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Prologue
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“All the world’s a stage,

And all the men and women merely players;

They have their exits and their entrances,

And one man in his time plays many parts,

His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant,

Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms.

Then, the whining schoolboy with his satchel

And shining morning face, creeping like snail

Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad

Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then, a soldier,

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard,

Jealous in honor, sudden, and quick in quarrel,

Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then, the justice,

In fair round belly, with a good capon lined,

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut,

Full of wise saws, and modern instances,

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts

Into the lean and slippered pantaloon,

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,

His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide

For his shrunk shank, and his big manly voice,

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes

And whistles in his sound. The last scene of all

That ends this strange eventful history,
Are second childishness and mere oblivion,
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.”
William Shakespeare

The world is a stage certainly rang true when I was under my fifth Arabian household patriarch, Tad Abdul Hafiz’s auspice. Not only did my experiences in his ménage transform my worldview, but it also left me hyperventilating for the halcyon days when life was tender and oh so mellow.

This effervescent sportsman could turn south impetuously, rousing injudiciousness to those near and dear into relegated tailspins. Like a dog chasing its tail, this enthralling champion could charm any male and female to do his bidding. There were many a time when Andy and I almost lost our cool with one another or with the athlete. Thanks to our Enlightened Royal Oracle Society’s mentorship, we kept our prudent sagacity. Maneuvering through Tad Abdul Hafiz’s household, وكر الذئب Aldhdhib Dann (Wolf Den) with ease and grace before plummeting headlong into my sixth Arab household with unscathed audacity. 

My seventh and final harem assignment proved to be more challenging than anticipated when I became a Big-Brother (BB) to a Freshman. Although I fulfilled my BB’s duty with aplomb, it was not without trials and tribulations. My unwavering guide, mentor, lover and friend, Andy whose valiant stance proved invaluable. Advising and steering me towards the right direction in every step I took.  

“And then the lover, sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad made to his mistress’ eyebrow,” the Shakespearean monologue did hold true, in my instance, it would read as: “And then the lover, sighing like furnace, with a ‘consequential’ ballad made to his ‘master’s’ eyebrow,” while Andy and I burrowed our way through the Wolf Den.

Although ex-Valet and my “sixth age” has yet to manifest, we had matured and hopefully grown wiser from our youthful woes.

Within the pages of Metanoia, reflective introspection plays a significant role. Although my topsy-turvy experiences at Wolf Den proved to be exhausting, yet from turmoil rose equanimity. Our time with Tad challenged mine and Andy’s relationship to remain sang-froid rather than explosive. During those months, we were eager to conquer the world and blessed to emerge unscathed as our intimacy flourished by leaps and bounds. As Ms. Mary Hopkin sang so eloquently in her 1968 song: Those were the days, we thought they’d never end... But it did end in woebegone remorse and tearful goodbyes when in 1970 my Valet and I went our separate ways, never to reconnect again until forty-three years later.

Although we re-established communication in 2012, we have yet to meet. Ever since we laughed away the hours and dreamed of all the great things we had done, oh long ago. We now have dubieties and ambiguities to overcome. We are in stable relationships with another, is it worth our while to relive those halcyon years? I continue to ponder.

It seems decent for us to sing and dance forever and a day via long-distance communication. But when push comes to shove, my continual reservations bug me caution if we are to meet. After all, we’d lived the life we chose and fought the fight and never lost. For we were young and sure to have our way. Why then should I even contemplate to elicit the past in the present? What good will rekindling our lost love if not render another set of heartaches that will imperil our relationships with our current partners?

Had I lost my starry notions when the busy years went rushing by? Only happy to hear Andy’s tales through our extensive correspondence?

Will I experience strange reflections if Andy did walk through the door? That familiar laughter I’d often seen on his face when he called my name? Oh, my beloved friend, we’re older but are we wiser? For in my heart the dreams are still the same. Does it ring for you too, Andy?

These are questions I dare not comprehend if we do meet again.

Young.
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The Perfect Storm (Chapter One)
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“The storm is a good opportunity for the pine and the cypress to show their strength and their stability.”

Ho Chi Minh

––––––––
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October 1968

Acapulco, Mexico

––––––––
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I was tossed about in the tiny confines of Murashshahaan (Running Mate), Sheik Fahrib’s eleven meters’ sailboat. A month before the races the doctor had transported this top of the line vessel from its mooring facility in Musandam Dibba Al Hisn, the Sultanate of Oman to Acapulco; in readiness for the 1968 Summer Olympics yachting competition. Tad (his team-mate) and he had been out daily to acclimatize to the sailing conditions in this Mexican playground of the rich and famous.

A week preceding the competition, my Valet and I left from Daltonbury Hall to join them. With our Assalamu Alaikum service behind us, Andy and I needed the repose, to revivify our love and friendship. Our summer vacation was spent traveling around the tranquil English countryside, soaking up the beauty of the Lake District and getting reacquainted with one another. We needed to necessitate our physical and mental bond before departing to Aldhdhib Dann وكر الذئب (Wolf Den) and Manarat Lilddaw’ منارة الضوء (Beacon of Light); Tad Abdul Hafiz’s London and Riyadh residences. The both of us had a hunch that our services at our fifth household would not be as smooth sailing as compared to our previous assignments.

Much like Count Mario, Tad was a playboy at heart. His irrational and spur of the moment decisions often send those close to him into dramatic tailspins of immense proportions. It was under this circumstance I now found myself at the mercy of howling winds, roaring waves and pounding rain. Thrown repeatedly from the hull to the rear of this racing vessel. The vicious waves and torrential downpour lapped at my person. Not only did I puke up the gastronomical contents I had consumed not so long ago, but I also had to hold on for dear life in the unfortunate event I would be swept into the ocean. Seasickness had overtaken my person, and no help was available since every strong hand was working furiously to keep Murashshahaan afloat.

Hard-pressed at the helm, the sheik steered his vessel away from colliding rocks while Tad and Andy held firm on either side of the riggings to steady the dinghy; in the unfortunate event that the mast should collapse under the onslaught of the ferocious winds. Within this treacherous weather condition, I was left to fend for myself.

Not knowing how long this perilous dilemma would last, I rocked, slid and vomited while keeping myself from slipping into the abyss of this bottomless ocean.

Suddenly, a hand reached for my collar to pull me away from the slippery taffrail. I was dragged into the boat’s cabin that was now filled with ankle-deep water. As if I had gone bonkers the sportsman glared at me transfixed. 

“What in the world were you doing on deck. You were repeatedly told to stay below. This is not a time to tamper with the forces of nature. You could have been swept into the ocean and drown!” he chastised sternly.

