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Jake knocked at the door and waited, trying to still his thundering heart.  He felt as if he was going to 

pass out waiting as their recent history assaulted his mind's eye.  Finally the apartment door cracked 

open and he made out her beautiful auburn hair, the light dusting of freckles across her nose and the 

sparkling green eyes that always hypnotized him. 

 “What do you want, Jake?” 

 “Hey Sarah.  Ummm... do you mind if we talk a moment?” he muttered. 

 “Jake, I told you I'm just going to need some time.” 

 “I know but-” 

 The intercom's buzzing interrupted him and Sarah vanished from the door to answer it.  A 

moment later she unchained her door and stepped out.  “Listen, Carissa is dropping some notes off for 

me,” said Sarah as she dashed into the stairwell. 

 Jake stood there, staring at the door as if the gaping hole in his chest was real. 

 “Ready to go?” said the cloaked man. 

 “You said I'd have fifteen minutes,” Jake snapped. 

 “It doesn't appear that you'll need the remaining nine minutes.” 

 “They are still my nine minutes to spend.” 

 “Need I remind you that we are on a tight schedule?” 

 Jake whirled on the man standing behind him with the dark gray cloak, furious.  “I know we 

are!  I understand the rules but I still have nine more minutes!” 

 “Well... eight minutes now,” said the cloaked man as he bowed and faded from sight. 

 Jake turned back toward the stairwell door and pulled out his cell phone.  He selected Sarah's 

contact and started to write a text message but he found the words to be more difficult than breathing.  

On his third attempt Sarah returned. 

 “Jake!  Just... go please,” she said when she saw he was still standing at her door. 

 “But Sarah I have to-” 

 Her raised hand silenced him.  “I know you do, you always have something to say.  No... don't 

give me that look.  I just need some time, Jake.  I promise I'll give you a clean break, I'll owe you that 

much but... just leave.”  And with that, her door closed. 

 With a sigh, Jake went back down and stepped outside into the bright sunlight where the 

cloaked man was waiting. 

 “Three minutes ahead of schedule.  Shall we go?” 

 Jake nodded. 

 He stared at the ground as they wondered down the sidewalk, the people and buildings around 

him becoming an unrecognizable blur. 

 “Last chance to turn back, mortal,” said the cloaked man. 

 Jake looked around, they were still in the heart of the city. 

 “Do you wish to continue?” said the other. 

 “Why are you asking me now?” asked Jake. 

 The cloaked man's head cocked to the side.  “It is always your choice.  This is the last chance 

you have to stay in this world.” 

 Jake examined the crowd that milled about on the other side of the street.  “And if I do?” 

 “World war one.  World war two.  Nine-eleven.  The tsunami.” 

 “You'll strike humanity with another tragedy?” 

 “Silly mortal.  I have nothing to do with the evils that haunt your kind.” 

 Jake considered the cloaked man with corrected regard.  “So why are you here?” 



 “I'm just here to give you the chance to stop the horrors.  To show you the path to the solution.” 

 “Lead on then,” gestured Jake. 

 They resumed walking as the sunlight seemed to grow brighter until Jake was having trouble 

seeing anything other than the dark gray cloak a few steps in front of him.  “Hey, can you do me a 

favor?” 

 The cloaked man halted and spun around.  “I have already granted you your last request, 

mortal.” 

 “I know but... I was wondering if we could do an exchange,” Jake said. 

 “An exchange?” said the cloaked man with a laugh; the first of such Jake had ever heard from 

him. 

 “You know; I do something for you and then-” 

 “I am aware of what an exchange is mortal!  I'm curious as to what you think you could 

possibly offer me.  I am undying.  I have absolutely no physical needs.  What you see isn't even my 

body; just an avatar for you to interact with you.” 

 Jake stretched out his hand, “So we have a deal?” 

 The cloaked man laughed again as he shook Jake's hand.  “What the hell.  I agree that if you do 

something for me, I'll do something for you.” 

 “I've got till the end of the journey right?” Jake said as he resumed walking. 

 “If you make it that far.  Not many of your predecessors have...” 

 

   *   *   * 

Sarah sat curled up on the couch as the television rambled softly.  She had grown concerned.  Had Jake 

done something crazy in the weeks since she last saw him?  Part of her was sick with worry while the 

rest of her was furious at the way he could string along her emotions so easily.  Why couldn't she just 

shove him out of her life and be done with the turmoil? 

 “Sarah.” 

 She jumped and half screamed at the dark gray cloaked man standing behind her. 

 “I apologize for the intrusion, I will not be here for long,” said the man as he reached into his 

cloak.  “I promised Jake I'd deliver this flower from the eternal fields.” 

 Sarah accepted the gift and marveled at its beauty.  It felt as if it was made of crystal and the 

petals looked as if they contained every color of the rainbow.  “You... you knew Jake?” 

 The cloaked man bowed and began to fade from view.  “Yes.  He was my friend.” 


