(This is an experimental story written by me to test my writing capabilities.  I know it sounds a lot like the first movie, but give me a break because I'm still trying to work out my own ideas and characters.  In ways this story is very unlike the first movie and in some ways it is.  Enjoy what I've done so far.  RM.)

Experimental Story


Chapter 1


One for Sorrow...


The night caressed the Earth in her gentle embrace, kissing its brow with her soft lips.  There were no stars, and the moon peeked around the ash-colored clouds.  It was a bleak November night.  The air was chilled and a light rain sprinkled down like tears from the stormy sky.


A dark, ominous form glided gently through the air as if its wings were made of gossamer, black satin.  It floated through the light droplets, shimmering like a polished onyx stone set on a silver ring.  The bird landed carefully on an old building spire, it’s huge, black talons clacking on the stone surface.


It cawed softly, as if calling out to some long lost friend, showing its grief in a single, beautiful note.  The large bird shook off the rain, creating a shower of crystalline drops.  Then it preened its shining feathers.  It hopped about its perch, looking down as if it were searching for something...or someone.


The rain became more plentiful, and the thunder moaned somewhere in the distance.  The crow cawed once more as if the thunder agitated it, and flew from the spire.  The graceful creature spread its wings and vanished into the looming weather.


Fala trudged her way through the flooded streets.  She loved the rain, but not this much.  She felt the dampness seep into her shoes and her coat grew heavy with wetness.  The long, brown strands of her hair dripped, and each limb of her body seemed to be numbed with cold.


Coat doesn't do much good in this weather.  Fala thought.


It didn't bother her.  Nothing much bothered her anymore.  She had already grown oblivious to any pain, except what she felt in her own heart.  Fala sniffed, then shivered as she sloshed through a large puddle in the street.


It had almost been a year, but the wounds were as agonizing as they were the moment it all happened…


Fala closed her eyes, trying not to think about the events of that awful night.  She pushed it to the back of her mind.


That shouldn't be dwelled on.  No, not now at least.


She concentrated on the path home, where most of the horrible things of the past would be revisited.  Like always.


After stumbling over a curb, she rounded a corner and was at the front door.  It was an extremely old building with gothic-style architecture.  The stone gargoyles above stared down at Fala with evil, mocking smiles that seemed to say:

Come inside.  Welcome to Hell, my dear.


Their marble faces were almost worn away by the wind and acid rain.  One was missing his nose.  Standing there in the pouring rain, she stared at the door.


This will never stop.  I am in Hell.  It won't stop until I die.  Oh, God, what did we ever do to deserve this?  Do you even care?  How could you take it all away and leave me with nothing but my own pain and loneliness?


A scuffle above drew her attention back to the gargoyles on the roof.  She squinted past the water, looking hard at the small, dark figure perching there.  Its claws seemed to be digging into the head of the grinning statue as it stared back down at her.


Just some bird.  she thought.  Yet, something was amiss.  Fala glanced back up again, but the creature was gone.  The rain fell in her eyes, stinging them a bit, and she ducked out of the wet and onto the steps.  Digging in her sopping pockets, she pulled out her apartment keys and entered the front door.


She slowly navigated the old stairs, the wood creaking and groaning with each step.  Fala angrily pulled off her coat, trying to get warm.  Slinging it over her shoulder, she walked down the hall, passing the locked, abandoned doors.


Fala hated this place.  She had even considered moving back in with her parents.  There were just too many memories that the old place invoked.  Every dirty windowpane, the very noise of the passing subway set in motion some event in the past.  It was all replayed in her brain.


Too much.  Just too much.


She reached the end of the hall.  Her keys jingled as she fit them into the lock, twisted, and pushed open the heavy door.  She looked around the apartment.  Nothing much had changed in the past year.  There was still that ugly brown couch, the bookcase, and the green curtains he had hated so much.


Throwing the coat onto the back of couch, she quickly checked her answering machine.  Her voice replayed in a cheerful greeting, sounding normal and happy.  As Fala listened, she could hear him in the background, his joyous laughter mocking her recording.


Fala had never had the bravery to erase the greeting.  It was the only sound of his voice she had left.  She cherished it.  Then the recording was over, there was a beep, and the messages began.


"Fala." Said the familiar voice of her best friend, Amanda.  "Where have you been?  I have been trying to get a hold of you for a week.  Were you at the cemetery again?  Come on Fala, it's hard for us to face reality here, but he's gone.  There's nothing you can do.  Jack wouldn't want you to be like this.  Well, I will call you later, okay?  Bye."


Fala couldn't stand it when Amanda talked that way about Jack.  She didn't know him the way she did; she hadn't loved him like she had.  Sometimes she considered not calling Amanda at all.  The next message made itself known with another annoying beep.


"Fala, it's your mother.  Why haven't you called?" 

Fala couldn't believe her mother's persistence.  She had been calling almost everyday for two weeks now.  Always about prozac or therapy, trying to make her go see some stupid psychiatrist or what not.  

"I know you're there.  Pick up.  Well, call me all right?  I'm worried about you, honey.  Talk to you later, bye."



Turning on the coffee machine, Fala sighed and flopped down onto the couch.  Another beep.  Another message.


"Ms. Bastet, this is Seymoure Craven from Arlan publishing.  I wanted to know if you were going to call us about Jack's poetry.  We really would like to publish his remaining work.  Please call me, Fala.  You have my number, good bye."


She snorted, thinking the only reason Craven wanted to publish them was because Jack was dead.  Fala had Jack's notebook, which contained his last poems.  It was a green spiral one with his doodles on the cover.  They were good doodles, actually.  Fala wondered why he hadn't pursued any art.  Jack had been in a band called Screaming Angels, in which he wrote songs and played lead guitar.  That was about as creative as he would get, which was good enough for her.


The next message on the machine was drowned out by her memory.  Fala thought back to a day much like this one had been.  She and Jack had spent the day lying in bed.  She remembered his face.  How caring and kind his expression was.  His deep blue eyes, that stared at her with so much love.  She recalled how she would run her fingers through his dark, shoulder-length hair.


The song that he had sung for her that afternoon drifted through her head.  It was the most beautiful song she had ever heard.  It touched her soul and made her so happy.  He wrote it just for her, played it only for her.


"My Tabby…"


That is what he used to call her.  It was in his song.  He explained that the word 'tabby' came from a French word tabis, which meant 'silken one'.  Jack had always been so smart, and she wanted him to go to school, but he would refuse.  He laughed and would say he'd be spending too much time away from her if he went to college.