“You, Fahrib and Andy are above deck...,” I muttered meekly.

He scowled at my defiance. “We are experienced seamen and you, boy, is not,” he admonished. “The last thing we want on our hands is your dead body floating in the water.”

“Andy isn’t an experienced sailor,” I negated truculently.  

He raised his hand to land me a slap for being an insolent brat. Before his hand could touch my cheeks, the boat’s violent oscillations hurled us in opposite directions. I crushed against the bulkhead while the athlete pulverized onto a dividing panel.

Before he left me to my own expedient, his grimace had sent chills across my trembling body. When we finally came ashore, search teams were already scouring the vicinity for distressed boats adrift at sea. 

The Running Mate was indeed one resilient lady whose damage was next to none. Thanks to our two experienced yachtsmen, we were relatively unharmed. Besides some minor bruises and concussions, the four of us were up and running after a good night’s sleep.

I did not relate to my Valet what transpired in the cabin. After all, I conceded I was in the wrong and shouldn’t have put myself and crew in harm’s way, causing further perturbation if I should indeed fall into the turbulent waves. That would have been an unforgivable disaster.

Hotel Casablanca, Acapulco

The seafarer and I did not speak until late morning the following day. My lover and I were already consuming a hearty brunch at Acapulco’s Hotel Casablanca, the then top of the line stomping ground for Hollywood stars and wealthy millionaires. The likes of Elizabeth Taylor, Frank Sinatra, Elvis Presley, Eddie Fisher, and Brigitte Bardot were regulars at this popular establishment. This was also one of several official hotels international yachtsmen from forty-one nations stayed during the months leading up to the 1968 Summer Olympics.

My gaydar immediately gravitated to two attractive blondes as they were guided to their table by a good-looking waiter. Like mine, my chaperone’s eyes followed their every move.

“I know what you are fantasizing,” Andy imparted.

“What?” I answered nonchalantly.

“You are musing over those two like me,” came his reply.

“And which two is that?” I feigned ignorance.

We laughed. My lover gave me ludic slaps as we carried on playfully like a couple of dogs in heat.

A couple of tables away, the blondes ogled at us. Their tanned faces grinned impishly, speculating if our licentiousness were directed at them. We exchanged roguish smiles before they joined us at our table.

“I’m Ronnie, and this is my sailing companion, Iian,” the sinewy cutie introduced. Awestruck by the man’s ruggedness, I stared at him arrestingly when Andy hawked, to bring me back to reality. I extended my hand to shake theirs as we exchanged pleasantries.

Just then Tad appeared and was surprised to see us chatting animatedly with his competitors. The Arab asserted when he came over to join us. “I’m glad to see the both of you so lively after yesterday’s shake-up.” His declaration was apparently directed at the blondes.

“What shake-up?” Andy queried.

Iian exclaimed before Ronnie could respond. “That darn mast broke when we were out at sea. Our boat is being rectified as we speak.”

“Sorry to hear that,” the Arab sniggered as if he welcomed the news, despite the look of concern he gave to his yachting opponents.

“‘Supercal’ will be back to her competing self in a day or two. She’ll be ready for action in a few,” Ronnie pronounced proudly.

“Excellent! We look forward to the challenge,” the athlete declared with an air of superiority.

“We too,” came their reply as they excused themselves to leave.

Ronnie gave my chaperone and I a wink before disappearing from the restaurant.

The Boys

As soon as the blondes were out of earshot, Tad announced. “Who do they think they are? Getting special treatment...”

Andy chimed, “What kind of special treatment?”

Our host vociferated. “First off, their boat is docked away from the rest of the competing vessels.

“Secondly, the Olympic yachting committee allowed Supercal’s sail to be flat and vertical, while all the participants’ sails are bowed.”

He paused for breath from vexation. He resumed, “A British pilot specifically flew out in yesterday’s thunderstorm to check their safety, while the rest of us had to rely on our impetus to make it to safety. In my book, they should be banned from competing. These cheaters should be eliminated from participation.”

Andy quickly changed the topic before the Arab could continue lambasting the blonds.

“Which country are they representing?” My guardian asked when we already knew they were from the United Kingdom.

“I believe one is Scottish and the other, English. They are representing Great Britain.”

I asked, “Did you know them before our meeting a few moments ago?”

“I was aware of Ronnie but had not met them until now. 

“Ronnie is an intensely private individual and had kept his own counsel and the media at arm’s length. If I’m not mistaken, his first sailing victory was racing at the British School’s Championships before joining the navy. 

“His current team-mate was an ex-competitor during their School’s Championship days. Their height and build gave them an added advantage in the upcoming races. 

“Not to mention his unfailing determination to win and talent...” he trailed off as if reluctant to bestow his competitor further credit.

I remarked, “You and Sheik Fahrib are similarly built and were ex-classmates. Does it provide added leverage for the both of you too?”

Tad did not answer my appraisal. He remained silent before Andy commented, “In my opinion, I think he sees the press as an unwanted distraction from him winning.”

I chirped before either man had a chance to speak. “Iian mentioned they were school chums.” 

“Well, in that case, they deserve each other,” the Arab sneered.

My lover and I exchanged impish glances every now and then, privately acknowledging that we knew more than our host. Tad continued his lambastes against the blondes until we bid him leave after a delicious brunch.

One thing we did not mention to the athlete; we had exchanged room numbers with the boys before his arrival at our table.
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“The fairy poet takes a sheet

Of moonbeam, silver white;

Her ink is dew from daisies sweet,

Her pen a point of light.”

Joyce Kilmer

Mid-June 1968

Grasmere - Westmorland, England

––––––––
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Auntie Mary welcomed Andy and me with open arms, conferring faire la bise on our cheeks. She uttered excitedly, “Bonjour, vous deux. Comment êtes-vous?”

Andy responded similarly as if the two were of French descent. “Aunty Mary, you are as beautiful as ever,” my chaperone complimented before he introduced her to me. 

Aunty Mary’s older brother, Herr Finckenstein was Andy’s father. In her younger years, to the chagrin of their conservative father, Herr Finckenstein Senior, Mary had eloped to France with a Frenchman. In her heyday, the vivacious Mary and her free-spirited lover were entranced by the Parisian bohemian lifestyle and were a part of the cafe society. Unfortunately, her lover’s eyes strayed to another and left the woman to care for herself. Mary’s mother urged her daughter to return to the fold, but she refused to be housed under the same roof as her orthodox father and brother, Finckenstein Junior. With a tough decision to be independent, she vowed to possess her own destiny.

Through her freewheeling connections, her career as an illustrator and writer flourished in France. She managed to carve a stable income to support herself and bought a comfortable home in rural England. It was in the English Lake District that my faerie inculcations were tangilized by my lover’s beloved Aunty Mary. 

