Pygmalion

Note : This story is based on one of my favorite tales by Ovide. 
           It was first written for My Mongoose Ezine. 
"What is then my madness 

To want to love them all.

What is then this madness

To chase them from Africa, from Asia or from Europa 

To crunch them with black flesh, or white or yellow

To want to love them all 

But to love no one of them

What is then my madness! " 


Ovide,  Metamorphoses.

Blair Sandburg was a very talented young man. After having presented his thesis on a Peruvian tribe, the Chopecs, he had become professor at the university of Rainier where he taught precolombian civilizations. Apparently, he was somebody very lucky. He lived in a loft, on Prospect Avenue, he drove a corvette and he loved his mom very much. All was for the best. 

But he was alone. 

He did not manage to find the love among all his lovers, men or women. He had finally decided to remain alone, to allow only some momentary adventures, but especially, never to marry. He dedicated all his time off to his hobby : sculpture. His art and his work were to be enough for him.

However, one day when he visited the Cascade's Museum, he fell in admiration in front of the great statue of David, carved by Michaelangelo. And during all the time this masterpiece was in his city, he spent long hours admiring it. He became obsessed about it. The return of the statue to Galleria dell' Accademia of Florence initially plunged him in a deep sorrow. Until the day when, for his birthday, his colleagues of Rainier, at the instigation of Simon Banks, professor of criminology, decided to offer to him a gift which was going to change his life forever. 

Blair had a long day of class at the university. When he entered the loft, he was surprised because he couldn't switch the light on. Suddenly, several candles lit the room, and especially a formless mass hidden under a large cloth. And all his colleagues shouted : " Surprise ! " The young man had a movement of retreat, before bursting out laughing. Simon came towards him holding a goblet of champagne:

"Happy Birthday !"

"Wow !  Simon, I didn't expect it !"

"Why, could it be that we finally surprised Blair Sandburg ?" his friend said laughing. They joined the other guests and all kept silence, while the young professor made his way toward his gift.

" What is it ?" Blair asked with a manifest curiosity. Simon simply smiled. The young man raised the cloth. He remained amazed about it during long minutes. 

" Better and better," commented his colleague. "We even succeeded in making you speechless." 

"It's a pure wonder !" exclaimed Sandburg. Rafe, a professor of dramatic art, joined them : 

" Then, you like it ?"

"Oh ! yes !" 

" So much better, because it was awfull to upstairs." 

" But where did you find a block of this size ?" 

"You do'nt believe that we will reveal you all our secrets," Banks answered. Blair didn't listen to him any more. His hand slid the pale surface. It was a marble without any defect. There was just a curious spot, at the base, which could have represented a cat maybe. 

" What do you hope to carve with this thing ?" asked Brown, professor of music. 

" A naïad ?" began Simon. 

" A bear or a wolf ?" continued Rafe.

" One of those incredible creatures which you met in the jungle ?" said Brown. Blair did not answer. He smiled. 

" Now come and cut your cake," Banks invited. "We are starving."

The young man left his gift with regrets to follow his friend. 

Later, once all the guests had left, Blair sat down cross-legged on the couch, in front of the ivory block. He had switched off all the lights, except the candles. 

" I know exactly what I will sculpt." 

And he got down to work. 

During all the weekend, none of his friends saw him. He was accustomed to playing poker, on Saturdays evening, at Simon's. Banks, anxious, called his young colleague who answered only at the end of the third call. When the professor of criminology worried about his attitude and his absence, the kid answered : 

" I am too busy this evening, Simon. I want to finish." 

" Don't say to me that you are already working on your marble !"

" In fact, yes. Listen, I will call you later."

 And before the criminologist can say anything, Sandburg had hung up again. Simon turned to Rafe. 

"I'm wondering if this gift were a good idea." 

The next monday, when Simon crossed his colleague in the corridors of faculty, he had his answer. Blair looked distraught. When he tried to speak with him, Sandburg greeted it by saying to him that he was in a hurry 

Things get worse during the week. Blair missed two mornings classes. Banks had even a call of Naomi who was on a journey to Paris. She did not manage to join her son by telephone. Simon reassured her, but he was himself anxious. The weekend arrived, for the second time, Blair did not come to the poker party. Simon decided to go to the loft. 

Several months before, the young man had given him a double of his keys. Banks never thought to use them, but after having knock several times at the door, without obtaining answer, he did not hesitate.

Entering, he recognized first of all the air that he had heard through the door : it was a passage of //Mrs Butterfly.// Then he noticed the form lengthened on the couch. Lastly, he saw the block of marble which sat imposingly under its cloth in the medium of the living room. The Sandburg's tools trailed on the ground in a chaos of dust and pieces of marble. As Simon approached the marble and that he was going to raise cloth, a sleepy and full with anger voice stopped him : 

" Don't !" 

Banks turned over to see his friend in front of him, twisted naked, the black look, his hair all tousled. 

"What is you up to ? reacted the criminologist.

" It's not your business, answered Sandburg with a deaf voice. Get out of here !" 

"Blair, I was worrying about you, that's all !" 

The young man's expression softened 

" I am fine. I finished yesterday evening. But I don't want you see it." 

" Your mother called me. She tried to join you." 

" I will call her. Now, Simon, get out." 

Banks blinked. It was the first time that the kid spoke to him like that. He almost get angry, but preferred to go away. He openly left the key on the the table. 

When he had left, Sandburg sighed deeply. He passed a tired hand on his face. He felt sweat and dust. He needed a shower and a good breakfast. He proceeded in this order. When he had finished, he moved towards his sculptur. Without removing cloth, he started to cherish surface, his hands going to the blindly under the fabric. He knew already each curve, each embossed by heart. Finally, trembling, he removed the cloth and stayed here a long moment to contemplate his work.

From now on he had *his own* David. 

It was different from the statue of Michaelangelo. It was a little martial. The hair was shorter, the features quite different from those of the biblical hero. And it wore a chopec loincloth. Blair found this small detail suited him well. With a usual gesture, he let wander his hands on the broad chest. His dream became reality. He knew that he had surpassed himself. Never he had put as much determination to carve. He had almost lost sleep and appetite, because he had been obsessed by this block of marble from where, little by little, had come out the vision which he had had, when he contemplated it for the first time. The strength of the stone had immediately said to him that it would model a man. Then it had taught him the form of the face, the shoulders, the chest. Blair had had satisfaction only when he had reached the perfection under his fingers. And now that he had finished, he felt something strange, a mixture of sadness and joy.

He turned over to sit down on the couch, in his favorite spot, that which enabled him to satisfy his glance. An autumnal sunbeam was touching the statue, avoiding it of gilded shimmers. It took his breath away. It was as if the statue were taking life under his eyes, the face especially.

At this moment, he fell in love, like never in his life. When he realized that, he was upset by it. He hid his face between his hands and cried. 

" I am cursed." 

He rose up and move quickly towards the statue to tighten it in his arms with frenzy. But for answer, he had only the cold contact of the stone on his naked skin. So cold ! He moved back crying almost of horror. The impassive glance of his statue contemplated him. The young man move forward again and cherished it. His hands were delayed on its hips. He would have almost liked to tear off its loincloth, so much his frustration was awfull. He collapsed on the pedestal and groaned :

" I become insane." 

