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Saudade: Wisps of the night
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The sky and clouds watched 

The living and the dead

A heavy bargain he couldn’t pay

A wishful night that came to pass

Inside a nursery garden

Deep within the forest

Lies an untold story

A beating heart of love and sincerity

A lonesome hand

Reaching out to be touched and reciprocated

The scars of this world are never healed

And never forgotten

––––––––
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By Bounty Bunny
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Tragic Coincidence
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THE CLOCK STRUCK 10PM, and Charles realized it was indeed late with him still being in his office. He had just finished with the clinic's papers and was now reading about how the reconstruction of the school he was funding was going. Its destruction and the events that followed up to its demise were one tragic event to the other. Due to its location in Kelsus, a it was a great help to locals who couldn’t send off their children far off into the main city, hence, its construction was very crucial at this point in time.

However, working on this project wasn’t easy for Charles, given its history and the reason behind its construction. Even though he had all the money and resources on his side, he couldn’t build what he truly wanted.

The more he thought about the school, Charles was reminded of his nephew Riley. He was the main reason behind Charles’ motivation to build this school. 

After his parents died, Charles took it upon himself to take care of the young boy. They both bonded over the fact that they had both experienced a great loss, and Charles hoped that they could help each other heal.

The loss of a loved one is very unfortunate as it is, but even worse when they die with no satisfying explanation as to how they died and not having anything to do about it 

He really wanted to know more about what happened, but he was not ready to confront the past yet.  

Charles sighed as he put the papers down to clear his mind. How it all ended up like this was still a train of events he wasn’t yet willing to look back on no matter how much they hurt and haunted him every night there was no looking back. 

But looking on the bright side, the school was coming out pretty well. This was Charles’ second work which was part of his life project. It was something he decided to dedicate his life to until his last breath. 

This project was a school that once belonged to the Amar’e family before it was burned to the ground. Soon after that incident, Charles took it upon himself to construct another school, Dianne’s School of Kelsus, to compensate for the one that burned. When he began this project, he had the people in mind, however, there was someone in particular whom he thought of the most.

Taking in a deep breath, Charles took all the papers on his desk and placed them in a drawer with several others, then locked it. The tea he was drinking was finished, so he took the cup so he would put it away on his way to bed. 

He stood up from his chair to close the curtains of the large window behind him, and while he was at it, looked at the view outside: a serene moonless night with just the stars gracing the dark blue sky. 

He looked down from the sky and saw a glimpse of the vast grassy land ahead, the area around the estate he felt joy and sadness all at the same time. 

As he was about to close the curtain, something caught his eye. In the dark, in the empty dark night... His eyes widened before gasping in shock. Charles dropped the cup he was holding and stumbled a few steps back he had to blink a few times to make sure what he was seeing was correct.

It came closer and closer slowly, as if wanting to see if he would run, which would only be futile in this situation. Only a few meters and glass separated Charles and what was outside. A sudden sound from behind him managed to make him turn around. 

The door opened.

"Sir are..."

The butler opened the door looking for Charles, but he couldn't finish his sentence because there was no sight of Charles in the office. He was sure he’d just heard something break when he was about to enter, but when he opened the door, the room had no person in sight. 

He reached into his pocket to get his watch to check the time; the butler was sure that Mr Sinclair was supposed to be in here during this time of night as usual. He mostly spent his time going through some paperwork and unfinished projects before he retired to his room, but lately he has been focusing a lot more on the work than usual. 

Normally he would look at the papers in the afternoon and then a few touches in the evening, now he spent most of his day in his office working, which is contrary to how happy and social he used to be. 

As he was about to leave the office to look for Charles somewhere else, something caught the butler’s attention outside; the curtains were not closed properly. He looked outside through the large window and saw that there was something white and misty outside, which was quite strange. That particular day it was certainly hot and it was summer, so there was no way there was supposed to be mist or fog at any time of the day. 

Walking towards the window to see what it was and to properly close the curtain when he was done, and that’s when he saw the thing that made the breaking sound when he was about to enter the office, but he wasn't ready for what was next to the broken cup.

