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(Geordie)

I’m Geordie. Bet you never thought you’d hear from me, hmmm? I’m
      the walk-on character in Linda’s little death melodrama. God, I’ll
      give her credit, she sure knows how to die with style. It’s not
      something you usually get much practice at, is it? But that girl
      carried it off with flair.

So, since you never got to know me before, let me give you a
      chance now. My real name’s John, but no one’s called me that for
      years. Except Mum, but she – well, yes. Everyone knows me as
      Geordie. Why? No good reason, except that in a certain group of
      regulars in a pub in Melbourne, there were two Johns, so they
      called him Bruce and me Geordie - cos I come from Newcastle. New
      South Wales, not England, but clearly that didn’t matter a
      squidge. So I’ve been Geordie ever since, which is funny, because
      the real Geordies aren’t really known for their flouncing, darling
      – they tend to knife someone where I’d just use witty repartee.
      Maybe that’s the same thing, in a way, but my version causes less
      staining to the clothes.

I do flounce far too much, I’ll admit it. I also pout too much,
      cry too much, and I’m so melodramatic that sometimes I make myself
      sick, darlings…Lazarus calls me a walking stereotype, and I call
      him a walking stiff, and he says, “Walking stiffy more like,
      honey!” and…well, let’s say no one’s feelings get hurt, hmm?

Lazarus is my opposite, my soul mate, and the person who
      understands me best in the whole world. He knows that I flounce
      and flame because I like the security of the mask. People know
      what to expect from a flaming gay guy with a limp wrist, and they
      never expect much. That suits me to a T. Lazarus, bless him, knows
      that I’m truly ditzy, and he helps me keep it together. And he
      loves me. God knows why.

But this isn’t about me. Well, it is, but it’s about a particular
      part of me and my life. Like, why someone wants to kill me.

 Yes, someone wanting to kill little old me! Somehow I doubt you
      find that quite as shocking as I do. You might even be sitting
      there muttering, “I’d like to kill you too, you annoying little
      runt!” Well, if you are, go away. I don’t like you.

On to the drama!

I got home a few nights ago, and there was a letter. Doesn’t
      sound shocking at all, does it, darlings? But this was so
      mysterious! A lovely cream-coloured envelope, the sort of quality,
      textured paper that you just don’t see any more. And blank! No
      address, no name, no postage stamp. Some lovely person
      hand-delivered this, I thought, and wondered if Lazarus had roped
      in a friend to surprise me. So the thing caught my attention, got
      me all excited, and then – CRASH. In letters that had been cut
      from newspaper headlines, it said:


      YOU CHEATING BASTARD YOURE GOING TO PAY FOR WHAT YOUVE DONE I
        WILL HURT YOU.

    

Eww. I put it in a drawer and did my best to forget about it. I
      hate even thinking about that sort of thing. But I’ve received
      more, and they’re all so appallingly vitriolic. The one this
      morning was the very last straw. It said:


      Dearest Geordie,

      Terribly sorry, old chap, but if you don’t straighten up and
        fly right, I’m going to slit your throat and drain you like a
        Christmas turkey.

      Love,

      You Know Who.

    

I screamed, dropped the letter, and ran inside. The horrible
      thing is probably still out there. I suppose I should go pick it
      up. Evidence, and whatnot. I wish Lazarus were here, but he’s away
      on some book tour thingy, and I don’t want to bother him. But I
      can’t deal with this by myself. I need help!


(Trent)

Sunday morning, and I have no work on. I wake up, realise this,
      and smile. I don’t have to go anywhere or do anything for days.
      Ahh, life is good! I snuggle closer to Krystal, bury my face in
      her shoulder to avoid breathing morning-breath all over her, and
      doze off.

 My mobile phone rings. Of course. I turn over, grab it, send the
      call to voice-mail, and snuggle back. A minute later, the damn
      thing rings again.

 “Bugger,” I mutter, and grab it before it wakes up Krystal.

 I look at the display – Lazarus and Geordie? Wow, it’s been a
      while. I didn’t expect to ever hear from those guys again. Krystal
      stirs and mutters something that sounds suspiciously like, “Shut
      the fuck up,” so I press the answer button and get out of bed.

 “Hello?” I say, realising that I sound about as enthusiastic as
      a sloth on sleeping pills. Bah, it’s Sunday morning.

 “Trent! Sweetie! I need you, desperately! He’s going to get me,
      and I don’t know what to do! You know these things, you can help
      me, can’t you? You won’t let him kill little old me?”

 It’s Geordie in a flap. Now there’s a happy Sunday wake-up call.

 “Geordie, are you sure this can’t wait until human hours? Till
      I’ve had a coffee, at least?”

 “He’s going to kill me! NO, it can’t wait! Not unless –”
      …melodramatic sob …“– you want him to succeed?”

 If this is what Geordie’s going to do to my Sunday mornings,
      then maybe I do.

 I sigh.

 “Tell me all about it,” I say.

 “Well, I got this note, you see, and it said…” he says, then
      dissolves into tears.

