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Paul Slangear wasn’t a man of chance.  He was more the ‘sit back and let life happen 

around you’ type of person.    

Growing up as a scrawny, clumsy boy with an unruly head of hair in the suburbs of 

Chicago didn’t nurture the ego.  Having a demanding father who was constantly telling him how 

he could always do better and never seemed satisfied with his accomplishments didn’t help 

either.  Early on, Paul realized whatever endeavor he pursued his father was going to judge him 

harshly.  He decided there was no difference between trying and disappointing his father and not 

trying at all. 



It wasn’t that Paul didn’t have aspirations — he did, once.  As a young boy, he boasted 

the standard childhood fantasies — firefighter, astronaut, Superman.  These were the dreams that 

entered his mind when grown-ups asked his younger self what he wanted to be when he grew up.  

Not once did he answer ‘data entry clerk’.  But after several failed months of hunting for a job, 

and bills coming in with demanding red stamps on them, reality coerced him into a role more 

fitting for Clark Kent than Superman.  Afterwards, Paul accepted life for what it was— a 

disappointment, much like himself. 

 He sat with his friend, Daren Michaels, in the office kitchenette of Arcadia Enterprises 

discussing the news from early that morning.  CEO, Maxwell Andrews, announced the launching 

of an office in England.  The main headquarters would remain in Chicago, Illinois, while the 

England branch was going to be dedicated to the sales and marketing in Europe, where exposure 

to Arcadia’s software solutions in voice recognition was underperforming.  Maxwell then 

introduced the new Vice-President of Marketing, European Division, Remlin Duffy.   

 A short, pudgy man with a salt and pepper goatee, and a thin halo of hair of the same 

coloring took the microphone.  He informed the Chicago staff he would be interviewing staff 

members, today and Thursday.  Anyone who was interested in joining the team in his hometown 

of Wanesbury, England was encouraged to apply.  

 Daren was right.  Perhaps this was the a chance of a lifetime.  With the constant decline 

of the stock market, the economy was horrible.  The news reported how major corporations were 

laying off hundreds of workers daily.  Last week he saw a report about a major sandstorm 

crippling several major oil fields in Saudi Arabia and the rest of the Middle East.  The price of 

gasoline was rising, which would affect everything else due to transportation costs.  Another 

blow to businesses.  Arcadia was doing pretty well despite these factors.  It was foolish not to 



leap at the opportunity.  He wouldn’t land anything better in Chicago, especially with the current 

economic condition. 

 Paul was trying to jumpstart his already crippled confidence, after spending the last five 

years doing nothing but data entry.   

 He took a sip of his coffee and grimaced.  He grabbed a sugar packet from a condiment 

tray on the table.  “I don’t know.  England?” 

 “Hey, I wouldn’t be happy, either.  Who would I play hooky with in the summer to take 

in an afternoon Cub’s game?”  Daren said, cupping his hands around his coffee.  It was early 

October, but the building owners were blasting the air conditioning.  The office was freezing.  

“But I know you’ve wanted to get into marketing.” 

 “Yeah, which I haven’t done anything with since college.”  Paul, hunched over his 

coffee, took a stirrer and started mixing the sugar into his cup.  “What do you know about this 

new VP?” 

 “What makes you think I know anything about our new VP?” Daren shot Paul a wide-

eyed innocent expression. 

Daren could gather any information within the company.  He’d been with Arcadia for 

five years, same as Paul, and during that time he befriended some resourceful people in both HR 

and legal.  Being from the finance department himself, he held the trifecta of inside information. 

 “Knowing you since freshman year of college, and how nosey you are.  Cough it up.”  

 Sure enough, Daren knew the lowdown on Remlin Duffy, and it was a little peculiar.  