Her illustrations, writings, surroundings, and our dialogues were of subliminal proof of otherworldly existences, to an otherwise monochromatic reality; since the woman was a staunch believer of the supernal. The charming Fay Haven provided her the solitude to create.

Akin to the famous English nursery rhyme: 

Mary, Mary, quite contrary,

How does your garden grow?

With silver bells, and cockle shells,

And pretty maids all in a row.

Fay Haven, Auntie Mary’s charming abode was as contradictory as her person. At the drop of a hat, the artist’s charm and congeniality could be overshadowed by an outburst of melancholic apprehension. Like her beautiful edifices of blossoming roses, hollyhocks, foxgloves, primroses, pansies, and sweet peas; weedy dandelions, bluebells, clovers, and forget-me-nots were also competing for survival within this burgeoning horticultural sanctuary. Her graphic art and novels depict enchanted fairies and magical sprites in epic battles with heinous ogres and odious goblins. True to form, Mary’s real and imaginary mind had chartered a course for her subliminal creativity, and she prospered within the corporeal and the metaphysical world; even if she insisted that these contradictions were only bridges between the celestial and the sublunary. 

My lover and I were blessed to have had the opportunity to spend some quality time with this extraordinary woman before she departed for her month-long vacation in Europe. My conversations with this erudite lady proved to be didactic encounters that eventually spearheaded my own artistry in the years that followed.

When it came to rancorous discussions of Herr Finckenstein Senior, Andy’s father, and the illustrator’s older brother, she and her nephew had a lot in common; since both were black sheep of the Finckenstein’s clan. When their conversations turned to family matters, I would discretely evaporate into a different corner of the cottage or garden to give them latitude to converse in private.

Catching Up

Mary commented at High Tea on the day of our arrival, “How have you been Andy? The last time I saw you, was the summer of 1965 when you returned from the Middle East.”

“Couldn’t be happier. I’m having a blast,” my chaperone responded excitedly.

“Now that you have found the love of your life, you should be ecstatic!” our hostess chimed merrily.

My chaperone and I exchanged secret glances and wondered how his aunty had knowledge of our intimate relationship.

The artist resumed, “When your beloved mother, Maria told me you were visiting with a young companion, I was keen to know more of the boy.” She turned my direction before she resumed, “Now tell me about you, Young?” 

My lover replied on my behalf. “Young’s family is from Malaya. He’s my charge at school.”

“My dear Andy, you don’t have to be canny with me. I know your preference. When you visited me in Paris at thirteen, your fascination with my male friends was irreproachable. I knew you were gay then,” the sophisticate remarked cheerfully. “It’s too bad your persnickety father cannot see eye to eye with the nature of ‘true love.’ My father and brother are from a similar mold. I’m glad I followed my heart and broke away from them. Otherwise, I would have turned into a grumpy spinster.

“My advice to you dear nephew is to heed your inner voice and do what is best for you,” she counseled. 

It took a moment for Andy to gather his thoughts before he replied, “You are my favorite auntie. You can read my mind before I know my thoughts.”

“My darling, you know I love you very much,” the artist trilled adoringly. 

“Now that I have the privilege to meet the ‘fairy’ prince, I want to know more about Young.” She directed her gaze at me.

I was caught off guard by her exuberance, and I was afraid to say the wrong thing; so I turned the attention back to her. 

“I love your art. You are a keen faery observer,” I quipped nervously.

She and my guardian burst into merriment. 

“I like you already. You have such a witty sense of humor,” the woman expressed. “My dear, I am not just a keen faerie observer, I am also a mediator between the preternatural and the natural world.”

Faerie Realms

Although my response to the artist’s inquiry was meant to be a compliment rather than an incipit, my chaperone gandered at me as if I’d just unlocked the doorway to another realm.

Since I did not understand the word preternatural; Mary explained, “Preternatural or praeternatural is that which appears outside or beside our natural world; where the mundane and the miraculous is suspended.”

Her comment perked my interest. I peered at her intently. 

“It is the space where the sprites dwell,” she added.

I questioned inquisitively, “Have you visited this space? What is it like?”  

The artist grinned before she answered, “It’s impossible to describe these domains unless you see them yourself. You may have the opportunity to visit their kingdoms when you’re at ‘The Lakes.’”

I stared at her fixedly. “How do I get to visit the fairy kingdoms?”

“By invitation,” she declared. “Magical portals will open if or when you get invited into their realms.”

I queried inquisitively, “How do I get myself invited?”

“By striving to experience life through the eyes of a child. ‘For the kingdom of God belongs to such as these. Truly I tell you, if anyone does not receive the kingdom of God like a little child, he will never enter it,’” Mary quoted from the Gospel of Luke: verses 16 & 17.

My Valet, who had remained silent, japed, “This ‘child’ likes to invite himself everywhere. He’s a handful.”

The woman countered musingly, “Ahh! If that’s the case, perhaps, this ‘fairy’ prince will be one of the lucky few who will receive invitations to the spritely realms.”

The female exhorted, “Be mindfully conscientious if you accept the fairies invitations to their kingdoms. That sprightly world is also blotched with inky enchantments, extreme ugliness, stony superficiality, forbidding malice, and agonizing tragedy. It is far richer than the make-believe fairy-tales you read in children’s books.”

My lover interposed, “I’m sure my facile auntie will also inform you that faeries are wildly attracted to all manner of creativities, and share deep affiliations with poets, artists, writers, sculptors, weavers, and musicians. Aren’t these the faery traits you told me when I was a lad?” 

Mary announced lightheartedly, “My dear nephew, you forgot to mention ‘lovers.’ All arts are indebted to this invisible, capricious, sensible, delicate, incomprehensible and powerful force which we humans term as ‘inspiration’ or ‘Muse.’ It is irresistible in its present.” 

I inquired blithely, “Do I fulfill the requirements you mentioned? If I do, I must do my utmost to secure an invitation to their kingdoms.”

Our spritely conversation did not terminate until well-passed supper when I excused myself to bed; to allow my lover and his aunty latitude to catch up on lost time.

October 1968

Acapulco, Mexico

Prince P, Count Mario and a certain Mrs. Andrea Swarovski (a wealthy widow from the famous Swarovski family) flew to Acapulco to join our party to witness the 1968 Summer Olympics. The dispirited Mrs. Swarovski had accompanied the Italian Count to this playground of the rich and famous in the hope that she will again find romance after her late husband’s demise. There was no lack of tall, tan and handsome men in Acapulco for this widow to preoccupy herself during the Olympic season.

