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Bills, bills, bills. George Hamilton was desperate. Every day he hoped for a miracle. Hell! He would pray for one if he would have been a religious man. But miracles were no part of Hamilton’s life. Every day the pile of invoices grew faster than he would ever earn the money to pay them. A troublesome situation he could not escape. It kept him awake at night and it kept him afraid during the daylight when bills were haunting him by snail mail, email and voice mail. Most days he did not even dare to open the door of his lousy apartment, convinced he would find someone from a collection agency at his doorstep. He couldn’t remember how he got into this mess and he could not think of any way to get out of it.


The bar was almost empty. Not that odd on a Wednesday evening. Two girls were celebrating their own happy hour, sharing a bottle of undefined liquor. A lonesome old man was staring at an empty glass in his hand and the empty chairs around him. And a desperate solitary man, disappointed in life, was hanging at the bar for hours. George knew drinking was no solution, but for now it was his only relief. A way to go beyond the despair that controlled every bloody day in his bloody miserable life.

“Another beer?” Jenny, the lady-bartender asked.

George counted the empty glasses in front of him. He knew he could not afford another drink.

Jenny moved her face close to his: “This one is on the house,” she whispered inaudible to the other clients.

“You’re the best Jenny,” he said grateful.

“Don’t mention it,” she said. “Remember me when you’re rich…”

“Getting there,” he mumbled.

“I know honey. Just don’t know if I will be around that long.”

“Jesus. And I thought I was depressed.”

“Come on George, you’ll never be rich. Face it.”

“Great. You really know how to cheer me up,” George said.

All customers looked up when the door was opened. A dark-haired woman, anywhere in her mid-fifties, entered the bar. She looked around the almost empty room in distress and shivered when she noticed the old man staring at her.

“Can I help you?” Jenny asked the new customer.

She didn’t react. Instead, she walked straight up to George.

“I saw you,” she said bluntly.

“Believe me,” George fooled, “it would be much more surprising if you didn’t see me. There’s hardly anyone in here, miss…?”

She didn’t tell George her name: “No. Pay attention: I saw you. I had a vision about you.”

George looked at Jenny. She had no intention to rescue him. “That’s… nice. I hope you enjoyed it.”

She laid her hand on his arm. “Listen George,” she said.

“You know my name?” he asked surprised.

“Mister Hamilton,” she continued, “we have no time to waste, so listen to me very careful.”

George was flabbergasted; the lady knew him by name while he could swear he had never seen her before.

“I had a vision,” the obtrusive woman spoke to him. “About you. You are the one.”

“Hey Jenny, did you hear that? I am the one,” George laughed.

“Hush,” the woman ended his fun. “I cannot tell you what I have seen. But I do know… I’m sure you are the one. One day you will have a similar vision as I had. Then you will understand why I cannot tell you anything. But I know you’re the one. I have been looking for you. And I’m glad I have found you just in time.”

George was puzzled by her words. “In time for what?” he asked her.

She moved her head close to his left ear and whispered: “The gift.”

“The what?” George spoke out loud.

“Hush,” she sizzled. “I will pass you the gift of vision. Use it wisely.”

“Listen lady,” George said becoming uneasy, “I don’t know who you are. And I don’t know what you are talking about. But I do know it’s better if you leave now.” He tried to unleash her hand which was still resting on his arm. Her strength surprised him.

She held him firmly. “I don’t want to leave, but I must. You will understand it when the gift reveals its great powers to you.”

“Look lady…,” George said, getting very annoyed. His words were lost in an unexpected, very intense kiss on his mouth. He tried to neglect her when her tongue went deep into his mouth, almost entering the end of his throat. He tried to push her away when she moved as close to him as physical possible. He tried to get rid of her. But he realized she had been so deep inside of him; he would never get her out of his mind. The moment she released him; he felt a terrible headache. The woman looked exhausted but also relieved.

“It’s all yours now. Enjoy it but never forget to use it wisely,” she said.

George his head felt as if it was going to burst. “What have you done?” he cried for pain.

“I know. It feels like the worst hangover ever. But the pain will not last.” Before she walked away, she said: “The future is yours. I gave you the kiss of life. You will know when to pass it on.” She handed him an old crumpled note. “And always obey the rules.”

“Rules?” George moaned.

“No game without rules. Not even life,” she said and walked away. Standing in the doorway, she looked back at George and said: “No matter what happens George. Don’t try to rescue me.”

“What was that all about?” Jenny asked when the woman had left the bar. “What a creep!”

George could hardly speak. He rubbed his hands over his face for the pain did not go away.