According to Daren’s sources, Remlin approached Maxwell, out of the blue, with a business plan 

to increase sales by opening a branch in England.  The two never met before then.  Yet, within 

three months, papers were drawn up and being pushed through.  The legal department never saw 



such a fast turnaround.  Apparently, Remlin’s pitch really impressed Maxwell, which was odd 

since he rejected several offers throughout the years involving branching out.   

 “At least he’s good at sales.”  Paul said, running his hand through his untamed reddish-

brown hair.  “I don’t know.  Moving to England?  Besides, I doubt I’m qualified anymore.” 

 Daren shrugged.  “You’d have to interview for it, sure.  It’s good practice if nothing 

else.”  Daren noticed Remlin approaching from the hall.  “Speak of the devil, here he comes 

now.” 

 “Gentlemen, how are you this fine morning?”  Remlin said in a nasal, British accent, and 

flashed a smile at the two men. 

 “Good.  Welcome to Arcadia, sir, and congratulations,” Daren said. 

 “Thank you.  So, Mr. Slangear, what did you think of the announcement?”  Remlin 

looked at him with genuine interest, grabbing a cup of coffee for himself. 

 Paul stood there for a moment, stunned that the new vice-president knew who he was.  

“Uh, sounds like a good opportunity for the company.  I think a stronger presence in Europe 

should gain us a greater penetration in the market.  People find it easier to relate to a company 

when it’s local.”  Paul strained to recall highlights from his marketing classes. 

 Remlin nodded, “That’s our belief as well.  I hope you’re considering interviewing, 

seeing as you have an education in marketing.” 

 Paul attempted to hide his discomfort by taking a sip of his coffee, which was still too 

bitter for his taste.  “I don’t think so.  I have too many things going on here in Chicago.  It would 

be pretty challenging to make it work.” 



 “Challenge is good, isn’t it?”  Remlin asked, handing Paul another sugar packet.  “I’ll set 

it up and have Human Resources contact you as to the time.  Looking forward to it.”  Remlin 

disappeared down the hall before Paul could protest. 

 “What the hell happened?”  Paul asked Daren, holding his coffee in one hand and sugar 

packet in the other. 

 “Seems you started the process of moving to England,” Daren stood up.  He gave Paul a 

light punch on his shoulder.  “Gonna miss you, buddy.” 

 

 An hour later, Paul received a meeting confirmation from HR, scheduled for two o’clock 

that afternoon.  He called Daren as soon as he saw the message. 

 “That’s in three hours,” Paul whispered into his headset, pacing around his cubical on a 

short leash attached to the base of the phone.  “I don’t have a portfolio here.  And even if I did, 

it’s five years old.  Duffy’s going to think I’m an idiot.” 

 “He’s the one who insisted you interview.  Obviously he saw something in you.” 

 “When?  When I blurted out two sentences at the coffee machine?”  He slouched, making 

his five foot ten inch frame seem much shorter.  “And how did he know my name let alone I 

know anything about marketing?” 

“Paul, he’s a VP.  He can get anyone’s file from HR.  Don’t worry.  If you blow it, 

nothing changes, right?  You have everything to gain and nothing to lose.  Focus on your 

internship with McDonald’s your senior year.” 

 “Now I have to spend my lunch updating my resume.  I haven’t looked at it in ages,” Paul 

began rummaging through his ‘Documents’ folder for a copy of it.  “Alright, I better get to work 

on this.” 



 “Sounds like a plan.  Remember — never let ‘em see you sweat.”  Daren disconnected. 

 Paul worked feverishly the following couple of hours, attempting to make his resume 

seem like it belonged to a marketing guru rather than someone who gave up.  Although he 

completed an internship with the Oak Brook based burger giant, Paul decided to play up his time 

with Arcadia.   

 At two o’clock Paul sat outside the interview room in HR, armed simply with his 

updated, embellished résumé and a notepad.  He felt asinine. 

 Five minutes after the scheduled meeting time, the door to the interview room opened 

and a man Paul recognized from the marketing department stepped out with Remlin.  They shook 

hands and, smiling, wished each other well.  After the rival candidate walked away Remlin 

noticed Paul standing and approached him. 