The wealthy, the elite, the beautiful and the not so gorgeous had flocked to this vicinity to see, and be seen, and to get and to beget. Without exception to the rule, this wealthy Swarovski heiress had admirers and competitors who vied for her attention and to challenge her stance.

It came as no surprise to Andy and me that Mrs. Swarovski had her eyes on my Master, Tad. She, like many others, was smitten by the well-built, and suavely put together champion; even though she had no clue that this perfect specimen swung both ways. One thing she did know was that Andy and I were under the auspice of the Arab and we were stationed in his residences.

The morning after their arrival I found Mrs. Swarovski sunbathing by the hotel swimming pool. Since she was immersed in a book about mermaids and sirens, I did not want to bother her and went in search of an empty pool lounger. 

“Young, come and sit by me,” she called.

“I do not wish to disrupt your reading, ma’am,” I answered politely.

“No worries. It is a book I picked up to keep me company during my travels. Besides, I’ll like to have a chat with you. Where is your chaperone?” the widow enquired.

“He is out rowing. It is one of his passions. I prefer to swim in waters where my feet touch the ground,” I replied genially. 

Within the pages of her open book, I noticed an illustration of a group of sirens. 

“I know the artist,” I exclaimed. “This illustration is done by an enlightened woman I met a few months ago.” 

“Who is she?” the lady queried.

I answered without hesitation, “She is Andy’s, Auntie Mary. She is a prolific illustrator, and novelist in praeternatural subjects.”

“What is praeternatural?” she questioned.

I explained to her like Mary did to me. Before I could finish my explanation, she’d already changed the topic. 

“Tell me about Tad?” she inquired.

Caught off guard by her question, and unsure if I should divulge confidential information about my Master, I expressed noncommittally, “Tad is a kind, generous and a benevolent man.”

She pressed, “I know that. But what is the athlete really like?”

Since it was not my place to disclose Tad’s personal information or our intimate liaisons to a stranger, I commented facetiously, “You should get to know him better and discover for yourself, rather than to listen to my titter-tatter.”  

Since I was more intrigued by Mrs. Swarovski’s book than prattling about my Master, I let our conversation hang.  
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Beckoning You! (Chapter Three)
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“I think every little gay boy is fascinated by mer-people, especially that of brawny Poseidon and strapping Triton. Or imagining themselves to be The Little Mermaid.”

Andy A. Finckenstein

Mid-June 1968

Fay Haven - Westmorland, England

“There are two reputed fairy sites near Bassenthwaite Lake, just off the main road by its banks is Castle How Fort. The other is Elva Hill. This impressive fairy hill hides the secret gateway into the otherworld. It only opens to those innocents of spirit and pure of heart,” Auntie Mary remarked.

Andy gave a smug smile before he asked, “Why is the mount called Elva Hill?”

“This is the site of Glanoventa (Walls Castle) where King Eveling, king of the faeries lives with his daughter, Modron. This is also the home of the elves, hence the name Elva Hill,” his aunt replied earnestly.

“On the southern hill slopes is a perfect Neolithic stone circle where fairies craft ‘elf arrows.’ That was before the witches took over to cast their magical charms.”

I questioned, “Do faeries still craft ‘elf arrows’ at this site?”

“Unfortunately, they retreated into obscurity after they were driven away by the witches. Young, when the both of you visit Bassenthwaite Lake, you’ll find The Dodd, it is a heavily wooded fell that rise above the southern end. At dusk, discarnate voices and shadowy figures lurk amongst trees during the summer and winter solstices.

“Spiritualist, such as myself believe that during the Dark Ages, condemned witches return to haunt this vicinity,” she exhorted. “Bassenthwaite Lake is a ‘thin place’ and a beautiful area to visit and to enjoy a day out in the country.”

“What’s a ‘thin place,’” I queried.

The spiritualist answered, “It’s a spot in the landscape where the enchanted veil perforates through to the other dimension and is easily penetrated for those seeking magic and mystery.”

October 1968

Hotel Casablanca - Acapulco, Mexico

Count Mario appeared when Mrs. Swarovski handed me her book. “Here, you can have it since you’re so captivated by its contents. I’ve other reading materials to keep me occupied; besides this handsome man,” she commented as she gazed at her friend, the attractive photographer.

Mario said jestingly. “You, ‘Ms. Merry Widow’ has a way of making me feel delectable.”

“Aren’t you?” she chimed jocosely.

It was evident that she once had the hots for the Italian until she discovered his homosexual preference. Since their interest laid in luxury consumerism and the accumulation of attractive males; they became platonic pals.

Changing the topic, the Count teased, “‘Countess’ (a nickname he gave his pal), who do you have eyes on now?” 

She glanced at me to indicate that I was not to reveal the nature of our prior conversation.

Instead, the widow reverted Mario’s question back at him, “And who do you have your eyes on, Count?” 

The duo burst into merriment before the playboy negated, “Shall I ask this young man? I’m sure Young will tell me all your naughty little secrets, ‘Countess.’” 

They continued playfully, each trying to outdo the other.

I excused myself, to a quiet corner to delve into my newly acquired book. 

Before I left, Mario asked amusingly, “Is this woman inculcating you with spry lore?”

“I’m intrigued by mer-people, and Mrs. Swarovski kindly loaned me her book,” I stated.

The Italian quipped, “Did you hear the wailing sirens when you were at sea with Tad and Fahrib?”

Although I knew his banter was a wisecrack, I blurted, “Indeed, I did, sir.”

“You did?” he exclaimed at my repartee.

“Tell us what you heard,” he expressed divertingly.

I was caught off guard, and unsure if I should continue or leave.

The photographer pressed, “Come on, boy, Tell us.”

Reliving the Storm

I had told no one, not even my chaperone of my sighting, yet a compulsion washed over me to reveal what I had witnessed; since Mario and I had been in situations where difficult topics were openly discussed. I was confident that the couple will not ridicule my unprecedented disclosure.

I began, “I suffered severe seasickness when I was in the Murashshahaan on the evening of the thunderstorm. Amidst howling winds and roaring waves, I puked above deck. That was when I heard a series of faint whistling noises whisked through my ears.

“I am certain the whistling voices did not come from the sheik, Master Tad, Curt, and Andy who hollered at one another to stabilize the boat; but from the depth of the ocean...” 

Andrea queried before I could continue, “Were the whistling voices melodic?”

“It was doleful as if someone was wailing or pining for a lost love. It was otherworldly,” I declared.

Mario encouraged me to continue.

“I didn’t pay much attention as I was in physical disarray but when I leaned over the boat’s ledge to puke, the voices grew stronger. I thought they were distress calls from other dinghies, but the wailing sound persisted. I’ve never heard such soulful voices until then. The music transformed into a mournful chant.