Fala smiled despite herself, and another loud beep came from the machine.  She got up slowly and walked into the kitchen, then poured herself a cup of coffee.


There was a heavy breathing on the line, followed by a scratching sound.  This frightened Fala.  What if someone had needed her help?  She stood in the kitchen doorway and listened carefully for a voice.


"I miss you.  I love you.  See you soon, my Tabby."


Fala dropped her coffee mug.  It smashed onto the linoleum floor and broke into large shards.  The coffee splattered all over her white keds and the nearby carpet.  She took a short, gasp of a breath and uttered…


"Jack…"

Chapter 2


Two for Joy…


Jack Anubis attempted to set the table and glanced at the clock on the wall.  She would be home in a few minutes.  He had cleaned the house as well as he could that day, and was cooking dinner.  A heavenly scent emanated from the chicken with mushroom sauce that was roasting in the oven.  He quickly stirred the rice on the stove, and went back to setting the table.


"Forks on the right or left?  Damn."  He muttered.  It had to be perfect.  He had even gotten her flowers.  White roses, her favorite.  Jack had bought a few of those instead of new strings for his guitar.  He glanced at the clock again.  It was getting late.


He stirred the rice once more, then took it off the burner.  He opened the oven to check the chicken.  It still needed a few minutes.  Jack leaned against the counter in exhaustion.  He wondered how Fala did this everyday and worked too.


He heard the door slowly open, and walked out into the living room to greet his fiancée.  Fala stood there, looking around in amazement at the clean apartment.


"Jack!" she said happily.  "You cleaned the house.  What going on?" she eyed him suspiciously.


"Welcome home, Tabby." Jack replied and smiled.  "I felt bad about not finding a job yet, so I made you dinner."


"Mmmm.  Smells good.  Mushroom chicken?" Fala asked, setting down her leather satchel and taking off her coat.


"Yeah, I better check on it." He said, and rushed off into the kitchen.  He was barefoot in his jeans and his Red Hot Chili Peppers shirt.


"The house looks really nice, Jack.  That was very sweet of you."  Fala commented.  She came into the kitchen as Jack set the chicken on the counter, opening the glass lid to look at it.


"It's the least I can do, Tabby."


"Oh, white roses!" she noticed.  "They're so beautiful!"  She picked one from the vase and placed it under her nose.  Jack smiled at her and she walked over to him.


"You're just full of surprises." Fala said in that sensuous voice he adored.  She put her arms around Jack and kissed him gently.  He kissed her back, and then he gestured for her to sit down at the table.


"I hope you like this, I'm not really good at cooking." Jack said doubtfully.


"I'm sure it will taste great." Fala reassured him.


"I was thinking…" Jack began, as he put the food on the plates.  "This Saturday, instead of me going job hunting, and you snapping your pictures, we could stay home."


"And do what, exactly?" Fala asked and arched an eyebrow at him playfully.


"Well, there's something I want to give you."  Jack told her, setting her plate down on the table, then sitting down with his own.


"And what's that?"


"I can't tell you." He teased, smiling in a secretive way.  "I want us to be alone.  A special day, just the two of us."


"All right."  Fala agreed.  "I'm looking forward to it."


"Me too." Jack said lovingly, catching her gaze for a few moments.  Then they smiled at each other and began to eat.


"This is good, Jack." Fala said, trying to give him confidence in his cooking abilities.


"Well, it wasn't easy." Jack said in a relieved tone.


"It would be if you did it more often." Fala teased him.


"Wait till I get a job, Missy, then you'll see me a whole lot less."  He teased back.


"Oh, now we can't have that, can we?" she chuckled.


Jack eyed her mischievously and put his fork down on the plate.  Fala stopped in the middle of a bite and looked at him.  He had a wicked grin on his face.


"Oh, no you don't.  I'm eating." She laughed.  Jack got out of his chair and grabbed her.  Fala screamed in surprise as she fell down on the carpet with his hands clamped around her waist.  "Jack!  I swear I'll stab you with this fork if don't stop tickling me!"


Jack laughed and snatched the fork from her hand, then tossed it across the carpet.


"What are you going to stab me with now?" he chuckled as he kept tickling.  Fala started laughing uncontrollably and tried to wiggle out of his grasp, but he held her tight.  "Are you gonna make up for what you said, Tabby, or suffer the consequences?"


"Okay!  Okay!  I'm sorry!" Fala managed to get out between bursts of laughter.  Her cheeks were red and tears were coming out of her eyes.  "Stop!"


Jack stopped and sat up.  He looked down at her, laying on the floor beneath him.  The light was caught in her silky, dark brown hair and soft green eyes.  Jack couldn't help but kiss her.


"You're so beautiful." He whispered between kisses.  Fala wrapped her arms around him and kissed him back, never wanting to let go.


"I love you, Jack."  She said softly.  "Always."

Chapter 3


Three for a Girl…



Jack slept like he had never slept in all his life.  He floated through the sweet nothingness, content in its simplicity.  The dark enveloped him and was warm, much like a hot bath.  His sleep was deep and full of vivid dreams.


However, Jack's dreams were not pleasant ones.  He dreamt of blood, gunshots, screaming…


Death.


He could hear the cries of a woman ring through his head with crystal clarity.  He could feel the bullets rip through his flesh.  The shadow of death itself in the shape of a great, black bird.  The images flashed through his head so quickly, it made his eyes burn behind their lids.


He saw faces.  He heard names.  Jack knew that he was unfairly deprived of his life.  He was murdered…Jack remembered that now.  Everything that ever meant anything to him, everything he ever had was taken away with a pull of a trigger.


She was taken away from him…


Fala.  The one and only love of his life, the keeper of his very soul.  They had been separated in death, and Jack ached for her now more than ever.  Oh, God, how he loved her.  He would never stop loving her.


Anger suddenly welled inside Jack and heated his blood.  He clenched his teeth and forced his eyes open.  The blackness lay before him, and seemed to stretch out for eternity.  He tried to move, but his arms and legs would not work.


His rage consumed him completely, and was fueled by his immobility.  Suddenly, out of frustration, Jack screamed at the top of his lungs.  It was a scream of pain and loneliness, and it echoed throughout the void like thunder through the sky.


Jack listened as his voice reverberated through the cavernous dark.  It made him shiver as it reached his ears for the second time.  The darkness began to rumble and shake, then fiercely shattered like a piece of glass.