 “Mr. Slangear, I’m so glad you decided to interview.”  He sounded so excited his voice 

cracked.  His light blue eyes were bright and friendly.  “Please, let’s go talk.”  Remlin swiftly 

guided Paul into the room, closing the door behind them. 

 The vice-president took a seat opposite Paul, folded his hands on the small cherry wood 

table and again struck an earnest smile.    

 “So, Mr. Slangear, why don’t we begin with why you want to be part of the Wanesbury 

team?” 

 I wouldn’t, thought Paul, returning Remlin’s smile.  “Well, as you know, I have a degree 

in marketing.  I feel my talents would be put to better use for the company working in that 

capacity.”   

 He handed Remlin the copy of his résumé.  Remlin accepted it, though set aside without 

as much as a glance. 



 “I see.  And you’ve been with the company for five years, you say?” 

 “Yes, that’s correct.” 

 Remlin cocked his head to the side.  “May I ask why you didn’t pursue a job in your 

major when you first graduated college?” 

 “Well, unfortunately it was around the same time the economy faltered and many 

companies were busy making cuts rather than hiring, not unlike now.”  Paul said, confident in his 

rehearsed answer.  “I saw an opportunity with Arcadia, and it seemed like a wise path as the 

company was strong and growing, though it wasn’t in my area of expertise.” 

 “I see.  Yet five years is a long time,” Remlin leaned over the small, polished, table and 

stared down Paul.  His eyes were no longer welcoming, but cold and steely.  “Are you telling me 

not a single position in Marketing has opened up anywhere in the third largest city in the United 

States in five years?” 

 Paul swallowed hard.  What the hell?  He wanted me to apply.  I didn’t want to be here.  

Paul worried his voice would fail him, nevertheless managed to reply. 

 “Perhaps, but I enjoy it here.”  Paul worried his statement sounded more like a question.  

“I would rather have a job not in my field with a company I can trust, then a short lived career 

with a failing company.” 

  “Are you sure it’s not merely complacency, or a lack of ambition?”  Remlin continued to 

hold Paul’s gaze, making him feel like an unwary insect that flew into a spider’s web.  “We have 

a lot of work to do from the ground up in Wanesbury.  I need someone confident and nimble of 

mind.  Not someone who will fall into place and settle like sand at the bottom of a pond.” 

“I won’t,” Paul said, silently cursing the faltering tone of his voice.  “I came to Arcadia 

because it was a solid company, an investment,” he paused for a second.  “I believe Arcadia is 



where I belong.  I wasn’t solely looking for a job when I came here.  I wanted to be part of a 

family.” 

Remlin leaned back in his chair and seemed to consider Paul’s response.  Paul thought of 

saying more but he wasn’t sure the large lump in his throat would allow him to speak anymore.   

Crap, he thought, Duffy’s in Sales and Marketing.  He knows bullshit when he hears it.  

He’s going to laugh in my face and kick me out.  I’ll be lucky if I’m not fired for being stupid. 

Remlin smiled, the warmth returned to his eyes, and he let out a short, high-pitched 

chuckle.  

“Very good, Mr. Slangear.  Very good, indeed.  We need people who can think fast on 

their feet.” 

Paul let out what he hoped was an inaudible sigh.   

“Thank you, I do mean that.  It isn’t a sales pitch.  I also want to point out I have plenty 

of marketing experience from my internship at McDonald’s Headquarters, right here in Oak 

Brook.  I was there for an entire year…”  Paul pointed to his resume lying next to Remlin. 

Remlin waved his words aside with a flip of his hand. 

“There’s no need to get into all that, Mr. Slangear.  You should know, you don’t try to 

make a sale once the customer bought the product,” Remlin gave another toothy smile.  “I like 

you.  And you are exactly what I need in England.” 

