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The Enchantment of T. Wyjijinski 
 

 

 Tadeusz Wyjijinski was perplexed.  ‘Strange place this,” he 

muttered but immediately realized no sound emitted from his 

mouth.  “Strange place!”  He repeated with more emphasis.  This 

time he was certain to have spoken, loud and clear, yet the distinct 

impression remained that he didn’t even hear himself.  Nor was it 

all that seemed amiss as he glanced about.  “Where am I?” 

 

 Presently, he noticed wraithlike figures, undulating, wafting 

above a vast, translucent panorama.  As so much flotsam drifting 

in upon an incoming tide, men, women, children, young and old, 

materialized, ineluctably drawn towards a point beyond view or his 

knowledge.  “Curiouser and curiouser…” echoed from the pages of 

a book he might once have read. 

 

 As if by enchantment, a grizzled old man momentarily 

appeared right by his side but forged ahead as if in a greater hurry. 

To clear his head Tadeusz shook it vigorously, side to side, or at 

least he had that impression as nothing really was as it seemed it 

ought to be.  Was he under a charm? Did a wicked sorceress cast a 

spell? Such musing were without answer but nevertheless, he 

ventured a question: “Hey, you! Where is this?”  

 

 The phantasmagoria cast back a docile smile, shrugging 

noncommittally and offered his back once again – a trembling 

shadow dissolving into a desert mirage, it melted out of sight.   

  

 Much like a compass needle pulled to ‘N’, Tadeusz 

gravitated towards a puzzling, yet seemingly predestined rendez-

vous.  He felt neither fear nor pain.  Pain? Is that it! But no, he felt 

in perfect physical shape.  Far better yet, once anguished, 

tormented by neo-existentialist angst, his soul now seemed 
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resigned to his fate.  (A distant voice droned on somewhere at the 

very edge of his mind – Brethren, we are gathered today to weep 

over the mortal remains of… blah-blah and blah… requiescat in 

pace!) 

 

 “R.I.P.? How about that, I’m dead.  That’s it… I’m dead!” 

 

 The cogent idea should have been shocking, but, as rather a 

matter of fact came as no surprise.  Tadeusz trying hard to focus on 

this novel situation was suddenly seized by a powerful urge to peer 

beyond the horizon.  And just like that an unexplained phenomena 

occurred – hovering above, cosily ensconced on a floating cloud, 

he looked down, directly into his home, home sweet home.  The 

scene unfolding should have made him hit the roof, and yet he 

remained perfectly unperturbed, perhaps mildly amused.  He was 

simultaneously wherever it was that he was, and also down there, 

so close he could have clutched the perfidious duo by their throats.  

His spouse was at the very moment being consoled, much, much 

too intimately by Jacques, the pal he’d considered closer to his 

heart than a brother, had he had a brother.  At the same instant, he 

saw himself sitting on the veranda steps, leaning back against the 

ersatz Grecian column his social climbing wife had insisted on 

when he’d nearly bankrupted on those much too expensively 

ostentatious home renovations.   In the driveway, the two kids 

were fiercely fighting over the keys to the seductive, blood-red 

body, black leather interior, mint-condition, convertible 350 SL 

Mercedes-Benz; an incomparable classic, a long-cherished dream 

so recently purchased he’d hardly put a dent in the driver’s seat.  

 

 With the touch of a slightly disabused affection he felt for his 

progeny and that he found endearing in himself, he concluded that 

here, at least, all seemed normal.  His smile froze when Junior 

exclaimed: “That cool hunk of metal is meant for a real stud, 

namely me!”  Tadeusz was further horrified to witness the inheritor 

to his good name beat a staccato rhythm on the hood while doing a 



 3 

horrible imitation of a wild-eyed, cocaine-snorting rapper: “Oh 

yeah… get down to’tha hot and tha juicy…. Ya-ya-oh-yeah… the 

cream and the wet … oh-oh-oh, baby … yo!”  The lewd lyrics 

were punctuated with an indecent pelvic thrust aimed at his sweet 

sister.  “Hey-hey, bitsy-bitch.  What the hell was the old man 

thinking anyhow?” 

 

 “Watch your mealy mouth, mouse, or you’ll have scrambled 

eggs for family jewels!” 

  

 My darling, innocent daughter, the apple of my eyes!  When 

did they turn into these monsters? Grieved Tadeusz but she wasn’t 

through and how it hurt.  “The old man was suffering from male 

menopause, I suppose.  But let’s get real here Junior.  I’m the 

oldest and thus I get first crack.  Behave and you might 

occasionally have the keys when and if.”  And as if it put a definite 

close to the subject, added; “And Mom agrees with me.  Case 

closed.”  

 

 Gads! Sounds just like her mother, the snivelling brat.  

Something else pulled his glance back to the bedroom; just what 

was his bosom buddy up to? Or to be more precise, down to? Look 

at those grasping fingers grubbing between her thighs, and … 

and… like an aardvark flicking an obscene, drooling, sticky tongue 

excavating inside her willing mouth.  And why wasn’t Karolina 

pushing away the horny toad more forcefully instead of giggling in 

that irritating manner she used on him when she imagined herself 

cutely coy? Outrage! Wrathful mayhem was called for, right there 

and then, but, instead, just as the old man,  he shrugged, inwardly 

feeling a kind of cosmopolitan, continental cool in the face of 

intolerable provocation to his manhood.  Once upon a time he 

would brook not the flash of a second the idea of a predator male 

poaching on his private preserves.  He’d been the all-time Alpha 

dominant male lording it over his pasture, or so he’d thought, 

mistakenly, obviously.  He screamed, “I’ll deal with you rats 
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later!” Yet he knew immediately they wouldn’t hear a word.  

Never mind, he consoled himself, one of these days I’ll drop in on 

you all; a flash clear out of the blue and look out.  The very 

thought was satisfying though he couldn’t have told  why it should 

be so but definitely he’d confront the family along with ‘Frère 

Jacques’.  Ah, that’ll spook them and that’s a promise.   

 

 Absorbed by the earthly tragi-comedy, it veiled the fact that 

imperceptibly, willy-nilly, he’d come up to a large, bright portal.  

He was perched on a cloud and yet not.  Nothing made sense so 

far, nor did it seem particularly strange and for the moment he 

forgot about the cliché-ridden play acted out by the bad actors 

below.   

 

 Tadeusz found a multitude had preceded and yet others 

marched, or rather wafted behind; a steady progression of 

seemingly serene souls funnelling to that very gate, and, he wasn’t 

the least bit surprised.  Everything was normalcy, as he sensed it, 

and a very efficient staff must have worked behind the massive 

door for the line never faltered, no one stopped, paused or even 

hesitated – an incoming tide, inexorable, surging in from a time 

that was perhaps beyond known time.   

 

 His turn came without so much as missing a heartbeat and 

presently Tadeusz realized his heart was no longer beating and 

time was indeed immaterial.  It’s going to take some getting used 

to this! Ah, what the hell, I’m adaptable.  As the word ‘hell’ 

formulated in his brain, the man looked up from a large register 

next to a computer terminal.  

