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THE
SIRENS OF THE SERENE





I
can't recall the first time I saw her, drifting through my dreams and
stealing my waking thoughts, but she must of came to me during one of
those long nights, while I lay watching the pin-point lights between
sleep and wakefulness— between nothing and infinity.

And
now, I often find myself slipping into interrupted sleep, thinking of
her long, black hair and her white robe trimmed with gold silk,
shimmering in a breeze that I can never feel; her voice as soft as a
summer's rain, drawing me closer— just like that story from the
old Greeks, where the voices lure sailors into the sloshing sea.

None
of us paid much attention at first. Actually, we all just went on
doing our routines. I even talked to Doc about it, but that didn't
seem to help— Doc was preoccupied with his own problems (he saw
her too, or someone like her). Eventually, the whole damn crew had
their problems in some way or another. How could Doc fix them or me
when he had issues of his own?

But
that all changed with Jeb. He was a wakeup call for all of us. Doc
rambled on about acute depression brought about by the isolation of
deep space. It still didn't explain what Jeb did— nothing
could. And Jeb was such a decent guy. Horrible—

The
Cap said it was the damndest thing he ever saw. He told me that he'd
seen some real head cases in his time, but this takes the prize. The
Cap didn't look good then— still doesn't. I told the Cap that
Jeb was a good man, before he got sick.

I'm
the Comm man, so Cap made me report this back to ANSCOM— told
me they needed to know— Anderson being a family man and all,
but so was Jeb. Doc told me he wanted to add something special to the
report, but I didn't let him. I don't know why, but I sent it before…

I
stayed with Doc and Jeb the first night. Cap said we needed security
and I'm the designated strong arm. I didn't think they needed much.
Jeb was cuffed and jacketed, and staring straight forward like some
zombie— calm, almost too calm if you’d ask me. He wasn't
going to hurt again. Still, Cap wasn't the type to take chances after
losing two of his crew already. So I held the stunner while Doc
switched on the recorder.    


"Is
there anything you want to say Jeb… talk?" Doc just sat
there twisting in his favorite chair. He didn’t seem to know
whether he was therapist or prosecutor.

"What
seems to be the problem, Doc?" Jeb was still too calm, and that
scared me. At least there was no smirk on his face— no
smugness, like usual.

“Anderson.”

“Oh,
Anderson…” Jeb's face didn't crack. He just kinda stared
all blank-like. Jeb didn't expect to get away with this, did he?

“Did
you have the dream?”

“The
blonde?”

“Yes.”
The Doc asked the question, but it almost seemed like he didn't want
an answer. The Doc gave me a little glance; his face was a little
red. We all shared our little dreams these last few weeks. Even Doc!
Doc was not immune to any of this, and Doc knew that we knew. The
Doctor patient thing just didn't exist anymore.

“She
met me at the bar.”

“Like
she usually did?”

“Mostly.”
Jeb's face actually brightened a bit. “Sometimes we met on the
beach, or on a pier, or a snowy ski slope…”

“Always,
alone?”

“Yes.”

“Why
do you think…?”

“Doc,
I'm a married man.”

“Did
she ever… Did she ever ask you to do anything, unusual?”

“She's
so beautiful—“

“Violent
things?”

“She
wouldn't harm a fly.” Jeb suddenly looked a little disturbed.
Something Doc said must've finally lit his fuse.

“Did
she say anything about us?”

“Who?”
Jeb was just being funny. He knew damn well what Doc was asking.

“Your
crew mates…”

Jeb
just sat there for a second, and then he exploded. That's the best
way I can describe it. He strained against his straps clutching his
hands. I could even see the veins in his forehead. I gave Doc a look.
Doc just looked down and nodded. So I gave Jeb a zap and he went
right to sleep.

Doc
sighed and turned on his Comm. I thought I heard the Cap reply, Aye,
but I wasn't certain.”

Doc
stroked his chin. “Can I have a few moments?” I could see
concern in Doc's eyes.

I
was a little taken back by this, but I didn't say anything. I just
accepted the order and left him alone. Jeb was pretty secure in his
straps so I wasn't much concerned for Doc's safety.  Doc secured his
door before I was hardly out the hatch. Strange—  


I
went back to my quarters and closed my eyes.