There was a light that almost blinded Jack with its brilliance, and it filled the space where the void had been.  He shielded his face with his arms, crying out, and tried to back away from it.


A voice, almost like a whisper at first, chanted his name.  It steadily grew louder, and louder, almost like the heartbeat under the floorboards in that story by Edgar Allan Poe.


"NO!!  NO!!" Jack screamed, covering his ears when the voice grew incredibly loud.  "STOP!!"  It was driving him mad.  It felt as if someone was pounding a nail through his skull.


"Look into the light, Jack." The voice beckoned, suddenly becoming soft and sweet.


"Fala?" Jack slowly lowered his arms.  He turned his head and glimpsed a blotch in the light.  It grew larger and larger, drawing close to him.  The dark form suddenly took shape and as he stared, complete horror coursed through his veins.


He could see it was a great, black bird.  It was the same thing he had seen at the time of his death.  That awful silhouette outlined by the blacker sky.  Jack was afraid that maybe this time the bird represented an even darker omen.  He screamed again, but this time it was out of fear and not anger.


"NO!  NO!" Jack cried.  "It's Death!  No!  Stay away from me!"


He tried with all his might to move away from the approaching figure, but it was futile.  It came upon him with great swiftness.  The immense creature grasped him with its huge claws and let out a deafening screech.  It flew upwards, flapping hard to gain altitude.  Its feathers brushed against Jack's face as he continued screaming and cursing at the top of his lungs.  He pounded at its sinewy chest with his fists, but the bird ignored him.


Jack struggled against the sharp talons.  He pulled at them with his hands, but they only gripped him tighter.  The air suddenly grew thin, and Jack could hardly breathe.  He gasped as the bird flew even higher, into another bright light, then fell into unconsciousness.

Chapter 4


Four for a Boy…


Rain pelted the roof gently, sounding like the inconstant drum of fingertips.  The drops conjoined paths as they ran down the windowpanes.  The day was calm, much like the period after a great storm.  Clouds covered the sky in a blanket of gray, dulling the daylight into a soothing dimness.  A day like that could make people depressed.   Yet, there were those that appreciated its beauty.


The apartment was incredibly quiet that morning.  Even the passing cars on the street seemed hushed by the somberness of the moment.  The hum of the rain continued, attempting to wash away the problems of the world.  Nothing could go wrong with this day.


It seemed as if everything was moving in slow motion, exactly the way Jack liked it.  Today was the day.  He almost seemed nervous, yet he knew she couldn't refuse.  Jack knew this, because it was something she wanted too.  Watching the rain melding on the window, he smiled slightly.  He couldn't be happier.


There wasn't much more Jack wanted out of the world.  He had a home, food, the clothes on his back…and the warmth of the beautiful woman sleeping beside him.  Actually, she was all that mattered.  Take it all, except her, and he would still be deliriously happy.


Fala nestled next to Jack as they lay under the white comforter.  Jack had his arm around her and his face buried in her fragrant hair.  She stirred and yawned, then looked up at him.  He stared down into her green eyes, so hypnotic, just like a cat's.  He watched as she reached up and ran her fingers through his hair.


Fala smiled at him and kissed his forehead, then the space between his eyes, and finally his mouth.  Jack kissed her back and held her closer.  She smelled so wonderful, and her skin was like satin beneath his fingertips.  He pushed a strand of brown hair from her face, then ran the back of his hand down her cheek.


"I love you, Tabby." He whispered softly.


"I love you too, Jack." Fala said, and held his hand tightly in hers.  "I always feel like I'm worth something when I'm with you.  You bring out the best in me."


"Your worth more than me, Fala." Jack replied, touching her gently.  "A hundred of me couldn't replace you."


"Jack, nobody could take your place either." She told him, touching back.


"Don't give me a big head now, Tabby." He chuckled.


"Jack, do you want to have any kids?"  Fala asked, changing the subject suddenly.


"A dozen, at least."  Jack said.  He laughed at the expression on Fala's face afterwards.


The phone rang, breaking the wonderful mood.  Jack angrily grabbed the Caller ID off the nightstand.  He glanced at it and groaned.  Fala sat up, giving him a worried look.


"Who is it?" she asked, as the phone continued to ring.


"It's Sparky." Jack replied.  "He probably wants to make sure we're doing that gig tomorrow night for the record company guy."


"Don't answer it." Fala pleaded, her arm around his chest as she pulled him back.


"Okay." He agreed, setting the Caller ID back on the nightstand.  As he drew back into her arms, she noticed a slight concern tighten the lines of his face.  Maybe even worry.  Jack stared off for a moment at the window, distracted from whatever he had planned for that morning.


"Jack?" Fala said softly, trying to get his attention.


"Look out there, Fala.  Do you see it?" Jack motioned towards the window.  She followed the line of his arm, and squinted past the water on the glass.  Perched on an opposite ledge was a huge black bird.


"I believe it's a raven, Jack."  She smiled.  "He has come from the Night's Plutonian Shore to wish us well."


"Nevermore." Jack smiled back.  "Pain and sorrow are nevermore."


"I sure do hope so, Jack." She let her head rest against his shoulder as they watched the black bird preen its feathers.  "It's an awful large thing, isn't it?"


"Yeah." Jack agreed, trying to get a better look.  "Actually, I think it's a crow.  The head is too narrow to be a raven's.  Yet, as you said, it's quite large…"


As Jack spoke, the crow suddenly flew away, letting out a loud screech.  Fala shuddered as if an icy finger had just been run up her spine.  Even though it was a harmless animal, the creature made her feel a sense of fear.  Didn't she hear somewhere that a crow was a bad omen?  The sudden ring of the phone splintered her thoughts.


"It's Sparky again." Jack said in an apologetic tone.


"Didn't you tell him not to call today?" She asked, seeming rather annoyed.  The phone continued to ring.


"Yes, but you know him.  He's so stoned half the time he doesn't remember half the shit people tell him."  Jack chuckled.


"I wish you wouldn't hang around with guys like him." Fala told him.  "I don't like Sparky."


"Come on, Tabby, he's my bass player."


"I know, but he is so strange.  It's not the drugs, it's just something about the way he acts…" She muttered.


"Okay, let's forget about Sparky."  Jack said, after the phone stopped ringing.  "I don't want it to ruin our day."


"All right." She agreed.  "I'm sorry.  You wanted this to be special, and I'm messing it up, as always."