 

 “No, I don’t think so.  Still running a check, hmmm… there 

seems to be a bit of a glitch here.”  The imposing figure was all 

business, detached but unthreatening; not at all the black, gloomy 

spectre Tadeusz would have expected to face as indeed, this 

particular chap was elegantly attired in a neat white suit, an azure 
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blue silk tie complementing an off-white 100% cotton shirt of 

impeccable quality.  Tadeusz who had a flair for fashion 

considered the ensemble definitely ‘Italian chic’ and perhaps a 

touch inappropriate for the occasion; but he recalled the Chinese 

traditionally donned white for mourning, surely a useless 

observation under the circumstances. 

 

 “How do you do?” Before Tadeusz could respond, the man 

answered his own question. “Ho-Ho, perhaps a moot question here, 

isn’t it? Well, anyway, my name is Death, Mortality Death, yes I 

have a first name but don’t you dare call me ‘Mort’.  Just a little 

levity here, but you’ve already guessed that much. Right? And as 

you’ve also surmised, properly I might add, you’re at your next to 

final destination.  So welcome and relax, this won’t take time,” he 

cast a slightly doubtful glance at the computer’s screen, 

“although,” he appraised, “you appear remarkably fit for a 

septuagenarian.”   

 

 Mister Death, I suppose, Tadeusz decided, that’s how I have 

to address him, seemed preoccupied while impatiently jabbing at a 

succession of keys on a mega-computer.  But what the hell is going 

on? 

 

 Death looked up.  “Tsk-tsk! These new wonders are great 

until something goes awry.  Right?” 

 

 A semblance of annoyance crept across the deep-set eyes and 

Tadeusz was concerned lest he had somehow offended him.  

Maybe, I shouldn’t have thought ‘hell’.  Paradise, heaven, blissful 

home, cloud nine … yeah… that’s it, I’m at the pearly gates… of 

course, why didn’t I realize it.  Good, yeah, a much more upbeat 

thought. 
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 “Whoa! Not so fast.”   The Reaper countered, “Of course, 

one should always hope for the best but that’s not been 

determined.” 

 

 Definitely, he can read my thoughts.  Tadeusz concentrated 

on clearing his mind of all negative thoughts and make it as blank 

or at least neutral as possible while awaiting further development.   

 

 “It says here,” the Angel of Death pointed at the screen, 

“you’re seventy-seven and your number was up.” 

 

 Tadeusz chanced a peek: “The hell…. damn… I mean, jeez-

whizz, I’m still on the right side of fifty.  Look at me.  I’m lean and 

mean and fit as a Jap ninja… sorry, I meant Japanese.”   

 

 With practiced eyes, Death looked him up and down.  “You 

look fit alright.   Nonetheless, it says here, look – definitely 

overweight; heavy smoker; vodka martini lover and you had a … 

anyway, here you are…”  The man pointed a finger at the name at 

the top of the screen, “Tadeusz W. Wyjijinsky.  That’s you, if I’m 

not mistaken, and before you answer, we never are mistaken! See 

for yourself.”  Death motioned for Tadeusz to come around for an 

easier look at the screen.  

 

 Tadeusz fixed his eyes on the screen and immediately 

reacted, “There! There!!! There, take a look at that, it’s NOT me.” 

 

 “What do you mean? You’re Wyjijinsky, Tadeusz.  Of course 

you are, we never make…” 

 

 “A mistake,” Tadeusz finished the sentence for him, “but you 

did.  You did.” He was emphatic and full of confidence he jabbed 

a finger at the mistake.  “Here, look, you’ve got a typo here.”  

Tadeusz was happy to point out the slight but in reality enormous 

mistake.   
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 “I don’t get it.  You admit you’re Wyjijinsky.” 

 

 “But not that one! Absolutely not, don’t you see? It’s 

obvious.”  Looking at Death’s dubious face Tadeusz knew he 

didn’t see the obvious although plain as the nose on his face.   

 

 “Leave my nose out of this.  It’s big but not that big.” 

Obviously miffed at the reference to his less than perfect 

proboscis, “what is obvious to you might not be to me.  Let’s have 

it, explain, if you don’t mind and stop staring at my nose.” 

 

 “Jeez, don’t get sore at me.  You’ve got one hell… ah, jeez, 

okay, you have a fine, prominent, aquiline nose, and it suits you 

just fine.  You’re handsome, and you also have a great flair for 

dressing up.  Armani would fit you out anytime and that’s the 

honest truth.”  

 

 “Don’t try my patience,” snapped Death, “I don’t need you to 

be condescending, remember our relative positions here.”  He 

seemed peeved at the turn of events and wanted to take control 

again, “Okay.  Let’s start over.  What is obvious to you?”  

 

 Tadeusz had felt the ambiance was getting a little testy and 

decided to move on with more important matters.   Death read his 

mind and nodded encouragingly.  “I’m all ears, unless you have 

some dubious comment about them?”   

 

 “No, they’re perfectly shaped and admirably contoured to 

your face.”  Wow, what a super-sensitive guy but it was a thought 

Tadeusz quickly banished.  “Okay, it’s not that big a deal for most 

people but it’s a big deal to us.  I certainly am named after my 

father, and his father and on down to the 16
th

 century, that’s how 

far back we could trace our lineage,” Tadeusz added with not a 

little pride. 
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 Death leaped at the chance for a little pay-back. “You people 

down there are pathetic.  What are two or three centuries? Or a 

thousand years for that matter.  Here it’s like it was this morning.”  

 

 “Well, important enough to us and I don’t care what you 

think.  Look, Mister Death, here’s the fact.  You’ve got a great big 

typo here and that’s what matters.  See? You’ve got the name 

ending with a ‘y’ and it clearly should be an ‘i’ and that certainly 

isn’t right.  My forebears, whether you appreciate the distinction or 

not, and I don’t mean to get snippy about it just pointing out the 

facts, anyway, my forebears were ‘shlacht’ or if you prefer, 

‘bluebloods’.  Lest he be taken for a snob, (although in truth he did 

have a penchant for this very minor sin of pride,) he added, 

“However, it never meant much to me.  Dad and I are true-blue 

dyed in the wool republicans, small ‘r’ incidentally.” 

 

 Death snapped, “Don’t be condescending.  I understand the 

difference.”  

 

 “Anyway, it’s Maman who insisted a ‘y’ belonged to the 

lower… that is the more humble… huh, fine peasant stock.”  He 

was pleased to have nimbly fox-trotted out of a sticky situation that 

had threatened to slide into a faux-pas.  “Anyway you look at it, 

I’m not a Wijijinsky with a ‘y’ but a Wijijinski with an ‘i’ and 

there’s your …” 

 

 “Oops!!!”  The Black Angel had interjected, “By Jove and 

Jupiter!” he’d further expressed his amazement, “you’re absolutely 

right.  You’re not him, that’s clear.  Well, what do you know? A 

classic case of mistaken identity.  Wait till I get my hands on that 

new assistant.”  Mister Death seemed mollified; pleased the 

contretemps was solved to his satisfaction.  He looked directly at 

the ‘mistake’ complaining, “Couldn’t you folks come up with nice, 

simple names instead of tongue twisters?” 
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 What doggy-do!  I’ve heard that all my life and now here 

too? Tadeusz wasn’t about to be cowed, not on that subject at any 

rate and no matter where he might be or who he had to confront.  