Kinsley was very troubled the next morning and found it difficult to focus on his tasks. Everything that has been happening for the past few months was worrisome, but what happened last night was the last straw because he was now really worried about Charles’s wellbeing. That day he decided to make a call to him to inform them of what was happening as this was the only person who could speak up to Charles and stop him from overworking himself. 

All this time Charles was acting strong and hiding what was truly happening to him, but after talking to this person, Kinsley was sure that he would set Charles straight. He had the right to know everything, especially after what happened the previous night in the office. 

However, before he could do anything, Charles told him to keep his silence on the matter and made him vow not to disclose anything to ‘those two’. 

“I don’t want anyone else to get dragged into this. I already know what I must do and I’m going to complete it no matter what. It’s the least I can do; I owe it to him.”

Kinsley’s hands were automatically tied as soon as Charles told him to keep quiet. His heart was heavy with the guilt that was going to come soon and burning with the need to do what he thought was right, but at then he had to follow the orders Charles gave him. 

What else could he do? He was merely a butler, and there wasn't much he could do after what Charles said. 

But for how long will he have to lie? The Sinclair family was where his loyalty lay, now he had to deceive one to cover up for the other. 

In the days that followed, Kinsley resumed his normal duties as always, and there was nothing out of the ordinary. He made sure that all the maids were on duty and doing their work as ordered before going to the kitchen to check if Charles’ breakfast was ready to be served. One thing he wasn’t sure of was if Charles would come downstairs or he would skip it like other days.

The time to set the table and serve breakfast came. Kinsley could feel some fear and anxiety creeping up on him.

What if Charles didn’t come downstairs? What if he got serious overnight and...

He quickly pushed the thoughts away and went back to what he was doing.

As he was on his way to the dining room, Kinsley was called to the mansion's entrance because someone had delivered an important file to the Sinclair household. Without wasting much time Kinsley went to receive the file, which was meant for Charles. He thanked the deliveryman and took the folder with him so that he could place it in Charles’ office, however, on his way there Kinsley suddenly stopped.

Even though he knew it was wrong, Kinsley opened the folder to see what was inside. 

“Not this again,” Kinsley sighed, his shoulders slumping and face falling. “How much longer is it going to take.”

The file which Kinsley was holding contained details concerning the school project Charles was working on. He didn’t understand what was inside, but there were names that made him quickly close the file and continue his way to Charles’ office.

When he arrived at the door, Kinsley did knock or enter the office. He waited outside for quite some time just staring at the door, tightly gripping the file in his hands. 

Once he had made up his mind, Kinsley folded the file and placed it in his jacket. He took a deep breath and took one more look at the door before walking away as if nothing had happened.
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Rise from The Dead
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‘SUMMER IS HITTING HARD this time,’ thought Tanyah to herself. ‘Working in such conditions is torture.’

She really wished she could get a nice vacation. No noise from the bustling traffic outside, no dirty smoke and air, just peace and quiet. But then she remembered something; a couple of years ago someone died mysteriously in their home estate, and when the news came out, it was not very clear about what happened. Since it wasn’t in the city of Dalsus, their department was told not to get involved and stay away from the case unless told otherwise. 

‘Who was it, by the way? Oh, yes...’ Her train of thought was suddenly interrupted by a knock on the door.

"Good day, Detective"

It was her partner, Louis. They were recently assigned to a case, and were supposed to submit the final report and close it that day. Louis entered with the papers of the case and gave them to Tanyah.

"Good day to you too, Louis," said Tanyah, in a breathy, almost dead tone.

Louis quickly picked up the gloomy dryness in her voice and couldn't help but want to know what was wrong.

"Everything ok there? Seems the heat is really giving you a hard time. You look like a zombie, or rather a dead one at that,” said Louis leaning on Tanyah’s desk. “At least a zombie shows signs of life. You look so dead right now.”

She had dark under eyes, chapped lips and her head was tilted to the side as her eyes were slightly closed and it looked like she was going to pass out at any moment. But she wouldn't, knowing her very well she would still work on a case with a chopped-up arm and a limping leg. She was a smart and bright person but sometimes stubborn and foolish; a good combination depending on the situation. Which is one of the reasons why she was who she was today, a brilliant and enthusiastic woman.

