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      “Let’s go, Charlie!” Bethany Phillips hollered up the stairs, “We’re gonna miss our flight!”

      “I’m comin’, I’m comin’!” her eighteen-year-old son called back at her, “I gotta get all my stuff.”

      “Relax, Beth,” her husband soothed. “We got plenty o’ time. It’s our last vacation with him under our roof, so le’s enjoy it, ok?”

      “Sure, John,” she grimaced, “As soon as we land in Miami, I’ll start enjoyin’ it.” Fidgeting, she turned her back on the man, aware that they never saw eye to eye these days.

      Shaking his head, the older man helped his son haul his suitcases out to the awaiting van. Giving the boy a pleading glance, he yearned for peace between the pair; I hope she knows how important this is to me. My last summer to spend with my son before he really becomes a man.

      “I don’ know why we have to take a whole two weeks of vacation, anyways,” Charlie complained while he strapped himself in. “Yeah, I’m goin’ t’ college, but I’m gonna be in Austin, for Christ’s sakes! It’s only a couple o’ hours from here.”

      “That’s not the point,” his mother explained for the umpteenth time. “The point is, nothin’ll be the same after you leave. An’ we wanna enjoy you bein’ our little man, just one more time. So, humor me, ‘k?”

      Exhaling loudly through his nostrils, Charles Phillips stared out the window. Watching the east Texas terrain flying by, he could see his brown waves reflected in the glass. Reaching up to tap them, his mahogany orbs drooped at all that he would miss with his friends.

      Pulling out his cellphone, he checked in on Facebook, looking over a few of their posts, and what was going on in his world. Heaving another heavy sigh, he shoved the device back in his pocket to glare at the scenery again. Before long they would be in San Antonio, and boarding their flight, off to the summer cottage that would house them for their two week stay in Florida.

      In reality, the bungalow belonged to his aunt Belinda; mom’s twin sister, he recalled. But, she had insisted on their taking it for the trip, knowing how badly they wanted to go. Fine, he pouted, hunkering down in his seat a little further. I guess I can play along. But if they think I’ll ever go on another stupid trip with them after this, they can dream on!

      Unloading in front of the entrance, his father placed the bags on the curb and instructed them to wait while he parked the vehicle. Standing in the warm Texas heat, Charlie noticed a tall blonde in a straw hat observing him coyly from the corner of her eye. Breaking into a wide grin, he gave the girl a nod, which only earned him the faintest of smiles. Damn, she’s pretty, he observed her pale blue eyes and creamy porcelain skin, before his mother interrupted his train of thought.

      “Grab th’ bags son; we need to hustle if we’re gonna make it,” she implored, continuing on in a cascade of instructions and complaints.

      “Yes, ma’am,” he did his best to comply. Lifting one pack onto his shoulder and rolling the other, Charlie trailed along behind, trying to keep up while scanning the crowd. Man, that sucks; catch sight of just the kind o’ girl I’d like to meet, when I have no chance of it happening.
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      “Earth to Charlie!” Clarisse called again, waving her hand in front of the young man’s face. “Hello! Anybody home?”

      “What?” his brown eyes blinked rapidly against the glare. Noticing the crowd pushing and milling around them, he took a step back, staring at the fair-haired girl working to garner his attention, “Who are you?”

      “Who am I?” she stammered, her crystal blue orbs displaying genuine anguish. “I’m Clarisse,” she stamped her foot slightly, pulling her hands to her hips in the form of fists. “We met this morning? You can’t have forgotten.”

      He stared at the blond whiffs of hair, noting they were as fine as silk, floating slightly in the gentle breeze. Pretending recognition, he agreed, “Oh, yeah. So what’re we gonna do next?” He posed the query, hoping it would come off as appropriate; I have no clue who this girl is!

      Giving him a slow smile, she nodded, “This way.” Catching his hand, she entwined their fingers, swinging them whimsically while leading him down the walk.

      Stealing a sideways glance at the corner, Charlie observed that she wore white shorts, with a white tank top. Most of her flesh exposed, he could see she probably did not dress so scantily under normal conditions, and her skin would qualify as ghost white.

      Her cotton-blond locks were long and straight, parted in the middle of her forehead, and hanging almost to the hem of her shorts. Matching his six foot frame within an inch or two, she appeared tall and lanky. The sun surrounding her, the paleness of her being almost gave her an ethereal glow in the bright light.

      “So, finish telling me about your school,” she cajoled playfully when they entered a small cafe and scooted into matching tan seats, facing one another.