Consequently, his life became a martyrdom. 

The young professor had completely lost the taste with his work. He was finally suggested taking holidays, because of his repeated absences. It was quite obvious that he didn't go well. His colleagues didn't speak to him any more, except Banks. He lived like a recluse in his apartment. He did not sleep even any more in his bed, but on the couch, in the living room, close to his sculpture. His obsession was growing. He discussed with his statue, embraced it sometimes, when he can bear the idea that it wouldn't answer his hugs. Blair had even bought clothing to it and spent some hours to dress it, then to strip it. The young man tried to imagine its preferred dishes and prepared delicate mets to it (which he was well forced to eat all alone), which kind of perfume would suit it best But quickly, frustration mixed with passion. Blair can't suffer any more these empty eyes which didn't even look at him, these inert hands which didn't return his caresses to him, this chest which no breath animated. One night, Sandburg was about to destroy the statue. He remained a long moment, holding up his hammer and his graver, ready to crash to pieces the face which he adored. He was however unable. His tools ran up against the ground, while he fell to knees in front of the statue, crying : 

"I can't bear it anymore. I can't…" 

He looked at the strange spot in the shape of cat which he had saved during his labour and which always marked the stone like a singular tattooing. 

Blair cherished it with his fingertips. 

Nothing happened.

The young man curled against the pedestal and plunged in a sleep full of curious dreams.

//He wandered in the jungle until he reached a temple hide in the liana. Sat near the steps of the immense building was held a native. He knew this man, he had helped it for his search. His name was Incacha. 

" Your sadness called me in your dreams. You lost your path in the life," he said. 

" I am cursed, said Blair with despair. I'm in love with a marble statue, cold like a tombstone." 

And he told him its martyrdom. In the end, the native shook his head. 

" I knew that it'll happen, because you're intended to be the Guide. And because your heart didn't find its way, you suffer today. But trust the life : it'll give you back what you've lost."// 

When the young man waked up, it was very cold in the loft. All was quiet and obscure. Blair stand up and looked around him. The voice of Incacha resounded in him: //You must be the Guide.// And he rose with slowly 

" I am not a child anymore, he said clenching his fists. I can't continue to play this futile game longer. Better is worth to give up loving this object without breath. That makes my life so miserable."

And he draped the statue and he garaged it in the room where he kept all his sculpturs. 

Blair succeeded to forget his obsession during several weeks. He came back to his work at the university, after having given to his pars all the guarantees that he would assume his station correctly. He face up again to his life, but nothing was similar any more. He wasn't happy. One day, whereas he had spent two long hours to help one of his students to finish her search on the Peruvian storytellers, he left his office to go to Simon Banks' who had invited him for diner (and, by the same occasion, to join again the poker party with his former colleagues). The young man decided to take a short cut and took the wrong way. He finished in an unhealthy and worrying dead end. Blair noticed at once a young woman who ran towards him. She was pursued by two bad guys. She ran up against the cap of the car of Blair, when the young professor slowed down brutally. 

" Please, help me !" She begged. And Sandburg beckoned to him to go up and tore off her with the claws of her pursuers. Plus, returned late in the traffic, he questioned his beautiful passenger. 

" Are you OK ?" 

" I was so much afraid," the unknown woman confessed. "Without your assistance, I don't know what I would have become." 

" Don't worry, they are far, now. Where can I drop you ?" 

" I don't know the city very well. I come from a distant shore." 

" Do you want a coffee, to recover of your emotions ?" 

The young woman smiled and nod. Then she said : 

" Megan." 

Blair looked her without understand. 

" It's my name, she said. And you are…?" 

" Blair. Blair Sandburg, he answered." 

" It's well what I thought," she said, enigmatic. The young man believed that he had badly understood. Hell, and his rendez-vous with Simon ! He called his colleague and explained the situation to him. 

" I'll be a little late, begin without me."

" You should call the police," his friend advised to him. "They know what to do in this kind of case." 

" Well, she needs help." 

" You'll never change, Sandburg," Banks reacted, and Blair guessed a smile in his voice. "I prefer you as valiant knight that in zombie. Your delay is forgiven." 

" Thank you, Simon. For everything," Blair said, and he hung up again. Megan, who had listened to the conversation, gave him a smile : 

" You have chance to have a friend as him." 

Blair preferred, once again, not to react. 

Whereas he drank his coffee together with the young lady, Blair detailed her for a long time. She was a magnificent creature with wonderful hair, the fearless air and at the same time a little odd. She spoke with a funny accent. 

" I did not think that the journey would be so long and tiring, but I'm happy to be here," she said. Blair listened to her hardly. He had noticed the ankh she wore around her neck. 

" A friend gave it to me, in Egypt, she explained to the young man taking the jewel between her fingers. I always travelled a lot. I visited Americas before, years ago." 

She really expressed in a odd way. 

" But everything so changed," she added in smiling. 

" Do you know anybody here ? Do you know where to sleep ?" 

Megan shook her head. Blair sighed. He knew that he should not make that, it was completely crazy. He took out the double of the key Simon had returned him and stretched out them to the young lady. 

" I'm going to drop you at home. You can spend the night there. I've to go to my friend. It's important, you understand … Otherwise, I would have stayed with you." 

Megan looked at him of a stunned sight. 

" You know me hardly !' She exclaimed. 

" You seem harmless. And then, there's nothing to steal at home, except for my statues. Go, we make like that, and say nothing, I don't want to regret it." 

The young lady grinned.

" You're a good man, Blair Sandburg." 

Later, while he returned from Simon, the young man wondered why he did that. 

After all, he did not know this girl, and he invited her in his apartment. //What did you think in making that ?// He reprimanded. 

Once in 852 Prospect Avenue, he parked his car, went up stairs four by four, because the elevator was out of order, and when he slid his key in the lock, he breathed profoundly, expecting to discover the loft upside down. 

The silence and the darkness reigned in the apartment. There was even no track of Megan. Nevertheless, he had dropped her in front of the building, she had run up the stairs by holding affectedly keys … She was necessarily there! 

He jumped when he heard several deaf knocks. It came from the cubbyhole where he garaged his statues. He rushed, thinking immediately of his sculptures, and especially the statue. In the passage, he took care of recovering his baseball bat near the stair. He opened abruptly the door and shouted : 

" Go out from there !"

Nobody answered him, but he guessed a movement in the darkness. He looked for the switch, and when he switched on the light, he petrified. 

Chapter 2

A blue sapphire glance pierced him. The man was sitting up in some steps of him. Before Blair thought of wondering how he had arrived there, he realized that it was his statue ! 

" It's impossible ! He exclaimed, and he left his bat. How…?" 

The man growled out : 

 " I would like to know. I was in the jungle, when I heard a voice which called me and I was here. I am cold." 

He repeated those last words, as the young man didn't react. Sandburg returned finally to him and approached to hold out his hand to his guest, and helped him to get up. He had only a head furthermore than him, Blair realized. The young man wasn't able to repress a smile. Oh ! and he had obviously only his loincloth. The young man thought immediately of the clothes which he had bought to dress the statue. He made sign to his guest :  

" Come … Don't be afraid." 