"Yes, the heat is really killing me" she answered as she sighed dramatically and slumped deeper into her chair.

Louis was trying his best to hold in his laugh as Tanyah went through the papers handed to her. She wasn’t even extensively reading the contents because her brain would have combusted due to the tiredness she was feeling. 

As she was scanning through the first few pages the first thing Tanyah saw was the word ‘Leave’. Both her and Louis were being given a period of leave from work as a form of appreciation for their hard work. 

Tanyah quickly stood up from her chair not believing what she was reading. Her eyes twinkled as she kept looking at the papers in her hand.

"Wow, looks like the news of being off work breathed some life back into you. Well...less dead I can say," said Louis.

They both began to laugh as Tanyah picked up a file from her desk and jokingly hit Louis with it. When it came to being a partner and friend Tanyah was very grateful she was working with this man. There was never a time he was sad or gloomy. He was the one who cheered her up even in a bad situation. She remembered when they both almost got fired for blowing up a secret investigation. They almost got fired and arrested at the same time, even so, he still managed to lighten her up.

Tanyah started arranging her desk and randomly placing items away. After that she moved to packing up her things, it wasn’t much so within a few minutes she was finished.

"You're leaving already" asked Louis with a raised brow.

"Time waits for no one dear Louis," she said as she patted his shoulder and bolted out of the room.

"Hey! You know that you can't leave without submitting the papers to the lieutenant!"

He tried shouting in the hopes of his words reaching her but unfortunately, now she was gone. He took the papers from her desk and headed to the lieutenant's office. Something was bothering him though, this leave. Yes, it was ok to go on leave, but something wasn't right. He expected Tanyah to be also questioning the whole thing but it seems like the heat burned both her brain and senses. Maybe there was another important investigation that's being held and given what happened the last time an important investigation took place, it was wise to keep both him and Tanyah very far away.

"So she left huh? That went easier than I expected" said the lieutenant, in disbelief and surprise at hearing Detective Tanyah's quick departure from the police department. And there he thought she was going to question him about the suddenly proposed leave or even refuse it. Hearing this, the lieutenant smiled internally to celebrate his success.

"Yes sir, she left a few minutes ago" answered Louis as he nervously scratched his neck.

"You should also get going, Detective. You guys worked pretty hard so go get some rest, Detective Louis, you deserve it."

"Thank you very much sir."

Louis left the papers on the lieutenant's table and left the office. He went to his office to wrap up a couple of things before he departed. After he was done he packed up his things and headed out his office. When he was near the exit of the police department he crossed paths with someone who subconsciously grabbed his attention. Before the person went far, Louis managed to get a small glimpse of the woman.

She made her way inside walking proudly and smiling while holding something that looked like seals. As she was talking to one of the officers Louis couldn’t take his attention off of what she was holding. He wanted to go ahead and speak to her, however he remembered that he was no longer required to work.   

As soon as Louis closed the door the smile on the lieutenant's face disappeared. He heavily sighed as he rubbed his forehead. He opened one of his drawers and took out two folders. One had Louis's name and the other one had Tanyah's name. He took Tanyah's folder and started going through it. She was smart and sharp, cutting sharply through crime, which is why he needed her out.

Inside was also a request from the Sinclair family to Tanyah. Luckily, he was the first to receive the envelope, otherwise there would have been a lot of trouble for him. He took out his phone and dialled a number.

"Hello, Amar'e Family Estate...?"

*   *   *
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TANYAH DIDN'T NOTICE how her work had taken a toll on her until she started making her drive home, she could feel a great deal of fatigue overcome her wear her down and it took all she had to stay focused.

Living on coffee and snacks wasn't an ideal way of life. Even though it was only for a short time while she was working on a case, the effects were starting to show up. Insomnia was now slowly creeping into her life and she could only rely on her passion to keep pushing forward, otherwise she would have quit a long time ago or collapsed on the job. But her perseverance did manage to get her through. 

She loved the puzzles and mysteries that came with being a detective, to work on complexities of the human mind and obsession when it came to the world of crime and murder. She herself had become obsessed with her job. Well, to some extent. 