      “My school,” he faltered, unsure which school she referred to, or what he might have already said. “There really isn’t much else to tell. Why don’t you tell me about yours,” he tried to weasel his way out. He pulled a menu out of the holder next to the window and gave it a frown, “Nothing looks good.”

      “It’s ok, we don’t have to eat yet. It was only a suggestion,” she smiled at him, her lips perfectly turned, stunningly beautiful.

      “Ok,” he nodded, “We can try again later.” Standing, they made their way outside, where they moved slowly, his nerves beginning to relax after the initial shock. Noticing she studied him intently, he grinned sheepishly, “So, care to tell me about yourself?”

      “I’m from Maine,” she supplied with a small grin, “Originally,” her tongue flitted across her lips in a quick circle, “But lately I’m all over. I never stay in one place for very long.” She produced a pair of sunglasses, almost clear with a soft blue tint, and dropped them onto her face casually.

      “You already finished school then?”

      “Something like that,” she looked away, appearing slightly nervous. “Oh, I have to take this,” she exclaimed, opening her hand where a small cellphone in a white case appeared. Sliding her finger over the screen, she glared at it for a long moment, making choices of what looked to be icons, followed by a brief video. Closing her hand a moment later, the device disappeared.

      “Everything ok?” he smiled, having noticed the strain flitter across her features.

      “All fine,” she smiled brightly again. “Many people depend on me, Charlie. It’s my job, I guess you could say.”

      “The one that means you travel,” he casually dropped his gaze to her perfect little rear end when she turned to look for the bus. Where’s the phone? He observed her pockets were empty, her outfit too tight against her slender frame for hiding places. “So what is it that you do, exactly?” he asked, sinking into his seat on the massive transport a moment later.

      “I’m a consultant of sorts,” she flicked her hair and dusted imaginary dirt off of her pristine clothing. “I help people avoid unpleasant or harmful situations.”

      “Oh, that sounds really cool!” he grinned, taking in the front side of her, not locating the rectangle that would indicate her hidden apparatus.

      Bumping along in silence for several minutes, he only felt mildly curious where she was taking him. Somehow, being in her presence, he didn’t feel concerned about anything else. Not rushed, or irritated in any way, almost as if nothing else mattered. “So, how do you get your clients?”

      “Oh,” she paused, her soft grey orbs appearing distant, the glasses no longer covering them, “They sometimes come to me. Others, my boss messages me to take them on. And of course, I do what I can, either way.” Adjusting herself to sit up straighter, her voice dropped almost to a whisper, “Do you believe in magic, Charlie?”

      “Magic?” he scoffed, “That depends. Are you talking about in books or movies, or regular stuff?”

      “Well, regular stuff I guess.”

      “Then no, I don’t believe in magic. There’s no realistic basis for it.”

      She giggled loudly, “What if I could make you believe, Charlie?”

      He stared at her with wide brown eyes, his mouth suddenly dry, “How’re you gonna do that?” he demanded almost angrily; what in the hell is going on with this girl?

      “Relax, Charlie, I’m not going to hurt you! I only want to let you in… on my secret,” her face turned down, she cut her eyes up at him.

      Returning his gaze to the front of the bus, he stretched his neck until it cracked quietly. Great, I meet a pretty girl I’d like to know better, and BAM… she’s loony-toons. First, she claimed to know him, when he had never seen her before in his life. Wait. I have seen her before! Stealing a look out of the corner of his eye, he finally recognized her. She was at the airport before we left Texas. He was sure of it.

      Rubbing the outside of his lips with anxious fingers, he glanced to the left, at the people next to him, who seemed oblivious to the couple’s presence. And now she wants to prove to me that magic exists. Feeling as if he should be somewhere else; like his mother or father would be looking for him, he sighed deeply. “I think I need to get back to my parents.”

      “Your parents are fine, Charlie. They know where you are, remember?” She smiled sweetly, “It will only take a few hours, I promise. Let me prove it to you, so you can believe, and then you can return to your family, if you wish.”

      No, I don’t remember, he challenged her silently, raking his jaw side to side. Meeting her gaze, he stared into the crystal blue orbs, feeling himself being drawn in. “Ok, Clarisse,” he bobbed his head lightly. “Of course, this should be interesting to see. I’m pretty confident, here, an’ I doubt you’re gonna change that.”

      The girl grinned, returning her glasses to her face and staring straight ahead as they bumped along on the cushioned seats.
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      Standing when the bus came to a halt, Clarisse showed him her perfect white teeth, “That wasn’t so hard.” She guided him off with a soft touch on his elbow, and led him towards the sidewalk and onto a beach. “The first thing we need to go over are the rules of magic. There are only a few, but they are very important.”