The man give him an amused glance which seemed to say : //Nobody afraids me //. And he followed close by him. Blair wasn't able to refrain from noting his assured and feline step. He shook his head. //It's impossible. I'm dreaming ! // He suggested to his guest sitting down in the couch, before he run up in his bedroom, to get down some clothes. He stretched out them to the man who took them and considered them one moment. Then, without the slightest chastity, he undressed in front of Sandburg who was astonished. His first movement was to turn away and he found suddenly convenient to fetch two beers in the refrigerator. But when the young man turned around with both bottles in his hand, he believed to have an heart attack : his statue was completely naked in front of him and seemed to have a problem to know… 

" We put the boxers first, indicated the young man." 

" Oh… thank you."

Blair tried to control his shaking hands. He manages by magic to put down both beers on the table, while watching his guest out of his corner eye. An almost irresistible urge overwhelmed him : to touch… And before realizing what he made, he approached the man and helped him to thread his blue pullover. In the passage, Blair's fingers touched his ribs and Sandburg felt blushing. It aggravated when his eyes met his statue's. No, he couldn't call it like that any more, he was very real. He was breathing. They kept silence a long moment. Finally, the man asked : 

" Why am I here ?" 

Blair blinked. 

" I don't know," he answered. 

" What is your name ?" 

" Blair … Sandburg." 

" And I…"

His guest remained silent some moments. 

" I don't know." 

Sandburg bit his lower lip. Obviously, he had not given a name to his statue. David ? No.... He contemplated one moment the loincloth. The young man smiled,without knowing why exactly he had thought of //The Last of the Mohicans.// 

" What about James ?" He said in holding out his hand to his guest who looked at him without understanding. Blair then dared to take his hand, to squeeze it in his. 

" It's like that that we greet each other, in my world."

//I say really anything. But it's a madman's story.// 

"Why am I here ?" James repeated. 

"I don't know," Sandburg repeated. The young man took the beers, rather than to look at his guest much longer in eyes. 

" Sit down," he suggested to him. "Drink," he added joining the gesture to the word. 

" I'm a stone, the man said with an odd sight." 

"No you aren't…"

 Blair wasn't able to finish his sentence, before starting again with a smile: 

" You're a friend." 

 " We know hardly," his guest retorted. 

" I gave you clothes and a beer."

" I'm a stone," James insisted. "And you sculptured me." 

What answer to that ?

" Yes," the young man said. "At first you were a stone. But now … You're alive." 

"What does it change ?" The man asked with a shrug of shoulders. 

" You can feel." 

"In the jungle also, I could feel. The smells. The ground under my feet."

Suddenly, James' expression froze. 

" Hey ! Man, are you OK ?" 

//He isn't going to change in stone ?// The young man thought with a sudden anxiety. And he leave aside his fears. He put his hand on his guest's. James didn't react. Then the young man called him by his name : 

" James, please, come back ! It's not funny. You frighten me, there. Come back. Listen to my voice. Please." 

He repeated for a long time this litany. Then, more and more frightened, he eventually takes the man by shoulders and shouted : 

" Jim !" 

And the man started and woke up. He fixed the young professor one moment, shook his head. 

" It was quite white around me." 

He considered his beer. 

"It is because of that. The taste is … I was lost in the taste." 

Blair blinked : it was familiar to him, but he can't remember why. 

"You don't like beer ?" 

" No… It is good. 

And to support his comments, James swallowed a long mouthful, before saying : 

" I prefer Jim. That sounds better in your mouth." 

"Oh !"  

Sandburg felt blushing up to ears. He repeated in his head : //Jim… Jim…// And he began smiling like an idiot. They remained silent a long moment, each sampling the beer. The brain of the young man worked at top speed. He tried to find an explanation in the fact that he quietly sat on his couch with his statue, which spoke, which moved, which breathed. But he found nothing credible. It was just a miracle. As in this film, the title of which he had forgotten, where the most crazy wishes of a kid were realized, because he was generous with an old chap. //But for me, it was a woman,// the young man realized. //An angel ?// He remembered her comments, her strange way to speak. Suddenly, Jim jumped on his feet and dropped his bottle which rolled on the carpet. 

"Gunshots !" He exclaimed. Blair looked at him with bewilderment. Jim take his head in his wrinkled hands, and moaned with pain. 

" Stop these sirens."

The young man got up from a jump and grasped Jim by shoulders. 

" Calm down, calm down. What's up ?"

" These noises, in my head, they hurt me."

 As Blair was going to answer that he heard nothing, the roaring of a siren of police was listened in Prospect Avenue, followed by explosions which made him jump. 

"It's impossible! How…?" 

 Jim collapsed on the sofa. The questions would come later. Sandburg obliged his guest to look at him. 

" Concentrate on me. Just my voice." 

James shook his head. He grimaced with pain. 

" Please, make an effort. Me, just me." 

Blair took the face of the man between his hands and continued to speak to him, until he calmed down. Jim asked him with surprise : 

" How did you do that ?" 

" I don't know." 

 The young man sat down on the table, in front of his guest. His hands were shaking. 

" You're a Sentinel," he murmured. 

"A what ?" 

Blair didn't answer him, but got up and fetched a book in the bookcase. When he returned, he opened it on James' lap and showed him a drawing. 

"I chose the anthropology because of this book. This is a monograph by Sir Richard Burton, the explorer, not the actor. It's over a hundred years old. Burton wrote about people like you, the Sentinels. A Sentinel is chosen because of a genetic advantage. A sensory awareness that can be developed beyond normal humans. Now these senses are honed by solitary time spent in the wild. People like you would watch for approaching enemies, change in the weather, movement of game. Tribe survival depended on it. I went to Chopecs to prepare my thesis and there was a man, Incacha, who knew about this subject a lot. But because I didn't have a subject which I could study, I wasn't able to work directly on the Sentinels… Oh ! My God !"

" What ?" 

"I can't believe it's coming true. You realize ! You're a Sentinel, Jim !" 

"Yes, I understood. Finally no, I understand nothing. I did'nt ask to have these capacities." 

Blair almost answered, but preferred to keep silent. How to explain to his statue, with what had already happened to him, that all this was only the expression of Blair's wishes ? It wasn't only the flesh which had taken life, but also dreams. It was almost terrifying and particularly frustrating. He had a Sentinel now, but never he could speak about it. Who would believe it ? As soon as he would open hismouth, he would be taken for a madman. 

"It's a gift, Jim," he protested. "And I can help you to control it." 

" I don't even know why I'm here." 

He glanced at Blair oddly. 

" All this story seems to please you." 

Sandburg sighed. He had to be wrong : did he wish to have that similar grumbler in front of him ? Maybe, yes… Most of people made everything to please him, but his own creation seemed decided well to resist to him. He hoped that this story wouldn't finish like Frankenstein. 

" It's you who brought me here," Jim resumed. "You have to chase away all these noises of my head." 

"Do you still hear sounds ?" 

" Yes. There are boats in the port, people who are quarrelling in an apartment, two cats which  are fighting in an impasse… 

//How can a statue recognize all those noises ?// Blair wondered. But again, he kept silent. He began to be used to make as if all this was normal. By the way, with a childhood like his, he knew how to adapt hiself. And despite of late hour, Sandburg decided to help at once his new friend. 