A few moments ago, she bolted out of the building leaving everything behind with her thoughts being to just go home and rest. She looked at her face in the mirror and she understood why Louis called her a zombie. She wondered what other people thought when they saw her walking around looking so tired to the point of looking half dead.

Her eyes looked drained and lifeless and the dark circles only made it worse. When was the last time she had a proper meal, a proper bath...oh Lord, a proper man!

The car came to an abrupt halt and the tires screeched on the tar road. Tanyah was mortified by the figure looking back at her. She looked at herself in the mirror again and this time she almost screamed. At this point no person in the world would want or even look at her. Tanyah banged her head on the wheel repeatedly as she ignored the shouts and curses from the cars behind her that were being intercepted by her halted car.

Tanyah finally arrived home and the first thing she wanted to do was take a relaxing peaceful bubble bath and sleep till the next day, but before that she would have to get past the dragon that would be waiting for her inside. When she opened the door to her house she was welcomed by the angry look from her Aunt, Miss Laura, who was stomping towards the door as soon as she heard the door open.

"Hey where have..."

Miss Laura didn't finish her words as she looked at the haggard scene in front of her. She planned on scolding Tanyah for spending three days straight without coming home to eat, rest or even show up to let the world know she is fine. Not even a phone call was made to assure her if she's alive and doing well, leaving Miss Laura to worry because anything could happen in the line of work her niece was working in. 

She understood that she was busy but at the end of the day family was important. All the words she had prepared for the entire day died in her throat as she looked at the state that Tanyah was in.

Noticing the look on her aunt’s face shift from shock, disbelief and pity, Tanyah just pointed to the direction of her room and walked away.

After taking a nice warm bubble bath, Tanyah headed down stairs to talk to her aunt. When she arrived home, she expected a long lecture but her aunt took one look at her and saw that life had given her more than enough of a karma lesson for her. 

Half the hallway now smelled of her favourite bubble bath, peach, after her long soak in the bathroom. She loved everything about it and now the whole house was about to smell like it. With a jolly smile and spirit, Tanyah skipped down stairs to find her aunt.

'Bet she will be happy to know I have some time off work' she thought to herself.

As she sat down in the living room going through the letters from the mail her aunt came in with a tray that had a glass of water on it. Tanyah put the letters down and took the glass of water from her aunt. She gulped it down in a few sips with some of the water leaking from the side of her lips, and when done she placed the glass on the table. 

After that glass of water Tanyah felt quenched, hydrated and even more refreshed. Her aunt on the other hand gave her that same look but this time with a sprinkle of disappointment as the topping. 

"Goodness! Why not swallow the whole glass while you’re at it"

Tanyah only looked at her aunt wide eyed like a deer caught by headlights as she slowly gulped down the water in her mouth. Her aunt believed in female etiquette and norms of a woman holding herself with grace and pride in whatever she did. How she sat, how she talked, how she ate. 

Her aunt’s vision of perfection was making sure everyone was well groomed, up to date, and well-mannered. Tanyah, however, did not have the time to practice or implement any of those things. She hoped that maybe during this holiday she will be able to learn a thing or two in order to impress her aunt.

After receiving a long lecture from her aunt, which mainly consisted of being scolded and reprimanded for not coming home for too long and not even doing as much as giving a call, Tanyah now listened to her aunt as she told her about a visitor that had come by the previous day.

"He came yesterday saying he had something very important to discuss with you. He didn't leave a name or anything..."

Tanyah raised her brows in confusion as to why a person would just depart without leaving any information on what they want or how to reach them if she returned home. Now she was wondering who he was, what he wanted and if it was so important that they had to come to her home. 

"But he left something behind," said Miss Laura as she handed Tanyah a grey scarf.
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The Owner
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The scarf was soft to the touch and gave a warm feeling to her hands. Tanyah unfolded the scarf and she saw a logo at the other end of it. She closely examined it and she realized it was a crest. 

Prominent families since long back each had these crests which were used as a symbol to represent the family. Each family had a different design and elements which reflect that family’s history and values.