Paul blinked a few times, unsure what he meant.  “I’m not sure I understand.  Are you 

…?” 

“I want you on my team.  I’ll push the paperwork through before end of day.  We’ll work 

through the details regarding pay later.  I assure you it will be a significant improvement 



compared to your currently salary.  Not to mention the cost of living in Wanesbury is much less 

demanding than here.”  

Remlin stood up and extended his hand to Paul.  “Welcome to the European marketing 

division.”  

Still in a daze, Paul accepted Remlin’s offer.  Remlin grasped Paul’s hand with both of 

his, staring directly into his eyes.  When they shook, a spark of static electricity shocked Paul 

making him involuntarily wince.  But Remlin maintained his grip even as Paul attempted to 

withdraw. 

He felt himself become flushed, then an incredibly strange sensation of floating washed 

over him.  It may have happened in an instant, or lasted minutes.  After it passed, the incident 

vanish from his mind and he stumbled.   

“Are you okay, dear boy?  You looked as though you were going to collapse.”  Remlin 

asked Paul supporting him by his arm. 

“Uh, yeah.  I think so.”  Paul shook his head.  “It was the strangest feeling, at least, I 

think.  I don’t know.  What were you saying?” 

“I was congratulating you, my boy.  You’re part of my team!” 

“Oh, right.”  He gave a nervous sounding laugh.  “Maybe that’s why I fainted.  I can’t 

believe it.” 

 The vice-president put his arm around Paul’s shoulder and started walking him out.  

“What I want to do now is make arrangements for this weekend.  While, I’ll be here today and 

tomorrow, I have an early flight Friday morning.  If you can clear your calendar, I want you to 

accompany me.  We can get you a return flight for Sunday afternoon so you can be back for your 

final week here on Monday.” 



Paul was rapidly approaching full panic mode.  “Final week?  You mean you want me to 

start the following Monday?”  Paul attempted to maintain some sense of decorum. 

“Of course,” said Remlin.  “We have some lofty goals set for the fourth quarter.  We need 

to hit the ground running.  Now, don’t worry.  I’ll take care of it all.  I’ll hire the movers to 

carefully pack everything, and have it all waiting for you by the time you arrive the following 

week to start your training.” 

Remlin continued to walk Paul back to his cubicle.  “You focus on you.  We’ll check out 

flats this weekend and find one that suits your tastes.  I think you‘ll find Wanesbury a fascinating 

place, Mr. Slangear.  There’s a lot of history there.” 

When they arrived back at Paul’s desk Remlin congratulated him again and went off to 

fill out the paperwork.  Paul watched as he walked away.  Still in a state of disbelief, he put on 

his headset and called Daren. 

“Sorry, buddy.” his friend said in a sad voice. 

“What?” 

“Well, it’s a quarter past.  No successful interview is that short.” 

“I’m moving to England after next week.”  Paul’s voice was flat and without emotion as 

he attempted to process the information himself. 

“What?  He hired you right then and there?”  Daren must have dropped something, as 

there was a clatter in the background.  “And next week?  Why so soon?” 

“Apparently we have some lofty goals for this quarter.”  Paul attempted to impersonate 

Remlin’s accent. 

Paul heard Daren laugh.  “You must have really dressed up your résumé well.” 



From his window, Paul could see the Willis Tower, the clouds covering the top floors and 

spires.  A concerned expression crossed his face.  “He didn’t even look at it.”  



 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thursday night, after catching a late Metra train back to his suburban apartment, Paul 

frantically packed his duffle bag for his flight the next morning. Daren insisted on taking his 

friend to the Italian Village that evening, Paul’s favorite restaurant, for a celebration dinner.   

He got to bed shortly after midnight.  Despite the amount of wine consumed at dinner, he 

tossed and turned for at least an hour.  When he fell asleep, he experienced a bizarre dream.   