***

The young man woke up with a start. He didn't remember having fallen asleep, and nevertheless, he was lengthened on the couch. He was alone and the loft seemed silent. Blair rubbed his eyes. //I dreamt.// Of course ! What could be more crazy than to discover in his cubbyhole a man who was a Sentinel looking like his statue and with whom he had spent a good part night to discusse his senses. It was really odd. But he wanted to be sure. So he got up and went to the cupboard. He opened the door, his  heart beating.

He bit his lips to not let escape a shout of disappointment. The statue was there, in the morning light. Blair advanced by scrutinizing it with attention. No, nothing changed. He put his hand on the cold stone under which no heart beat. 

Taken by a sudden madness, he covered the statue of kisses, again and again, but it remained sluggish. He caressed its hands, its face, the pale sweetness of its sides, but it stayed motionless. He brushed slowly its chest, but it doesn't react to these contacts. He embraced it, but it was always passive, like a doll. He would have wanted to be in it, but it answered none of his advances. 

It was a dream, just a dream, too beautiful to exist. He turned back to his work, and without another glance, left the room. 

Nevertheless, if he had looked more attentively, he would have noticed on a workbench, a small heap of clothes carefully folded. 

***

I hold it true, whate'er befall ;

I feel it when I sorrow most ;

'Tis better to have loved and lost

Than never to have loved at all.

" Hey ! Blair,  are you listening to me ?" 

The young man startled and turned to Simon. His colleague was surprised seeing tears shining in his friend's eyes. 

" What did you say, sir ?" 

" Just that Rafe still served us Tennyson for lunch and for once, you don't grumble." 

" In fact, I like Tennyson," Sandburg said sniffing. "I just annoy him for the shape." 

" Don't change you into fountain ?" 

Blair did'nt answer, he looked at Rafe, whereas the professor of dramatic art joined his fiancée to whom he had dedicated this reading. The young woman, red of confusion, welcomed him by frowning. Both lovers began to discuss with animation. 

" Simon, did it happen to you to make a so pleasant dream that during all the rest of the day, it made you feel an impression of almost unbearable regret ?" 

" No, Lord Byron, why ? I am a pragmatic man : I don't wish I will never have. You should make it. That would avoid you putting you in the similar state. I really regret that we bought you this marble block. Since you began to sculpture it, you are not any more the same." 

"It's a magnificent present, sir," Blair protested. 

" When you call me //sir//, I've the impression to grow old of fifteen years and that reminds me suddenly that you were one of my pupils. I should've been more convincing so that you make your thesis in criminology. And you know that you could've been an excellent cop ?" 

" I hate weapons" 

"Yes, I know, hippy boy," Banks said with a smile. He had just thought again about his son who had announced him two days earlier that he wanted to become a cop, having seen in the information the arrest of Kincaid, a dangerous terrorist. He had tried to persuade his son to envisage a more brilliant career. //When we age, we don't know any more what we want,// the colleague of Blair thought.

Brown joined  them and appointed his colleague of dramatic art whom his fiancée had just abandoned. 

" Rafe should revise his tactics. Especially that those poems of Tennyson were dedicated to a dear missing companion. He would have had to make her dance on a samba," the music professor added by sketching some steps. Sandburg preferred to make off before Henry interrogated him about his last conquest. He really had no heart to be spoken about that. 

During all day, he roamed like a soul in punishment. His pupils had to notice his current low spirits, some of them came to see him at the end of the class with some harmless excuses to turn him all around. He behaved unpleasantly and cut court this pleasantry game. At the end of his work, instead of returning at home, he went to the port and parked his car near a small pier. His hands were wrinkled on the steering wheel, he looked a long moment at the sun declining. He hadn't the courage to come back to the loft, to be alone there. 

" I should sell the statue," he said, before opening the doorkeeper to make some steps. He sat down on a bench and was allowed slap by the ice-cold wind. 

It was really stupid to put himself in the similar state for a pebble. He had a bitter taste in his mouth. The night began to fall. He slid his hands in his pockets and, motionless, was contemplating the sea a long moment. Verses of Tennyson meant haunting him. 

'Tis better to have loved and lost

Than never to have loved at all.

He was torn away from his musing by noises of step behind him. When he turned around, he was in front of a long black silhouette which wore in the buttonhole a white camellias. A woman, probably. He couldn't see the face under her hood, but believed to see one moment an Egyptian jewel shining in her neck. She bent towards him. He felt insignificant. 

" Back home,"  a voice said to him with a strange accent. "Back home. He's waiting for you." 

And she disappeared. Blair blinked repeatedly, then he got up and began running towards his car. 

Never he had driven so fast, and when there were on returning to 852 Prospect Avenue, his heart beat so hardly that it seemed to escape from his breast. The young man went up stairs like a madman (no time to wait for the elevator) and his trembling hands had difficulty in catching of his key to put it in the lock. When he wanted to push the door, somebody else opened it. 

Jim was standing on the threshold. 

"Hey ! Chief ? Are you OK ?" 

Breathless, Sandburg wasn't able to answer and shook his head. He smiled like an idiot. 

"You are back ?" 

His arms crossed on his breast, Jim considered him with amusement. 

" Of course. You've to learn me more on the Sentinels." 

The young man fought for hiding his disappointment. Yes, obviously, the Sentinels… If it was the price to pay to relive his dream every evening, after all 

" I cooked dinner." 

Blair almost roared. His statue cooked ? Better and better. 

" I'm starving." 

Jim deviated to leave him the passage and the young man saw that even the table was put. Sandburg frowned. 

" Since when  are you  here ?" 

" Since the sunset." 

" Then, that'll be like that every day ? "

" Rather every night. Yes," his host answered slowly. "Does it annoy you ?" 

" Not, it's perfect," the young man assured. He was decided to forget the little voice which said to him the opposite and swore him that he was crazy


Chapter 3

" You did not make that ?" 

" What ?" 

" To change your schedule once again ?"

Blair shrugged his shoulders. Simon sighed. 

" Damnit, Sandburg, what is crossing your mind at the moment ?"

" What do you mean there ?"

"At first, you assure more or less your classes until be almost transferred, then, you reshape your schedule, forcing your colleagues to upset theirs. Do you know how we call you on the campus ? The Diva. And there is not only the professors who nickname you like that, but also your students. 
" I don't care ! The young man exclaimed. I work at the moment on a subject of an extreme importance. I had the approval of the university. They approve completely this work of studies. If the others are not satisfied, they can go to hell !

" Hey ! calm down, Don Quixote. I am your friend, do not forget it and to see you acting like that, I'm worrying , that's all ! 

" There is no reason, Simon, really, said Sandburg 


" Hey ? Chief ? Are you with me ?" 

Blair came back suddenly to the reality. He was sitting near Jim on the couch. They had just ended a series of exercises to allow the Sentinel to control better his senses. To tell the truth, the young man was amazed at the incredible progress of Jim. Even if this last one was not still of very cooperative humor, he had apparently placed a big confidence in the capacities of Sandburg to help him. And this evening still, they had found a means to control the intensity of the Sentinel's perceptions. 