"As long as we're here, all alone, and madly infatuated with each other…nothing could screw up this day." Jack gave her one of those warm and loving smiles she adored.


"So what is it you wanted to give me today, Jack?"  Fala inquired, returning his smile.  He drew her close, so their faces seemed to be only an inch apart.


"You'll see.  Not till later, though." He looked into her eyes again.


"Can't wait." She replied.

Chapter 5

Five for Silver…


Jack woke up in darkness.  He tried to sit up, but banged his forehead on something above.  Reaching up, he felt the hard material.  Then he realized where he was.


Jack was six feet under.  He could smell the earth around him, and feel the satin lining of his coffin.  A sensation of total terror swept over him, and he screamed, pushing at the lid overhead.  Amazingly, it began to move.


Jack pushed harder, and the wood creaked and splintered as he shoved it away.  The damp ground started to close in on him, and he began clawing his way upwards through the dirt.


After a long and tedious climb, Jack felt his hand break through the surface.  The cold air hit his skin.  He struggled, clutching at the grass, to get out of the grave.  Finally, he pulled himself from the narrow hole.


He writhed on the wet grass in unbelievable pain.  Every vein and artery in his body seemed to be contracting.  It felt as if his heart would be ripped in two.  Gasping and choking, he tried to draw in one good breath as he clutched at his chest.  When he did, he spent it on a bloodcurdling scream of ultimate suffering.


After he was finished, he lay on his back and did not move.  He was listening.  The heart in his ribcage had been coaxed to beat again, and was slowing filling his body up with life-giving blood.  His limbs tingled as the feeling returned to them.  As his eyes began working again, Jack glanced up at the night sky.


The stars twinkled beautifully, and reminded him of something long forgotten in the past.  He was more frightened then curious about what was going on.  All he knew was that he was alive again.


Jack shivered, then realized he was soaking wet and rather cold.


Cold.  I had almost forgotten what it was like to be cold…or warm. He pondered.


Shuddering violently, his hair dripping, Jack pulled himself up off the grass and leaned against a stone nearby.  He slipped and fell down.  Glancing up at his headstone, he gently ran his fingers over the name 'Jack Anubis'.


So it's true.  I really am dead.  He thought.  Jack looked over his shoulder.  He got up with a new determination flowing through him.  The city spread out before him and the lights glimmered like fireflies dancing over a blackened sea.


"Fala?"  He whispered.  "Where are you, Tabby?"


"Don't pay any mind to her, at the moment…" a voice proclaimed out of the darkness.  Jack spun around and looked, but no one was there.  It was dead silent around him.


"Hello?" he called out.  There was no answer.  He turned back towards the city, his will to see his Love again growing even stronger.


"Jack, dammit, we have to get one thing straight…" The voice seemed annoyed with him and arrogant.  "I am in charge here, and you will listen to what I have to say."


"Who in God's Name are you?!"  Jack practically yelled into the graveyard behind him.  He heard his own voice echo back, as if someone were asking him that question.


"Oh, please…" the voice mocked him.  "Surely, you remember me?  I am the one who brought you back to this life you held so dear."


"What?  Who?"  Jack cautiously walked back towards his grave.  "Please, where are you?"


"Over here, Slick." The voice sounded very near.  Jack's eyes swept over the expanse of what he could see in the dim moonlight.  He finally noticed a shape perched on a Celtic cross.  As he stared up at it, he saw the red eyes burning into his soul…that awful silhouette against an ivory moon…


"YOU!" Jack took a few steps back in disbelief.  "Death!"


"Yes, Jack, I am Death." The bird flew down and landed on his headstone.  It peered at him, cocking its head to one side.  "But you are already dead, are you not?  So there is no reason to fear."


"I must be in Hell, then.  To have you torment me with a false life such as this…" Jack covered his face with his hands.  He wanted to weep.


"Who said this was life?" the bird flapped it's wings a little.  "I brought you back here for a reason, Sport, and it's not for you to live again.  You're dead, nothing can change that."


"Then why bring me back at all?" Jack felt the hot tears run down his cheeks.


"Turn off the waterworks, Jack." The crow said insensitively.  "Remember back in the void?  How you screamed because you were angry and alone?"


"Yes…" Jack muttered almost inaudibly, wiping the last of his tears away with the back of his hand.


"That's why you're here." The crow's head stretched forward a little.  "I brought you back for justice.  To make the wrong things right, to destroy those that destroyed you."


"You mean…vengeance?"  Jack's voice lowered, the white-hot anger heating his blood again.  He clenched his teeth so he could control himself in Death's presence.


"Oh, yes." The crow's tone grew deeper also.  "The only vengeance that is allowed by God.  Believe it or not, that void was not Heaven.  No, not by a long shot.  That was what we call Sheol.  A place where souls are caught between Heaven and Hell, because they cannot accept their death.  Or, in your case, are haunted by something horrible that happened to them."


"Why do I get to come back?"  Jack asked, starting to understand his situation a little better.


"Because, my dear Jack…you love." The crow almost seemed to smile at him.  "You love that girl with every fiber of your being.  Perhaps it is what you humans would label 'true love', but I believe that 'kindred souls' or 'intended for each other' would be more accurate terms for it."


"I miss her terribly.  Will I be able to see her when this is over?"  Jack hoped with all his heart and soul.


"It’s not a rule or anything, but I advise against it."  The crow lectured.  "The poor girl is still pretty torn up over losing you, and seeing you again could make things worse."


"Oh…" Jack could hear the seed of truth in the crow's words.  "Still, I at least want to look at her.  Just once…while she's sleeping…please…"


"We'll see." The crow reprimanded him like a child.  "First though, my friend, you have business to attend to."


"Yes…" Jack gazed up at the moon.  It's light shone down upon his face, revealing his sadistic smile.  His lips parted, and his white teeth glinted.  "As I said before…" he grinned at the crow.  "Pain and sorrow are nevermore."

Chapter 6


Six for Gold…


Jack rummaged through the closet, seeking out his guitar and amplifier.  He had to find them soon.  Fala would get back from the store any minute.  He had sent her out for some medicine, since he had a slight head cold.


Jack smiled as he remembered how he had faked an awful headache, so she would leave quickly to get the pills for him.  He pushed aside the coats and other junk, but did not see his guitar anywhere.


"Godammit." He muttered.  "Where is it?"  Jack sat there on his knees a moment, trying to recall where he had put it.  He hoped he hadn't left it in the garage, because he would have to face Sparky in order to get it.