“When a series of lightning flashed and illuminated the turbulent waters, I noticed a shoal of bright objects circled the Murashshahaan as violent waves crushed the sides of the rocking boat. Tad came to my rescue. He pulled me to safety. Otherwise, I would have fallen into the ocean,” I related distressingly.

“Did you see the Piscean shoal again?” Mrs. Swarovski questioned.

“What’s a Piscean shoal?”

Andrea explained, “It’s a group of amphibious creatures that thrive on land and water. Piscean is a derivative from the Latin word Pisces, meaning fishes.” 

“After Tad hauled me into the cabin, I never saw the Piscean shoal again,” I replied.

Since I had no intention to bad mouth my patriarch to anyone, especially to his friends and acquaintances; I omitted to inform them of the athlete’s displeasure with me below deck. 

“Why didn’t you tell me your encounter with the sirens earlier? Is that the reason you’re intrigued by the book I was reading?” the widow promulgated excitedly.

Surprised by her exhilaration, I muttered sheepishly, “I’m piqued by Auntie Mary’s mer-people and siren illustrations. I want to be sure what I saw resembled the mer-creatures in her drawings.”

“Who is Auntie Mary?” the Count enquired.

“Andy’s aunty. We stayed at her home, Fay Haven a few months back. She’s a superb illustrator and novelist on praeternatural topics, and she taught me a lot about mythical beings,” I declared.

“Oh me! Oh my! You do get around, boy,” Mario teased.

Mãe das Águas

Mrs. Swarovski expressed, “Joking aside, ancient Tupi and Guarani mythology have it that ‘Mother of the water bodies’ or ‘Water Queen,’ Mãe das Águas, also known as Iara and her shoal of water nymphs, sirens or mermaids were spotted in this part of the world. They are beautiful women with green hair, copper-colored skins and brown eyes with a body resembling glistening dolphins, manatees or fishes.

“They sit on rocks and lacustrine places combing their hair or dozing under the sun when the waters are calm. They also sing sweet lullabies to lure men into their duplicitous web. Under their spells, men will abandon their sanities to live with them underwater forever. Though they cater to her lover’s needs; which isn’t necessarily bad, they’re also implausibly vindictive if they discover their lover’s infidelities.

“It’s known that their aggravations will churn up storms and destroy everything around them. Little room is left for escape, especially for men at sea when they hear their bewitching songs. They view the male species as betrayers of their love. 

“It’s documented that they beckon men to follow their whistling tunes and doleful chants. When tempestuous lightning strikes, those bewitched are drowned. Their spites are anguish cries for lovers lost and injured pride of their tortured souls.”

The Italian quipped, “Aren’t most women like that?” 

Andrea gave a hearty laugh. “Indeed, we are. Don’t you ever cross us, or you’ll suffer our wrath.” 

With her sharply manicured nails, the widow pinched the playboy’s nose before she inquired playfully, “Now, tell me about Tad.”

“I’m sure Young can tell you more than I,” the photographer parried.

I did not know how to respond, so I stood silent. As if by divine intervention Sheik Fahrib appeared at our side.

“Oh! Here you are. Taddy (the sheik’s nickname for Tad) wants to see you. You’ll find him in his suite,” the doctor called to me before he joined the Count and the ‘Countess.’ 

I excused myself.

Come Here You!

Although the Enlightened Royal Oracle Society (E.R.O.S.) rules that recruits are to have their respective Valets/’Big-Brothers’ present when summoned by their patriarchs or their guests; I took matters into my own hands and went unaccompanied to see my Master. Since my chaperone was out rowing, and I’d spent time alone with Tad, I decided to venture into the athlete’s boudoir alone.

I knocked on the door, and my Master hollered for me to enter.

“Shall I wait in the lounge?” I chirped.

“Come into the shower and join me,” he instructed.

I stripped down to my briefs and entered the steamy stall. 

Sprays of cascading aqua careened down the Arab’s Herculean back and streamed down his firm buttocks before they glided down his muscly legs. He drew me into a passionate embrace, and my excitement sprang to attention. I melted into his musculature when he pried my lips open to receive his yearning tongue. Our throbbing mightiness slithered in anticipation as the water roused us to throb against one another. The athlete encased our carnality into a cocoon of heated passion as if I would evaporate into the steaminess that veiled our enclosure. He, unwilling to relinquish our probing kisses, reached to twinge my perkiness and spawned my libido to propitious intensity. 

As much as I cavort my ‘Master’s’ commanding presence, I had also promised my Valet that I would reserve myself for him, and to both yachtsmen whom Tad had warned us to avoid. Since I did not expect my ‘Master’s’ lascivious summon that afternoon, Andy and I had arranged a secret rendezvous with Ronnie and Iian.  I had assured my guardian that I would be chaste for the day; in expectation of an unbridled tryst that evening.

I would have capitulated to this rousing intimacy with gusto if I had not pledged chastity to my beloved. As inflamed as I was to surrender myself to my Master’s fervor, I had to assess ways of pleasing the athlete without sacrificing my fealty.

As I knelt in supplication to the sportsman’s drumming masculinity, my nimble fingers reached to squeeze his hairy chest and spurred his pounding velocity to heady intoxication. He drove into my oral hollow to euphoric groans of spasming ecstasy while I gleaned his rosiness with cherished insobriety.

Afraid I would relinquish his cherished offerings; his fiery cogency exacerbated to brutish urgency as his forceful hands clenched my cranium to receive his gushing potencies. I encircled my tongue to suckle his prized possession until he reluctantly withdrew his luscious trophy; only to share his tasty treasure in sweet kisses. Without having to renounce my rectitude, I guzzled the champion’s remains with glee. 

“You haven’t cum, boy?” my Master commented before I departed his love chamber.

“As long as you are satisfied sir, so am I,” I announced appreciatively.

On that note, I disappeared down the corridor with my integrity intact as I had promised my beloved.  
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By Divine Grace (Chapter Four)
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“One creates oneself.”

Grace Jones
1968

Hotel Casablanca, Acapulco, Mexico

––––––––
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As I headed towards my suite, Señor Victor Angel Triqueros, my ex-Assalamu Alaikum professor was exiting his chamber, located on the same floor as Andy and mine. Under Dr. Fahrib’s auspice, he was the acting tutor to a couple of new E.R.O.S. recruits stationed at the sheik’s household. Although Victor was no longer my official tutor, our ex-student/teacher relationship continued to flourish. 

The Señor enquired, “Young, where are you hurrying to?”

“I’ve to dress and be ready for a dinner engagement,” I replied.

“Are you and your chaperone joining our entourage for supper?” he enquired.

I blurted in haste. “We are meeting Ronnie and Iian...”