 

He was lying on a stone table surrounded by people wearing white masks, and hooded 

cloaks.  Torches lit the surrounding area casting awkwardly flickering shadows, which danced 

across the altar.  The sky glowed in a light green haze. 



The congregation chanted something in a foreign tongue.  Their leader approached him 

and raised a ceremonial dagger over Paul’s chest.  He could see a pattern etched in its menacing, 

wavy blade, and the hilt, adorned with four different colored gems, yellow, blue, red, and brown.  

They glittered in the torchlight.  Paul panicked, but didn’t make a move.  In an androgynous 

voice, the leader started speaking words Paul couldn’t understand.  The low ominous chanting 

grew louder and more intense, as if approaching a climax.  Paul wanted to run, but although not 

restrained by any physical means, he was unable to move.  His body wouldn’t accept the 

commands.  He tried to shout, but no sound emanated from him.  As the chanting became 

deafening the masked leader plunged the dagger towards Paul’s chest.  He awoke with a gasp, 

clutching his t-shirt, damp from sweat. 

He remained still, his eyes darting and surveying his familiar, yet bland bedroom.  There 

was only the bed, nightstand, and a guitar case leaning up against a small dresser.  There wasn’t 

much room for a knife-wielding psychopath to hide.  When he decided he was safe, he inspected 

his chest making sure there weren’t any holes.  

Flustered, he exhaled loudly and went to the washroom.  He splashed cool water over his 

face and examined himself in the mirror.  Already dark circles formed under his eyes, a 

disadvantage to having such a light complexion.  He frowned. 

Maybe I’ll be able to get some sleep on the plane.  He checked the clock on the 

nightstand from the bathroom.  It was half past two to in the morning.  In one and a half hours, 

he would have to get up to be ready for his town car to take him to O’Hare International Airport. 

He went back to bed and stared at the ceiling.  He couldn’t believe that by this time 

tomorrow he would be in Wanesbury, England.  He didn’t want this.  They pushed him into this.  

He considered emailing to Remlin, thanking him for the opportunity and making up some family 



emergency as an excuse to stay in Chicago.  Then he recalled what Daren said to him at dinner.  

Maybe he did need a push to get his ass back in gear.  He did sort of give up a couple of years 

ago.  Okay, he gave up a long time ago, before he met Daren. 

 He shook his head and closed his eyes.  Images of the masked leader returned to him and 

he sat up, disturbed.  He scanned the room, expecting to see one of those acolytes standing at the 

foot of his bed.  An involuntary shudder swept through him. 

 He started to lie back then stopped, frozen as a notion occurred to him.  In a swift yet 

awkward movement, he leaned over the side of his bed. 

 “Hyah Yahhhh!”  He shouted, storming the bed’s underside, holding out one hand ready 

to strike any intruders. 

 The few dust bunnies and solitary sock that occupied the floor under the bed remained 

indifferent.  Paul rolled his eyes and sighed, feeling utterly foolish.  Returning to the top 

mattress, he threw himself into his pillow, face first. 

 Get a grip, Pauly.  It was only a nightmare. 

 After several minutes, he fell back to sleep, hoping in the morning, he remembered his 

missing sock was under the bed. 

   

 Paul met Remlin at the airport.  It took forty-five minutes to get through TSA security, as 

Paul’s passport was seven years old and his hairstyle changed drastically since college.  When 

they arrived at the gate, they were already calling passengers for boarding.  Within ten minutes 

Paul was strapped in his first class, aisle seat, sitting stiff and looking pale. 

 Remlin frowned at him.  “Would you prefer the window seat?” he offered, unbuckling his 

seatbelt. 



 “No, no thanks.  I would not.  Believe me,” Paul said curtly. 

 “Ahh, afraid of flying?” 

 “No, afraid of falling,” Paul replied, staring straight ahead, his fingers tighten on the cloth 

covered, plastic arms. 

