A GIFT TO REMEMBER

by Anna and Wayne Kelley

(from PHOENIX ONE)

Diana let a long breath escape her through her teeth and leaned back from the computer desk. After
a moment, the printer began running, committing her final notes on the Morgan missing persons case
to paper. She glanced tiredly at the time displayed on the monitor: 7:42pm. She frowned at the
screen, trying to recall the last real food she'd eaten. There were vague impressions of lunchmeat
and flat cola around noon, but the food itself was long gone.

"Break time," she announced as the printer stopped. She removed her report, shut down the word
processing program, turned off the monitor, and filed the text disk. Pushing away from the desk, she
rose and grabbed a jacket from the couch, killed the overhead lights, and headed for the elevator.

As the car descended, she massaged her face wearily, trying to decide what she was craving. Once
outside the building, she drew a deep breath, shaking her head to clear the cobwebs. "Coffee," she
decided aloud, and turned toward 13th Street.

After several blocks, the night air had awakened her almost completely. She was only a couple of
minutes from the all-night coffeehouse when she spotted a crowd outside a science fiction
bookstore's unique window display. She swung wide around the motley group and approached the
nearby intersection. Across 13th, she saw another bookstore, a fixture in Manhattan for years,
specializing in old and rare volumes. Seeing the store reminded her of a promise she'd made Vincent
to check around for some books as a surprise for Father. Maybe I'll surprise Vincent, too, she
thought conspiratorially. She crossed the street at the first break in traffic and entered the bookstore.

Inside, the air was rife with the scent of pipe tobacco and antiquity. As she glanced around, a fatherly
looking, bearded gentleman approached her. "My dear young lady, do you need some help?" he
inquired.

"Well," she replied, "I'm not quite sure what | want to buy."

"We get a lot of requests for that here," the proprietor joked amiably. "Feel free to look around, and
give a shout if you need anything."

"Thanks," Diana answered as she strolled toward the bookshelves.

As she walked slowly along the aisle, Diana let her gaze drift over the densely packed shelves. She
stopped a moment in front of a set of poetry anthologies, looking for familiar authors. Suddenly, the
air around her chilled, and she felt someone watching her. Looking up, her attention was drawn to a
pair of pale green eyes she found vaguely familiar.

"He'll like this," the woman's voice said softly. "He can read it to Jacob."

Looking down, Diana found a book being handed to her. Turning it in her hands, she read the spine -
A Child’s Garden of Verse by Robert Louis Stevenson. She nodded, and looked up again to thank



the woman, only to find herself alone.

Before she could move, several books dropped heavily from the shelf beside her. Diana jumped
slightly to avoid having her toes crushed and glared at the shelf while suppressing an oath. Peeking
through the books from the next aisle was a scruffy looking gentleman in a Mets cap.

"Hi!" he greeted her, beaming. "How's it going?"

Diana unclenched her jaw. "You scared the hell out of me, mister."

"Sorry," he apologized, still grinning. Diana turned to walk away until the guy yelled, "Wait! Don't go!"

Looking back, she found his fist sticking through the books, sending more of them tumbling to the
floor as he sized her up with his thumb.

What a kook, she thought, turning again toward the front of the store. Without warning, a hand
grabbed her shoulder from behind. Diana spun, the book in her upraised hand, ready to crash down
on her attacker.

Mr. Mets Cap backed away, hands raised. "Hey, Diana, whoa! | just want to sketch you, that's all."
Diana lowered the book slowly. "How do you know my name, buddy?" she asked threateningly.

He shrugged. "A little bird told me. Look, here's my card, I'm an artist. All | want to do is draw you,
you're a walking, talking Renaisssance painting. Please?"

Diana looked him over warily, then took the card he offered her and read it. "Well, Mr. Kristopher
Gentian, Artist," she repeated slowly, "we'll see. Right now, | need to pay for this," she added,
indicating the book.

She turned to head back to the front of the store and was moving away when Kristopher spoke again.
"You know him, don't you?!" he exclaimed, as though suddenly realizing who she was.