“The Sheik and Tad’s yachting competitors?”

“Err... Yes,” I stammered.

“Be careful boy, you may get burnt if you play with fire,” he advised before disappearing into the elevator.

La Cabana

The duo was already waiting at the open-air seafood restaurant when my chaperone and I arrived in our summer fineries. 

“Oh, me oh my! The both of you look like you’d just stepped out from the pages of Esquire,” Iian quipped when we shook hands.

“We weren’t sure to dress casual or formal? So, we went midway,” my Valet quipped.

“We’ll have to peel them away as the night wears on, wouldn’t we,” Ronnie teased and gave us wicked winks.

The captain was upon us before we could continue.

“Welcome to the ‘famous diamond necklace,’ where the beautiful Señorita Taylor married her beloved Mike Todd.” He paused before he resumed, “And Elvis Presley had ‘Fun In Acapulco.’ This is also where the sassy Ms. Zsa Zsa Gabor jumped naked into the swimming pool, while Señoritas Gina Lollobrigida, Brigitte Bardot, Rita Hayworth, Hedy Lamarr, Lana Turner, and Ava Gardner made headlines at La Caleta,” the captain bloviated while handing us the menu. 

“Besides silver screen divas, La Cabana also entertains famous bullfighters and international songstresses.” 

“Need I add Olympic champions to our list of distinguished guests?” It was evident that the maître d’ knew who our companions were.

I questioned curiously, “What’s the ‘famous diamond necklace’?”

The man pointed to the brightly lit bay before he replied, “You see the sparkling lights? It forms a perfect U, like a diamond necklace. We refer to Acapulco as the ‘famous diamond necklace.’”

“And what’s La Caleta?” I asked.

“The place where you’ll find topless and naked sunbathers soaking up more than just the sun. It’s the ‘hottest’ and ‘sexist’ beach this side of the cove.”

He burst out in laughter and waved his hands to the sides of his face pretending to fan off the heat.

“Since Errol Flynn’s arrival in the forties, this sleepy fishing village had transformed into a tropical paradise where Hollywood comes to play and...,” he paused before he added jestingly, “...Sinatra’s escape from the mob.”

“Now. Gentlemen, would you like to start with ‘coco locos’?”

“What’s ‘coco locos’?” I queried.

Iian quipped, “It’s a ‘cock-tale’ served in a green coconut.”

Ronnie laughed at his friend’s tongue-in-cheek remark.

Our flippant chitter-chatter progressed throughout our delicious meal. By the time dinner was over, the captain had recommended we head over to Tequila a Go Gó; the ‘In’ place to party.

“Tell Teddy Stauffer, ‘Mr. Acapulco,’ the nightlife impresario I sent you. He’ll make sure you boys will have a good time,” the captain grinned cheekily. 

Tequila a Go Gó

The discotheque was already in full swing with a queue that stretched beyond our periphery. When the doorman and bouncer spotted the champions, they waved us through without checking our I.D.s; much to the roisterers’ chagrin. 

When we were guided to the cordoned VIP section of the club, it was apparent that my Valet and I were in the company of famous yachtsmen.

Within this smoke-filled establishment, the star-studded cast that occupied the stage and dance floor certainly made up for the lack of space. Stoned revelers with arms swinging, hips swaying and feet tapping, they gyrated to the latest disco beat.

The two DJs in their respective booth competed fiercely in the art of record spinning while performers and Go-Go dancers enraptured the audience’s attention to heights of narcissistic ecstasy.

As if I would deliquesce by these uninhibited carousals my gallant lover wrapped his arms around me.

Iian grimaced over the loud music. “Are you afraid Young would be escorted out of the premise?”

“The lad is in safe hands, except ours,” Ronnie sniggered.  

Just then a Junoesque woman clad in thigh high patent leather boots appeared from behind a velvet curtain. She was naked except for a skimpy patent leather G-string that exposed her shapely buttocks. Draped on her bonny neck was a giant boa constrictor which coiled artfully around her voluptuous bosom. The excited crowd retracted and created a path for her grand entrance. Her geometric coiffure accentuated her angular features, and her sultry voice matrixed by the song made famous by Édith Piaf would soon propel this Jamaican singer/model to international stardom. She was none other than the Grace Jones.

The moment I saw the elegantly composed diva I was bewitched by her hypnotic performance. The Brobdingnagian serpent was but a fashion accessory to her resonating vocals and charismatic stature. A decade later this supermodel goddess and songstress became a blatant provocation to both the fashion and music world. 

That evening at Tequila a Go Gó my companions and I were smitten by the ‘Grace’ bug as was the corybantic audience who went hysterical over her performance.

I noticed three familiar figures at the bar when I was whirling on the dance floor to Ms. Jones’ rendition of La Vie en rose.

For a fleeting second, Tad’s eyes met mine. I was startled by this unexpected fortitude and turned away rapidly. I did not know how to react. I rustled loudly into my Valet’s ear to whom I just saw.

Fortunately, the throng made it impossible for Tad to jostle his way towards our direction.

“It’s too late now to retreat. Play cool!” Andy counseled.

The ‘Countess,’ the Count and the athlete were next to us as soon as Grace disappeared backstage after her act.

Mario announced, “What an incredible performance! I’m going backstage to meet this amazing woman.” 

“You must feature her in Vogue Italia. She’s magnificent!” Mrs. Swarovski endorsed while my Master glared at me forbiddingly as if I’d committed an atrocity. I dared not look him in the eye. 

The charismatic Arab greeted his opponents cordially when he introduced the Count and the ‘Countess’ to Ronnie and Iian.

My chaperone and I knew we would be summoned by Tad upon our return to the hotel. But within this playpen of the rich and famous, we played along to my Master’s tune.

Besides being bowled over by the ‘Grace’ bug, Mario was as enamored with Ronnie and Iian like Andy and me. Before the evening was up, the Count had arranged a photo-shoot with the British yachtsmen; much to the chagrin of his pal, Tad.

Andy and I were left in the company of Tad and Andrea when the photographer, Ronnie, and Iian disappeared backstage to congratulate Ms. Jones. 

My Master vociferated to me privately, “You’re not of age to be in a discotheque. Leave now, before I have the bouncers escort you out. And meet me in my suite when I return to the hotel....”

Before he could continue, the coquettish Mrs. Swarovski had draped herself onto the athlete’s shoulders. She coaxed him to the dance floor and later for an after party nightcap at her boudoir. I was glad that the widow extricated me from my Master’s wrath, if only temporarily.

