills the human to know the truth.

I have come to offer you a miracle. It is up
to you to use it well. Be blessed.


MICHEAL HEART'S AWAKENING

 


Slowly the world comes into focus. It is not
an act of the eyes, but one of all the senses. The cool, comforting
sensation of the wind passing over his lips, the warmth of the
blankets heated by the summer sun, the faint scent of old flowers
near him, no longer new but familiar, the sound of a masculine
snoring at his side somewhere. Sensory information returning after
a long sleep.

Micheal Heart tries to raise a hand. It is a
difficult, jerky movement, like one would expect after waking from
a drug induced sleep. The sound of snoring stops suddenly and the
hand is taken by a stronger, firmer one – familiar in that he knows
it intimately, if not so much as a lover might.

"Peter?"

"You are back, Micheal. Your surgery was a
success. The cancer is gone - all gone. It's a miracle."

Words come to him.

Use it well.

"Jason," Micheal
whispers. Use it well.


AN ISLAND FILLED WITH HOPE

 


Micheal Heart's feet sift through the slow
moving surf under his feet. It's hard to believe that a month has
gone by since he had his operation. The weight that seemed to melt
away when he was sick has returned in full and then some. For a 25
year old man he looks more like 20. His full, tanned shoulders
shift left to right, his lean and long stomach is hard and firm,
everything about him speaks of a health man in his prime. No one on
the beach around him would have thought that he had terminal cancer
only a short while ago – sometimes not even him.

Sitting on the beach a short distance ahead,
his friend Peter Dane is watching him. The tall raven haired man
has been his best friend for as long as he can remember. Through
the times when he was sick to the good times when university wasn't
a battle between his body and his mind, the man has been there for
him.

"Hey!" Micheal shouts. "Have you been
waiting long?"

His friend raises a hand dismissively and
gets to his feet slowly. They meet half way, feet both standing in
the same white washed surf that is so cool at a time when the sun
is warmly browning them from above.

"I got the call," Peter says. "Jason says
that he'll be here tomorrow."

It feels like his heart has wings and is
trying to fly out from his chest. Micheal smiles broadly and his
friend wraps an arm around him companionably. The firm muscle of it
presses downwards comfortably into the shorter man's frame. His
friend smells of rose petals. It has always been odd that Peter
prefers woman's perfume over cologne. For a straight man with a
girlfriend – one that Micheal is hoping to meet soon since he got
sick shortly after the two met – it is a odd choice.

"That's great."

Peter nods his head and looks out at the
surf. Micheal doesn't know why, but he thinks that his friend is
sad. They walk on. It is a comfortable afternoon.


AIRPORT

 


Jason is as handsome as
ever. Blond, short spiky hair, looking trendy in a fashionably pale
shirt and jeans and his slim, gorgeous face crinkled into a wide
and pleasant smile, the man could be a model, something which is
not lost on most of the men and women that meet him.

"Micheal," he says in his smooth, warm
voice. "It's great to see you."

The other man reaches around him and pulls
Jason into a hug. There is only a moment of resistance before it is
returned.

"I'm really glad you could come," Micheal
breathes.

"Me too."

Their hug is short but pleasant enough. It's
probably to be expected after how things ended between them.

"How have you been, Peter?"

"Good, thank you."

As always the two shake hands and fake
smiles. Neither likes each other and Micheal knows that. He's glad
that they are being civil today though. That would really ruin the
get away he has planned for Jason and him.

"Do you want to go to the hotel? My parents
booked us a suite."

Jason heads off to get his luggage as
Micheal and Peter wait.

"Are you sure about this?" his friend
asks.

"More than anything in my life."

The other man only nods. It wasn't really
expected that he would agree.
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