Behrendt 5

The Waiting World

The talisman glowed a hot, angry red as it burned against Tyler’s chest. Suspended about his neck, he futilely struggled to pull it off.  He growled fierily.  It was as though a great magnet had hold of the metal and was trying to pull it through his very body.  His muscles bulged but the talisman held for a bit longer before at last the witchdoctor’s daughter’s creation went flying off into the darkness.  Looking down, he could faintly make out the markings of the talisman now burned onto his very flesh. 

Everything was very still and quite.  He sniffed the air and inhaled the fragrance of a woodland.  No where rumbled the rowdy calls of cars tumbling across highways.  No smoke and ash bubbled forth to choke his senses.  Everywhere, it was calm and natural, and peaceful.


Something was dreadfully wrong.


He rolled to look to his left and, of course, Heather wasn’t there.  Her curly blonde locks failed to flow over his arm, her smile failed to lift upon seeing him, her eyes failed to see him as he truly was.  She wasn’t there.  Nor was the bed they had shared but hours before, nor the room, the very home, they had lived in together.


A frustrated smattering of wind blew into his eyes as wild grass gleamed emerald and brown bravely in the face of a growing storm.  High overhead twin trees raised thick green arms into a sky glowing with silver storm clouds and shards of lightning that called down to his tiny human form, far below.


Tyler, I love you.  


The last words he had heard from Heather hissed through his mind as he struggled to stand.  Leaning against a gnarled trunk, he breathed her name. Where was she? Better yet, where was he? 


“Heather,” he called, but the wind and the thunder slashed the sound of his voice so that nothing remained but the sound and the fury above and before him.  Tyler felt the wind pick up before pinpoints of rain began to pulsate down to attack his body.  Naked except for his boxers, he shivered in the midst of the growing storm, and there he stood, all alone.


All alone save for the rain and a bird calling out somewhere in the woodlands, its song shrill and panicked.  Running a soft hand over the thick bark, he wondered briefly if he was going to die, if Heather was dead, if it even mattered if he continued to stand.  The rain hurt as it pounded downward, the javelin of some forsaken god unleashed.  He groaned and peered outward, but it was to dark to really see much.
 
“Where are you Heather? Where am I? Who did this to me? Are you there?” 


Lightning shrieked through the sky, cutting a hole in the darkness so that he could briefly see a form outlined in shadows lurking towards where he stood.  An entity with long, black hair, with leaves and grass for skin, it moved so fluidly that he wondered if it was even there.  He could see it scuttle closer and closer between lightning strikes.


“Are you the one who did this to me?” he asked quietly, knowing the thing wouldn’t answer.  Then again, maybe it did, for its eyes sundly looked directly at Tyler, and what little courage remained disappeared.  Those eyes were coming closer.


Tyler turned and ran, his feet slipping on the wet, muddy ground.  Falling hard, he tried to stand but couldn’t.  And that was when the guttural words flowed downwards at him.  Fluid and wild, unlike anything he had ever heard before, the words pummeled Tyler as surely as did the rain.  He weekly managed to turn over.


The strange figure stood over him.  Leaf and grass and wild eyes all jittered as laughter lathered down.  Tyler shut his eyes, and the storm mixed with the laughter.


“I love you Heather,” he whispered before something hit him hard.

* * *


He remembered the witch doctor’s laugh as he and Heather had examined the thin shrunken skulls that guarded the holy man’s abode.  A tourist attraction, he had smiled at the tiny little heads while Heather had huddled against his form.  He remembered the warmth of her body as he’d held her, facing those twisted skulls. 


In broken English, the witch doctor had said,”Come forward. Welcome.” 


Hugging Heather, Tyler had entered the witch doctor’s abode, a place out of Indiana Jones & The Temple of Doom.  Smoke and the smell of brimstone had bubbled up at the two, inside of the ancestral structure, its wood stained black from the constant use.  He had held his perfectly perfumed and atired wife and snapped pictures with his Polaroid camera to the beet of drums.  He had even raised his camera towards the witch doctor, who had glared angrily at him.


“No. No that.”


Complying, he’d put away the camera and winking at Heather, he’d asked her if she thought the witch doctor was cooking up a spell.  The man must have over heard, for he had smiled and said,”Yes.”


“Really? What kind of spell? Is it a love spell?”


“No.  Not love spell.  Big spell.  Make it all, break it all.”


“Sounds like a love spell to me.  To interesting.  Just don’t cast it at my wife!” Tyler had said, steering Heather closer to a mosaic engraved into the blackened stone wall. The mosaic seemed to be a collection of gems, glistening with every color of the rainbow.


Light laughter had caused Tyler to twist around.  A native beauty with thick eye brows and long, savage hair stood behind the two. She was wearing the native dress, which caused Tyler to look at the ground self consciously.

“Hello,” Heather had said shly.


“Greetings. Are you enjoying yourselves?” a light voice answered them with chipped English. 


“Oh, yes. This is an amazing place,” Heather answered, elbowing her husband, who looked up to meet the native woman’s eyes.


“Hi,” he managed. “Uhm, yeah, great place you have here.”


“It is. Here, things are safe and alive.  You should enjoy your stay here.  From what I’ve seen of the land beyond, there is no place like this.  It’s my home,” she told them, before the witch doctor began to make loud noises in the native tongue.  The woman seemed to shrink back into herself


“I . . . hope you enjoy your stay on the island.  Perhaps I will see you again before you depart.  Be careful here.  My father wouldn’t want either of you to come to harm,” she said the last words as she bowed out of the ancient structure, her lithe form flowing out of the doorway.


“Your father?” Tyler asked to late for her to answer.


“She means the witch doctor.”


“No!” the witch doctor said, cutting between the couple and the only way out.  In his eyes he held a long sharp bone, which he used to gesture towards a glowing fire in the back of the structure.


“No where safe in harm.  Soon.  Big magic.  Soon.”


“Huh?” Tyler looked at his wife as she stared, perplexed at the witch doctor.


“Soon safe.  Big magic.  Just wait.”


Shivering despite the warmth, the two had left the hut, the witch doctor casting wicked stares at the couple as they had departed.


Tyler remembered this amongst other things as he slept.

* * *