Golden Tree

That inscription appeared at the bottom of the blue and white crest. She went to her laptop and looked it up to see if she could find the name or location of the owner of the scarf. 

Although the information she found wasn’t as conclusive as she expected, the words ‘Golden Tree’ connected to a certain location outside of Dalsus. And it was a clinic located in a small town called Kelsus.

A scarf with a prominent family crest, which had the name of a clinic far away from Dalsus, and an unknown person, but something else was bothering her even more; in this God forsaken heat why was someone wearing a scarf, or even carrying it for that matter. It was very hot this time of year and having a scarf was definitely questionable. 

But judging from the crest, maybe it's a sign to show where he's from, and what better place than to have your family prestige on your torso.

She felt her nerves twitching and tingling in excitement. Who was this person, why not come to her office? Was it important that coming to her home was needed?

Tanyah stared at the scarf again as if interrogating it to tell who its owner was. She brought the scarf close to her face to inspect the crest on the scarf of any family name or owner, which is unlikely because family crests were more than enough of an explanation, but the problem was she didn’t know exactly which family. 

Only other prominent people could easily tell which family crest belonged to which family.

Bringing that scarf close to her face was a big mistake, as she brought it even closer to her face to sniff it, however, she didn’t stop there as she brought the scarf even closer to her face.

One inch closer and Tanyah let her intrusive thoughts win; she brought the scarf to her face. She liked the material, although she didn't know exactly what it was. 

As everything around her disappeared, all of Tanya’s focus was on her moment with the scarf.

The smell quickly invaded her senses; she wanted more. She wanted to wrap it around herself and keep it all to herself. To get more of the addictive new smell she kept immersing herself in the scarf until she forgot about everything she was doing.

A knock at the door knocked her out of delusions. She extracted her face from the scarf and looked in the direction of the knock. She then heard her aunt say something as she made her way down the stairs. 

"Oh my, looks like that man is back for his scarf," said Miss Laura as she made her way to answer the door.

Tanyah looked at the scarf, and that's when she saw what she had done. It was now damp because of her wet hair that had gotten in contact with the scarf when she was nuzzling her face into it. And to make matters worse, the scarf now smelled of peach and berry bubble bath. 

For a moment Tanyah was mentally paralyzed, and when she heard footsteps approach the living room, she froze.

She didn’t know what to do next or with the assaulted scarf in her hands which the owner had come to take back. Looking at the direction of the door to see how far her aunt and guest were, Tanyah began to think of a way to get herself out of that mess. 

'What a pervert! What to do now?' Tanyah berated herself. How could she easily get carried away by a mere scarf.

This was her first time meeting this person and the setup was already getting up from a bad start. 

What will he think? That she's a desperate and unprofessional person who didn’t know how to conduct and control themselves. Horror and shame quickly enveloped Tanyah as she buried her face in her hand and mumbled, “This is certainly not how a lady should act.”

‘The dryer!’

Yes, the dryer. She could toss the scarf in the dryer while she's talking to the owner, and by the time they are done the scarf will be home and dry. The plan sounded good, and it might just work. Not wasting any time, she got up from where she was seated and went straight to the laundry room to get her plan in motion.

Meanwhile...

"Good afternoon, ma'am. I'm sorry to interrupt your day, but it seems I left my scarf behind."

'What a charming young man,' thought Miss Laura before she quickly let him inside the house.

"Ah yes! I kept it well and in good shape. It's of delicate quality, mind sharing a thing or two," coaxed Miss Laura, lightly nudging her elbow at the man. 

The man laughed before saying, “Unfortunately there’s only one of that kind in this world, maybe similar but never the same. However, I can have a special one made just for you.”

“Thank you very much,” gushed Miss Laura.

They both merrily conversed as they made their way to the living room. However, the smile that was on Miss Laura quickly fell to the depths of hell with the scene that unfolded right in front of her a few seconds later.

On her way to the laundry room, she recalled leaving some papers scattered on the table. With a visitor in the house it wouldn't make a good impression to have papers everywhere. But she needed to be quick before the visitor got comfortable in the living room. A good impression is always important. She again, raced to the living room to remove the papers.