To my chagrin, my chaperone and I never got to see Ms. Jones’ second act. She had appeared as a ferocious tigress while crooning the song, Nightclubbing and ripped the pants off from several male admirers along the way. That evening, her intercellular presentation was an advent to the post-disco Eighties where matrixical sounds veered towards a contemporary musical delivery. This divine ‘Grace’ was a decade before her time.

At the time I did not realize that Ms. Jones’ style would impact my future design philosophy. The diva’s collaboration with the late fashion illustrator, Antonio Lopez, solidified her as an international fashion icon. This rare bird of paradise had unconsciously substantiated my style philosophy that of Less is More.  

Andy and I did not have a chance to bid the British yachtsmen farewell from our hurried departure. But from Mario’s beaming comportment the following morning I was sure that he had substituted my lover and me in their boudoir that night.

Third Week of June 1968

Bassenthwaite Lake, English Lake District

Aunty Mary had packed her nephew and me a picnic basket for our day’s sojourn. She had much to complete before her upcoming vacation and declined our invitation to join us at Bassenthwaite Lake.

Mary had professed during one of our conversations, “The lake, waters, meres, tarns, and mountains this side of England have become my landscape, my real world.”

It was one of those lazy, hazy magical afternoons that Auntie Mary had described in one of her novels when Andy and I laid our picnic blanket around a plat of wildflowers by the lake. 

Our conversation drifted to my chaperone’s aunty.

I opined, “Mary is a cultivated lady.”

“She is, and I love her dearly, but at times she gets carried away by her faery lore,” my lover remarked.

“Do you not believe what she says?” 

“That’s debatable. My aunt claims she encountered sprites and had entered their domains. I find that difficult to accept.” Andy asserted.

“Why is it difficult to believe? I’ve encountered angels, and they had given me good advice,” I expressed.

“Having angelic dreams are quite different than entering otherworldly realms when lucid?”

I countered, “What’s the difference whether one is in the physical reality or in a phantasmal state? The reverential message and experience are the same.”

My guardian negated, “Although the message and experience are similar, my logical mind has difficulty inscribing the ethereal as tangible. I need evidential validation that her spritely experiences are real.”

“Are you disputing my angelic experiences that Monsieur Dubois (my ex-private tutor) had verified in his Zentology studies as phony?” I catechized. “Are my dreams less substantial than actuality?”

Unable to conjure up a proper response, Andy explicated, “That’s why I’m studying engineering than fashion designing.”

“What has studying engineering or learning to be a fashion designer to do with my questions?” I pressed.

He kissed my forehead before he declared, “I, my boy, am a left-brainer and you, my darling, are a cut above the rest.”

My Valet was obviously evading my questions. “I’m going to recce the vicinity,” he chirped. 

“By divine grace, I hope the path will be revealed to you and me,” he iterated and walked away.
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Antichthon “Counter-Earth” (Chapter Five)
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“Nothing comes sailing by itself.”

Alexander Dale Oen

––––––––
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October 1968

Club de Yates, Acapulco Bay, Mexico

The 1968 Olympic Sailing program consisted of five sailing classes (disciplines). There were seven races in each category. Sailing was organized in the triangular Olympic courses off the Acapulco Bay.

The Murashshahaan and Supercal were competing in the two sailors dinghy, the ‘Flying Dutchman’ category. As spectators gathered to witness the start of race one, the majority were unaware that the starting line was excessively biased and absurdly short, due to the insufficient organizational slate of the race officer. This resulted in a disastrous mêlée where several boats rafted together; Supercal being one of them. Those rafted sailed in the hind after the start signal was flagged. Despite the hiccup, Ronnie and Iian crossed the finish line with flying colors, only to be disqualified for foul play.

Although this mishap surged a false sense of victory to the competitors; especially my ‘Master,’ who was elated by his opponents’ adversity. Fahrib, his sailing partner, advised not to rejoice too soon. Yet, the athlete could not contain his elation and treated our entourage to a private fiesta. Even-though the sheik, my Valet, Professor Curt, Señor Triqueros, and I shared similar sentiments, the rest of our group went along with Tad, especially Mrs. Swarovski who was now the athlete’s unauthenticated lover. After Andy and my departure from Tequila a Go Gó, those two had spent a night of fiery passion together.

I waited for my ‘Master’s’ summons after my discotheque’s debacle, but none came. Now that the ‘merry widow’ had occupied his leisure slate, Andy and I were glad to evade Tad’s wrath. I had become second fiddle, only to be called upon when he needed de minimis sexual gratifications. At the very least, I was temporarily extricated from the Arab’s eccentric erraticism.

On the other hand, I had become Andrea’s resonator. A role I played to perfection. Even at that young age, I knew the importance of communication, taught me at the Bahriji. This vital part of my E.R.O.S. educational programme was an artistic sonata in and of itself, a movement that consisted of three sections: the exposition, development, and recapitulation, usually followed by a coda.

The Exposition

I would often bump into Mrs. Swarovski by the hotel pool, sunbathing and reading; when I swam after my morning tutorials. My swimming regiment was part of my new tutor’s coaching curriculum. Professor Curt Eberhardt philosophized that a dose of daily aquatic exercise would improve the pliancy of mind, body, and spirit.

Like my Valet, my teacher’s handsome physique often stole the pool loungers’ eyes. Although most gandered from behind their reading materials, the audacious few struck up conversations with the jock after our natation exercises. Their goal was to garner a private audience with the hunk, be it in or out of their chambers.

During these intrepid moments, Madame Swarovski would beckon me over for small talk. Often our conversations drifted to her and Tad’s pridian encounters. Her delineations would shift from the casual to the intimate. My role was to remain quiet, even when her blabbers turn to counsel solicitations. Usually, her postulations were self-analytical rather than advisory. I was there to lend a sympathetic ear. In short, I had taken on the role as her therapist even-though I didn’t realize it at the time.

The Development

That morning, our chatter turned to the book she had given me.

“Have you finished reading the novel I gave you?” the widow asked.

“It’s fascinating, ma’am. Aunt Mary’s merpeople illustrations bore strong resemblances to what I saw during the thunderstorm,” I remarked. “Although the creatures I witnessed were shimmering and iridescent, unlike the black and white prints in the book, the written descriptions were similar.”

Just when the widow was about to comment, my teacher was by us, dripping wet from his laps. I handed him a towel when the ‘Countess’ quipped, “Do the mermen resemble your tutor?”

“What mermen?” Herr Eberhardt questioned.

Not knowing how to respond, I stared into space. 

“Didn’t Young tell you, he saw sirens on the night of the thunderstorm?” Andrea announced.

My educator stared at me for an answer.

I replied hastily, “I didn’t want to alarm anyone until I’m positive about what I saw.”

“Tell me what you saw and see if I can shed some light?” Curt declared.