" Yes, yes, everything is well. I am just a little tired. 

" Not amazing. I wonder how you make to hold out between your work and our conversations. 
A tired smile stretched Blair's lips. Within fortnight, he had set up a real organization: he had obtained to put off his periods in the morning, to be able to sleep after the sunrise. The evenings which he did not spend to correct copies, he caught up them the weekend, when he was waiting for the dusk. He had made everything in order to his work at the university did not suffer his other activities. But he had to recognize that he looked forward to that the holidays arrive. He had a lot of sleep to be caught up. Two or three hours a day, it was difficult to support for the body over a so long period. 

" It's time," said Jim by getting up. 

" Already !" Sandburg exclaimed by imitating him. The Sentinel indicated the already grey sky. The young man shook sadly his head. 

" This evening, we make a break, OK ? Jim asked. 

"Yes, Blair approved. He slided a tired hand on his face. We could even reattempt an outing if you want."

The first time when Sandburg had wanted to take Jim to make a tour in city, that had ended in a panic. Not controlling still very well his senses, the Sentinel had bummed around in the middle of the street and had almost be given up by a lorry. Blair had saved him the life. 
" I feel ready, Jim assured. And I would indeed like to see the other thing matter than the loft walls." 
Whereas he spoke, he went to the door of the cubbyhole, Blair on his heels. It was odd to speak about things so harmless in such circumstances. It had become their rite. A little bit before the sunrise, the young man accompanied the Sentinel up to the door, without crossing it. He had promised to Jim not to follow him before the transformation. Sometimes, he had the courage to open the door after the sunrise. He looked a few minutes at the statue, he approached, sometimes. At other moments, he did not even bear the idea to get the handle. 
He had not seen that Jim had stopped and nearly collided him, as the Sentinel turned around suddenly. Their glances crossed themselves. Blair had chill, suddenly. The hands were clammy and trembling, he(it) hid them in the pockets of his jeans. 

" This evening, then 

He would have liked saying something less commonplace. The words betrayed him. Jim bent towards him. He held his breath. 

" Have a nice day, Chief," the Sentinel answered with a smile. Blair closed his eyes, as if he was blinded. He heard the door opening, then closing. When he reopened eyes, he moved and was allowed go against the door by sighing. He heard Jim to move in the room, considered the handle and was within an ace of seizing it, as the words came to crowd in the head. //Why don't you not say to him //? He preferred to turn back and went in big steps to the kitchen. He pretended to wash the dishes, to clean a little, then to get ready a breakfast. A sunbeam lit suddenly the loft. Blair sent it a furious glance. 

" It's all your fault !" He threw to the radiant celestial body. And he almost rocked the cup which he held towards the glazed bay. He put it furiously on the counter and returned to the door of the cubbyhole which he opened it suddenly.

Jim had become again a statue. 

Blair considered it a long moment before approaching. He felt tears burning him eyes. 
" It's not fair, he said to whom could hear him. This time, he moved more than usually. He had not touched any more the statue for the first morning. He was afraid of losing again his control and of not being able to any more face the Sentinel. Nevertheless, today, he could not it any more. It so burned that that hurt him(her). He still moved of a step and wrapped both arms around Jim's neck, as he hadn't dared to make it before. He squeezed up against the cold stone, kisses his petrified lips, then moved back by crying. And he went out the room. 

***

Jim began to worry. The sun was down for two hours and Blair hadn't still returned. Usually, when he pushed the door of the cubbyhole, the first thing which he felt, it was the presence of the young man. His only sight was enough to chase away the cold which froze all his muscles. But this evening, the loft was terribly silent and dark. The Sentinel got up for the tenth time of the couch to go to the glazed bay, while listening to all the rumours of the building and the neighborhood. Nothing except for the rain which drummed on the pane, the distant sounds of the traffic. Jim sighed. Blair would have warned him if he had had to return late. He did not have been able to forget their project. A terrible thought crossed the spirit of the Sentinel : the young man had had an accident and obviously, nobody would warn him, because his existence was ignored. Jim shook his head. Better was worth thinking that Blair had fallen under the charm of a magnificent red-haired woman and had forgotten his strange guest who waited pathetically in his living room. The Sentinel crossed his arms on his chest. His universe, it was this loft and especially Blair. He waited for nothing on the other side. He made everything to forget it. There was only a jungle, a solitude, infringe every more and more painful day. Then he felt being reborn. And every morning, it was a torture to have to return on his base, to feel his body changing stone… Without speaking about what had taken place this morning. Once on the other side, he had felt Blair's presence, then caress of his lips on his. At the present time, he still wondered if he had dreamed or not. He had had difficulty concentrating on his exercises to control his senses, so much he had been lived by this sensation. 

//Pleasant. //

He wanted it more. 

But what did he have to offer in exchange to the young man ? He owed him everything. 
//I do not even know whom I am. How may I know all these things, for example ? 

Recognize a sound or a smell, not be amazed perpetually by all which surrounds me, by all which arrives at me ? 

I am supposed to be only a statue.

An object.

He's probably with a beautiful girl. And he is right.// 

The Sentinel turned back in the spectacle of the city and sit down on the sofa. He got ready to switch on the TV when he perceived a noise of familiar step. He jumped up towards the door and opened it on a vision which tightened his heart. 

Blair. 
Soaked to the skin. 

The young man had the red eyes, his lips trembled. 

" 'Evening. 

"What happened ? Jim exclaimed immediately. He left the passage with Sandburg. This last one didn't answer him at once. He advanced to the middle of the room, his ballants arms, before answering the Sentinel without turning around :

"Flat. 


Jim made some steps towards him, almost scared to feel his heart suddenly so light.

"You should remove these wet clothes." 

The young man shook his head. Jim rushed in the room of bath to return a towel. When he returned, Blair gave him a sad glance.

"Sorry for our outing. 

"It does'nt matter, Chief. I was just worried. 

Blair's eyes widened, his lips trembled again and he bit them almost up to the blood. The Sentinel already was depriving his jacket. Then he pushed slowly the young man towards the bathroom after having wiped his face. 

"Change, I am going to prepare a coffee or a tea. 

"Tea, murmured Sandburg by dragging feet up to the bathroom. Some moments later, Jim heard the shower. 

//What an idiot you make, my old man ! Jealous of a leaky tire.//

He noticed that his hands were shaking. And he realized that he was really afraid of being alone, of not having any more reasons to return in this world, to stay for ever in this unknown jungle. 
Alone. 
//Without him.//

He shook his head. Useless to have all these depressing thoughts. Sandburg was, there now, and Jim was apparently going to have to play the nannies. The kid looked like exhausted. Would he agree to be allowed cherish ? 


When Blair went out of the bathroom, he looked like better. He began by going to the kitchen, but the Sentinel guided him towards the sofa by telling him to wait that the tea is ready. The young man snuggled up in a coverage and closed his eyes. Jim believed that he had fallen asleep when he returned with the tray, but his breath was too fast. The Sentinel typed him friendly the shoulder to mean him that he could use. In fact, he stretched out to him the cup before Sandburg moved. His haste did not escape Blair who smiled. 