He retorted, “Like what? Joe Jones? Sam Smith? Real manly 

names those,” he sneered and further attacked, “like the bloodless, 

freckled faces that come along those monikers.” 

 

 His interlocutor decided under the circumstances not to 

quibble.  “Merely a casual observation.�He shrugged,�Don’t be 

so thin skinned.” �  

 

� � � Definitely a lot of shrugging going on here, you’d think he 

should be wearing a beret, eating a stinking cheese on a dry 

baguette washed down with a cheap red.  Tadeusz was trying not 

to be overly negative remembering the door greeter seemingly 

could read or at least take a pretty good guess at what he was 

thinking.   “At any rate, that’s my name, like it or lump…” he 

adjusted his tone, “or not.”  

 

 “That’s fine with me.  Let’s get off the subject.  At any rate, 

it seems we have a small …”  

 

 “Oh-oh! Wait a damn minute here! I just caught on.”  

Tadeusz of a sudden and perhaps belatedly realized the enormity of 

what had happened and it was his turn to explode.  “Hell’s bells!”  

He no longer cared about keeping the ‘h’ word out of his thoughts 

or vocabulary.  “I don’t belong here.  Not for a second.  Get the y-

peasant up here and i-me back there immédiatement and tout de 

suite.  That’s the only fair and correct solution that will solve 

everything.” 

 

 “Wish I could but it’s not that simple.”  Death appeared 

vexed, “Look, this isn’t my doing.  I can’t do everything, not since 

you humans started to multiply like Malthusian rabbits.  I’ve had to 
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add more and more staff and frankly, some of the new crop isn’t up 

to snuff.  Somebody really screwed up, I’ll admit that and now I’m 

stuck with you.” 

 

 Tadeusz yelped in anguished outrage, “What? Hey-ho!  What 

do you mean stuck? That isn’t right.  I want out of here.  I don’t 

want to die and certainly not before my time. I worked hard to  

avoid you, elegant, suave chap that you may be.  I got to get back 

before my darling succumbs to that swine.  And before the kids 

wreck my car.  Hey-hey, what’s going on? I don’t like that weird 

look on your face.  You can get me back, right? 

 

 At this juncture, Death seemed genuinely unsettled.  “You 

see Tad, you don’t mind me calling you Tad? Like your buddies 

down there?” 

 

 No you can’t, thought bitterly Tadeusz; you’re no friend of 

mine. 

 

 Death arched perfectly shaped dark bushy eyebrows that 

were so heavy in fact Tadeusz speculated that perhaps the vain 

creature actually tweezed them into shape.  “Really? Too bad.  I’d 

like to maintain if not friendly at least a civilized relationship and,” 

somewhat testily inserted, “no, they are not tweezed, my eyebrows 

are perfectly natural.  At any rate, I’m not being difficult you 

know.  Sometimes these things do happen.  Heck, we’ve achieved 

a less than .00000013 error margin.  We’ve correctly sorted 

billions of souls that have come our way since, well, since the 

dawn of time.” 

 

 The Master of Doom seemed inordinately proud of that 

meaningless number, but as far as the victim was concerned, the 

statistical oddity was 100% off the mark.  Still, not wanting to be 

hard to get along with, Tadeusz relented.  No sense provoking him 
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needlessly and thus he agreed, “Alright, if you wish, you may call 

me Tad.” 

 

 “That’s good of you and equally good thinking,” approved 

Death while once again letting it be known he could indeed read 

minds.  “So there we are, Tad.  It’s a bizarre situation and in a 

sense, you’re partially responsible for this impasse.”  He snuffed 

out any attempt at an immediate rebuttal with an imperious 

gesture, holding up a hand, stiff fingers, palm out, that way a 

traffic cop stops traffic, “Now, don’t get me wrong, it’s not all  

your fault, however, I can’t make honourable amends, not under 

the present circumstances.”   

 

 “That’s no consolation, not even a booby prize!”  Tadeusz 

was rather emboldened by the admission of guilt, partial though it 

was.  “Besides, I don’t see how any of this is my doing.  You said 

it yourself, I’m perfectly fit.  I quit smoking ages ago and barely 

stuck an inch of my nose in a glass of wine other than on special 

occasions.  My diet was strictly low-fat, low-calories, heavy on 

fibres, fresh fruit, organic-grown veggies, copious intake of 

vitamin supplements and only imported mineral water to wash it 

all down.  And you should have seen my home gym.  I spent a 

bundle on that equipment.  Weights, exercise bike, daily three kliks 

jog at a fast pace, even had a Swedish sauna put in.  My last check 

up was super; the body of a professional athlete, Doc said.  I could 

hump a twenty year old for hours… well, hum… that is, I could 

make a twenty year old beg for mercy… huh… that is... I mean… 

hack-hack-hack…” Realizing he’d let the cat jump out of the bag, 

Tad attempted to mask the damaging braggadocio by feigning a fit 

of uncontrolled coughing; ‘Hack-hack…ah, satisfy my dear wife’s 

loving requirements just like before tying the knot…” and trying  

to elicit a bit of conspiratorial camaraderie, “huh, you know what I 

mean, right?” 
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 “Tsk-tsk, a bit of advice here, Tad.  Between ‘homme du 

monde’ we fully understand the primordial needs of the Alpha 

male.  You need not explain, mitigate, obfuscate or whatever, but 

especially don’t perjure yourself, not here, not now, it’s most 

unwise.  However,” the Reaper was disposed to agree on one point, 

“it’s true enough about your good health.  Possibly you had a good 

long time to go, but the fact remains you’re here, not there and I 

can’t do a thing about it.” 

 

 Tad wasn’t buying that, “You can’t do anything about it.  

Well, that may be true.  So you’re not such a hotshot after all.  But 

hang on there, what about Saint Peter?  Isn’t he supposed to be the 

celestial greeter? And what’s your official status anyhow? Come to 

think of it, you’ve had me so cowed with your official airs and 

superior attitude and what not I don’t recall any identification or 

proof of whatever you’re supposed to be and what’s your title and 

whatever.  In other words, who the hel… heck are you?” 

 

 Like a gnu dunned by swarming gnats, a pallid look to an 

already pale face, deep set eyes flashing, Death snorted, “I’m real 

enough as you have discovered.  You’re here by my word.  Yeah, 

yeah, I know there’s a bit of kafuffle here but that’s neither here 

nor there.  I’ve got the mandate to do the job and it doesn’t require 

me hanging diplomas or a plaque advertising who and where 

you’re at. Get my meaning? Okay, we’re agreed and let’s stop the 

needless needling.  As for who you’re asking about, you’ll meet 

him when you get to the Pearly Gate,” he jerked a thumb toward 

somewhere behind his shoulder, “there, just beyond.  Think of this 

as an anteroom, a screening process, a sifting of chaff from grain.  

