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Early on, Henry Jacob Dawes learned to
never ignore that tingling behind his left ear, since that time
when he was four and fought with his mother about getting on the
escalator. She called him a stubborn child, and she slapped the
right side of his head, and then his other ear started stinging,
and then that woman tripped and her necklace got caught in the
steps. He knew from then on to pay attention to the
warnings.

Of course, when he was twelve and it
was vibrating so hard it pounded like a jackhammer, he tried to
explain to his mother why she shouldn’t go on that cruise with Mr.
Carlyle, but she called him a fool.

“Of course your ear hurt –
you fell on it when I hit you,” she said.

He didn’t remember his left ear hitting
anything, but that didn’t matter to her. And it didn’t matter that
he’d told her; she still vanished from the ship on the second night
at sea.

Other people might ignore
his premonitions, but Henry wasn’t one to take chances. Once he had
one, he religiously adhered to it. Four weeks ago, the intersection
of 4th Avenue and Market Street had caused him such a violent tremor
whenever he drove too close to it that he thought he could see his
ear shaking in his rearview mirror. It made his head ache so much
that he believed this must be the place where he would die,
possibly from some blunt-force trauma to his head. He stopped
driving through that intersection; instead, he’d jig around it to
reach his destination. Some of his customers would complain (along
with his GPS) about his route choices, but he would just say
“Safety first!” and leave them to wonder what that
meant.

Heeding the greater of his forebodings,
and as many of the lesser as he could, Henry had driven throughout
the city for White Knight Cab these seven years since high school
without any accident or incident. His driving record was better
than far more experienced drivers, and he had managed to dodge the
predatory riders who afflicted the others of his profession with
anything from skipped fares to more forceful robberies,
car-jackings, hospitalizations, or worse. Henry had never had to
make the choice of whether to be a cooperative victim or a
combative one; his ear for these things would tell him to ignore
certain hails, and he would drive away to find a more suitable
rider.

Henry Jacob Dawes cruised along in his
cab at dusk, his day nearly over. It was late December and there
was a light glaze of ice on the streets - nothing he couldn’t
handle, but with the days being shorter, his shift would finish
after sundown for the next few weeks. This always made him a little
edgy – he did not like going against that tingle in his left ear,
and it would start buzzing if he was out driving after dark. He had
arranged his life so that work always ended while the sun was still
in the sky, but he couldn’t avoid it this time of year. Well, a man
has to eat, after all.

Mrs. Kinkaid’s voice crackled over the
radio.

“Time to bring it in,
Henry.”

“Sure thing, Mrs. K,” Henry
replied. ”Another day, another dollar.”

And another day with no
trouble, he thought.

He was about to turn his cab around and
head back to the garage when he saw a young woman in a bright
yellow coat frantically waving him down. She looked to be about his
age, and pleasantly cheery – like she didn’t have a care in the
world. That was fine with Henry; he didn’t need any trouble. Mind
you, he wasn’t one to ignore a damsel in distress, as long as she
went her way when it was all over. The kinds of women he wound up
with tended to bring their own problems, and he didn’t need any
more of that.

He pulled up to the curb, and she
opened the door.

“I didn’t think you
were ever going
to pick me up,” she said.

Her hand gripped the front headrest as
she slid in and closed the door, and he saw that she wasn’t wearing
a ring.

“Where can I take you to,
Miss?” he asked.

“Miss? Oh how sweet! I
usually just get a ‘Ma’am’,” she said.

“Well, I could see you
don’t have a -“

“Call me Lilly” she said,
and her smile widened.

“Okay then. Where can I
take you, Lilly?” he asked.

“Oh, nowhere in
particular,” Lilly said.

“People usually hail cabs
because they want to go somewhere,” Henry said. He was beginning to
wonder if this one was a problem after all, even if his ear wasn’t
giving him any sort of warning. “That’s what cabs are for, you
know. For people who want a ride to somewhere.”

“Well, I do want to ride
somewhere,” she said. “I just don’t need to be there right
away.”

“Oh, it’s a joy ride,
then?” he asked.

“Yes, that’s it,” and he
could see her squinting as she read the certificate on his visor,
“Henry Jacob Dawes.”

Her cheer was so infectious, he
realized he was smiling. It gave him chills - good
chills.

“Well, if it was earlier in
the day, I’d say fine and just keep the meter running for you,”
Henry said, “but my shift’s over, and dispatch has already called
me in, so without a destination - ”

“Meyer’s Department Store,”
she said.

“On our way!” he said, glad
her indecision was over.

Henry eased the cab out into the bumper
to bumper traffic and headed north. He glanced in the mirror and
found her staring back at him.

“So why the joy ride? Are
you visiting the city?” he asked.

“Oh, no. I’ve lived here
all my life, Henry,” she said.

That explained why she wasn’t bothering
to watch the office buildings going by outside.

“Well, it’s your first time
in my cab, so welcome!” he said.

“Yes, I never thought it
would happen,” she said.

“Well, you spend enough
time here, eventually…,” Henry said, before he was interrupted by
the crackling of his radio.

“Henry, you’re heading away
from base,” Mrs. Kinkaid said.

“I picked up a fare,” Henry
said.

“At the end of your shift?
Are you alright?” she asked.

“A-Okay, Mrs. K,” Henry
said.

“She sounds like she’s
worried about you,” Lilly said.

“I just don’t normally work
this late,” Henry said.

“I hope I haven’t caused
you any trouble by flagging you down,” Lilly asked.

“I can’t imagine you
causing anyone trouble,” Henry said. “If you would, though, slide your card
through back there. Then she’ll know I’m working.”

“Of course.”

They rode in silence for a bit while
Lilly ran her card through the reader.

“So, Henry, why have you
been dodging me?” Lilly asked.

“Why would you say that? I
would never dodge someone as nice as you,” he said.

“Thank you, but you’ve
never stopped for me before,” Lilly said.

“It’s a big city – I can’t
meet everyone,” Henry said, and he pulled over in front of Meyer’s.
“Here we are.”

“No, no, I meant the one on
Market Street,” she said.

Henry paused before he
asked, “The one at 4th
Avenue?”

“That’s the one – I work
there,” she said.

“Why are you starting work
so close to closing?” he asked.

“Inventory. Is something
wrong?” she asked

“No, everything is fine,”
he said as he pulled back into traffic, and then muttered to
himself, “It better be.”

“Henry, do you ever get one
of those feelings, like you just have to do something or you’re going
to burst?” Lilly asked.

“Mostly that I shouldn’t do
things,” he said.

“Well, I’ve gotten this
tingling every time I’ve seen you in your cab,” she
said.

“You’ve seen me?” he
asked.

“Yes, all the time - but
you never pick me up. Whenever I need a ride, I wave and wave, but
you turn the cab around and head the other way,” she said. “I told
you, you’ve been dodging me.”

“And I told you, I would
never dodge you – you’re too pretty,” he said, and his ears felt
hot all of a sudden.

“Why, thank you, Henry! I
like you, too,” Lilly gushed, but then got serious. “But you were
still avoiding me.”

“Wait – was this down by
where you work?” he asked.

“Well, yes – when I was on
the early shift I’d get off around four o’clock and try to flag you
down for a ride home,” she said.

“Now I understand,” he
said. “I wasn’t dodging
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