Diana froze in her tracks a second, then looked back over her shoulder at him. "Who?" she asked,
her tone slightly defensive.

"Oh, nothing, nobody, | just .....,” Kristopher stammered. "Never mind."

Diana shook her head and continued toward the checkout. Weirdness, she decided. That woman,
this book, and an artist who wants to sketch me. She reached the checkout, still puzzling it over,
and laid the book on the counter. The bearded man strolled over and smiled at her. "Did you find what
you wanted?"

"Yeah," she answered vaguely, then added, "Do you believe in ghosts?"

The proprietor registered surprise. "My dear young lady," he chided, "why didn't you say so. | have
quite a number of books on ghosts by Hans Holtzer right over there." He nodded toward another part
of the store.

"No, that's okay," she said quickly. "I'll just take this."

The gentleman looked the book over for a moment. "Yes," he said enthusiastically, "a wonderful
selection, my dear. Do you have children?"

"Me? No," Diana informed him. "This is for a friend."

In another moment, the purchase was complete, and Diana was on her way again. The coffeehouse
was packed, as usual, but she was so hungry that she ordered dinner anyway. By the time she
returned to her loft, it was after ten o'clock.



Once inside, she turned the lights up a bit, switched on the radio, and stretched out on the couch. The
mysterious woman's voice had echoed through her all the way home, and she thought the book might
help her discover why. Taking it in her hand, she held it by the spine, closed her eyes, and let the
pages fall open. Looking down, she saw that the page before had been marked with fresh rose
petals. The poem, numbered nineteen in Roman numerals, was titled, "Katherine."

Don't weird out, Diana, she ordered herself, stifling her jittery nerves. She read:
We see you as a face,
That trembles in a forest place.
Upon the mirror of a pool,
Forever quiet, clear and cool.

And in the wayward glass appears,
To hover between smiles and tears,

Elfin and human, airy and true,
And backed by the reflective blue.

Could it have been ..... 7 Diana mused silently. Any answer she'd expected, however, was dispelled
by the sound of her front door buzzer. Laying the book on the coffee table, she rose and padded over
to the elevator door. She smacked the intercom button and asked, "Who is it?"

A cheerful voice replied, "It's me - Kristopher."
Great, she thought sarcastically. "What do you want?"
"My card," he replied, as if the answer were obvious.

Diana fished the almost forgotten business card out of her pants pocket and looked it over again.
"What about it?" she demanded, annoyance edging into her voice.

"Well, um, it's the only one | have, so | need it back," he confessed impishly. "l can sketch you while
I'm here ... It'll only take a couple minutes. C'mon, c'mon, ¢'mon, please. | don't bite, | promise!"

Diana shook her head in disbelief. What am I going to do with this guy? she wondered. First the
bookstore ... The thought hung for a moment, until Diana realized that he might have seen the
woman in the store. She returned her attention to the speaker, still pouring forth a stream of
Kristopher's pleading and cajoling.

Diana pushed the talk button, cutting him off, and said, "Okay, you can come up."

Suddenly, the elevator door slid open, and Kristopher was standing there, ball cap askew, grinning
like a goon. "Great," he replied as he pushed open the gate. "Um, do you have any paper and
pencils?"

Diana looked from Kristopher, to the still-untouched elevator controls, and then back to Kristopher
again. The shock must have registered, because he asked solicitously, "Are you okay?"

"How .... ?" she started to ask, then thought better of it. "Oh, never mind. C'mon in."
Kristopher turned and made a beeline for Diana's computer desk. "I'll bet there's all kinds of neat stuff



in here," he chimed mischievously.
Diana caught up and darted in front of him. "I'll get them," she told him firmly. "Just ..... go sit down."

"Okay," Kristopher agreed nonchalantly. Turning on his heel, he took in the loft with a sweeping
glance. "Nice place you got here."

"Thanks," Diana replied distractedly. "Do you need any special kind of paper or anything?"
"Anything's fine," he called back, then added, "Got any food in here?"