I do the roll call of souls whose time is up, if you want to put it this 

way, that’s my job and I hold it let me emphasize from the Highest 

Authority.  So a word of advice, just don’t get cute with me. Don’t 

jerk my chain or somebody will come up and drag you down by 

those same chains.”   
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 Death’s petulant outburst alarmed Tadeusz, yet at the same 

time, a chink in the previously imperturbable demeanour definitely 

showed.  “Ha-ha! You’re jealous!  You don’t really make the 

crucial decisions around here as to who’s in or who’s out, but 

‘him’ back there, yeah, Saint Pete does.  You’re just a low ranked 

working stiff sorting through a bunch of stiffs, a celestial 

mortician, nah, not even, in actual fact not much more than…” 

Tadeusz paused for maximum effect, then jabbed, “than a … a 

bean counter.” 

 

 “I certainly am not!” 

 

 “Oh yes you are too! Just a glorified bean counter in the 

celestial scheme of things.”  Tadeusz pressed his advantage; “Look 

at you, you’re turning green.  And by the way, the colour clashes 

with your suit.” 

 

 “Oh, we’ve got ourselves a stand-up comic here,” snapped 

Death, nonetheless, Tadeusz’ shaft had struck deep.  “It just 

happens to be a bit off-putting, don’t you think, to be thought of by 

everyone that draws breath as their absolute worse enemy? I’m the 

most detested, abhorred and feared entity in the entire universe.  

Meanwhile, he gets sainthood conferred by the Just One, and you 

folks hero-worship him.  You revere good old St. Peter with the 

white beard and kindly face, even though I know you’re just 

sucking up, just in case.  As for me, in spite of seniority, even if 

just by the time of a human heartbeat, I’ve achieved nothing more 

than plain, plebeian Mr. Mortality Death.  And yet, if it wasn’t for 

me doing my job, punctually, efficiently, favours not asked for and 

none given, without this dedication to duty, the glorious gatekeeper 

would  have nothing to do, not a solitary soul to bless or damn.  

Yes sir, Tad, mention me, no, just whisper my name and all of you 

cringe.  You call me loathsome names, Hell’s Tyrant; Grim 

Ferryman or how about Black Angel – am I black? Do I even have 

a tan?” 
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 Rashly Tadeusz let loose an impudent tongue, “Nope but 

definitely green.” 

 

 Death didn’t honour the witticism but still eager for self-

justification carried on as if he’d not heard.  “I get to invite the 

doomed souls to come along.  I come up nice and quiet by the 

bedside, I say, come on old boy, your time is up.  Bonjour 

Madame, I’ve been sent to fetch you, please pack your memories 

and come along.  Sometimes, I do it quick as you please - a heart 

attack here, a head-on crash there.  I rack my brains for variety so 

no one can before hand know any of the 5 Ws, invented by me, by 

the way, and not in some journalism school.  Sometimes when 

things get slow here, when Pete’s not busy enough, I manage an 

unexpected tsunami or a rip-roaring earthquake and bingo, 

thousands are on the way and not one had a chance to worry about 

it.  Oh, I remember being really on top of my game when I came 

up with the Bubonic Plague, but who was to know rats moved 

around as they did, it got out of hand, maybe a couple hundred 

millions too fast and Perfect Pete was so busy he practically ripped 

my nose off my face  at our weekly meeting with The One 

presiding.  He ratted me out to HIM, the moral of the story, never 

trust a rat I tell you, totally untrustworthy.  That was getting very 

close to seditious language, at the very least might have  been 

libellous. Looking a tad concerned lest he’d been too outspoken, 

Mortality quickly added, “Of course we’re all a big family and 

little spats are to be expected but soon forgotten.  We all back each 

other up when shove comes to push.”   

 

 Oh, yea thought Tadeusz I’m not buying it this mealy mouth 

profession of family love.  I know something about it and it ain’t 

what outsiders think it is.  Just open a closet here and there and boy 

enough bones clatter out to keep a hundred dogs chewing for 

months; but that’s not my concern just now.   “So you provide 

souls for the grist mill, in other words.  Nice of you.”  
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Perhaps Death missed the irony, he was doing his best to 

justify his existence as useful and even good.  “And not that long 

ago, in earthly time, I contracted out, if I can express it that way 

and farmed out the work to Stalin, Mao Zedong and Hitler.  That 

last one was a piker next to those two and yet he got more 

attention, goes to show you.  Generally I try to do the work myself, 

it’s better done, more professional if I say so myself, still, when I 

relent and give ample warning with some kind of fatal disease, 

then what do I get? Sobs, lamentations, wringing of hands, breast 

beating, prayers or curses – any combination of the later and more, 

ad nauseam.  There’s no pleasant way to get around it.  So, zap, 

you’re dead! Bang! And so are you. You for example, you walked 

under a construction site and a single brick dropped on your head, 

cracked your skull wide open.  Bingo, you were done like toast. 

That’s how I’d prefer it, no chance for anyone to even say ‘Quack’ 

but no; I’ve got to be thoughtful and creative.  Do you think I get 

off on it? Meanwhile prissy Pete gets to usher the righteous into 

the Heavenly Kingdom and kiss-off the unworthy with a swift boot 

downstairs, after I’ve done all the dirty work.  That’s gratitude for 

you.”  Definitely he couldn’t quite avoid the notion he was very 

much under appreciated; even in the celestial clearing house he 

wasn’t much more than a working stiff without the lofty status 

appropriate to the thankless but necessary occupation. 

 

 “Jeez! I didn’t know you felt that way.” Tadeusz was taken 

aback by such candour from the formidable foe, “I thought you 

enjoyed the work.”  

 

 “Like a slaughter house butcher enjoys sticking pigs in the 

eye day after day.”  Implacable Death wasn’t entirely pleased with 

the analogy.  “Anyway, I’m no slap-dash, smiling assassin.  You 

had it made in Eden, but no, you simply had to get the ‘All-seeing’ 

cheesed off, for a lousy bit of apple no less.  Naturally, the 

‘Dispenser of Justice’ couldn’t close His eyes, just this once.  No 
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sir! I had to be dragged into a mess none of my doing.  Up to that 

moment, I’d been just an ordinary, nice Angel, only too happy in 

Nirvana not to mind my own business.” Mr. Death raised puzzled 

eyes in candid wonderment: “Why pick on me, Lord?”  Then, as a 

hurried afterthought, “But, of course, Thine will be done.”   

