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There are things known and there are things unknown, and in between are the doors of perception.  ~Aldous Huxley

Where there is love there is life.  ~Mahatma Gandhi
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WILL WAS ALONE.  

Though technically, of course, he was not.  

He stood in the shadows of the bedroom in his pleasant little home on Ravenwood Court, nestled in the heartland of northern Indiana on a chilly autumn evening, gazing down at the bed and its solitary occupant.  Its still, stone-like occupant, whose gentle breathing was the only sign of life.  

Helen’s sky-blue eyes gazed out at nothing.  Her limbs lay placidly in exactly the position in which they’d been placed when he’d gently laid her down in the bed.  (Although he’d had to adjust them once, since they’d fallen naturally into an awkward and uncomfortable-looking position when he’d first laid her down, and she of course was not able to adjust them herself.)

He’d hoped, with childlike wishing, that he would see some change, some effort on her part to readjust.  That her hands would have moved, or her eyes would have closed, or at least blinked, in the time he’d been there with her.  That by the time he got back from the kitchen and had his daily sip of cow’s blood, that she’d have moved.  Just a little.  Just once.

But no... there was nothing.  His wife remained a beautiful statue, a monument to silence, her sky-blue eyes looking stonily at who knew what.

Will had never felt so very, very alone.
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WILL GAZED DOWN AT his wife lying there so peacefully, so simply... Helen, his immortal goddess, his Wonder Woman, his Warrior Princess, reduced to a slumbering thing of stone.  Brought down in the still of the night, just seconds before he’d returned from Storm’s apartment, so that all that he saw was one lost, longing gaze upon her face, and then nothing.

Brought down... by what?  What had done this to her?  What could have done this to her?  What could have brought down his Wonder Woman?

She looked like she was just sleeping, and would wake at any moment, sit up on her elbows, and ask him what the hell he was staring at.  She would get up, and have her daily sip of cow’s blood, and ask him about his day, and maybe they’d have a nice toss before she went in to the dance studio.  And then when she got home, he’d be waiting for her, and he’d then ask her about her day, and they’d have a nice hot shower together, and... 

Will winced and passed his hand over his face.  What was wrong with him?  His wife was in some kind of psychic coma, and he might never hear her voice again, and he was thinking about tosses and hot showers.  A cold shower was what he needed, apparently.  He shook his head and sat down on the bed beside her.

She really looked peaceful.  He hoped that wherever she was, it was at least pleasant there.

Then he scowled and mentally crossed that out.  He didn’t want it to be pleasant.  He wanted it to be terrible, horrifying, so horrifying that she would snap awake and come rushing back into his arms, where she belonged.

He brushed a stray strand of honey blonde hair back from her face.  

There.  That was better.  He smiled just a little.

[image: http://www.clker.com/cliparts/7/6/9/b/13309573511112670181decorative-lines-2_large-hi.png]

NONE OF THE OTHERS had the slightest idea what was wrong with her.  Storm had looked her over, shaking her head in befuddlement, saying that she’d never seen anything like it from a vampire.  If Helen had been human, Storm might have said she was simply in a coma, and could come out of it at any time.  

But Helen wasn’t human.  There shouldn’t be anything that could do this to her.  A brain injury would have healed itself almost immediately.  A psychic attack would have been more subtle, but Storm had seen such things many times before and would have recognized it.

His best friend Iain Axel was no more help, with his medium-ship.  He reported sadly that he hadn’t seen her spirit anywhere, roaming around, or stuck anywhere, or trying to get a message out.  When he looked at her, he merely saw emptiness... as though her spirit had simply fled... or gone into hiding.  

Will wasn’t sure if that was good or bad.  

Iain had even consulted Chet Knightley’s spirit, that former psychic and medium that was their old friend, and Chet had been mysteriously silent on the subject.  No matter how Iain pleaded or prodded or flattered his spirit, he merely clammed up and would say nothing.  

For Chet, silence was practically unheard of.

Helen’s mother Christine and brother Jesse, newborn vampires themselves, had already come up from Kentucky, and were staying in a nearby hotel.  Will had offered them what little room they had in their modest home, but Christine had flatly insisted on not putting them out.

She had nearly exhausted herself trying to use her newfound healing gifts on her daughter, but to no avail.  Her attempts to take away Helen’s malady, whatever that could be, were met with deathly silence.  Whatever this was, it would not be so easy to heal.