 “Nothing wrong with that.  It shows you have a solid will to live and a healthy sense of 

self-preservation.”  Remlin smiled. 

 So glad I have your approval, Paul thought.   

 “Here, see if this won’t take your mind off the trip.”  Remlin handed him a copy of 

British Airways’ High Life from the seat pocket.  “They always have some good articles in 

there.” 

 Paul flipped through the magazine, hunting for something to distract from the fact he was 

going to be forty thousand feet in the air inside one hundred fifty tons of metal for the next eight 

hours. 

 His search wasn’t going well.  There was a story discussing whether the deteriorating 

ozone layer is the cause of the climate changes, another about the cleanup and recovery going on 

along the coast of Chile after a recent tidal wave.  Paul recalled the reports.  It was one of the 

worse in history.  It wiped out numerous coastal towns a month ago.  British Airways was 

promoting how three dozen volunteers were helping on site.  He settled on a trivial piece about 

the training of the Royal Guards.  He was a few paragraphs into it when he heard the doors close 

and the flight attendants requested everyone’s attention as they went over the safety procedures. 

 Paul seemed to be the only one paying attention to the demonstration as one of the 

attendants stood in the aisle with her portable belt and life vest.   



 He put away the magazine and examined his belt.  He wished he took notes during the 

demonstration.  The staff made their way to the front, and the plane began moving.   

Remlin noted Paul was paler than before. 

 “You do know flying is considered the safest mode of transportation,” he said 

optimistically. 

 “Does that include walking?”  Paul said a little sharper than intended. 

 Remlin chuckled.  “I’m not necessarily a fan myself.  It’s unnatural for man to fly.  For 

me, alas, it has become a necessity.  Surely, you have flown before.  I noticed your passport was 

not new.”   

The plane was taxiing towards the runway. 

 “Never flown before.  My college roommate’s grandparents were Canadian.  We went to 

their cabin in Winnipeg, one summer to do some fishing.  We drove.” 

 A voice came on the intercom.  “Flight attendants, please take your seats, we’re ready for 

departure.”  The announcement caused a large lump to form in Paul’s throat. 

 “Canada?  Never been there, myself.  I’m told it’s a beautiful country.” 

“It looked the same as America where I was, except the gas station flags flew a maple 

leaf instead of stars and stripes.”  While he appreciated Remlin’s attempt at distraction, he 

seriously hoped he wasn’t going to try to talk the entire trip.  This brought up a question Paul 

couldn’t stop himself from asking.  “Am I the only one from the Chicago office traveling with 

you this weekend?” 

 “I’m afraid so.”  Remlin said, looking out the window.  “The others were unable to free 

themselves from their previous engagements.” 



 “Well, if that’s the fact, perhaps…”  The deafening sound of the engine and a sudden 

burst of speed violently interrupted Paul’s thought.   

 His face turned as white as his knuckles gripping the arms of the seat.  As he sat back and 

closed his eyes, he felt the plane leave the ground and start its climb.  He was certain his stomach 

was also left behind. 

 “Take deep breaths.  The take-off is the worst part.”  Remlin glanced out the window.  

“What were you saying?” 

 “I don’t remember,” Paul said through gritted teeth. 

 “It was a minute ago, I’m sure you do.” 

 Paul opened one eye for a second to glare at Remlin.  Unfortunately for Paul, he could 

see the window on the other side of him.  He felt the plane turn and saw through the window 

only rooftops and landscape.  He quickly shut his eye again.  “I was thinking, maybe we hold off 

the move until the others get a chance to find a place to stay.  That’s all.” 

 “Oh, nonsense.  It’s their loss as far as this weekend goes.  They’ll be fine.  Besides, this 

will give us a good chance to get to know one another.  Maybe set things up for a few projects 

you can head once we get started.” 

 Great, so I’m basically trapped for forty-eight hours with this freak show, if we survive 

the trip. 