 

 He wasn’t through, it was as if he’d been stifling for eons a 

sense of being hard-done by.  “Look at the way you people are 

multiplying,” he shook his head in disgust, “nothing but sex and 

more sexual activity than you can find in a monkey cage and these 

lascivious animals give me an idea. So what do I do? I come up 

with a sophisticated disease, you know it as AIDS, what a stupid 

acronym by the way, and before you know it’s killing off all kinds 

of people but did it stop anyone? No sir.  In Africa entire villages 

and towns without adults, but what of it? Billions of dollars spent 

finding a cure.  It won’t help you, there’s no getting around a visit 

from ME!”   

 

 Tadeusz had to stifle a desire to alleviate his now 

overwrought interlocutor’s existential angst, but his own 

predicament seemed more immediate and crucial to his well-being.  

Nonetheless, he gently urged his adversary, “Well, then, go to 

Someone who can do something about it.  You know Who I mean.  

Be real humble and admit you or one of your incompetent minions 

screwed up, and get me back down there fast.  Tell Him, it’s not a 

bit  your fault that I’m insisting on my civil rights according to the 

Canadian Bill of Rights warranty, not to mention the United States 

Constitution guaranteed my individual rights, first through the 

eighth amendment, and don’t forget the United Nations Human 

Rights Commission and…” for good measure added, “and the 

Geneva Convention.  Oh, wait, there’s also Amnesty International, 

Médecin sans Frontière, oh, you can also include, huh well, I 

guess that’s enough but I can find more if need be.  Yeah, here’s 

one more good one, how about The Hague International Court of 

Justice.? I’d bet they’d take on my case in a heartbeat.” 
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 Elated by the legal erudition displayed, Tadeusz felt on firm 

ground, even there where none existed, but growing increasingly 

indignant about the whole fiasco.  After all, ‘intra muros’ rivalries 

were none of his affairs – let the devil take the hindmost! 

 

 During the earthling’s breathless recital of quaint laws, 

obvious rules, pious wishes and wishful thoughts, (even though 

legitimate aspirations for a kinder, more just world as dreamed off 

by better motivated humans,) Death had retrieved his normal 

composure and equanimity.  “Don’t be childish.  Those fairy tales 

don’t mean ‘fig’ – neither here nor for that matter down there.”   

Although back to a normal frame of mind, there was still a fair 

amount of petulance when he insisted, “You are too, partially 

responsible, and don’t deny it.  Normally, I might have been able 

to reverse the call-up procedure.  It’s been done before, yes, I’ll 

admit it so don’t get excited just yet.  It’s not the first time it’s 

happened, remember .00000013, but we generally catch a snag in 

time.  You’ve heard of or read about so-called ‘near-death’ 

experiences? People who seem to die, clinically that is, but come 

back? Those who had gone a fair distance along the path you just 

came along have even tried to explain what they thought they say 

or felt.  A lot of articles and best sellers on the subject nowadays.  

But, look Tad,” Death tried to sound reasonable about it, 

“unfortunately you spoiled it for yourself when you opted for 

cremation.”  

 

 ‘What of it? I long ago decided I’d not be worm fodder.  

What’s wrong with that? It’s my right.” 

 

 “I won’t debate rights or wrongs.  I have my opinion on that 

subject.  It’s based on the law of nature, you know, dust to dust and 

so on but if you wanted to by-pass and speed up the process, it was 

up to you, I’ll grant you that.  No Divine Law against it.  After that 

brick landed on  your head, it seems you hung around in a coma 
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for weeks on end, and that gave your close ones plenty of time to 

come to terms with your demise and when you finally kicked the 

bucket, excuse the crudity, they were more than anxious to fulfill 

your wish.  You were disposed off, post-haste, and the ashes 

dumped in your favourite fishing hole.  What would you have me 

do now? It’s not like you were a neat pile of dirt in a jar and 

something tangible might be salvaged with which to attempt a 

cellular restoration job.  We’ve got some fine molecular scientists 

here who can do miracles with a few bits of bone, a piece of jaw 

and a tooth, a sliver of thigh bone, a finger nail even.  But what 

remains of your mortal remains are a few grams of ashes diluted in 

several thousand cubic metres of water.  Give me a break, it’s 

hopeless!” 

 

 “Give you a break? What about me, eh? Anyway, you 

admitted it was all a monumental screw-up.  I was supposed to 

recover, wasn’t I? I mean the brick wasn’t supposed to be fatal, 

just a big headache, am I right?” 

 

 Sweetened with a large dollop of sanctimony, Death fairly 

dripped of sincerity, “I cannot tell a lie.” 

 

 Tadeusz was now getting a trifle hot under the collar.  In real 

life he hadn’t been one to be fooled around with.  His kids could 

vouch for that.  “You’re tough Dad,” his son uses to wail.  “But 

Mom said I could wear lipstick when I turned twelve!” the 

daughter would challenge.  

 

 “When the going gets tough, the tough get going - stop 

snivelling.”  Macho-dad always retorted while proceeding to drub 

the boy mercilessly at Ping-Pong.  So, he was just a little boy the 

future heir, but what the hey? Life’s a struggle and he was teaching 

a valuable lesson.  As for his daughter, he’d remind her, “At your 

age you should be playing with dolls and not thinking about boys.” 

Now in her late teens he watched her like a hawk hovering over a 
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field mouse, ready to pounce at the slightest hint of indiscretion.  

Home by eleven on weekends and ten school days, if, and that was 

a large if she was allowed a night out.  Moreover he vetted any 

would be Romeo who came to the door.  Still, at this particular 

juncture even Tadeusz could plainly understand there wasn’t much 

sense in threatening Death.  Rather plaintively he ventured, “So 

what am I to become? Honestly, I don’t want to be dead.”  

 

 “Oh, stop your snivelling.  And quite frankly, I don’t rightly 

know.  There’s been a grave error, he-he, a little pun there.  Not 

funny? Forget it; you’ve no sense of humour either.  As I was 

saying, no doubt a fatal boo-boo.  Ah, come on, lighten up.  

Anyhow, you’ll convene in the final analysis it doesn’t change 

much of anything.  Sooner or later your goose is cooked.  You all 

come up here for final disposition and look my friend,” Death tried 

a conciliatory tone, “what the hell… oops! I mean, why in heaven 

not make the best of a slightly accelerated demise.  In fact you get 

off rather easily while still in the pink of health.  You didn’t suffer 

from any number of debilitating diseases or the indignities of a 

decrepit old age.  Think of the loss of libido, hey, no more nooky, 

you wouldn’t have liked that.  How about crippling rheumatism 

and no more golf, dementia and loss of your most cherished 

memories, ill-fitting dentures dropping out of your mouth at the 

most embarrassing moment possible? Come on, be a ‘mensh’.  Let 

me get on with my job.  Look, there’s already a hold up in the line 

behind you.”  

 

 “I couldn’t possibly care any less about it.  They can all wait 

till kingdom come!” 

 

 Tadeusz obviously wasn’t going to take this lying down and 

Death realized he couldn’t just smooth talk his way out of this 

conundrum.  “Look, I’ll agree you should get some little 

compensation, hmmm, I know, although I don’t get to make it 

official but I could take a peek and find out where you’re bound.”  