“Are you okay? George?” Jenny now asked concerned. She could see he was suffering. “Did Mrs. Twister hurt you?”

George didn’t answer. The world around him was fuzzy. Everything was turning; inside and outside his head. She was right, the most terrible hangover he had ever experienced.


Crawling on the floor George saw the old man leaving the bar. Jenny called him: “Hey, don’t you forget something? Those drinks were not free!” The man searched the pockets of his jacket. Found what he was looking for. The gun in his hand was trembling. He would never be able to make a steady shot. Nevertheless, he did manage to shoot Jenny in her belly. Her white Tee immediately turned red. Soaking her blood like a giant tissue. The two girls hurried to the toilets, screaming louder than the music in the bar. The old man didn’t care for them. He walked away, moving slowly into the darkness of the night.

Still lying on the floor George observed the old man. They were both outside. George blinked his eyes. How can it be? he asked himself. The old man was agitated. He looked around to see where the dark-haired woman had gone. There she was. Waiting for a cab. He walked up to her and without asking he grabbed her by the arm. She was shaking on her feet. “I knew you were coming,” she said.

“Good for you,” he answered coldblooded. “Then you know what we are going to do.” He dragged her into a small street where he abused her. George could hardly breathe. He was witnessing the scene as if he was standing nearby, but could not move to help her. The woman looked at him, begging. He felt terrible. He wanted to help but could not do a thing. When the old man finally reached his climax, he put his hand around her throat and strangled her. She slowly choked, still looking into George his eyes. When she stopped breathing, the old man left her there in the dark alley as if he had thrown away a bag of garbage. He walked out of the alley as if nothing had happened. Walked straight up to George. Terrified George tried to resist. But the old man didn’t bother; did not even see him. He walked through George who thought to be standing in the alley but now woke up, lying on the floor of the bar.


“George? Everything okay?” Jenny asked.

“What? How did you…?” George got up from the floor. Just in time to see the old man stand up, getting ready to leave.

“Hey, don’t you forget something?” Jenny said.

Now George realized he had seen this scene before. He didn’t hesitate. Before Jenny would demand the old man to pay for his drinks, George stood in front of her; his hands on her lips he said to the old man: “She just wanted to say goodnight to you.”

The old man didn’t bother to answer. He walked out of the bar into the dark night.

“Why did you do that?” Jenny complained. “I can’t pay for everyone’s drinks you know.”

“I know this sounds crazy, but I know what’s going to happen, Jenny. Don’t follow me. Wait here,” he said to her and ran out of the bar to follow the old man. When he came outside, he could see the old man walking up to the dark-haired woman. She said something like: “I knew you were coming.” He mumbled something in return and dragged her to a nearby alley. She did not even try to resist. George went after them as fast as he could. His head still blurry. The old man didn’t need much time to reach his climax. He already had his hand around the woman’s throat when George arrived.

“Hey! Filthy bastard!” George yelled. “Get your hands off that lady!”

The woman looked him straight in his eyes. Her dark brown eyes were mysterious, almost without a glance. Life seemed to be fading already. George hurried. Grabbed the old guy in his neck and pulled him away from the woman. The man might be old; he had kept the strength of his younger days. A few strokes into George’s stomach made George bend over. Now he suffered pain in his head and his stomach. He noticed the lady sitting against the wall.

“Fool,” she said to George. “You didn’t read the rules. Don’t interfere…”

When George saw the old man reaching into the pocket of his jacket, he realized the man was looking for his gun. Too late. The gun already was in the old man’s hand. He didn’t bother to shoot him, but knocked his weapon against George his head. “You didn’t read the rules. You neglected the first and most important rule right away…,” he heard the lady repeat. Then he passed out.


“Sir?” the officer asked. “Can you tell me your name?”

George looked around the alley. Except for him and two officers, there was no-one around. “The lady?” George stumbled.

“What lady?” the officer said.

“The old man,” George mumbled.

“Do you remember your name sir?” the officer persisted.

“George. George Hamilton.”

“Thank you. Now what did you say about a woman and… an old man?”

George accepted the officer’s hand to stand up. He looked into the police man’s eyes. “Old man? Sorry, I must have been mistaken,” he said. “By the way, your son is alright.”

“What?” the officer acted with emotion. “What…How do you know?”

“I just… saw him,” George hesitated.

The officer looked at his colleague. The other officer was gazing at them, his mouth open. “When… where did you see him?” the officer asked. He was strongly shaking George as if it would make the answer roll out any faster.

His colleague immediately stepped forward. “Take it easy John,” he warned the officer. “Well
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