There
she was again. It didn't take long. She was standing in a field of
strawberries— same dress, same hair, same breeze. Her face was
pure light. I tried to look at her directly, but it was like looking
at the sun. I only assumed she was lovely. She moved with such a
grace, I can hardly describe. I just lay there listening to her
laugh…”

I'm
awake now. She's gone. I feel a bit odd.

I
climbed back down to Doc's. The door was wide open. I peered inside.
“Doc?

Doc
wasn't there.

“Geez.”
Jeb's throat was cut from ear to ear. There he sat still strapped in.
It looked like a scene from a horror flick. I felt my heart in my
throat.

“Doc.”
I spun around. I grabbed my stunner. I hit the Comm button. “Cap,
this is Jones. Cap?” No answer. “Cap—”
Nothing.

Cap's
quarters was two doors down. I moved quickly. I rapped on the door.
“Cap? Doc?” No answer. “Geez.” The door Comm
flashed red— locked! I stood there, stunner in hand, watching
it blink.

She
was in a garden now, tending a hoe. She was surrounded by plump
tomatoes, rows of yellow lettuce, and creeping vines of orange
pumpkins. I could see more of her face now. She was stunning, just
like I imagined. I heard her singing (or humming) a soothing tune.

Now,
I was with her. I stood before the garden. I inhaled its freshness. I
felt the sun's heat, and the breeze on my face.

She
turned to me, gesturing. “Come closer.” She smiled.
“Come. Don't be shy. I've something to show you.”

Suddenly,
out of thin air, I saw a glint in her hand. She bent gracefully and
pared a pumpkin bloom, and held it forth.

“See
how easy! Now the fruits will grow strong.”

I
looked down at the wounded stem; it oozed green, then yellow, and
then deep red. Suddenly, the stem burst, and I was covered from head
to foot, dripping—

The
Comm light stopped blinking. I looked up at the control box— a
twisted mess of circuits and wires. I pressed the button. The door
opened.

There
was Cap, still sitting in his chair… same bugged-out eyes and
look on his face. And there in the corner, behind the overturned
desk, lay the Doc's torso; his severed head bathed in a river of
dried blood.





I
was with her now. We stood, hand in hand, in a forest of tall trees.

She
smiled. “We're alone now.”

I
looked into her eyes. “It was destined to be.”

“You
have one more task.” She waggled her finger like scolding a
child.

“I
know.”

She
raised her delicate hand and caressed the bark of a towering
evergreen. A series of yellow displays sprung forth. She raised her
palm and gestured. And then she laughed.

I
reached up.

Fourteen,
thirteen, twelve…

We
ran amongst the trees like children playing tag. I never felt so
free, so alive. We giggled and laughed.

Five,
four, three…

She
stopped. I held her close.

One…

I
looked deep into her eyes, but something was different. I saw
loneliness there, vacant— like when I…

Then
I saw the radiance. It began with a twinkle in her eye, growing
slowly and steadily, until she was engulfed in light.

Then,
she was gone; replaced by that damned, dissolving tunnel.  And
finally, I realized the irony— 


**********

A
few notes about the Yaakmen of Tyrie series: Part 1: Confluence
currently offered FREE at Smashwords.com.
The Yaakmen of Tyrie is an action, adventure novel set on an alien
world, but a world much like our own. Quintar is a Yaakman. He and
his comrades partner with the giant, shaggy bipeds to connect the
three major settlements of the Great Confluence of Tyrie with trade
and commerce. (Authors note: Although I purposely omit detailed
descriptors, the Yaak --rhymes with rake-- is, in my mind's eye, a
creature combining the attributes of a T-Rex, a Wookie, and Cousin It
of Addams Family fame). Part 1: Confluence introduces us to the Lands
of Tyrie, leading to the yearly gathering known as the Council of
Representatives. But this year's Council is far from routine; there
are a handful of new appointees including Quintar of the Yaakriders,
the fisherman Barrazan, the tough rancher Balyar, and the diminutive
scribe Porrias. And the young trapper Ruppon, who is summoned to the
Council to tell a mysterious story the subject of which, only a
handful know. But all are overshadowed by the elder merchant Dumas,
who issues a cautionary warning that horrific natural dangers lurk in
Tyrie's shadows, unseen in generations, yet deeply ingrained in the
minds of Tyrie's citizens. But Dumas keeps many deep secrets, many he
has pledged to his death... The Yaakmen of Tyrie Part 1: Confluence
(Free!):

smashwords.com/books/view/6422