"I'm fine, Jim. But it's so stupid, this flat. And to change a wheel with this awfull weather  isn't pleasant." 

" You would have been able to call a friend to take you back… Simon ?" 

The young man had already spoken to him several times about his colleague in criminology. Sandburg shook his head. 

"Knowing him, he would have wanted to accompany me up to here and…"

"He would have discovered me." 

Blair nod. 

"I should've given a lot of explanations."

"You could've said that I was just friend 

" Who looks like as a twin to a statue which I sculptured." 

" Then, a very dear friend."

Another smile. Jim preferred that. 

" My brain was to be frozen I should have thought about that." 

There was a silence. 

" Instead of going to the restaurant, we could maybe order something...Italian ? Thai ?" 

" I am not very hungry," the Sentinel answered.

" I either," Blair admitted. If I'd any sense, I would just close eyes and..."

" Good idea," Jim cut him. "I'm going to prepare sandwiches during this time." 

He got up before the young man was able to protest and went to find refuge in the kitchen. He so wanted. It was because of him if the kid was also tired. //I'm a selfish man. He learnt me to control my senses and I do not even know why it is so important for me. He's brave, but to take all this on his shoulders is  too much. I've the betterl part, me, in this story : I just have to take advantage constantly that he gives me.//

***

//You smell good//

Jim can't believe what arrived at him. He was helding Blair in his arms. Sleepy, but so warm against him. The head of the young man was resting on his chest. He was tightening a piece of the Sentinel's shirt in his fist. Jim didn't remember very well how the kid had finished in his arms. He had fallen asleep on the couch, while he prepared sandwichs. When the Sentinel had returned, he had had no courage to wake him. Jim sat near him, hisarm had naturally come skip around Blair's shoulders, when this last one had begun to fall over towards him, looking maybe unconsciously for hispresence. But how Jim had lengthened with the young man in his arms? Mystery. It didn't matter. He would have given up his place for nothing in the world. 

The Sentinel bent without thinking and kissed the hair of his beautiful sleepy friend. This one moved in his sleep. 

//Not, do'nt wake up. // 

Jim held his breath. Blair sighed, grumbled something unintelligible and snuggles up a little more to him. 

//That's right, sleep. Rest. Let me warm myself against your soul.//

The Sentinel was invaded by all the sensations which got him this embrace : it was not only the flavor and the heat of Blair, but also the sweetness of his hair against his chin, the weight of his body against his, the sight of his serene features (// He trusts me!//) The deaf beatings of his heart against his which made him almost drunk. And this euphoria left him at the same moment a delicious and bitter taste in his mouth. Jim couldn't prevent his glance from watching for the inexorable procession of the hours which moved closer to him of dawn. 

//What looks like a sunbeam on his face?// 

He felt the regrets invading him. 

//All I know about this world is him. But if it looks like Blair, as I would like to live there, with him !//

His jaws clenched and he was within an ace of cursing his luck. 

//Who can indeed make us live this impossible dream ?//

" Jim ?" 

The Sentinel jumped and lowered his eyes towards the young man who had just opened his and stood up half. //Not, don't move, please.//

"I felt asleep again ?" Blair asked with surprise. 

" You need to sleep," Jim answered tenderly.

"Oh ! No !" 

Sandburg watched the hour on the video recorder clock. 

The night is almost finished. I... I'm sorry.

" About what, Chief ? To have taken a well deserved rest ?" 

The Sentinel did not dare to make a gesture, being afraid that the kid breaks completely the contact of their two lengthened bodies. The tone of his hoarse voice had not escaped Blair who considered him one moment, then began blushing. Jim felt an enormous weight on his heart. As he was going to get up, the young man put his hand on his chest and murmured: 

" No…" 

The Sentinel grumbled as if he was burned. Then, before understanding what happened to him, he saw his companion bend towards him and brushed his lips with a shy kiss. Jim was astonished.

" Blair..."

It was the first time he called him by his first name. 

" Please don't push me away." 

The Sentinel could feel the breath of Blair on his face. The young man kissed his eyerlids, then the other one, then his forehead. 

//I'm dreaming. I am in the jungle and I dream about him.// 

But when the lips of the young man were again his, he didn't hesitate and embraced him so hardly against him as the young man let escape a small shout.

" Forgive me," Jim said immediately. 

"It's nothing," Blair swore, taking hisface between his hands. His fingers drew slowly his features. 

"I didn't want to wait any more to touch you really, to feel your blood beating under my caresses, so that finally..."

The Sentinel gasped feeling the desire of the young man against his. 

" ...You react to my love. Jim..." 

Blair seized his mouth in an eager kiss, while unbuttoning his shirt. The Sentinel startled feeling sweet and merciless hands sliding on his chest. 

//I am not a stone any more. I am alive for the first time. //

Jim tightened again his lover against him so that their two bodies anticipated more the one against the other one. He closed his eyes to enjoy a little more every sensation. When he reopened them, Blair had removed his pullover. He took the Sentinel's hand in his and put it on his heart, just over the golden ring which shone in the twilight. Jim dared to let his hand slide up up to the neck, to get lost in his silky buckles. He fought to not lose the control of his senses, before realizing that he hadn't to be afraid. Blair so surrounded him with his presence which he did not risk to get lost in a sensation more than in another. It was too sublime. The taste of Blair invades again its mouth. He(it) let escape a groan, the head was tilted behind. 

" Please... Please, the young man repeated like a litany, whereas his lips, his hands set on fire the body offered by his lover." 

" Let me make love to you," he finished in a breath. A strange shudder crossed the body of Jim. A last light of lucidity ignited in his spirit. 

//No... I have nothing to offer to him... // 

But Blair's new caress totally made him lose the common sense. 

Blair smiled in his sleep, then opened his eyes. He was welcomed by a sunbeam which made him blink. His smile faded. He felt the presence of Jim everywhere around him, but the big bed was empty. No, not completely. The young man stood up on an elbow and considered the paper on the pillow, whereas of one hand, he looked by groping his second glasses in the drawer of the night table. When he had put them, he quickly seized the small word and the eyes got bigger of surprise, as he read. 

Henceforth, wherever thou may'st roam,

My blessing, like a line of light,

Is on tehe waters day and night,

And like a beacon guards thee home.

I love you. Jim

Blair wiped his wet eyes. He knew this poem : he read it to his lover the second evening of their meeting. The young man sat down in the bed and read again the word a good dozen times. Then a thought struck him : how could the Sentinel know how to write ? Another of these small details which formed a bizarre impression. Jim had a secret... The young man didn't know if he wanted to discover it or not. 

  

Chapter Four

Rafe knocked Sandburg's office door.

"Hey ! Hairboy. Are you OK ? 

The young man held the receiver of the telephone the hand and gave the impression to have been struck by the lightning. 

"It was Dr. Eli Stoddard's secretary."

"Good news ?" 

"He asked me to go with him to Borneo to study the effects of modern civilization and what it's done to the indigenous people that live there."

"Wow ! Congratulations. You going to do it ? It's an opportunity for your career. You deserve it." 

Blair shook his head. 

"I told him I needed to think about it."