      The young man grinned from ear to ear, as if he were already on to her game, “Rules, huh,” he rubbed his palms together eagerly, “I can’t wait to hear this.”

      “The first rule,” she remained calm, “Is that only those who are chosen can see it, even if they experience it. If they’re not part of the chosen, they ignore it.”

      “So everyone has magic in their life, they just don’t know it.”

      “Absolutely,” she nodded, her hair blowing gently in the breeze, “There is magic all around us. It comes from another dimension, one that living people cannot see.” Turning, she slipped off her shoes and took a seat on the soft, warm earth beneath them.

      “And why don’t they see it?” he inquired, dropping onto the ground next to her, noticing that her naked toes curled into the sand. Removing his shoes to join her, he sat with bare feet pressed into the warm grains as well.

      “Because it’s against the rules,” she appeared wistful for a moment, “The universe has its divisions; its laws of physics if you will. Man struggles to understand them, and sometimes even to break them. But they are unbreakable, Charlie. They must be followed, and we can do no other.”

      “Ok, the first rule is, magic is only for the chosen. What’s the next rule?”

      “The next is, magic only works on non-living objects,” she curled her legs and wrapped her arms around them tightly, resting her head across the little flat space formed by the tops of her knees.

      “So you can’t do magic on me?” he continued to feel amused.

      “No, not on living things,” her head popped up, and she leapt to her feet, “I’m sorry, I have to take this again.” Opening her hand, her small white device lay in it once more, and she peered at it intently.

      Rising slowly next to her, he felt certain it had appeared out of thin air. Keeping his eyes fixed on the glowing screen, he could see her viewing some sort of video. When she had finished, she curled her fingers and the item vanished; oh my God. “Where did your phone go?”

      “Not now, we have to leave.” She held out an extended appendage, “Take my hand, Charlie. I can’t take you with me if you don’t choose to go.”

      He stared at her slender fingers, her perfectly manicured nails slightly longer than what he preferred. Pursing his lips, he returned his gaze to hers, considering what he had gleaned so far.

      “Please, Charlie, we must hurry!” she shook the digits at him, smiling slightly to encourage him.

      With slow reluctance, he grasped her hand, only for a moment aware of the warmth. An instant later, they were standing outside of a building. The air felt cooler, with a dense fog or mist pressing in from all sides. Looking around, he could see the lot filled with rows of matching vehicles, only varying in the color. Recognizing it as a car dealership, “Holy shit!” he gasped, “How’d we get here?”

      Remembering his shoes were still sitting on the beach, he glanced down at his should-have-been bare feet, once again covered by his canvas sneakers. His mouth gaping, he began to tremble, “What’s happening to me?”

      “You’re fine, Charlie. Let me work for a moment, and then I will explain everything.”

      A woman and her son exited the building, chattering merrily. “I don’t get it,” the short brunette spoke to the boy, waving her ring of keys at him. “It wasn’t working and we had to use the key, but now that we’re here, it’s fine.”

      “Sounds like magic,” the boy teased with a giggle.

      “Right,” she joined in with a soft laugh, “Our guardian angel is looking out for us again.”

      Slipping into the vehicle, the pair rolled away, off to finish their errands and continue their day.

      His brow furrowed deeply, Charlie demanded loudly, “Ok, so what was that all about?”

      Shaking her head ever so slightly, Clarisse cut her eyes over at him, then ran her hand down his arm, “They are some of my clients; or charges we sometimes call them. I’m their Guardian Angel, Charlie. It’s my job to look after them.”

      Glaring at her, he stammered, “You really expect me t’ believe that?”

      “No,” she confessed, “Not yet. So let me explain. It really is my job to look out for certain people.” Opening her left hand towards him, her phone-like device appeared. “This is my Seeker.”

      Blinking at the dark screen, he knew there had to be a trick to it. Things don’t just appear out of thin air. However, that is what he saw, as best he could describe it. She brought her hand up, and it was empty; she opened her palm flat, and it was just… there. Lifting his eyes from the device to meet hers, he waited for her to go on.

      “A Seeker is a communicator, if you will. I know it looks like a cellphone to you, but it is much more than that. This is how I see what is happening with my clients, wherever they are. It is also how I get instructions from the great ones.”

      “The great ones,” he huffed, “You mean God?”

      “No, Charlie. You are outside the world of men, now. You must learn to see the bigger picture. There are two great ones in our world, two deities. They are a set of twins, a male and a female, who have been here for many thousands of years.”

