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"My tongue will tell the anger of my heart,Or else my heart, concealing it, will break."
 
 
—William Shakespeare, The Taming of the Shrew, Act 4, Scene 3
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Ethan Edwards pulled into the crematorium almost twenty minutes early. Most of the guests followed closely behind Gina’s coffin but considering he only knew one of the mourners it seemed inappropriate. Besides, he didn’t want to draw any unnecessary attention away from the funeral, and onto himself. 

When the hearse eventually arrived,  the gaggle of puffy eyed mourners gathered around the building and Ethan kept his eyes peeled for Ashley Aweford. She had insisted he come with her over a set of blunt instagram messages and given the intensity of their relationship, he wanted to be there for his friend. After a few minutes of people watching, Ethan spotted her crying. She was going back and forth with a small woman, both wearing black.

The lady she was having a disagreement with seemed to become increasingly irritated with whatever Ashley was saying to her. Ethan stepped out of his car and walked slowly towards his friend and colleague. The closer he got, he could see the woman’s expression of pure disgust directed towards Ashley. By the time Ethan had arrived a few feet behind his friend, the conversation had finished but a moment of recognition in the eye of the small lady set her off when she recognised Ethan. 

“Absolutely not!”  She shouted, which prompted Gina’s friends and family to start looking over. “Neither of you are welcome here!” The woman insisted. 

Ashley’s face fell into her hands with defeat and she began sobbing. “Please Trace... Please don’t shut me out. I swear to you, I-” But before Ashley could even finish her sentence, the lady swung the palm of her right hand backwards, cutting Ashley's lip with the diamond on her ring. 

“She’s dead because of you!” She screamed with a violent rasp. “You did this!” She repeated a set of phrases, all placing direct blame for Gina’s death on Ethan’s friend Ashley. At once, the bystanders intervened and pulled the small angry woman away from them and Gina’s brother Hanley insisted she leave right away. 

Ethan escorted Ashley to the passenger seat of his car, and dug through the glove box for some tissues. He had never seen her in such a state in the entire three years they had known each other. “It wasn’t your fault.” Edwards said, not entirely believing the words that left his lips. Her legs bounced up and down whilst she bit the skin around her nails, watching the mourners carry the coffin into the crematorium. With the softest of cries, she kissed her fingers and placed her hand on the window as the coffin vanished out of sight.

“You should be in there.” Ethan tried to lift her spirits, obviously unsuccessfully. 

“Nah...” She wiped her eyes and dabbed her lip. “She’s probably right!” Ashley relented. “If I hadn't poured fuel on the fire, maybe she would have been fine. Maybe none of us would be here today, I enabled her.”

“Don’t say that,” he said. “It isn't true, from what I hear she was unravelling long before she met you mate. You said she didn’t do it, I trust your judgement.” 

“I’m telling you. She wouldn’t fucking kill herself.”  Ashley cried. 

Ethans' concentration on what Ashley was saying wobbled as he spotted a familiar figure standing along the back edge of the crematorium.  Ashley continued to cry as he nudged her and pointed. “Is that Morgan fucking Hedon?” He couldn’t believe his eyes. 

Almost immediately, Ashley lunged her hand towards the handle but was stopped by Edwards. “No. I’ll go.” He demanded. “Ashley, just wait here I'll find out what he wants. He stepped out of his car and began walking across the grass verge towards the row of flowers from previous services. Before even arriving at Hedon, he could tell it was him. 

Ethan announced himself with a cough and Hedon turned around with a quick and solemn grin. He looked just as he did on television. Smaller than he had imagined, but pretty much the same. “Mr Edwards.” He did not seem surprised to see him. “I thought I might find you here this morning.” He said in a jovial manner. “I’m a big fan, I wish we could have met under better circumstances. I rather enjoyed your expose of Britain's declining youth service!” 

“Mr Hedon. Thank you, I appreciate that. I’m a big fan of yours too.” Ethan lied. After a slightly knowing chuckle, Hedon pulled out a brown leather cigarette case and pulled one out. He held up the case to offer Ethan one. “I find funerals intensify my cravings.” Morgan’s attempts to make small talk fell flat immediately and Ethan’s blood pressure continued to rise as he arrived at the realisation that if someone as important as Morgan Hedon found himself there, perhaps Ashley’s beliefs weren’t so far fetched. 

“You’re wondering why I am here; to watch the inner workings of the mind of Ethan Edwards in real time, a pleasure, truly.” He noted and Ethan couldn’t detect even a slither of sarcasm in his voice. I suppose in part, I'm here for the same reason as you... Ashley Aweford.” He turned to face Ethan’s car and raised his eyebrows. 

“Quite the disruptor isn’t she?” Hedon said, almost impressed. 

Slightly offended at the concept of Ashley’s reputation proceeding her, but not his own Ethan responded indignantly with “what would you call me?” 

“Hammering a woman to suicide in her relentless pursuit of ‘truth’ is an accolade not yet a achieved by you my friend.” He said as he took a deep drag. “No, no. You’re much more sensible. You find yourself colouring between the lines.” Hedon said, Ethan hanging off every word. He knew a little about Gina’s claims that was true, but he disagreed with the notion Ashley hammered her to suicide. 

“I don’t know what Ashley and Gina were tied up in, I’m here as a friend.” Ethan replied. This wasn’t the best first impression to say the least. “I never met Gina Harris.” 

“But you are here. Which means deep down somewhere in the rational, level headed and reasonable mind of Ethan Edwards, there’s a slice of you that worries the allegations made by the dead girl may hold more than a little merit.” Hedon replied, entirely accurately. 

“The truth is, the young lady in that casket has kicked a rather homicidal hornet nest Mr Edwards. And now there are eyes on Ms Awesford's social media profiles, powerful ones.” Hedon continued dramatically. Ethan’s social media career had always been a source of tension in his life, he knew people were bound to watch him, that's why for the most part he stayed in the background and kept his personal life separate. He couldn’t imagine beginning a romantic relationship with one of his viewers, he was grateful he got out of the car and not her after what Hedon had just said about her. 

“You’re here to get me to reign her in?” Ethan asked. To which Morgan immediately laughed to himself as he smoked. The only possible explanation he could think of was that Gina’s claims were a direct threat to Hedon’s public image, turns out he couldn’t have been more wrong. 

“Quite the opposite, Mr Edwards.” Hedon replied which shocked Ethan. “But I am here to warn you. Imagine a house of cards, invisible to the naked eye. The slightest gust of wind will bring this house down... And Gina Harris, well she opened the window ...and jumped out it, if you don’t mind the pun.” Ethan tried to read between the lines but despised riddles. 

“Speak plainly Morgan.” He ordered without breaking eye contact. 

“She came to my club the evening of her death, frantically accusing me of being in a network of mad scientists and child killers. She planned to save an entire plethora of supposed hidden children. Plain enough for you, Ethan?”

“And... are you?” He asked. Better to get straight to the point. 

Hedon smiled softly. “Let’s just say I represent a sect of people who would benefit from these allegations... reaching a larger audience. There are those of us who stand to benefit from the falling of this metaphorical house of cards. Someone like you, someone level headed and ambitious can deliver the information we need to deliver rationally, and objectively. Unlike the young lady wiping her lip in your passenger seat. So what do you say Mr Edwards, if you were led to the water so to speak, would you drink the water provided to you?”
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