"Are you crazy," his colleague exclaimed. What's to think about? Go"

" It is complicated enough. Please, leave me 

Rafe frowned. 

"You are really bizarre at the moment. 

"Then he made about-turn and left the office. Blair hung up finally the telephone and let escape an enormous sigh. He(it) took itself the head between hands. < Br > 

" What a blow! Why that happens now? 

He was going to have to choose between his career and a history of impossible love. "

Shit!" 

Heroared suddenly by sending to valdinguer all which was on his office. Then he got up from a jump and went out of the room almost running.

The young man made hundred steps in front of the door of the cubbyhole. He could not it any more wait. He had to speak about it with Jim. He(it) did not stop looking by the glazed bay, asking the sun to hurry to disappear. When finally the last beam(shelf) disappeared behind a building, Sandburg rushed to the door, then stopped net, seized with a sudden panic fear. He fought several seconds against this atrocious feeling, then when he(it) found again the courage, he put the hand on the handle. < Br > The door opened just at this moment on an agitated Sentinel. 

" Jim, I...," the young man began. 

" Blair … Blair…" 

Jim grasped his lover by shoulders, attracted him towards him, put down(deposited) a kiss on its lips, then began speaking 

" I know who I am !"

Sandburg blinked. 

"What ?" He stammered. 

" I met someone, in the jungle. Incacha." 

Blair believed that his legs were going to shy away under him. 

" I know him. He tried to save my life," the Sentinel added. 

" I don't understand," the young man said shaking his head. Jim pushed him friendly but firmly towards the sofa and forced him to sit down. 

" My name was Joseph Ellison. I was a Ranger. I was sent to Peru for a mission which very badly turned : our helicopter crashed in the jungle. All my compagnions died. I was found by Chopecs. "

" Chopecs, repeated Blair of a lost sight. 

" Incacha madeeverything to maintain me alive, but my wounds were too grave. I died some days after the accident." 

The Sentinel had pronounced these last words on a strange tone. 

" Incacha said me that it should have never occurred. It was not what the spirits (it was his words) had decided. I should have survived and meet you, to become a Sentinel. And you, you would have been my Guide." 

Blair's eyes opened wide. 

" A Guide ?" 

" A kind of Shaman, in fact. I didn't understand very well this part of Incacha's explanations." 

Blair felt an uncontrollable anger invading him. He got up from a jump and shouted: 

" NO !" 

Jim looked at him without understanding. 

" I have never asked to be a Guide or a Shaman. It is madman's story. Why didn't Incacha say anything to me ?" 

The Sentinel got up in his turn. 

" You know Incacha ?" 

" I lived with the Chopecs. They are the subjects of my thesis, answered quickly the young man. It's unfair ! I have never asked that all this fall to me above ! A statue which takes life in the sunset and maintaining this history of shamanisme! And it was foreseen that one meets! But finally who allows to decide on what should be my life ?" 

"Destiny," murmured Jim gently. "We are soulmates," he added.

Blair turned the back on the Sentinel and moved away from there as much as possible, before saying : 

" I received an important phone call, today." 

" Oh ?"  Jim said advancing few steps towards him. 

"A famous professor, who was my mentor, Dr. Stoddard, wants that I join his team. He leaves for Borneo, for one year." 

"One year ?" the Sentinel repeated. 

" I always dreamed of such an opportunity. It would open to me the gates of the greatest universities. My career. You understand."

Jim shook his head, while clenching his fists, awaiting the sentence of his lover. 

" I think... I think that I will accept." 

" Yes, you have to," the Sentinel whispered. Blair was astonished.

" What ?" 

- You have to leave. It's the chance of your life. What can you hope, here, with me ? Moments stolen between the dusk and dawn ? No one fall in love with a stone, Blair." 

"But you have just said," the young man protested. 

" I am a stone. A tombstone. I died," Jim concluded with a soft ton. And you, you're alive, you've opportunities to catch. You have to stop hiding you behind dreams and make your choices. I know that you're not happy, to hide you to love me. 

The Sentinel swallowed with difficulty, before whispering : 

" You mean too much for me. I won't impose this hell more to you." 

Jim had just time to open the arms to receive Blair in tears. It tightened of all its forces against him the young man who sanglotait. < Br > 

"I can't do that, Sandburg gasped. I won't have enough courage 

" Shhut. All will be well, you will see. You must just be a little braves. And I know that you've enough strength. You'll live for us this existence that we should have had together. And then, one day, you'll come to tell me all you discovered. I'll wait for you. I swear." 

Blair more hides its face against his lover chest, while this one cherished the hair gently to him. 

" I love you, Blair," the Sentinel murmured . 

" It is so unfair," the young man sighed wrapping his arms around his neck. Jim didn't answer him, finding the strength to fight his tears in the body heat which he was embracing with despair.

"You must live, Blair, so that I find the world in your eyes."

It was hard to push back his young lover. 

"Let us go, it remains to us still a few marvellous moments to pass together, is not this to? Blair made an effort for him to smile and shook the head." 

" And you owe me one evening downtown," added Jim with a little more spirit. 

The young man wipped his eyes reddened by the tears 

***

Blair was agitating in his sleep. He was forgetting something. Something very important. He was turned over, groaned incomprehensible words and woke up suddenly.

He was alone in his bed Whre was Jim ? His eyes widened when he remembered what day it was. His glance fixed on his bags. He'll flight in a few hours for San Francisco, in order to meet Dr. Stoddard there before their departure for Borneo. 

" Oh ! no !"

He leaps out of his bed and precipitated towards the staircases. He descended the steps at any speed, while throwing a blow of il by picture window. The day was going soon to rise! Rompant its promise, it opened into large the gate of the tiny room. 

Jim was sitting on the pedestal. He looked up to him and wrinkled his eyebrows 

"You've to leave," he ordered to him. 

" You thought of leaving like a robber." 

The Sentinel laughed without joy. The image was badly selected. To leave where ? Blair moved towards him frowning. 

" I'd think it'd be better," Jim answered. "We had all the time to say good-bye, these last days." 

He let himself conceal some moment, before adding : 

" I'm sure there weren't so marvellous moments in my other life." 

The young man feel blushing and shook his head. 

" Now," Jim added while standing up, "you have to go out, or I won't have the courage..." 

His lover cut him posing his fingers on his lips. 

The Sentinel took his Guide's hand in his and pushed it back gently. 

" Go out, Blair, please. You promised me." 

" How can you ask me to let you leave without you to tighten last once in my arms ?" 

Jim let escape a long sigh. 

"Because if I do that, I am not certain of being able to let you leave. 

" What would it happen ?" the young man asked, his curiosity overwhelmed him quickly. 

" I don't want to know about it. And I prefer not to imagine you transformed into a stone. The sun won't be long in rising. Once again, Blair, go away. GO AWAY !" the Sentinel shouted violently pushing his lover towards the door. 

Blair staggered, his eyes filled of tears.. 

He turn away and moved slowly towards the door. He was remembering...

Jim's eyes, the first time that they pierced his heart.

Jim's smell, when he nuggled in his arm.

Jim's laugh , this evening , when they were walking side by side on the harbour. 

Jim's skin underhis fingers, when they're making love.