      He nodded, still staring at the flat screen, “So they send you orders on here, and you go save people,” he pulled his hands to his hips. “But they looked fine, so I don’ get it.”

      “Of course they were fine,” she smiled at his linear train of thought, aware it would take time for him to adjust. “I altered their future. Earlier today, I was messaged by Destiny that the pair needed an alteration. I sabotaged her key fob so that her car would not unlock with the remote, and they had to use the hidden key to get inside. She is a sensible young woman, and made the stop here at the dealership, to have it looked at. But there is nothing wrong with it, and the mechanic sent them on their way.”

      “I don’ see how sending them on a wild goose chase is helping them,” he frowned, sounding cross.

      “Oh, Charlie,” her laughter tinkled lightly, “Take my hand, love.” She made the offer, and he reluctantly obliged.
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      An instant later, the couple sat at an outdoor cafe, a selection of food before them. Only mildly surprised this time by the sudden shift in scenery, Charlie wrinkled his nose at the spread. “I’m still not hungry,” he muttered. “An’ you didn’t explain why you made her key not work. Only, she was driving the car t’ get there, so obviously it did work.”

      “Yes it did,” Clarisse agreed, “I simply prevented the door from opening. I didn’t want to strand them; only to give them a nudge.” Leaning forward, she folded her hands under her chin, her elbows on the table, “You saw the fog, right?”

      “Yeah, what about it?”

      “In the bad weather, an accident lay in their future. But Fate had not put it there, so Destiny allowed me to change it. To alter their path, so they could avoid it.” She stared patiently, waiting for him to process the concept, then continued. “What Fate has deemed cannot be avoided, Charlie.”

      “Destiny and Fate,” he squirmed, “Those are the twins?”

      “Yes, those are our guiding spirits,” she confirmed.

      “You said ‘our,’ so that means there are more of you… Guardian Angels.”

      “Yes,” she went on, “There are quite a few of us in this world. Those who have been chosen to live on this side of the plane, to guide and protect the future of men; whatever that future might be.”

      He looked away for a long moment, his gaze falling on the people around them, going about their busy lives and taking no notice of the couple seated at the table. “Where are we?” he demanded, aware that they were not in Florida, best he could tell.

      “New York,” she offered quietly. “I like this place. I find it restful, and come here often when I’m not busy tending to my clients.”

      Continuing to watch the crowd, the young man sneered, “You’re crazy, you know that?”

      Clarisse blinked her long lashes at the young man, allowing him to work his way through what he had learned. Sensing a new message, she opened her hand to peer at her indicator. Touching the icon, she viewed one of her favorite clients, her eyes growing misty for a moment. Closing her hand, she straightened her features, “I’m not crazy. I am as real as you are, and I have a very important job to do. There are dark forces in this world, and I am the hand that sees to it they are kept at bay.”

      “You’re sayin’ there’s things out to get us,” he quipped, finding her story amusing.

      “Yes, Dark Angels are always about, pushing destruction and ruin wherever they can.”

      “So that makes you, what, a Light Angel?” he laughed out loud, mocking her with his tone.

      “Yes, I’m a Light Angel, Charlie. Sometimes called a Summer Angel; I draw energy from the warmth of the sunlight.”

      “And you use it on non-living objects to change the destiny of people,” he chuckled again, his disbelief obvious. Pinching his arm, his laughter continued; I’m gonna wake up any minute.

      Staring at him, she could tell he wasn’t buying her story, and she would have to go deeper if she were to win him over. Reaching across the flat surface, she offered him her palm. Watching his eyes glare at her extension, she prodded, “Don’t be afraid, Charlie.”

      Swallowing hard, the sandy haired male raised his brown eyes to glare at her soft blue orbs, “What if I don’ wanna see any more?”

      “We don’t have a choice,” she whispered. “Just a little more, hun, and I promise; I’ll take you back to your parents.”

      Lifting his hand, he caught the edge of the table, giving it a squeeze. Sliding his fingers across the glass top, they trembled slightly when he reached her. The moment his flesh touched hers, the chairs were left empty in the small gathering, no one around them taking note.
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      Charlie felt chilled, a dark alley surrounding him. Blinking a few times, he could make out the graffiti covered walls that lined the narrow passage. To his left stood a large dumpster, filled with smelly garbage, some of which had fallen onto the ground and polluted the air. Coughing at the foul mixture, he leaned against the wall, trying to catch his breath.

      “Where the hell are we now?” he demanded, more unhappy with their journey at every stop.