He got up and stood in the middle of the room.  Looking around, he suddenly realized where he had left his equipment.  It was sitting in the back seat of his Chevelle downstairs.


Jack grabbed his coat and pulled it over his bare shoulders.  Quickly pulling on his black boots, he took his keys off the coffee table and rushed out the door.  Running down the stairs, he saw Mrs. Einhorn stick her head out of her open door.


"Where are you going in such a hurry, Jack?" she smiled and came out into the hall.  Jack returned her smile, slowing to a stop in front of her.


Mrs. Einhorn was a friendly old widow, who was the only other person living in the tenement besides him and Fala.  The only company she had was an old toothless cat and her TV set.  Jack always went out of his way to visit with her, but at the moment he didn't have the time.


She had her grayish-brown hair piled on top of her head.  Her rectangular spectacles rested on the end of her hooked nose as she grinned at him.  She was wearing a light blue dress with white flowers on it, and black slippers on her tiny feet.  A tabby-striped cat emerged from the cracked door behind her and let out a yowl.


"Oh, I'm just going out to the car to get my guitar and amp." Jack told her.  "I wrote a song for Fala, and I want to be ready to sing it to her when she gets back."


"How wonderful, Jack." Mrs. Einhorn adjusted the glasses on her face.  "She's very lucky to have a sweet young man like you.  Mr. Einhorn was never very romantic…" she reminisced and reached down to pet the drooling cat.


"Well, Fala means the world to me." Jack itched to get downstairs before her return.  "I better hurry, Mrs. Einhorn.  She'll be home any minute."


"Of course, of course!" Mrs. Einhorn stepped aside.  "Wouldn't want to hold you up."


"I'll see you later, and take care!" Jack called as he descended the stairs and jogged out the front door.  Mrs. Einhorn picked up her slobbering cat and reluctantly went back into her apartment.


"Such a happy couple…" she said to herself as she gently shut the door and locked it behind her.


Jack ran down the sidewalk to where his gold-colored Chevelle was parked.  Wiping the rain off of the window, he peered inside and glimpsed his guitar leaning against his amp on the seat.  He fit his key in the lock, and opened up the door.  Pushing the front seat aside, he leaned inside to grab them.


A sudden thump on the roof above made him pull his torso out of the car.  He bumped his head on the vinyl top as he stood up.  Rubbing his scalp, Jack looked forward and saw the same huge crow that had been outside the window earlier.  It was sitting on the white roof of his car.  It almost looked stuffed to Jack, because it did not move.


All it did was stare at him with its red eyes.  Jack froze in terror, feeling like he was in the presence of something truly evil.  The bird cawed loudly at him, and Jack stepped back in surprise.  He cried out, tripping on the curb and falling on his back.


He gasped as he felt the wind knocked out of him.  He caught sight of the crow on the car, but his vision was blurred for a moment from the blow.  Jack looked again, but the bird was gone.  He shivered, because he had not heard the flutter of wings, and did not see it flying away.  The crow had just disappeared.  He wondered if he had even seen it at all.


Slowly, he got up off the pavement.  Letting out a short cough, he hugged himself and glanced around, trying to find the crow.  It was nowhere within sight, so he turned his attention back to the car.  He reached in and grasped the neck of the guitar, carefully removing it from the back seat.  After that, he took out the small amplifier and held it under his arm.


After a long climb up the stairs, Jack quietly entered the apartment.  Listening carefully, he wondered if Fala had returned home yet.  He didn't hear her, so he went into the living room and went about setting up his amp and plugging in his guitar.  Reaching into the guitar case, Jack opened a small compartment (used for storing picks and such) and pulled out a piece of folded up paper.  He gently unfolded it and read the words, making sure it was perfect.  After finishing with the paper, he picked up his guitar and began tuning it.


The sound of footsteps outside the door made him look up.  The door slowly opened and Fala walked into the room with a small paper bag.  She noticed Jack sitting on the floor with his guitar and set the bag down on the table.


"What are you doing, Jack?" she asked as she pulled off her coat and set it aside.


"You remember that surprise I told you about?" he smiled at her warmly.


"Yes…" she replied, sitting down on the floor next to him.  Fala pulled off her shoes, then tucked a stray hair behind her ear.  Jack watched her, feeling much better that she was back.  Even though she had only been gone a few minutes, he had missed her.


"Well…" he continued.  "I'm giving it to you right now."


"You wrote me a song?" Fala smiled broadly at him.  "Oh, Jack…" She kissed him gently on the cheek.  "That's so romantic."


"Are you gonna let me sing it, or do you have something else in mind?" Jack arched an eyebrow at her and grinned.


"How about you sing the song, then we'll see what happens." She teased him.


He smiled at her, then adjusted his grip on the guitar.  Opening up the paper and setting it on his knee, he began to strum a beautiful and haunting melody.  Concentrating on the music and Fala's face, he poured his heart into the one and only song that had ever meant anything to him.


Chapter 7


Seven for a Secret That's Never Been Told…


After he had finished, Jack looked up at Fala.  He noticed that she had tears in her eyes.  She reached up and wiped at a tear that was rolling down her cheek.  


"Fala?"  Jack seemed concerned.


"That was so beautiful, Jack." Fala said in a shaky voice, then threw her arms around his neck and kissed him.  He held her close, whispering loving words in her ear and stroking her hair.


"I love you." He said softly, and drew back to look at her.  He smiled and wiped away her remaining tears with his finger.  "Fala, there's something I'd like to ask you."


"What is it?" Fala seemed a little surprised, but from her expression Jack knew that she realized what he was going to ask her.


Reaching in his back pocket, Jack took out a delicate, silver wedding band.  Holding it between his thumb and index finger, he held it up so she could see it.  It wasn't one of those huge, flashy rings with a big rock on it or anything, but the ring itself was lovely in its simplicity.


"Will you marry me, Fala?" Jack asked, looking directly in her eyes.  "I know I don't have much to offer, but…."


"Of course I'll marry you, Jack!" she didn't even wait for him to finish before she had her arms around him again.  He smiled and placed the ring on her finger.  It was a perfect fit.


"My world's happiness lies in you, Tabby." Jack tried to suppress his own tears.


"And so does mine." She whispered, then kissed him gently.


Jack kissed her in return, thinking to himself that this day couldn't have been better.  He almost wanted to go up on the roof and shout it out to the world that Fala Bastet was going to marry him.  To gloat that the most intelligent, warm, kind and beautiful woman in existence wanted to spend the rest of her life with him.