Diana looked up to find Kristopher crouched in front of the opened refrigerator. Before she could
reach him, he'd snatched a half-full can of baked beans from inside, elbowed the door shut, and
grabbed a spoon from the dish drainer by the sink. Leaning on the counter, he shoveled two
spoonfuls of beans into his mouth before Diana could pull the can from him.

"Do you mind?!" she demanded, gritting her teeth in frustration. She banged the can onto the
countertop. "l thought you were going to sketch me. Do you do this to all your models?"

"All artists are starving," he replied innocently, through a mouthful of beans. He cocked his head,
looking at Diana, who stood with her hands on her hips, her jaw locked, slowly coming to a boil.
Suddenly, he swallowed hard, nearly choking as his eyes sprang open wide.

"Oh, wow," he said excitedly, "your face ..... It's ..... It's like a Botticelli. No, no, definitely a Da Vinci."
He jumped up, dropping the spoon, and stepped up to her. "Like this," he instructed, taking her arms
and posing her dramatically. Stepping back, he finished with, "The Mona Lisa had a-nothing on-a
you," in a comical Italian accent. He kissed his fingers in a European gesture for emphasis.

Diana rolled her eyes in frustration. "Okay, okay. It's getting late, so if you're going to draw me, get on
with it. There's pencils and computer paper on the desk."

"Okay," Kristopher replied with a nod. "Just do whatever you do, and I'll just sit and draw."

"Fine," Diana said, turning back toward the living room without further comment. Kristopher collected
the paper and pencils from the desk and fell into a chair, opposite the couch were Diana stretched out
with her book again. She reread the poem she'd found earlier while he scribbled, rubbed, and erased.

After a moment, Diana interrupted him, asking, "Kristopher, did you see anyone in that bookcase
besides us tonight?"

Kristopher looked up, his expression puzzled. "Well ..... there was the guy at the cash register."
"Besides him," she shot back, faintly annoyed. "Did you see a woman?"
"Yeah," Kristopher observed with a grin, "you."

"Arrgh!" she rumbled, reaching behind her head with one free hand. "You're impossible." A well-
aimed couch pillow bounced off Kristopher's head, knocking off the Mets cap. Kristopher grinned and
kept on sketching furiously.

Diana returned her attention to the book, leafing through and reading several more poems. Kristopher
had finished working, gotten up, and was almost to the elevator when she noticed him again.

"Hey," she hollered after him, "where do you think you're sneaking off to?"

Kristopher froze, then spun around with an apologetic expression. "Well, you were really into that
book, so | thought ....."



"Oh, no, you don't," Diana corrected him, getting up from the couch. "You're not getting out of here till
| see that sketch."

"Ah-ah-ah," he chided, shaking his finger reproachfully. "You can only see it when it's finished." He
thought for a second, then added, "l believe | showed her ...... | can't remember. It's bad luck, | can't
show you."

"Showed who?" Diana asked uncertainly.
"You know," Kristopher continued, musing, "come to think of it, | didn't show him either."

Diana stepped up and gripped him by the shoulders to get his attention. "Who are you talking about?"
she demanded.

Kristopher snapped out of his reverie and looked down at her, his eyes widening. "Ghosts," he
teased, "goblins, fairy folk. Who else?"

Diana let go of Kristopher, stepping back a little. "Do you believe in ghosts?" she asked soberly.

"Sure," he replied without hesitation. "After all, if you only believe in what you see, you're missing out
on everything else ....." he explained, letting the words trail off uncertainly for a moment. "Or
something like that."

Diana's gaze narrowed in suspicion. "Where did you hear that?"

Kristopher shrugged again. "Must've picked it up someplace. Maybe that little bird," he offered with a
grin. "Anyhow, it's late, and I've got to finish before you see it. I'll bring it to show you as soon as it's
done - promise, okay?"

"Okay," Diana relented after a moment. "Just don't make me track you down.” She reached past him
and opened the elevator door.

"l won't," he promised as he stepped inside. He was still grinniing as she slammed the door and sent
the car down. Shaking her head wearily, she doused the lights and headed for the bedroom.