 20 

 

 Death’s hopeful mien seemed to imply lovely things were 

just beyond feathery clouds just now drifting by graceful as a flock 

of swans skimming across a dead calm pond.  However, the 

expression changed to a grimace when the Scythe-wielder pointed 

down a dark precipice from whence agonized moans and groans 

filtered upwards.   

 

 “Wait a minute! Hold on to your tongue.  I don’t want to 

know.  What if I’m doomed to hell? Maybe… no, probably, for 

sure, I would have changed for the better if allowed to live my life 

to the end.  You can’t take my chance away to do lots of good 

deeds before I am due to die, officially, that is and not by error.  

Look it up, I was always a pretty decent person, surely,” he looked 

hopefully at Death, “I’d get promoted up, right?”  

 

 The just recently departed felt he had solid reasons to be 

hopeful.  In truth, by earthly standards he’d been a decent chappie 

and all, but now confronted with a ‘no return – no exchange’ 

situation he wasn’t too sure at how stringently the Divine Rules 

applied.  Sure, like everyone else, he’d taken a few small liberties 

with truth, morals and ethics.  He’d cheated on school exams, who 

hadn’t? On his income tax he’d taken a little edge, anything to hold 

back a few crumbs of a hard earned daily bread from the politician 

pigs at the trough, nothing wrong here.  At work he appropriated 

good ideas from his subordinates as his own – acceptable career 

moves in any man’s language.  What of it? Of course, there’d been 

an elicit affair or two-three-four? The latter comportment was a 

little more dicey but not unusual, and in this century rather the 

norm and nothing earth-shaking.  Alright, he’d not taken all Ten 

Commandments totally at face value and as for living them, who 

did down there? Sure there were a handful of fanatics but not 

everyone can be a Mother Teresa, right? The Golden Rule now 

more like tin-plated platitudes and the once ethical currency held 

dear and lived by decent folks, so he’d vaguely heard from the 
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mouth of his parents, had been devalued to something less than 

what a handful of rupees would buy on the Champs Elysées or 5
th

 

Avenue.   

 

 Although as a disembodied entity it was surely an 

impossibility, he felt he’d broken into a cold sweat.  Tadeusz knew 

then and there to beg for another chance to do right was a very 

sensible idea.  He blurted out, “You must send me back, as 

otherwise it would be unfair.  Therefore, you must do it! Please, I 

beg you.”   Death was taken aback and appeared more than a little 

uncomfortable.  He was about to reply in soothing tones when 

Tadeusz added: “And I know about Divine Justice.  Over here 

everything must be on the up and up, strictly kosher and above 

board.  You guys goofed big time, you in particular,” he came 

within a centimetre of poking an accusing index in Death’s chest, 

“yes, you who’s supposed to be the big cheese around here, so 

now, you make it right.”    

 

           That last outburst brought a grim expression to Death who 

was about to speak harshly. And yet, he thought better of it – after 

all, the poor soul was partially right and he probably should do 

something before that holier-than-thou Peter snitched to the Big 

Boss. What with modern medicine and technology, quadruple 

bypasses, pacemakers, wonder drugs, the puny earthlings were 

fighting tooth and nail, down to the last heartbeat; sometimes it 

made it darn difficult for him to get the job done properly. The 

truth be known, there’d been entirely too many mistakes lately and 

another one wouldn’t be looked upon favourably. “And what 

would you have me do? Any suggestions? Remember, you’re 

specks of dust floating about in several thousand tons of water.” 

 

             Tadeusz sensed a slight switch in Death’s behaviours; 

perhaps with just a chance to get a better deal, he applied full- 

court pressure: I don’t know about the technicalities, that’s your 

business. Just do something or I’ll raise such a rumpus with St. 
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Peter the Almighty Employer, yours by the way, is bound to hear 

about it. Of course, this isn’t a threat, just a little friendly hint of 

things to come.” 

 

             Death was backed up deep in his defensive zone. 

Grudgingly he had to give the guy a little credit for putting up a 

good fight and instead of cowering, to actually have the nerve to 

press a slight advantage based on a wild hunch that secretly he, the 

scourge of all humanity, had to admit was absolutely right on. For 

a moment he was forced to seriously ponder the situation, to think 

back upon precedents, to recall similar cases of mistaken identity. 

Presently, his face lit up. A trace of a genuine smile actually 

showed for the first time in Tadeusz’s presence, and anyone who 

knew the Grim One well would have claimed the first such benign 

display in half an eternity. 

 

             “After all, I can do something. It takes the extraordinary 

efforts of mensa-brained molecular scientists combined with 

genius-level anatomists, and more than a little hocus-pocus. It’ll 

cost me a bunch of IOU’s but I do believe there’s the slightest 

chance I can send you back.” 

 

             “Yeeaah! Great! I knew you could do it.” 

 

             “Not so fast. There’s a limit to what can be achieved…” 

 

             “Like what?” 

 

             “Like time. You see, by our standards time doesn’t exist 

and so, by your earthly standards, we might give you back a 

minute, a year or even a century. It would be purely guess work. 

How would you feel about living for a hundred years or more? 

That’s a real possibility.” 
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             “Holy cow! Wouldn’t that be a gas? I’d outlive everyone 

and then…” That’s when it hit him. He’d outlive everyone and 

then what? 

 

             Once he’d met a wistful, wispy, ninety-nine-year old lady; 

a table partner at a small wedding party and he’d been fascinated 

by her worldly, lucid talk. He’d congratulated and wished the very 

best for her upcoming centenary but was taken aback by the 

unequivocal, heartfelt reply. 

 

             “God forbid! Oh my, don’t look so shocked,” she smiled 

sweetly, “It seems others are looking forward to it on my behalf. 

You’re young and like everyone else your most ardent desire is to 

live to a ripe old age. Well. I’m the living proof being a ‘Grande 

vieille dame’ is not grand. Take a good look at me, I’m a 

shipwreck stuck on a rock.” 

 

             Tadeusz did and noticed the walking cane by her side; the 

gnarled arthritic lumps on the knuckles; the heavily made up face 

that couldn’t hide deep wrinkles that furrowed her face; the rouge 

masking the cheeks and the lipstick exaggerated so a semblance of 

lips showed where none existed anymore.  She was elegantly 

attired and might have been attractive once, ages ago. 

 

             She read his mind. “Oh yes, I was considered beautiful. 

Try and imagine it as you look at this bag-of-bones. Eighty or even 

sixty years back, I was admired and courted. I married three lovely 

men – and outlived them all. I can barely remember my last 

husband; oh, don’t be shocked, I buried him thirty or more years 

ago. My children are long dead and only a few distant, thrice 

removed cousins still live in Europe. So now, how much do you 

suppose that I wish to see my next birthday?” 

 

             Tadeusz had wanted to say something cheerful and failed 

to find appropriate words. She’d smiled at his crestfallen silence: 
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“We should pray to live within the context of a reasonable lifespan. 

With our parents, children, friends, in other words, with our 

generation, in step with the history of which we are a living part. 