Sparky and the guys would probably give him a hard time, but one of them had to shed his bachelorhood eventually.  Jack seriously thought about canceling that gig tomorrow, just to spend time with his new future-wife.


"Oh, Jack, there's something I need to tell you." Fala said, breaking his chain of thought.  He drew back and looked at her.  Her face seemed very serious, and he feared it was something that would spoil his day.


"Jack, don't be frightened!" she laughed, noticing his expression.  "It's nothing bad, just unexpected."


"What is it, Tabby?" He asked eagerly.


"Well…I'm…" she began.


The door suddenly burst open.  Three men in black ski masks entered the living room.  Jack jumped to his feet and Fala screamed.


"What's going on?  What do you want?" Jack yelled.  The men had guns, and the one that seemed to be the leader stepped forward.  He was shorter than the rest, and seemed to weigh only about a hundred and ninety pounds.


"Where is it, Jack?" the man demanded.


Jack suddenly froze.  The voice sounded very familiar.  Fala had gotten to her feet and was behind him, her arms around his torso.


"Who are you?" He asked the leader, squinting at him.  "And what are you talking about?"


"The song, goddamnit!" one of the men behind the leader yelled out.  He sounded familiar too.


"Song?" Jack wondered.  "I don't know what your talking about, but you can take anything you want.  Please, don't hurt us."


"Don't play dumbshit with me, Jack." The leader said calmly, seeming to be a little less anxious then the other two.  He raised his gun, aiming it at Jack's face.  The barrel was only inches from his nose.  Jack could hear his heart pounding in his ears, and sweat was breaking out on his forehead.  He stared down the gun and looked into the man's eyes.


"Please, just take anything!  Don't hurt him!" Fala sobbed, the tears running down her face.


"Shut up, bitch!" the man shifted the gun from Jack to Fala.


"No!" Jack moved in front of the gun, shielding her as she screamed again.


"Give me the song, Jack!" the man ordered.  He seemed to be tensing up, and the others kept looking over their shoulders and down the hall.  They appeared to be amateurs at whatever they were doing.


"Or…I'll have to take drastic measures." The gun clicked as the man pushed the hammer down with his thumb.  Jack saw the bullets in their chambers rotate.  The room was dead quiet.  The men stood there as if in shock, and Fala was staring at the man in silent fear.


"It's over there.  In the guitar case." Jack said, gesturing towards the dark blue, sticker-covered case that was leaning against the coffee table.


"Why do they want your song, Jack?" Fala asked him.  Jack didn't answer but kept watching the leader as he moved for the case.


The man grabbed the case and opened it violently.  After flinging other papers aside, he finally found the song folded up in the pick compartment.  He held it up to the others proudly as if it was some sort of trophy.


"I didn't know you would go to these lengths for that song." Jack moved fearlessly towards the leader.  The other men aimed their guns at him.


"DON'T MOVE!" one of them warned him.


"You know them, Jack?" Fala asked him in puzzlement, remaining very still.


The leader laughed, then stuffed the piece of paper in his pocket.  The others seemed to relax a little, and one of them let out a sigh of frustration.


"I told you this wouldn't work." One of them said to the leader.


"I thought I knew you!  I can't believe you were crazy enough to pull something like this.  Did you think I wouldn't recognize you?" Jack moved a little closer, but cautiously.


"Actually, no." the leader said, then aimed his gun at Jack again.  "That just makes it all the more difficult for me to do this, buddy."


Then the gun went off.  Jack doubled over as the bullet pierced his flesh.  It tore through his organs and arteries, then exploded out the other side.  Blood splattered everywhere, including on Fala.


Screaming loudly, she rushed to his side.  Cradling his head on her lap she was crying and cursing at the men.


"JACK, NO!" she cried.  "Please, no!"


"Why the hell did you do that!" one of the men yelled at the leader.  "We weren't going to hurt him!  Just take the song!  We weren't supposed to KILL him!"


"He knows who we are.  Do you want to go to jail?" the leader replied.


"You'll…. pay…for…this…" Jack said as loudly as he could, coughing as he felt his own blood filling up his lungs.  Blood was all over his shirt, all over his hands.  Blood everywhere.


The leader walked over to him.  His shadow fell over Jack's broken and bleeding body.  Fala had her hands over his wound, crying and telling him it would be all right.


"Not likely." The leader told her.


"Come on, she doesn't recognize us.  Leave her alone." One of the others pleaded.


The leader aimed his gun once again at Jack, this time at his face.  He was a black silhouette against the ceiling light above.  Opening his mouth to protest, Jack felt the blood gurgle over his lips as he tried to speak.  Things started getting hazy.


"See you around, Jack." The man's voice was sarcastic and insensitive.  Jack's eyes closed for a moment.  Everything seemed far away, especially Fala's screaming and pleading.  He couldn't feel his legs or arms, and it was getting cold.


Jack opened his eyes, looking up at the man.  There was a crow sitting on his shoulder.  It was that same crow he saw today on his car and outside the window.  It was staring down at him with eyes like rubies.  Eyes like fire.  The ceiling light seemed to form a disc of brightness around its dark form.


"Don’t worry Jack, it's gonna be fine." He heard a soothing voice tell him.  "Don't look."


Yet, Jack could not close his eyes.  He knew that the bird was Death, and it had come for him.  He didn't want to die, and he didn't want to leave Fala.


"No…" he murmured.  Then he heard a loud boom and saw the flash of the gun barrel.  There was a piercing scream, then everything went black.  Though Jack couldn't see, he heard everything.


Fala was still screaming.  One of the men was yelling and he heard them moving around in the apartment.  Suddenly his vision came back, but he couldn't move.  Then he realized he couldn't blink either, because he was dead.


The crow was perched on the bookshelf above.  Jack saw the men suddenly converge on Fala, and one of them muffled her screams.  He knew what they were going to do to her.  With all his effort he wanted to move, he wanted to stop them.  He could do nothing but watch them violate her.


"It'll be over in a minute.  Don't look, Jack." The crow said, trying to draw his attention away from the awful scene.


Jack felt the anger and hatred well inside him.  He wanted to get up and kill them one by one.  He saw Fala's face, red with tears.  He heard their angry and horrible voices.  The crow flew down to his head and stared at him.


"Don't look, Jack!" it commanded him.  Jack stared past it and the awful scene imprinted itself on his still open eyes.  The crow squawked fiercely and spread its wings, attempting to block Jack's view.


