—  Like the woman in my bed Last night, like “

P nearly every woman I've taken to my bed
e on this endless jau rney, this creature is the
5;n’tting imAge af ILavia. As 1f the cruel

. Artist captured our Last moment together
E fmfam the 30:{5 tore us Apart and now seeks
. tothrow Lost happinessin my face Like so
. much sand.

 Itstings, and Tthink my eyes have started .
. towafer.

B And it was cruel of me to hurt her, yes, and
as I've confessed I do not allow quilt to
. touchme far it is pointless, buf there is |
B8 sametking in me ; cannot t{em/. i feel some~
£ thin for this poor young woman wheo cAp-
turug A moment with me I do not recall.”
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I meant something to her. In some small .'. 3
. way, Isuppose she even Loved me, but what
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. watching the sun rises from the cool com-
- fort of A straw-stuffed mattress, wrapped

in eAch other's arms, u?fu'Sfen'n Lies and
framises that were never meant to be szt.

. Howcould Thave stayed?
E 7
. Why would It

And the real answer is not becanse I'm
 heartless, asyou've no doubt surmised
- thispoint, but becanse 1 feel too much.

, And 5o I pose the question once Again: How
 could T haveever stayed? Whatkind of
" masochistic ool WauZ( I have been to stand
" by and watch time's heartless touch alter
18 tZa delicate beau ty af her fm and nipble
P éWny At her Pac(y, her mind and her senses?
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. Timewould have turned her into some~
" thing that shattered me At my very core,
. And Aqain perhaps you'll think me cruel,

but I never watched Itlavia die. I could
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. have, and for some time from great distance
I watched as she qrew old, fmtj Trefusedte
wAtch her die.

. Thelessons learned while watching her Age
- areetched upon the canvas of m saul
written in ink that never wishes or fades
. AwAY, and 5o never Agin will stand b

" and watch these women, who likeness b
 herimage force me to call upon her memory
. Andher Tace, wither and fade from this
Bos . world.

' I have seen enough darkness and pain
e Mrmg the road I walk, hau ntec{]a'

Y thousand-thousand memories MM? SCATS
 time will never heal.

. Why would Iever torment myself sof

. Andsoit seems it is I who've become tor-

" mentor. The cruel strand wrapped tight
o around & heart, stran unttl its Last
;—%_l’mt 15 50 U tu{ fmnl Zf th cannot 17%
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. hearq qusting through the rising wind.
“MZ mother tracked him down when I was
. gustaboy.” Rusten invades my tortured
- ‘mand, his Voice wavering with raqe
= cannet Ivagin to comprehend, nor would I
- want to. “Idon't even remember how old I
. was when Imet him that one and onl
- time, seven, maybe eight, but he passeq
. thatimage onto me And told me A tale so

. unpelievable only a madman could have
. thought it up. #is sob story, the tale of &
. father cursed to wander because his father

( - wandered before him.

. “Aftzr mz:natﬁer s;:in’taa( me AWAY, re-

A zretting the efforts she put into inZin

im, she told me he was tainted in the a8
L head, crazy Like his fntker WAS Ivefore him,

 but now that taint has passed onto me, see.
et - all I want is to qo home Aqgain, to
leavie my boots beside the door, sit downte
. supper with my woman and rest my head
. uwpon herbreast so I can hear her heart
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_ Pmting in her chest.”

There's no mistaking the crack of emotion
. in his tone, the hitch of a strangled sob he
. whAntsso desperately to hide, but can't c{ts-
 quise no matter how he tries.

e
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B

RS 1S desperate, an emotion I know all too
S
_';. | Well

I >
2o ' “But Ican't go home and I suspect you Al-
m - kncm? he cause. 'N ow that I have fﬂt
g - f Wm( her, now that my heart beats for her
" And my son grows in her 1731117 now thatl
e };:Mnt 0 hold herin my Arms, I can 't 40 " 23
P ack.” by

. Onewould think a bard of my experience
. and caliper would know better than to
 speak when no words Are necessary, but I
¥ }:rafass my innocence to him aAqain, realiz-
" ingonly after the words Are spoken tﬁnt 17
VS kmlc{ Z:We spid nothing at all.
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Rusten turns to face me Aqain, moonlight
. glintingon the blade he's drawn from.
 Somewhere inside his leather.

P 1t only A t{wgger, but fer[m;as you recall

. my previous confession. T have seen a Lot of %
flzf;ting. I've been on the sidelines of & 1

thousand battles, maybe more.

. T'veseen men lose their couraqe, seen the
. qleamin their eyes seconds before dragon
s fire burns their bodies to a husk. of smolder-
. ing ash the smell of which invades the

'( ﬁ - senses for days after.

Y I'Ve witnessed men standing face to face
- with blades drawn and watched them cut
B | one another to ripbons. I've seen them stab ~';'
. oneanctherintheback and T have seen
 murderin men’s eyes.

And I know that is exactly what he's fol-
lowed me out here to do; Isee it clenrh/ now’,
4 ig.ﬂiﬁining-iikz madness in the t{eef green
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