I’ve outlasted everyone by far. Although I’m plagued by numerous 

health problems, alas, none have done me in and I still have my 

wits about. The result? I have been oh so alone, for longer than I 

wish to remember. You want advice from an old relic? Put fun in 

your life, live it fast and furious and for certain don’t worry how 

long it will last.” 

 

 Later, Tadeusz heard she didn’t live to see her next birthday, 

and that was all to the good.  Her wizened remains had been 

shipped back to rest in the family crypt in her native land.   

 

 Dear Miss Mitsy, he thought, you advised me well.  With 

conviction he stated his disagreement: “No sir, not good enough.  

Not by a long shot.  I’m not going back and live that long.  You 

have to do a whole lot better than that.” 

 

 Death almost lost it.  He snapped, “Damnation! There’s no 

pleasing some people.” 

 

 Tadeusz snapped right back, “Still, it’s your damn fault.” 

 

 “And I wish you’d stop reminding me.  Alright, let me see if 

there’s another way.” 

 

  “Hey, we could play a game of chess?” 

 

 “I don’t believe it.  You too? Since that dumb movie, I get at 

least one such fool challenge a day.  Have you any idea how 

annoying that is? Or how good I am? I wouldn’t waste my talent 

on you.”  
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 Tadeusz was of Slavic origin (you might have guessed,) and 

one thing he knew, his people were absolutely the best chess 

players in the world. “I’m not so bad a player, if you play without 

tricks.  I’d give you a good game.” 

 

 “Sure and so what? Here I’ve got world champions to choose 

from if I want a decent game, so forget it.  Anyway, look at the 

traffic backing up with you hanging about.  Let’s see? Hmmm… 

there’s one last alternative and you have no choice in the matter.  

Do you want to hear?” 

 

 “As you said, I have no choice. So what’s your absolute best 

offer I can’t refuse? 

 

             Death composed himself and explained. “Under very 

unusual circumstances, I can arrange for a temporary return to life, 

but only for a limited time.” He actually winked in a good-buddy, 

conspiratorial manner: “I can sort of shuffle you to the side; sort of 

lose you, temporarily that is. Under duress, I’ve done it a very few 

times in the past eons but I suppose, fair is fair and you’re owned 

that much. Here’s what can be done. You may return to earth for a 

brief period of time, but the bonus is that it can be at any specific 

time of your choosing.  Do you understand? 

 

             “When? And how short a time?” 

 

             “You can think about the when. As far as time, you can 

dispose of a few earthly hours, perhaps two or three days, no 

more.” 

 

             “Big deal! You cut my life short by decades and now you 

offer days. What kind of bovine splat is that? Did you sell used 

cars for ‘Krazee Kennee’s Okay Kars’ on Main Street by any 

chance?” 
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             “Still the wit, I see.” 

 

             For a moment, Tadeusz lost his sense of perspective and 

defied his opponent. “Fine, if that doesn’t amuse you, then I want 

my lawyer. I’m not budging without my mouthpiece, right here, 

right now.” 

 

             “Ha! That’s a good one. Now you make me laugh. I don’t 

think I can oblige though, he’s having a pretty hot time of it right 

now. Seems your shyster didn’t do very well defending his own 

cause. You sure you want him?” 

 

             “Okay, so he wasn’t that good a lawyer anyway. Forget it. 

Let’s hear the details.” 

 

             Death was now eager to get rid of this irksome soul that 

wouldn’t go away quietly. He tried again, as diplomatically as he 

was capable to sell the deal. “Well, it’s a rather good one I should 

think. It also happens to be the one and only possible deal, so think 

carefully. You don’t know, nor can I cheat by looking to see just 

how long you had coming to you anyhow. Your call-up might have 

been for the day after tomorrow. So I wouldn’t be that sorry to say 

forget the whole thing, offer sincere apologies, and send you on 

your way… up… or…” Death was nasty enough to stress, “down! 

On the other hand, you could choose to relive the happiest time of 

your life. You could savour once again the crème de la crème, the 

most scrumptious dessert of your life’s banquet. It’s your call. 

Choose.” 

 

             “Any time? From childhood to when you zapped me? 

Anything? Do I get to do it over again, the same way, and feel the 

same?” 

 

             “Absolutely. Listen, I’ve some catching up to do. Why 

don’t you think it over? Go over there, sit on that soft cloud, under 
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the lilacs.  Once you decide, there’s no changing your mind. Relax 

and let your mind decide, or better still let your heart rule your 

choice.” 

 

             Tadeusz was intrigued. The notion to choose and relive the 

very best moments of his life was certainly appealing. And the 

Grim Reaper had scored a telling point. Who knew by how long 

he’d been cheated? He’d always been a pragmatist on earth and 

now he made up his mind to grab what was offered; he began to 

think back upon his life. Curiously, it took no time at all. With the 

smallest bit of effort, his lifespan played back like a slow motion 

picture except it flashed by in earthling seconds. He had no trouble 

deciding exactly when and where he wished to return.  

 

             Tadeusz smelled deeply of the lilac aroma, a favourite 

odour reminding him of his very own backyard, and checked in 

with Death. “I know when and where. But it has to be for two 

weeks, not a second less. Can you do that much?” 

 

             Death grumbled: “You’re a grabber aren’t you? Okay, I 

won’t quibble. Two weeks – fourteen days, on the nose, then you 

start disintegrating.” 

 

             Tadeusz was so elated he put a bear hug on Death. “Thank 

you ever so much. You’re really a swell guy, no matter what they 

say.” 

 

             Bemused, the Angel of Death was deeply touched. A 

human being, for he was still that for all intent and purpose, 

actually had said a kind word to him. Unbelievable! Tickled pink, 

he decided to reward the kindness. “Tad, you’re a pip. One in a 

million, and thank God for that! But one friendly word. Take one 

day less and I promise to retrieve you nice and easy. No one will 

be any the wiser. Otherwise, it would surely be an unsettling 



 28 

experience for whoever you’ll be with, assuming you want to go 

back to someone.” 

 

             “You bet I’ll be with someone. Here’s what I want. Send 

me back to Venice with my one true love. I want everything to 

start from the moment we stood in San Marco’s Piazza. It was a 

Sunday morning; pigeons were fluttering all around us. A fine, 

warm drizzle dampened her smiling face… but she held my hand 

very tightly and the moment was magical. That was in…” 

 

             “I know when now that I know where. Thank you.” Death 

peered into the computer’s screen and he must have seen 

something. “Well! Just this once I’ll make a personal observation. I 

would have done the same. You may as well get going. Have a 

pleasant journey and we’ll be seeing you soon. Pax vobiscum.” 

 

 “Hey? What am I supposed to do? How do I get back?” 

 

 “Easy enough.  Just think back.”  Death waved him away as 

if nothing more than that needed be said.  He bent to his computer 

totally absorbed anew with pressing business at hand.   