      “We’re still in New York,” she supplied in a quiet voice. “Visiting one of my oldest charges,” she continued softly, “One I have tried so many times to help.”

      Following her gaze, he could make out a row of cardboard boxes leaning against a wall. The air was cooler in the shadow of the tall buildings, and he emitted a small shiver when he noticed the sound of rustling paper coming from inside the structure. “Is someone in there?” he gasped. He had heard of street people, but had never seen a homeless person beyond those who begged on corners back in Texas.

      “Yes,” she agreed softly, “He’s in there.”

      “So, why don’t you use your magic and build him a place to live?” the boy scoffed more loudly, before realizing they might be heard. Inching closer to the makeshift sanctuary, his voice took on a lower disgusted tone, “What kind of Guardian Angel are you, if you let this happen to him?”

      Clarisse could hear the accusation, aware that he did not understand. “I cannot make the choices for him, Charlie. I can provide the path or the means, but in the end, it is up to the client to follow them. The woman you saw earlier; she had to choose to make the stop. That is what altered the future for them, and avoided the accident. She could have chosen to continue on, and I would have been powerless to stop it.”

      “So it is with this man,” her extended palm indicated her subject, “Many times, I have lain obstacles in his path. Tangents that could have led him to a better place. He chose to sidestep them. The choices we make dictate the lives we lead, Charlie,” her face grew drawn, and he could see the sadness pressing down upon her.

      “You’re saying he wants t’ live like this?” he glared at her incredulously.

      “Not in so many words,” she whispered, “I’m only saying, he chose not to take a different path. This is where we are, and this is how it is.” Her face shifted, fear taking the place of sadness, “Oh, no!”

      “What?” he bit angrily, “Another client you have failed t’ protect?”

      “No, Charlie,” she opened her palm, staring at her small white communicator, “It’s time. Come away, precious,” she stepped forward, and he noticed that her wardrobe had changed, and a long white gown flowed about her. Grasping his arm, she guided him away from the box, their backs to it.

      Hearing a commotion behind them, the young man paused. Turning to look over his shoulder, she gripped him tighter, preventing him from doing so. He could hear the cries for help and frowned into her horror-stricken features.

      “Don’t look, Charlie!” she implored in a raspy voice.

      “What’s happening?” his eyes wide as saucers, he panted, hearing the sound of the cardboard shelter being ripped away and blows being laid upon its occupant.

      “Fate will claim him,” she confessed, a tear spilling over and moistening her lashes, “I am duty bound not to interfere.”

      The ruckus continued, striking fear into Charlie, his chest growing tight as he struggled to breathe. Staring into her clear blue orbs, her comrade felt confused, “But... you’re his Guardian Angel! Stop them!”

      “I can’t,” she cried, oblivious of the two men who had ceased their beating and began to paw through the remains, searching the body and its premises.

      Holding him, inhibiting him from seeing their actions, Clarisse trembled in the darkness of the alley. Sliding his arm around her slender frame, Charlie pulled her closer to him, his own horror overwhelmed with the urge to protect her. He could feel the warmth of her air brushing his cheek, keeping the heaviness of the shadow that surrounded them at bay. A moment later, the two men ambled up the narrow path, walking right next to the couple.

      “Did ya get a whiff o’ this stack o’ cash?” one of them wafted a fist full of bills, “Couple ‘o grand here, but it smells like ass!” he cackled.

      “Half o’ that’s mine,” the second man rejoined with a punch to the arm, “An’ I don’ care what it smells like! It all spends th’ same.”

      Charlie could feel his gut wrench at their degrading demeanor. “Oh my God,” he breathed, turning enough to see the bloody corpse and what remained of his home strewn across the pavement. “You hid us, so they couldn’ see an’ attack us, too,” he deduced, gripping her more firmly, “Like some kind o’ cloaking magic.” The very air around them seemed to grow even colder as he held her thin frame.

      Glaring at him in surprise, she inhaled deeply, holding it for an instant before releasing it loudly; “Sure, Charlie,” she nodded.

      Turning back to face her squarely, the young man jumped at the sight of a hooded figure, standing over her shoulder.

      “Well, who is this now?” the stranger spoke in a low moan, removing the cover from his head.

      Instantly, the girl stiffened, emitting a small cry. Spinning in her new friend’s arms, she placed herself between the two males, and shook her head slowly, her heart pounding at the surprise visitor.

      Looking him up and down, Charlie noted he wore a black robe, his skin equally dark; human shaped, but definitely something else. “Who the hell are you?” he demanded, his voice filled with bravado.

      “I am Gous,” the new
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"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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