 “Don’t worry, though, this weekend won’t be about work.  I want to show you the town, 

and give you chance to get acclimated.  Show you where all the good restaurants are, see some of 

the sights.  Those sort of things.”  Remlin smiled.  As the plane continued its steep ascent, Paul 

kept his eyes closed.  “I want you to develop an appreciation for Wanesbury.  It’s a wonderful 

place.” 



 “If it’s sea level, I’m already a fan.”  Paul squeaked. 

 Remlin laughed again, which Paul was already comparing to fingernails on a blackboard.  

“A few more minutes and we’ll be stabilized.  Then you can open your eyes and enjoy the 

flight.” 

 After a few minutes, the plane straightened and Paul was able to open his eyes once 

Remlin agreed to pull his shade. 

 “So, this is your first time out of the country, except for a fishing trip to Canada?” 

 “Yes,” Paul answered.  He decided Remlin was his best option for attempt to forget he 

was in a plane.  “My father was pretty jealous when I told him where I was going.” 

 “Really, has he always wanted to visit England?” 

 Paul’s father was Irish, and moved to America with his family when he was three years 

old.  While he didn’t have any memory of Ireland, his parents held on tightly to their roots, 

which meant much more than wearing green on March 17
th

.  Of course, Lord help the poor soul 

who would wear any orange on St. Patrick’s day, or worse, on the 12
th

 of July.   

He grew up on the south side of Chicago where he met Paul’s mother, who was also 

Irish, and from a house which took their heritage seriously as well.   

 You wouldn’t know by Paul’s skinny frame, but each morning, as far as he could 

remember, kicked off with a traditional fry-up served with black and white pudding, soda bread, 

orange juice and tea.   

Sunday mornings his mother would drag him to church, being a devout Irish Catholic.  

Paul noticed though his father never joined them.  He questioned his mother from time to time 

and never really received an answer.  She would shake her head and muttered something under 

her breath.  Eventually, Paul stopped asking. 



 His father always wanted to visit Ireland, but money was tight, even though he often 

pulled double shifts at the factory.  Paul was shocked after he delivered the news of the 

promotion to his father.  It was the first time his dad seemed proud of him. 

 Paul’s mother never wanted to travel, and was not happy to hear her little boy was going 

to be so far away from the nest. 

 When Paul finished he short family history Remlin frowned before speaking. 

 “Oh, I hope this won’t cause much difficulty with your family.  I have done a lot of 

traveling over of years and do realize how it can be a burden on the home front.”  Remlin patted 

Paul’s leg.  “Rest assured, I have no problems with you returning to visit from time to time.  You 

can work out of the main office when you do.”  He gave Paul a warm smile.  

 “Thank you.”  Paul grabbed for the arms again as the plane hit some turbulence cutting 

through the layers of atmosphere.  “But I don’t know how often I’ll be making this trek.” 

 “Don’t worry, Mr. Slangear, it does get easier.  Like with all things, the more you do it, 

the less nervous you will be.”   

The plane finished its climb after a while and the seat belt sign was turned off and an 

attendant announced passengers may now leave their seats.  Paul left his seat belt secured.   

“Ah, good, time for some beverages.  Allow me to buy you something with a bit of a 

kick.”  Remlin noted the stewardess entering the area with a large cart.  

 “Water will be fine.  Thank you.” 

 “Nonsense, my boy,” Remlin said, dismissing Paul’s rejection.  “As I said, it isn’t about 

business this weekend.” 

 “Even so, it’s seven in the morning…”  As much as Paul thought the idea of dulling his 

nerves with something would be nice, he didn’t think it would be the best decision. 



 “It is already afternoon in England.  Six hour difference.”  Remlin gave him a sly grin, 

tapping his wristwatch.  “If for no other reason, so I don’t need to drink alone.” 

 When the flight attendant reached them, Remlin requested a scotch on the rocks, and 

turned to Paul, expectantly. 