 

 There was nothing for him to do but do as he was told.  He 

began the process of thinking back when a thought that wasn’t 

germane to his departure came screaming out.  “Oh, wait a 

minute!” There was urgency in the reprieved soul’s question, 

“What about him?” 

 

 “Who, him?” Death looked up with a sigh, “I can’t get rid of 

you can I? Who pray tell.” 

 

 Tadeusz wandered back moving aside a couple of souls that 

had sidled up when he’d left an opening.  “If I go down, what 

happens to Mr. Y?” 
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 Death paused a second, “Not that it should matter to you but 

you go down, he comes up.  Got to keep the books straight. 

 

 “There, I told you were nothing more than a glorified bean 

counter.  I’m not accepting that, it’s not fair to him either.” 

 

 Death was almost resigned to more guff from this most 

recalcitrant of all souls.  “What would you have me do? It’s a 

straight forward law of mathematics, minus one, that’s you, must 

be replaced by plus one, that’s Mr. Y as you call him.  It’s a 

perfectly simple equation.” 

 

 “Since you blew the entire thing in the first place I don’t see 

why you can’t just start all over.  Let him be.  I mean what are you 

going to do, bean him with that same brick?” 

 

 “In fact that was about to happen, in a minute or so, that’s if I 

can ever get rid of you.  Got to keep things in the same order, can’t 

change on a whim or like a dirty shirt, soon there would be chaos.”  

 

 “Well, I don’t see it your way.  I’m not going at the cost of 

someone else’s life.  That’s not just and I’d bet He the Dispenser of 

Justice would agree.  You’ve got to lay off the man.  Come on, be 

a sport and do it.  And then I promise, I’ll be out of here before you 

can blink.”   

 

 “Is that a promise, spit in the ocean and cross your eyes and 

all that?” 

 

 Death wasn’t very hip but that was all Tadeusz needed to 

hear. “If I have your assurance as a man, or angel, if you wish, that 

keeps his promise, I’m out of here.” 

 

 “I promise, I promise, I’ll just forget about him on the 

sideline, it’s been done now and then, every three eons or so.  Go 
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now, and God’s speed be with you.”  Mr. Death really meant it and 

it was time for Tadeusz not to push things any more than he’d 

already done.  In fact, in the oddest kind of way he’d grown almost 

fond of the harried Angel of Death and he felt he’d been a pest 

long enough, even though he was a righteous pest, no doubt. 

 

Without further ado, Tadeusz began the journey back to 

priceless life, but, at the very last instant a deathly thought chilled 

his already beating heart.  He turned abruptly and called back to 

Death.  “Will I know?” 

 

 Death looked up and just made a cursory, impatient wave like 

shooing away a pestering child. Tadeusz didn’t hear but thought he 

read his lips.  “Go! Go away!” 

 

 Already, St. Mark Duomo loomed in a soft mist, bells tolled a 

happy greeting, a cloud of pigeons rose from and fell to the piazza.   

And she appeared - a sublime vision aglow in azure blue.  She 

smiled radiantly and held two beckoning hands towards him.   His 

heart knew overwhelming, unbearable, glowing happiness.  It 

nearly suffocated, he thought he’d die before he could accomplish 

all he meant to; so much to do, to say, to vow eternal love.  All that 

once upon a time had cried out to be lived out in glorious vitality, 

in flesh and blood, in dreams made come true.  Reaching for her, 

he exulted in that unbelievable chance given to no others to make 

amends, to atone, and yes, to seek redemption.   

 

 Not knowing why, Tadeusz touched his face - a finger 

crushed a tear.  He was indescribably sad.   

 

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * 
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 A heart-rending sob choked Tadeusz awake.  Jack-knifing to 

a sitting position, chest heaving, totally disoriented in a stygian 

gloom, he murmured. “Am I dead?” 

 

 Something stirred besides and he instinctively drew back.  A 

bedside light was switched on before he could hide his face to 

avoid the sudden glare.  “For Pete’s sakes,” a familiar voice 

queried, “why on earth are you bawling?” 

 

 Tadeusz bounced back to earth in that very split second.  He 

could have hugged his wife, professed he loved her.  How long 

since he’d said it anyway? He looked at her with what he assumed 

were loving eyes.  “I lo… lov… love  you,” he managed to stutter. 

 

 Half-bored and half-mistrustful, Karolina, flighty Karolina, 

was propped on an elbow looking him over.  She meant to say 

something else but settled for; “You’ve had a nightmare.  Go back 

to sleep.”   The light went out and in a minute, Tadeusz heard a 

steady whizzing sound from his to be life-long companion.  The 

hissing from semi-parted lips was akin to laying with a snake he 

casually observed to himself.   

 

 Propped against the head board, he remained motionless – for 

how long, it was hard to tell.  Eventually, a false dawn was 

announced by a chorus of early birds testing new variations on old 

songs and then, an unseen chef-d’orchestre’s baton abruptly 

signalled an end to the cacophonous warbling and all was 

quiescent again.  Tadeusz stirred not an inch, although his heart 

seemed to pound inordinately loudly, but he was thinking hard.  

The concentrated effort to remember why he’d awakened with 

tears streaming down finally bore fruit – it was all a dream, he 

knew that but for some unfathomable reason he felt cheated.  I 

won’t ever be going back to Venice and that’s just too, too bad.  

He’d not figured out why he’d been so infinitely sad, and why a 

huge, air-gulping sob had awoken him.  He’d had a vague, fleeting 
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vision of a severe someone in white and a lovely someone in blue 

– a few disconnected pictures but each vivid enough on their own 

to impress him.  He thought he’d been sent a message, a 

meaningful, life-changing one at that.   

 

 In the stillness of the early morn, he gingerly slipped out of 

bed so as not to wake his neighbour, nor the kids asleep in two 

adjacent rooms on the second floor.  Noiselessly, he padded down 

to the den-cum-study.  There he took three white envelopes from a 

desk drawer.  In the first one, he placed the car keys, the ownership 

papers and a scribbled note.  It said: ‘Enjoy the car, it’s yours.  But 

drive carefully anyway.  Big Bear Hug, Dad.’ He wrote a check, a 

sizeable one commensurate to what he’d paid for his pride and joy.  

That second note read: ‘Buy yourself pretty clothes – go see the 

world and for God’s sakes, have some fun before you get married.  

Much love, Dad.’ 

 

 The last message was as follows: ‘You can have everything. 

As soon as you legally can, have me declared dead and marry that 

toad Jacques.  Be happy.  No hard feelings – I’m gone!’ 

 

 One year after the wedding, not really knowing why he’d 

opened a secret bank account, a knowing voice had whispered, 

‘you never know, the day may come when you need escape 

money’.  Since, he’d faithfully banked a little each month; as his 

career flourished so did the size of the deposit.  In twenty-two 

years it had grown into an egg nest of no mean proportion. 

  

That was the last anyone saw or heard of Tadeusz Wyjijinski.  

Like morning dew under an August sun, he evaporated and none 

was any the wiser to the reasons, nor, it must fairly be pointed out, 

the poorer for not knowing.  
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