
        
            
                
            
        


	Eternal Escapes

Carol Hightshoe


Copyright © 2015 by Carol Hightshoe

Digital Edition

Published by WolfSinger Publications

www.wolfsingerpubs.com

All rights reserved.

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should visit your favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. 

Thank you for respecting the rights of this author.

For permission requests, please contact 

WolfSinger Publications at 

editor@wolfsingerpubs.com

All characters and events in this book are fictitious.

Any resemblance to persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.

Digital ISBN: 978-1-936099-96-2


Looking to escape your old life and start a new one? Then you need to visit me. Who am I? I’m Richard LaFayette and I’m the director of Eternal Escapes Funeral Home. Wait, don’t panic. Yes, we offer the traditional services for those who have passed, but we also offer additional services for those who need to escape this life. After all once you’re dead, who can come after you?

~ * ~

“I’ve managed Eternal Escapes for several years now. To the outside world, it appears to be a normal funeral home, one which has been in the LaFayette family for generations.” I was proud of that fact and smoothed my dark tie as I spoke. “The original building was part of a church and the long ago member of the LaFayette family, who established Eternal Escapes, had the grounds blessed not only by the local Catholic priest before he left New Orleans,” I chuckled knowing his true fate, “but also by several other priests and priestesses of different religions. There are stories,” I sat back slightly in my chair. Not too relaxed, one must keep up appearances. “Handed down in the oldest journals that say the great Voodoo Priestess Marie Laveau herself had a hand in casting the magic this place uses.” 

A slight smile tugged at my lips. 

“Funeral homes here in New Orleans have long faced a challenge—the water. There are places in this city where you can’t bury a body in the ground because of it. Well, Eternal Escapes offers a unique solution. I paused dramatically, “Internment in a different time and place.”

I stopped and looked at the young woman sitting across from me. She was dressed in a tattered dress, wooden shoes and her blue eyes were wide, both with fear and excitement. She had appeared in the coffin room after I returned the sarcophagus that had been used for the Egyptian style funeral of an elderly woman who believed she was the reincarnation of some forgotten temple priestess of Bast. 

The decease’s linen wrapped body safely rested with thousands of cat bodies in the Great Tomb near the goddess’ temple in Bubatis. A minor mystery if anyone ever realizes there is a human body with all the cats interred there.

The girl continued to watch me with those luminous blue eyes. The universe had been telling me for a couple of years I would soon have to retire by bringing ‘replacements’ here to train, just as I had been brought here from my place in time to become part of the LaFayette family and eventually director of this unique funeral home. 

There was none of the terror I had seen in the eyes of the boy who had been the last brought here. He’d been sent back to his own time and place. 

She leaned forward, her gaze curious, her eyes sparkling. Good signs. Maybe my time had indeed finally come.

“What is your name?” I asked.

“Lieke.” 

I nodded. “Messenger.”

She nodded.

“To fit into this place and time, we should change it.” I held up my hand before she could protest. “I had to do the same when I was brought here, Lieke.” I think it had been summer as well. “Before I became Richard, I was Sorley, which is a summer traveler in my native tongue.”

I waited for her reaction and saw the tiny nod she gave me. I wanted to keep her name tied to her home, but wasn’t sure how to translate Lieke. Then it hit me—flowers. The Nederlands was renowned for their flowers, tulips in particular, but also: “Lily,” I said.

Lieke, now Lily smiled at me. “Lily LaFayette,” she confirmed. Even as she said it, her speech changed slightly, adopting a delicate southern accent. Not heavy like Hollywood made them, but soft, gentle. Just like a flower. Like a Lily.

I had one more thing to tell her. “Right now, you still have the option to go home. Until you actually agree to stay and become the next Director of Eternal Escapes, you are not required to stay. However,” I waited as what I had told her sunk in. “If you agree to stay you will not be able to leave until you have trained someone to take over after you. This place is a blessing for many, but it is also a trap.”

~ * ~

That was almost six months ago. Lily has become an integral part of Eternal Escapes. Her caring and empathic manner always re-assures those who are struggling with making the final or ‘Eternal’ arrangements for a loved one. 

One thing I’ve also noticed about her is she spends most of her free time in the library room. 