At this point her hair was a total mess, beads of sweat settled on her forehead, panting wildly like as if she’d been in a marathon. Holding the scarf closely to her, she bolted into the living room. But unfortunately, she didn't make a smooth and successful entrance. 

The day really wasn't hers. Unfortunate events seem to latch onto her one after another.

As soon as she entered the living room, she went face first something hard. Whatever it was, it wasn't a door. The collision had so much impact that she fell to the ground.

It took a few seconds for her to register her surroundings and what had just happened. The first thing she saw were some shoes, black and neatly polished in front of her and the more her head cleared she realized what just happened.

Could things get any worse? 

Apparently yes. She looked at Miss Laura and it looked like a horror movie was being enacted right before her eyes. Her hands clutched her non-existent pearls, and her face showed profound shock and horror.

The man did not move or say anything; he just looked down at her like a small creature on the ground. He wore dark glasses, which she was glad about because she didn’t want to see the way he would look at her after the stunt she just pulled. 

He slowly bent down to where Tanyah was and took the scarf that was resting on her shoulder.
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VICTOR SIGHED HEAVILY as he got off the phone with one of his colleagues he had sent on a special mission to search for someone who was running away from him. It has been two years since Victor started this manhunt, and still there was no success in getting this person’s location or getting them to come to Kelsus. 

While also tracking down that person’s whereabouts, Victor had something else that was weighing on him even more; his father and mentor died unceremoniously, and the whole thing was just covered up as ‘natural’. Even though people believed it and the case was closed, Victor refused to accept it and was willing to go to any lengths to prove himself right. 

However, his pursuit to find answers was more difficult than he expected, it seemed like he was being pushed ten steps back with every single step he took forward  

His second appeal concerning Charles’s death met rejection. Everything was already closed, and having it reopened was quite difficult. He appealed for a second time, but this time it was under a private investigation. They shut down the investigation again shortly after it progressed, as they realized it was about a closed and condemned case.

It really seemed like the end of the road for him and all he could do was just wait for a ray of light in the pitch-black darkness.

A few weeks earlier, one of his colleagues recommended that he talk to a certain detective who might help. He quickly sent a request to the police department to talk to the detective, however, he soon realized it was an uncalculated move from his side as that request was buried away somewhere to make sure no progress went forward. 

Victor always felt there was someone who was pulling strings behind the scenes, and that person was well-hidden from him because no matter how much tried searching for them it always came to a dead end. 

They had eyes and ears everywhere, including the police department. Making such an open and blunt move was very dangerous and he was putting himself in the spotlight to be easily targeted. If they heard someone was still digging up the story behind Charles' death, they wouldn't hesitate to eliminate the person. Now not only was he dodging bullets and dealing with Charles' death, he was supposed to bring Charles' nephew to Kelsus to take what his uncle gave him, but he kept refusing to budge no matter what. 

He wasn't even there at Charles' funeral. The family grudge really merged from long back, he didn't quite know the details but it was the cause of a rift between a family. 

Taking matters into his own hands, Victor personally went to the detective's home, but unfortunately, she wasn't home. He had lost all hope in this case and was considering something else, but as if fate was pulling him not to give up, on his way back to Kelsus he realized he left his scarf at the home of the detective he was looking for. He cherished the scarf, a birthday gift from Charles, ever since he received it.

This was the first time he had ever lost or forgotten the scarf anywhere and he took it as a sign that Charles was telling him to come back to the house. Victor told himself that he would go back there the next day without failure.

For the time being he was at the Sinclair mansion in Kelsus and currently having a huge headache after his colleague whom he had put in charge of Charles' nephew who was supposed to come to Kelsus told him the man still didn't want to come. What's there to hate about this place? 

He regarded this place as his home and sanctuary. It was quiet and peaceful, vast grassy land to enjoy and mesmerize the eye, friendly and kind people who really cared about each other. That was his view of Kelsus. Why was he refusing? This place was way better than where he was, France.

"Ugh! He’s seriously giving me a headache...," sighed Victor, he could only vent out his frustrations to himself, otherwise he would have gone to get him by himself and beat him into a pulp if he refused. Dragging him here was
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