*kkkk

Over the next few days, Diana found her thoughts returning repeatedly to the encounter in the
bookstore. The woman was little more in her memory than a vague presence, except for her eyes.
The connections, however, were obvious - the book, the poem, Jacob - but Diana's rational mind
refused to accept such an irrational conclusion. And then there was Kristopher, who, she suspected,
knew more than he'd said.

Finally, Diana ran his name through the police computer files. Kristopher, she discovered, was dead,
frozen in a winter storm a few years earlier. The rest of the file was pretty standard stuff, until another
detail caught her attention. Kristopher's body had been identified by a Mr. Smythe; his work address

was that of the old bookstore on 13th.

Diana glanced at the clock, which read 8:30pm. The shop, she recalled, closed at nine. She shut
down the computer, grabbed her coat, and headed for the elevator. "We'll see if dead men tell no
tales," she muttered to herself as the car descended.

Diana reached the bookstore with about ten minutes to spare, and found Mr. Smythe busily ringing up
the last purchases of the evening. She looked over the reference books near the front of the store



until the other customers left.

Mr. Smythe came over after escorting the others to the door. "Hello again, my dear. Did your friend
enjoy the book?"

"Not yet, Mr. Smythe," she replied guardedly. "In fact, | stopped in to ask you a few questions."

Smythe's eyebrows rose for a moment when she addressed him by name, but he recovered quickly.
"Well, | was just about to close up for the night, but if you'd like to come ....." he began.

"It's about Kristopher Gentian," she interrupted.

Mr. Smythe paused, and when he spoke again, his tone and expression were sober. "l see. Let me
just get the front door, and we'll talk."

Diana watched him go to the door, throw the locks, and pull the shade down. She then followed him
back over to the cash register and watched him begin counting the till. After a moment, she decided
to take the initiative.

"Mr. Smythe, how do you know Kristopher Gentian?"

He stopped counting and sighed deeply, his shoulders sagging with resignation. "Kristopher and |
were acquainted from the time when he was a very small child," he explained. "He used to frequent
the store quite a bit."

"Has he been in recently?" Diana asked coolly.
"My dear young lady," Smythe replied softly. "Kristopher is dead."

Diana focused on keeping her expression neutral. "Are you telling me that someone is impersonating
him?" she asked pointedly.

"Oh, heavens," he half-whispered. His composure broke, and he lowered his eyes. "It's happening
again."

Diana gently grabbed his wrist on the counter, not letting him ignore her. "What's happened?"
Mr. Smythe looked up again, focusing over his glasses. "You saw Kristopher, didn't you?"
"Yes," Diana replied, her expression softening. "l thought someone was playing tricks on me."
"No, my dear," Mr. Smythe assured her, "although Kristopher can be quite a prankster."

Diana smiled for a moment, letting go of his wrist, and then asked, "What did you mean about it
happening again?"

Mr. Smythe removed his glasses and explained, "Some time ago, a young lady came in here to buy a
special book. The one she chose happened to be one of Kristopher's. Apparently, he appeared to her
a number of times."

"Do you remember the woman's name?" Diana asked eagerly. "Do you think | could speak to her?"

"l wish that were possible," Smythe replied, his voice tinged with sorrow. "Unfortunately, she passed
away last year. Her name was Catherine Chandler. A beautiful woman. It's a shame."

Diana shuddered involuntarily and glanced about nervously. "l see," she stammered, not quite sure
what else to say. "Well, | guess I'll just have to talk to Kristopher. I'm sorry to have bothered you, sir."

"It's quite all right, my dear," Mr. Smythe reassured her. "I'm used to having Kristopher get me into



trouble."

Diana smiled, thanked him, and left the store. All during the walk home, Kristopher and Catherine
kept echoing through her mind, past and present merging, or sometimes colliding inside her head.
When she got bak to the loft, she fell back on a familiar tactic - booting up the computer and writing
everything down from start to finish. It took almost an hour and a half, and when she was satisfied
with it, she shut things down and went to the kitchen for soda.

Vincent has to hear this, she decided tiredly. But not until tomorrow night. She drained the drink
and padded quietly off to bed, not even bothering to get undressed before crashing.