 Damn, he’s actually seriously upset about this. I take the phone
      out into the kitchen and start the kettle boiling some water,
      making soothing noises down the phone all the while.

 “How about I just come over?” I say eventually, when I’ve boiled
      the kettle and made a cup of coffee, and the incoherency hasn’t
      yet stopped.

 He makes a noise that sounds like a watery ‘OK’, and I hang up.


(Linda)

I’m at the beach again. I spend a lot of my free time here,
      because when I was alive it was always the place I felt was
      closest to heaven on earth, so tranquil and deep and clean. In
      heaven it’s even better, no thieves nicking your wallet and phone,
      no drowning, no seawater burning your lungs when you accidentally
      take a breath of it instead of air. I swim out as far as I can be
      bothered – far enough that a shark swims up to investigate me,
      then bumps my leg in what I assume is a friendly hello and
      disappears. Ocean swimming is so much nicer when you don’t have to
      worry about dying – or even being eaten by a shark. So I turn over
      onto my back and float on the water, eyes closed, just rocked by
      the gentle swell. I’m almost asleep, it’s so peaceful, when I hear
      someone muttering very quietly nearby. What the hell? Thousands of
      kilometres of ocean, and someone has to come and share my couple
      of metres? I open my eyes and come upright, looking around for the
      person needing an explanation about personal space.

 No one to be seen anywhere nearby. In fact, the only person I
      can see is about 5 kilometres off, surfing. Unless the shark’s
      talking to me? But no, before I realise that this is madness, I’ve
      checked the clear water all around – no shark. Weird. Am I losing
      the plot already?

 I shake my head, and decide on a dead-man’s float this time. I
      don’t need to breathe – or I can breathe water, I don’t know,
      never thought about it – so it’s like an easy snorkelling session.
      And surely with my ears underwater, I won’t be hearing any stupid
      conversation from whoever was hanging around before, if they come
      back. Or if they’re invisible! What if they’re invisible? I put it
      firmly out of my thoughts, and focus on the fish. Tropical,
      brightly coloured, and tame, winding around my hands and nibbling
      harmlessly at my fingertips. Gorgeous. Tranquil. I’ve just relaxed
      nicely when the muttering comes back. Oh, for crying out loud!

 Water in my ears. Must be. I don’t think dead people are allowed
      to go mad in heaven. That sounds all wrong.

 I swim ashore and plonk myself down on a towel, mood thoroughly
      spoilt.


(Geordie)

Trent hangs up on me. I stare at the phone, terribly affronted,
      then sniff and throw it at the couch. Stupid men. I mix myself a
      Cosmopolitan and sip it to calm my nerves until he arrives, which
      I hope will be post-haste. Isn’t it amazing how unimportant
      impending death is when it’s only mine? Maybe I’d get more
      attention as a ghost. I’d certainly have a better wardrobe than
      Linda’s. That girl had trouble keeping any clothes on. I think
      about calling Lazarus, because he would cheer me up, lots and lots
      – but I’d have to tell him why, and…no no no.

 There’s a knock at the front door, loud and very macho, just
      like Trent always sounds. Oh, thank God and all that’s holy! I run
      to the door, peek through the little viewer thingy, and breathe a
      gusty sigh of relief. It’s the cavalry! I love the cavalry.

 “Trent!” I yell, pulling open the door.

 “Geordie,” he says, offering a hand to shake.

 Oh, how cute! I take his hand and kiss the back of it, bowing,
      just to tease him. He goes tense, but doesn’t pull away, the dear
      thing, because he doesn’t want to look like a homophobe, I’m sure.
      Or maybe deep down he really likes little old me. I straighten up
      and realise that he’s frowning at me. His brow is creased rather
      sexily, I realise, and now suddenly I can see why Linda finds him
      so appealing.

 “Have you forgotten,” he enquires oh-so-gravely, “that last time
      we met you were on the bad guy’s side?”

 I make a moux.

 “No – but I didn’t forget that you were the genius that made
      everything come out perfectly well, either! Besides, isn’t that
      ancient history, Trent darling?”

 “Huh. Matter of opinion, I think,” he mutters, and stomps into
      the loungeroom without further invitation. Oh well. I would’ve
      invited him in anyway.

 I make us drinks – another Cosmopolitan for me, a bourbon and
      coke for the tough guy – and sit down.

 “I have money,” I tell him. “I’m not looking for charity, here.”

 Eyebrow raised, he just stares at me.

 “I just,” starting to sniffle a little, “I trust you, you see,
      and I don’t know anyone else I can go to, Trent.”

 “Where’s the note?” he demands, and I hand it over. And the
      others.

 “Who’s ‘You Know Who’?” he asks once he’s read them. It doesn’t
      take him very long.

 “I don’t know,” I say, looking at my drink.

 “Bullshit,” he says.

 Oh fiddlesticks, he got me.

 “OK,” I say, sighing mightily, “It’s a bit…silly, though.”

 He rolls his eyes and mutters something. I decide I don’t want
      to know what.

 “So, once upon a time, before I met Lazarus…I was young and
      stupid, right? Well, I met a man…and I fell in love














cover.jpeg