It broke her heart when Jesse finally, sadly took her by the hand and led her away from the bedside.

Laura Axel’s intuition, meanwhile, told her absolutely nothing.  She’d tried: holding Helen’s hand, she’d looked into Helen’s blank-staring eyes, whispered to her, cried at her side, but nothing came.  She tried a Tarot spread, but the cards that came out were jumbled and told her nothing.  She finally gave up, saying she was just too close to it, as they all were.  Any message she would get would be as jumbled as the cards.

The only thing she picked up, the only thing she knew for sure was that, somehow, Helen had chosen this.  Helen was this way... by choice.

Will was devastated.  Why would Helen have chosen this?  To be this way?  To abandon him, and all of them, and shut herself away in this comatose hell?  

He couldn’t believe it.  She couldn’t have chosen this.  She’d never just abandon him, her ship’s captain, her Jedi knight, her loyal steed.  No.  This wasn’t her choice.  This had happened to her.

But... what the hell had happened?
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WILL STARED AT THE bed, and adjusted the blanket over Helen.  Was that better?  Was she comfortable?  Was she too hot?  Too cold?  Did she even feel it?  He didn’t know.  He adjusted the blanket again.

He stared down at her for an awkward moment, then reached down and fluffed the pillow under her head.  There.  That had to be better.

“Wake up,” he said lamely.  “C’mon, Hel.  Please wake up.”  She didn’t respond.

Impotent anger suddenly flashed through him.  His fists bunched at his sides.  “We had a deal, dammit!” he cried.  “When we put those rings on each other’s fingers, we made a deal!  We made a deal to be there for each other!  You have no right to abandon me like this!  Wake up, Goddammit!”

Nothing.

Will clenched his eyes closed and pinched the bridge of his nose.  Get a grip, Will, he thought.  He opened his eyes and gazed down at his slumbering wife, his partner, his vampire child, the first and only vampire he’d ever shared his blood with.  Aside, of course, from his own maker, Storm.

Then something occurred to him.  Maybe.  Just maybe.  He decided to try taking a page from the book of television wisdom.

Will drew himself up to his full height.  “Helen Marie Foley,” he announced, “I’m your maker.  And as your maker, I order you to wake up, woman!”  He snapped his fingers imperiously.

Nothing.

He sank down onto the bed beside her, deflated.  Well... he knew that wouldn’t fly.  But at least he knew now she wasn’t faking it.  If she’d heard him, he’d be doubled over on the floor clutching his groin and gasping in pain right now.

But no... she merely lay there, staring at the ceiling, like a puppet with its strings cut.

For the first time, Will felt completely alone.

Storm had said that talking to Helen, having loved ones around, doing familiar things around her, might help bring her back.  As though Storm could know.  But at least it was something.

She always loved it when they cuddled.  Maybe cuddling her... just for a while... would feel so familiar that it would bring her back.

He lay down beside her, and wrapped his arms around her.  God.  It just felt so natural.  

Will stroked her honey blonde hair for a little while, talking to her about the latest meaningless drivel on Facebook, the newest White House scandal, the new recipes he’d seen on Martha, the Christmas decorations that he’d started to see cropping up around town already.  

He relaxed, bit by bit, until without even realizing it, he drifted off to sleep.

[image: http://www.clker.com/cliparts/7/6/9/b/13309573511112670181decorative-lines-2_large-hi.png]

HE DREAMED OF HER.

In the dream, she was part of a living painting.  Specifically, she was in Botticelli’s The Birth of Venus, floating toward shore on top of a seashell, naked, perfect and pure, her honey blonde hair flowing in the wind, her sky blue eyes gazing benevolently at him as he stood at the shore waiting impatiently.  The beautiful tones of “Flower Duet” from Lakmé followed her, drifting through the air like a sweet song from heaven.  Above her, angels who looked suspiciously like Iain and Laura showered flower petals down on her as she approached the shore.  Storm was there too, on the shore a slight way away from him, waiting with a robe to welcome the newborn goddess.

But Helen didn’t seem to see her, or any of the rest of them.  Her beautiful sky-blue eyes were focused on Will alone.  He reached out for her, his heart pounding, his soul wanting her, needing her, willing the shell to bring her closer, bring her faster, and she smiled and reached for him.

And then they were no longer on the shore, but lying sweetly together, entwined on the beach, her mouth on his, their hands everywhere
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