The library room is as unique as the services we offer. We have texts covering centuries of history. Almost every historical period and culture is represented in our books and occasional scrolls. Some retrieved from the time period they cover. 

Then there are the books covering the funeral practices of various cultures. 

Lily was a quick study and she worked well with the families of our clients, helping them make decisions. 

The only book she hadn’t read yet was the ‘record’ book of the director. It was created by the same magic that had created Eternal Escapes. The histories it held were of those who used our services to escape to a new life.

~ * ~

“Tommy was killed in Iraq,” the heavy-set woman said, her grief dripping through.

“But you don’t want a military funeral,” Lily said. She was sitting next to the desk beside me.

“No.” The man took his wife’s hand and squeezed it tightly. They both sat in the comfortable chairs we provided for our clients. “We disagreed with the war and we didn’t want him to join the army.” He shook his head. “Our son was always headstrong, never listened to us, and now,” he stopped, swallowing hard. “He’s gone.”

I heard the bitter sorrow in the man’s voice, the biting pain and even the pride. These were parents who had struggled to make sure their son was strong and independent. They were proud of that. I could see it in their stance and the set of their faces. They just felt his death had been in vain because they disagreed with the cause.

Lily nodded. She was very beautiful and still very professional in her plain black dress and simple matching shoes. “You want to honor his bravery, but you don’t want the military involved. Am I correct?” She tilted her head slightly toward them. A good tactic. Proved she was listening.

I was a bit puzzled by the direction Lily was taking the conversation, but let her continue as I made notes in the ledger. Fallen soldiers usually had burial benefits yet the family would have limited say in where or how their child was buried. 

Both parents nodded, and that told me Lily was on the correct track. I knew the Tafoya’s didn’t have much money. They would have been reluctant to have their son interred in one of the community cemeteries where after one year and day, if you didn’t pay again, nasty custom, the body could be removed and the plot used for someone else. 

At least the old prohibitions on cremation were no longer in place, but even then there was still the assumption you had to pay for an expensive casket and all the extras.

I shook my head. Too many funeral homes preyed on the grief of the families and pushed the idea you needed to send the deceased off in style. Perhaps a carry-over of ancient traditions of interning the deceased with their valuables like the Pharaohs of Egypt, the Vikings, and others. 

Of course, the Vikings also cremated their dead.

For a moment, I wondered if she was thinking of a Viking funeral. Those were a bit more difficult to perform properly. The city and county didn’t like us launching a Viking style ship in Lake Pontchartrain and setting it on fire. 

Typically, for the few we had done, we cremated the body first, then used a replica Viking boat in the small pond here on the property. Most families understood. I wasn’t sure that was what these parents would want for their son.

“You taught him to be strong, to stand up for himself, to fight for what he believed in, to defend others,” Lily said softly.

The father nodded. 

Lily looked at me. “Sparta?”

Perfect. I nodded.

“Like in that movie 300?” the father asked.

“Yes. Although Hollywood took many liberties with that story. It did capture the spirit of the Spartan people as recorded in legend.”

I saw a light in the mother’s brown eyes. Yes, she liked the idea. No flag draped coffin, no twenty-one-gun salute, no Arlington burial. Still there’d be recognition of the reasons why he joined the military and his service. Nothing to tie it to a war they disagreed with.

“Please understand, we don’t have much, but…” the father let his voice trail off.

That was my cue. “Sir, we do understand and don’t worry, this will be the final price.” I handed him a slip of paper. I know of ways to tap into the son’s burial stipend and reduce their cost further, even though our rates are always reasonable.

He handed the paper to his wife. “I don’t understand,” he said. “This is barely a fraction of what other funeral homes wanted.”

“Sir, Eternal Escapes has been here for many years. We can afford to base our prices on what people can pay.” I smiled. It was the truth. “One of the advantages of the specialized services we offer.”

“Thank you.”

“Now you understand that this will be a cremation.”

They both nodded.

“There will be a memorial plaque placed in the alcove of your choice,” Lily said, “We have several different ones you can select from. I do have a few recommendations.” She picked up a small book. She seemed to have a sixth sense of what the families would want and had already narrowed the possibilities for the couple.

“Let’s take a look at the alcoves.” She stood and waited for the parents.

I knew the first one she would be taking them to, the Alcove of Nike, the Goddess of Victory
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