One of the men let out a whoop of excitement.  The others mimicked him in response.  The constant sound of Fala's muffled screams and prayers reached Jack's ears.  He felt as if he would explode with rage.  The crow gazed at him with its jewel-like eyes; its shining feathers reflected the fluorescent light from the ceiling fixture above.


"JACK!" the crow screamed.  "DON'T LOOK!"


Everything fell into darkness.  The screams of the crow and Fala echoed inside Jack's brain as he slipped away into nothingness.  Death was sweet….


Or so it seemed.


Chapter 8


The Veil of Tears…


Fala sobbed loudly, drawing in each breath with such noise that you would think she was choking.  Resting her head on the edge of the bathtub, she enjoyed the coolness of the porcelain against her hot face.


It was hard for her to grasp what had just happened.  The bathroom seemed to be a comforting place; a way to get away from the coffee stain on the rug and the message on the machine that sounded like Jack.


Fala seriously thought she was going insane.  How could it be Jack on the machine?  Jack was dead.  Jack was buried.  He was gone for good.  Still, she couldn't get the sound of his voice on the line out of her brain.  No, it just couldn't be.  There was no way under God…


She slowly got up off the linoleum floor and looked at herself in the mirror.  It wasn't the same girl from a year ago.  It wasn't the happy girl who was in love with her happy boyfriend.  Not the fairytale story she thought her life to be.  There was nothing there now.  A sad looking creature with dark circles under her eyes, tangled hair and deathly pale skin.


Of course, this came from the heroin.  It seemed to be the only escape for her anymore.  Getting high was as close to Heaven as she could get…as close to Jack as she could get.  Sure, she tried praying, support groups, medication, shrinks…but this was the only thing that worked.  Fala looked in the mirror at the pathetic thing she had become, the manic-depressant, suicidal junkie.


"Jack…" she whispered.  "If you saw me now, it would break your heart."


Turning on the faucet, she splashed her face with cold, brackish water.  The urge was rising in her to do it again.  To suck up that liquid fire in a syringe and plunge it into her arm.  Yes.  If Jack was on the answering machine calling her, it was time for her to go to him.


Fala left the bathroom and walked through the living room.  After sidestepping the coffee stain on the rug, she headed into the kitchen.  There was a silverware drawer that had some of the evil stuff taped to the back of it.  Without much effort, Fala yanked the drawer from its cubbyhole.


The stainless steel utensils crashed onto the floor.  Fala stared for a moment at the forks, knifes and spoons strewn across the tile, sparkling under the light bulb burning above.  Slowly, she kneeled down and ripped the little package from the back of the overturned drawer.


She heated the stuff in a dirty spoon over the kitchen stove.  After drawing it up in an old syringe, Fala headed into the bedroom.  There was a sharp sting, like always, as she pushed the needle into her arm.  It was a momentary pain for a much longer pleasure.


But this time, she thought.  Will be the last time…

She lay on the bed and stared up at the ceiling.  All her thoughts were of Jack.  The man who had given her everything, yet had taken it all away.  She'd be with him soon.  It was only a matter of moments now, just a few minutes and there would be oblivion.


Her eyelids grew heavy.  It felt almost like she was drifting off to sleep.  Fala never knew death could be this painless, this easy.  Letting her eyes close, she began to dream the dream of the dying.


She was flying.  The wind was whipping over her, and the clouds were drifting lazily by.  Below she saw a never-ending stretch of green land, the land of plenty.  There was a sweet music echoing throughout this place, a song that sounded so familiar to her.


This must be Heaven.  She thought.  Where's Jack?


A soft rain began to fall, followed by a rumbling thunder.  Swooping downwards, Fala found herself landing in an immense tree.  This tree was full of crows.  Its branches were covered with the midnight creatures.  Their cawing and squawking was deafening to Fala's ears, and she wanted them to stop so badly she almost screamed.


They suddenly fell silent.  There was not one flutter of wings or even a movement of a feather as they all stood perfectly still.  Fala stared at them in terror, afraid of what was going to happen next.


"This is unexpected," A voice boomed out from above.  "But planned for."  Fala looked around in all directions, wondering where this godly voice was coming from.  She saw nothing but a bunch of statuesque birds.


"Just send her back." A smaller voice called out.  "It's not her time anyway."


"Of course it's not her time!" Another voice said angrily.  "When ever this happens, it's not suppose to be this way.  How can they be together forever in death, if she has condemned herself?"


"Remember your place." The booming voice reprimanded the angry one.  "The one I sent on this task is very experienced, he's done this before.  Have faith in him, and don't ever doubt my wisdom again."


Fala felt as if she was going to cry.  What were they talking about, and who?  Was it she who was damned?  This place was starting to feel more like Hell than Heaven.  Where was Jack?  Why wasn't he here?


The birds all seemed to be staring at her now.  Beady red eyes were shining out of their dark forms like flames out of a jack-o-lantern.  Fala felt as if this would be the end.  The end of everything.  It was Hell, and she had landed.  There was no way to go back…


Fala slowly opened her eyes.  She felt as if she was moving while she was still laying down.  There were bright lights above, and the shouts of urgent voices.  Her eyelids fluttered and she gasped.  Dark figures hunched over her.  There was a mask over her nose and mouth, feeding her air.


"You're going to be all right, Fala.  Just hold on…" one of the voices told her.


Tears streamed out of Fala's eyes.  She was in the hospital again.  It reminded her of something she didn't want to remember.  The wheels of the stretcher squealed on the tile floor as they turned her to the right.  There was another voice telling her she needed to live….that she needed to be strong…


Please, Fala.  Live.  Do it for Jack.  Remember for Jack… the voice whispered.


Sobbing loudly, her hot breath clouded the clear plastic of the oxygen mask.  Fala didn't want to do it.  That night was too painful for her to bear once, but to re-live it again was an impossibility to her.


Please, Fala.  Please… another soft voice begged.  It almost made her heart stop.  She recognized the voice….it was her beloved Jack's.  He was asking her to share her memories with him.  He had reached out with his soul so he could know the truth.  The very same truth that she didn't want to remember.


Fala felt her heart breaking.  Closing her eyes, she revisited the night she thought would be forever shrouded in her soul…


Chapter 9


An End Before A Beginning…


Jack huddled in a dark corner of an abandoned warehouse.  He had found some old boots on a dead body in the next room.  The crow told him to take them.  In life, Jack would have found this repulsive, but he was not alive and it didn't bother him as much as it should have.