Her dreamless sleep was interrupted, however, by a loud thud coming from her living room. Instantly
alert by virtue of adrenaline, she grabbed her gun from the nightstand drawer and stealthly made her
way out.

A figure was moving into the living area from the elevator, heedless of the darkness. Diana yelled,
"Freeze!" The intruder stopped, and there was the sound of rattling paper. Reaching along the wall,
Diana switched on the lights.

Facing her from behind the couch was Kristopher, hands in the air, hat clenched in his mouth, and a
paper-wrapped package between his knees.

Diana relaxed, lowering the gun. "Do you know what time it is? How did you get in here?"

Kristopher tried talking around the hat unsuccessfully, then let it drop to the floor. "l was just in the
neighborhood," he explained, "and since | left my card and my hat here, | thought I'd bring the
painting over for you to look at."

"At this hour of the morning?" she yelled. "Now answer my question."

Kristopher shook his head, feigning annoyance. "Oh, bother, you ask too many questions - | hate
questions." He took the package from between his knees and offered it to her. "Here, take a look."

Diana took the package and tore off the wrapping paper. Holding it at arm's length, she saw a portrait
of herself, her hair loose and blowing as though in a strong breeze. "l ... | don't know what to say ..... "
she stammered. Looking up, she found herself alone again.

"Where ..... ?" she began to ask, then jumped when she felt a tap on her shoulder from behind.
Whirling, she found Kristopher behind her now, grinning from ear to ear.

"Do you like it?" he asked eagerly. "It's called 'Goddess of the Wind.""

"Will you stop that?!" she nearly shouted. "Ooh, sometimes | can't stand you. Who are you?"
Kristopher gestured expansively. "I'm Da Vinci, I'm Botticelli, I'm Rembrandt!" he fairly sang.
"Yeah," Diana broke in, "and they're all dead!"

Kristopher stopped suddenly. "So, what's your point?" he asked, laughing under his breath.

Diana stood for a second, too stunned to react immediately. Finally she asked, "Do you know
Catherine Chandler?"

"Sure. She's a good friend."
Diana paused for a moment. "Do you know about the book?"
Kristopher looked at her thoughtfully. "What book?" he inquired, his eyes betraying mischief.



"She wanted me to give it to Vincent," Diana explained hesitantly.
Kristopher considered the idea for a moment, then remarked, "What better gift from a true friend?"

Diana spent a moment reflecting on his answer, then asked, "Am | ever going to see you again,
Kristopher?"

He grinned. "That's mostly up to you." He turned, walked aross the room, opened the elevator, and
stepped inside. "Oh, yeah, she said thanks for everything. Say hi to him for me," he finished, then
pulled the door shut.

Diana didn't bother checking to see if he was gone.

*kkkk

The following evening, Diana went Below, taking the book and the painting with her. She and Vincent
spent a couple of hours talking about their experiences with Kristopher, and Vincent showed her the
first painting.

"She really was there," Diana marvelled as she looked at the portrait. "I could never forget those
eyes."

"Neither can ," Vincent agreed soberly. "Every moment since we were ..... parted ..... | have felt her,
nearby, watching over Jacob and me."

Vincent covered and put away the painting, and marvelled at Kristopher's portrait of Diana. Finally, he
paged through the book and read the poem that had been marked. The memories plainly welling
through him were so strong that Diana herself was almost moved to tears.

At length, Vincent laid the book on his table, walked over, and embraced Diana. "Thank you," he said
quietly. "I have no words to tell you how much this means."

Diana stepped back and smiled at him. "l think | know."

They were quiet for a moment, and Diana could feel Catherine's presence, still reaching out to the
man she had loved. Vincent closed his eyes, let out a deep sigh, and whispered, "l love you, too,
Catherine."

There was a long pause, long enough to become uncomfortable. Diana decided to change the
subject, asking, "Do you think we'll ever see him again?"

Vincent's attention returned to the chamber, and he replied, "Kristopher? Oh, yes, I'm certain you
will." He began chuckling softly.

Diana looked at him warily. "What makes you say that?"
"Well," Vincent observed, "you still have his business card."

END