Jim's taste on his lips that he bit almost up to the blood 

Memories of these last day were whirling in his head. He wavered, drunk of sorrow 

//I can't do that. I can't imagine my world without him.//

Suddenly, the young man was turned over, and, blinked by his tears, precipitated towards the Sentinel who shouted :

" No ! Blair! Don't !"

When his young lover wrapped his arms around his neck and pressed his lips against his, Jim saw a sunbeam emerging between the buildings. 

" Why ?" he asked to his Guide. 

" I love you," Blair answered. 

The daylight petrified them for always in an ultimate embrace.

***

Jim opened his eyes slowly 

//I'm cold.

Where am I ?//

He had a bitter taste in his mouth. He startled almost by intending a voice to encourage him : 

"Jim? That's it, big guy, easy."

Hands helped it to sit up. 

"Blair ?" 

His voice was just a hoarse. 

" I'm here." 

A face appeared in his field of vision. Ellison noticed first the marked features of his partner. Then, when he was sat, Blair wipped his reddened eyes. 

" Hey ! Are you OK ?" the Sentinel whispered. 

" You asked me that, after frightening me?" 

"What ?" Jim said wrinkling his eyebrows. 

" You never zoned out a so long time, man. You were so cold ! I thought that..."

Sandburg's voice betrayed him. 

"Why didn't you await me, before precipitating you in this section of the museum ?" he reproached Jim then. 

The museum ? Ellison looked around him. They were in a kind of hall. There were tables fixed on the walls. In a window in front of him, there was miniature which had been used like modelby Rodin to carve his //Kiss.// And Ellison was leaned... Jim turned slightly raised his head and his glance met impassive look of the Michaelangelo's David . 

The museum of Cascade 

Ellison passed his hand in front of his eyes. An indescribable relief overwhelmed him suddenly. 

//It was just a dream !//

" Can you explain me what happend exactly ?" his Guide asked. 

" I remember to enter this hall," the Sentinel answered. "I was pursuing somebody." 

" Yes, two pickpockets, who attacked young women. Megan was the bait, we were covering her, but we was obstructed by a school group and you lost sight her a few moments. Then, you precipitated without to inform me and when I succeeded in catching up with you, you're laying on the ground. I heard Megan's cry, I went to helpher, even if God knows that I would have preferred to take care of you."

Jim noticed only at this time the scratched hand of his partner. 

" You fought against these two bad guys ?" 

" No choice, man, they had succeeded in disarming Megan. And they had apparently envisaged to recut his dress with their knives . Together, we succeeded in putting them out of state to harm. Simon is with Megan and them in this moment." 

" Simon ?" 

" Yes, and he succeeded in locking up the gallery, to leave me time to bring you back. But..." 

Blair run a nervous hand through his hair. 

"Except that.... I could do nothing. I called you in vain, you did not react. You were petrified." 

Jim looked at the David. 

"Like a statue, murmured it." 

" Exactly !" His friend approved who didn't dare to look at him

" Hey ! "Ellison exclaimed catching his chin, while his body was shaken of an irrepressible shiver. "I am fine, now."

Sandburg resisted to him and refused to look at him. < Br > 

"Chief," the Sentinel called gently. "I'm sorry to have frightened you." 

The young man snorted. 

" I was always afraid that it'll happen, that one day, I can't bring you back." 

"But you succeeded, once again !"

" Dammit ! Jim, I called you during almost two hours !" his Guide exclaimed finally daring to look at him. The detective blinked. Indeed, he had never zone out a solong time. 

" I don't know why you come back," but it's certainly not because of me, the youg man added.

" You're wrong," the Sentinel objected. "I... I made a strange dream," he confessed finally. "And I believe that it's what brought me back." 

" Did you dream of me ?" Sandburg questioned 

Jim breathed deeply, before answering : 

" Of us." 

Blair gave him an odd glance, before asking : 

"Can you stand up ?" 

" I believe, yes," Ellison answered with astonishment. Sandburg stood up and helped him. The two men fixed themselves a long moment in silence. 

" Simon is waiting for us," Blair said. "Hey ? Are you OK ?" he asked seeing his Sentinel looking at something to the other end of the room with a strange expression. 

" White camellias," the detective murmured. This dream. "It's really odd."

He grasped his Guide, as Blair moved away from him. 

" You were a professor at Rainier. We had never met, because I had died in Peru." 

Sandburg halted.

"It was a nightmare, so," he commented with a hoarse voice. 

" Yes some kind. But you see, you saved Megan and in exchange, she granted your wish. You had carved a statue which looked like me and it became alive when sun down. It was me. You learned me how to be a Sentinel. And..." Jim indicated a board which indicated an exhibition dedicated to Tennyson. "You read me poems of this guy." 

" It's not my cup of tea. I find this author too melancholic. I prefer Yeats," Blair added with a shrugging. He startled when his partner continued: 

" You fell in love with the statue." 

Saying that, Jim looked again at the masterpiece of Michaelangelo. 

"Your story sounds like Pygmalion's," his friend said. "But he fell in love with an ivory statue, the perfect woman whom he would have liked to meet," he explained. 

"Blair, are you in love with me ?"

"WHAT !" his Guide shouted.

"I think… I think that's why I made this dream. Why do you not answer to me ?"

"It's not funny, big guy…"

" It's not a joke ! the Sentinel exclaimed. 

" Don't you believe that we had had enough emotions today ? 

" You're wriggling out, Jim accused.

" I am not !" the young man protested. He kept silence a moment before adding : "I imagined it'd happen in other circumstances."

"And what did you think of ?" Jim asked with a soft voice. 

" Something more romantic," Blair whispered without daring to look at him. Jim placed one finger under Blair's chin and gently pushed up. 

" I heard you, he confessed to his partner who opened wide his eyes. 

" What ?" 

" When you tried to bring me back. You said it to me, doesn't it ?" 

The young man tried to escape his pressure. A gleam of panic passed in his eyes. 

"Calm down," Ellison said grasping him abruptly. Blair stop struggling quickly, then tightened his Sentinel against him suddenly 

"Easy, Chief," Jim murmured getting drunk on the heat, perfume, softness of his Guide in his arms. "You've nothing to fear because... because I am in love with you." 

Blair gasped and pushed away from his partner. 

" It's true ?" 

"Why would I lie ?" Jim asked cherishing his friend's cheek. Sandburg's eyes widened, he snuggled up again his Sentinel. After a moment, he questioned :

" How did your dream finish ?" 

" We almost broke up. But when the sun rose, you threw yourself in my arms and we remained embraced forever," the Sentinel answered contemplating the Rodin's statue 

- Oh ! Do you believe that it would happen, if..."

Sandburg preferred to leave his sentence outstanding. 

" If it's the case, we've all the night in front of us," his lover whispered to his ear. Blair shivered before giving Jim an interrogative glance. Yielding to an abrupt impulse, the detective leaned towards the young man and embraced him 

It's better than a dream. It's reality. And there's no curse to separate us, he thought, while their kiss became more and more passionate.

Far off thou art, but ever nigh ;

I have thee still, an I rejoice

I prosper, circled with thy voice ;

I shall not lose thee, tho' I die.

(Tennyson)