He was still wearing his muddy funeral clothes.  They didn't offer much warmth since they were soaking wet and there was a slit down the back, exposing his bare skin to the elements.  The crow told him this did not matter, for he had already caught his 'death' anyway.


Jack had already gone through the painful process of remembrance.  He knew who his murderers were, but he had no idea where to find them.  The crow told him there were things he needed to know…things that were hidden to him in life.


Now, Jack reached out with his newfound psychic powers to find out the truth.  He decided to start with Fala.  When his mind reached hers, he found she was barely clinging to life.  At this he jumped up off the floor and yelled out at the crow that he needed to go to her.


"Jack, she'll be fine, believe me."  The crow attempted to console him.  "You need to find out what happened that night after you died.  It's very important."


He eyed the crow suspiciously, wondering if this strange being was up to something.  Concentrating harder, Jack embraced Fala's memories of that horrible night.


Jack opened his eyes.  No, they were not his eyes.  He knew this because with these eyes he was looking at his own dead body on the floor nearby.  The rug about his body was stained with blood, and his real eyes were staring blankly forward.  There was a small, bloody hole in his forehead.


Jack felt himself gasp and begin to cry uncontrollably.  No…it wasn't him crying, it was Fala.  Looking down through her eyes, he saw her half-naked, bruised body.  He felt her pain as she crawled across the floor towards his lifeless form.  She was screaming in anguish…she was screaming for help…she was screaming his name.


There was the sound of sirens wailing in the freezing night air.  Jack felt the congealed blood on his fingers…her fingers…as she clutched at his dead body.  His bare chest torn to pieces, the coldness of his unanimated flesh.


There was more blood.  Fresh blood.  This blood was coming from Fala.  Jack fell into darkness as she collapsed next to his corpse.  There were the sounds of heavy footfalls and voices speaking in rational tones.  One voice stood out above the others…


"How horrible it must be for that poor girl…to lose two people so close to her in the same day."


Two?  Jack did not remember anyone else being with them that day.  How could it be that two people died that day?  Unless…Oh, God…No…


"Where am I?"


Jack could see again.  Fala was in the hospital.  Everything was stark white and sterile, with flashes of cold metal and the strange noises of machines and intercoms.  Jack could feel the pain again, in his abdomen, but it was far better than before.


"You're safe.  You'll be all right."


There was a doctor.  He was an Asian man with kindly eyes and dark, mussed hair.  His white coat was wrinkled, along with his forehead.  There was some sort of empathy in his eyes.


"I know Jack's dead."


It was Fala's voice.  She began to sob softly, hot tears running down her cheeks.  There was a sharp pain in Jack's abdomen again.  What was that?  What did it mean?


"I am truly sorry about Jack, but I am afraid there is more."


The man pronounced his words with great care.  It seemed he had just learned English a short time ago.  The doctor reached out and laid a hand on Fala's shoulder.  Jack could see the hurt in his eyes.  The thing that troubles a person before they are about to give you bad news.


"Were you aware that you were pregnant, Fala?"


Jack felt his stomach turn over inside him.  There was another stab of pain.  Pregnant?  Jesus Christ, she was pregnant?


"Yes, I knew…actually.  I…I was going tell him tonight.  But…then…we…"


Fala could not finish the sentence, but Jack knew exactly what she meant.  The tears were coming again.  Jack felt numb.  He could not believe what he was hearing.


"I am sorry, but due to the damage caused to you after your…attack, the baby in your womb could not survive.  You lost too much blood and had an extremely premature birth."


The doctor had approached it so carefully and professionally, but Jack could tell he felt for Fala, who was now sobbing so loudly people in other beds were staring.  She looked so weak and frail, as if one more word would make her break.


"That baby was all I had left of Jack."


Jack felt like his heart was being ripped in two.  He would have been a father…he would have had a family…and they took it all away from him…and her.


"I've seen enough!" he cried.


"No, you must see the rest." The crow said.


"I DON'T WANT TO SEE ANYMORE!" he screamed.


The doctor tried his best to comfort Fala, but there was nothing he could do to make her stop crying.  He sat on the edge of her bed and told her how sorry he was for her.  Bitter sorrow.  The doctor didn't know how she felt.


"Was it a boy, or a girl?"


Fala had stopped crying long enough to ask the doctor this question.  He sighed, feeling that it was unnecessary hurt for her, but decided she was entitled to know.


"A girl."


"NO MORE!  PLEASE, NO MORE!" Jack cried.


"Very well." The crow muttered.


Jack hugged himself, rocking back and forth in the darkness of the corner.  He was in the abandoned warehouse again.  For the first time since he had risen from the grave, Jack cried.  The crow had stopped him before, but now the tears flowed freely.


"No…no…no…no…" he said over and over again, shaking his head.  There was an overwhelming sadness inside him.  This could not be.  A child!  They had not just killed him, but the child that would be his daughter.  Something else had died in that room too, on the bloodstained rug of the living room that was once his home…


Fala.


For the first time he had felt the pain that was hers.  She did die that night, but in a way much more horrible than even Jack could imagine.  Her heart had been ripped out and waved in her face…in the form of a bloody corpse that was once her love, and a partially grown fetus that would have been her daughter.


"GOD!  Oh, GOD!"  Jack screamed.  "WHY?  HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO HER!?"  He grabbed a piece of metal wreckage from the filthy floor and flung it at the crow.  It flapped out of the way easily before the shard buried itself in the flimsy wall.


"She was an innocent." The crow said softly.  "Even the innocent have to suffer, for there is meaning in suffering….and salvation in it as well.  Jesus Christ allowed Himself to be nailed to a cross, with a crown of thorns on His brow….He shed His blood and felt His pain so He could pay for our sins.  Every innocent who suffers does the same.  Her place in Heaven is assured."


"So she must continue to suffer?"  Jack asked angrily.  His face was smudged with tears and dirt, every muscle in his body straining with emotion.  "You expect me to just hunt down the guys who did it, then leave her here alone in misery?"


"Jack," the crow sighed impatiently.  "You are dead.  The living are not your concern now, justice is."


"FALA IS!" Jack cried out.  "GODDAMN YOU!"


"God sent me."


"Then go to HELL!"


"The Devil sent me too."  If the crow had lips, they would have been turned up in a smile.  "Let us discontinue this useless fighting, Jack."