The Recapitulation

Left with little choice, I reiterated my thunderstorm experience. I omitted to tell the professor about Tad’s cogent reaction below deck.

Eberhardt pondered before he began, “Following Columbus’s expedition to the Americas, there were sideshows in Europe that advertised ‘recently discovered’ mermaids from the new world. These creatures turned out to be deceased sirenian....” 

“What is a sirenian?” I questioned before he could continue.

“You like to jump the gun, don’t you?” my teacher voiced. “A short time ago, the skeleton of a ‘mermaid,’ as it was called, was brought to Portsmouth. It had been shot on the island of Mombasa. When submitted to the members of the Philosophical Society; it proved to be a Dugong.”

Again, my curiosity overshadowed my prudence.

I interjected, “What’s a Dugong?”

“You’re such an inquisitive fella.” The jock tweaked my nose sportively before he resumed, “A Dugong is approximately six feet long. It has lower dorsal vertebrae, with broad caudal extremity. Thereby creating the likeness of a powerful fish. To untrained eyes, especially during a heavy thunderstorm and/or under tumultuous waves, its forelegs; from the scapula to the extremities of the phalanges can easily be misconstrued as a female arm.”

My professor gave me a sad look and added, “Sorry lad, to shatter your phantasies of witnessing sirens in action.”

The Coda

I questioned again, “Are Dugongs typical of this region?”

Curt shook his head and answered smilingly, “These sea mammals thrive in the Arabian Peninsula and in your neck of the world.”

“My neck of the world? You mean Malaya?”

The man nodded. “Especially in Palau and Abu Dhabi. Within the three thousand years old Tambun cave; drawings of ‘Ladies of the Sea’ (the Malay translation of Dugongs) were discovered in 1959.

“Per Malayan and Palauan lore, dugongs were once beautiful women before their transformation into gentle grazers. Illustrated wood carvings of dugongs who assisted fishermen lost at sea were found in that region.”

“Can dugongs shapeshift back to humans?” I inquired.

The jock burst out in laughter. “Maybe, you should consult the sheik, the prince or your ‘Master.’ They may be able to give you a definitive answer,” he teased.

“I thought you know everything about dugongs. I’ve never heard of them until now,” I quipped.

My teacher chortled heartily, “Don’t take everything I say as the end all and be all. I’m only quoting from reputable travel magazines, periodicals, and journals.

“My advice to you, young man, is to go with your gut feeling.”

My fascination with merpeople and sirens continued to bug me after our conversation shifted to other topics. I knew I had to get to the bottom to what I saw in the ocean.

Third Week of June 1968

Bassenthwaite Lake, English Lake District

As I laid by the grassy banks of Bassenthwaite Lake, wild butterflies and buzzing insects whizzed by without a care in the world. I gazed nonchalantly at the changing cloudscape; enthralled by its transformational shapes from human portraitures to animal caricatures, before changing to angel depictions. 

Perched on a reed by the water’s edge was an iridescent dragonfly. Upon closer observation, a tiny object was in conversation with the insect. Fascinated by the scenario, I moved closer to the plant. What I saw was beyond comprehension. A minuscule entity whose physique resembled a robust child with sophisticated features and ears that resembled a giant tilted leaf spoke an obscure language to the insect, which appears to understand his directive.

He noticed my presence and jumped rapidly onto the Odonata, ready for flight. He behaved as if he would be apprehended under my watchful eyes, yet he was curious about my proximity to his propinquity. We stared at one another motionless.

I broke the silence. “Don’t be afraid. I mean you no harm,” I whispered.

As if he had become invisible, he sat unmoved.

“Are you a fairy?” I asked.

Alarmed by my question, he tapped the dragonfly’s hind to fly. Even though the Odonata’s wings were flapping, they remained static as they continued to ponder my oddity.

When he finally spoke, I was clueless about his mutteration, yet I understood him via telepathy.

“I think he’s the one. Maybe he’s the one?” he murmured to his companion, who nodded in agreement.

“Who’s what one?” I questioned.

Though my query was unanswered, he beckoned me to follow. Before I could question further, they were airborne. The dragonfly flew slowly so I could catch up. When they lost sight of me, they would buzz around to await my reappearance. We faded into the woods.

As we journeyed further into the forest, my inquisitiveness absconded my prudence. Neither my guardian nor my safety was of concern. Soon, the landscape morphed from normalcy to phenomenal.

I had gradually diminished from five feet eleven inches to six inches in height. I was now three inches taller than the entity I followed.

Finally, we arrived in a lea, filled with wild blossoms. Colorful snapdragons, hollyhocks, lupines, and cornflowers surrounded our path. My preliminary sentiment was that of entering the land of Oz, yet unlike its garish Hollywood cousin, this place exudes sophistication.  I was also enraptured by the diminutive denizens that dwell amidst the resplendence flora and fauna. Curious by my presence, they peeked from pint-sized windows. Some greeted me by bowing their heads while others gave me princely curtseys. I had assumed their nakedness was the reason for their shyness, but upon later acquaintance, I realized that their bashful modesty was unrelated to their nudity. As nature intended, they were at ease unclothed.

Throughout our sojourn, I was unaware that the sky had become a reflection of the ground since I remain focused on my guides. Within this Lilliputian universe, everything was infinitely smaller; even though the dimensions above were that of the human world. My surroundings had also shrunk, which rendered me oblivious to the parallel universe I now inhabit.

A great variety of arthropods lived alongside these tiny inhabitants. They flew on the backs of winged insects, birds, butterflies, dragonflies, damselflies, and honey bees wherever they travel.

The elfin on the dragonfly settled on a green blade by the edge of a circular pond before he jumped onto the foliage and announced in the language I did not understand but did via telepathy. 

“Welcome to the Kingdom of Ferrisabatwa.” He greeted me with a bow.

Mid 2014

An Unexpected Message

A notification appeared on my computer screen during my penning of A Harem Boy’s Saga – III – Debauchery. This Facebook message arrived from a person named David whom I had never met nor was introduced to.

Since I started writing my autobiography in 2011; friends and fans had congratulated my candidness and courage in the documentation of my tendentious teenage experiences. Yet, none had ventured forth to profess similar harem experiences like mine. David was the first, and I am confident will not be the last to share his seraglio adventures with me.

David’s Message

Hello Young, I finished reading A Harem Boy’s Saga; Initiation and Unbridled within a week. Your schooling experiences described in Initiation is like mine. Although I was educated in Sweden, I was one of three students selected to enter a secret fraternity. After my initiation ceremony, I was whisked to an oasis school outside of Riyadh for further education.

Like you, I was schooled in carnal knowledge before I was allocated to several Middle Eastern households. My harem
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