 “I’ll have the same,” Paul gave the stewardess a weak smile.   

  “That’s the spirit.”  Remlin patted Paul on the back.  “When in Rome…” 

 Remlin did keep Paul engaged in conversation.  Maybe it was his willingness to be 

distracted, or the slow yet consistent flow of Glenlivet 12, but Paul found himself enjoying 

Remlin’s quirky attitude by the time they landed, though his laugh still was irritating.  It would 

take more than scotch to make that sound acceptable. 

 The plane landed at Heathrow Airport a little after ten at night.  Remlin mentioned the 

maintenance crew for the airline would need to replace the armrests on Paul’s seat due to tight 

grip he held on it throughout the flight.  Paul smiled despite his lack of appreciation for the joke. 

 “I would suggest staying in London tonight, but I fear I need to be in Wanesbury very 

early tomorrow and the town is an hour and a half away,” Remlin grabbed his suitcase from the 

baggage carousel.  “We should get there a little before midnight.” 

 “I would like to get something to eat.  Between my nerves, scotch, and the way my 

stomach felt, I couldn’t eat anything on the plane.” 

 “Of course, although at this late hour, any real restaurant will be closed, I’m afraid.” 

 “To be honest, a McDonald’s would be fine.”  Paul found his duffle and grabbed it. 

 “Very well.  There is a wonderful Italian restaurant in town, I’ll be glad to introduce you 

to tomorrow.  I’ve been told you enjoy such cuisine.  It’s called Michelangelo’s.  We’ll have 



lunch there.”  Remlin guided Paul to the car park.  “Let’s be on our way.  We’ll get some drive 

thru on the road.” 

 Despite the late hour Paul was able to make out some details of the British countryside as 

Remlin navigated his Hyundai i20 along the M3.  Being used to urban areas or corn and wheat 

fields from the Midwest, the rolling grassy hills and farmlands, and large number of golf courses 

along the motorway looked like scenery from a fairytale with the towns and old churches and 

occasional castle off in the distance.   

 Wanesbury was a small town in the southwest part of England in the county of Wiltshire.  

With Remlin’s driving and the empty roads working together, they made it to town in an hour, a 

little before midnight.   

 Remlin stopped outside of an old three story yellow plaster building with green shutters 

and window boxes.  “Here we are.  This is where you’ll be staying for the weekend.  You have a 

reservation waiting.”   

A covered archway led to an opened garden area, but in the darkness it was difficult to 

see.  “The room is being charged to the company, you’ll still need a credit card for incidentals.  

However, you can expense those once you get back on Monday.” 

 “The Wiltshire Inn.  Looks very…cozy.”  Paul collected his duffle bag and stepped out of 

the car onto Winsor Road. 

 “I’m sure you’ll be suffering from jetlag.  However, if you don’t mind, I would prefer to 

start our day before noon.  I can stop by around eleven-thirty and we’ll get some lunch, unless 

you think you’d prefer a late breakfast.” 

 “That’ll be fine,” Paul confirmed.  “I’m going to try to sleep right now and wake up at a 

normal time.  If I’m hungry I’ll get something at the hotel.  I’m sure they have a restaurant.” 



 “Oh, they do, a lovely one in fact.  Let me give you my card.  It has my cell on it, so if 

you are up earlier, give me a ring,” Remlin said, handing Paul a business card.  “We’ll meet 

sooner.” 

 Paul went and checked into his room.  It was more than what he expected based on the 

non-descript outside façade.  A four-post king side bed draped with heavy cloth sat on plush 

royal blue carpet.  A mahogany armoire rested in the corner.  Along the wall opposite the bed 

were two deep purple club chairs on either side of a double window with an end table between 

them.  Paintings depicting the Middle Ages hung on the floral print wall.  The only sign of 

modern technology was the digital clock on the nightstand. 

 “Well,” Paul said, studying the room, “I guess this is ‘welcome home’.” 

 


