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Does anyone truly know each other?



The mother who answered the door was incredibly upset, her expression one of pure, undiluted dread. She was practically a woman in mourning, either faced with the worst or anticipating it. A blind person could have told as much.


What with my being blind, I know exactly what I’m talking about.


First of all, there was the smell that wafted from her. It has been my general experience that women are more concerned with matters of personal cleanliness than are men. They bathe themselves more often and tend to cover whatever bodily aroma may remain through scented soaps and fragrances. I do not know why it would be this way, but men seem to take pride in their individual stench. Actually, not just take pride: revel in it. They pass gas loudly. They seem to regard water as anathema, either for drinking (alcohol is preferred) or particularly for bathing. I don’t see this as being a concerted effort on their part; it’s just the way they are.


There are exceptions to this. Royalty, for one. Male royalty can smell as perfumed as any woman.


And then there are Heroes. You can always tell when you’re in the presence of Heroes. But the type of smell that comes from them depends entirely on their alignment.


Not all Heroes are the same. That’s a popular misconception, that all Heroes are alike. They are very much not. Yes, granted, Heroes as a group tend to try to act on behalf of the commonweal, but they go about it in very different ways. Ways that are sometimes diametrically opposed to each other.


There are Heroes who tend to lean toward a more positive means of tending to their business. When you’re in the presence of such an individual, the very air around you smells clean and fresh, even if you’re standing in the middle of a sewer. (Why you would be in the middle of a sewer, I couldn’t say. It’s simply for the sake of illustration.)


On the other hand, there are Heroes who view the ends as fully justifying the means. They have no scruples as to how they go about their business as long as they manage to accomplish whatever it is they set out to do. When you are in proximity to such as these, there seems to be a scent of brimstone in the air.


Actually, I’m generalizing when I say “you.” You, very likely, will perceive nothing. The reason I’m reasonably sure of this is that in the beginning, when my senses were first becoming honed and I was “seeing” the world in a different manner, a pungent scent would waft my way and I would say to someone near me, “Do you smell that? What a terrible aroma,” and they would say, “I smell nothing, and show some respect, woman; a Hero approaches.” Or, conversely, I would comment on how sweet the air was and receive a similar comment of confusion but learn that a Hero was nearby. It took me a while to understand why things were the way they were and how only I could discern them.


It was as if only having lost my sight was I truly able to see. There are times when I pity those around me. They rely on their vision, oftentimes to the exclusion of their other senses. I, on the other hand, depend upon the four that remain to me and cannot be distracted by those things that would appeal to those who depend on sight. As a result, in many ways I am more focused upon the world than the poor devils who have to depend on their eyes.


So, as I’ve made clear, my first clear indication of the woman’s distress was the aroma that wafted from her.


Second was what my ears told me. The sniffle in her nose and the hoarseness in her speaking voice when she managed to hold herself together enough to say, “May I help you?” told me that this was a woman who had been crying almost without letup. She had been fighting grief and losing badly.


I sensed the air currents that moved around her, heard the fluttering of her dress, determined where her voice was coming from. Once upon a time, I had had to put these different pieces together to assemble an image in my head. Now I simply “saw” that she was of medium height, about five and a half feet tall, and slender. Her hair was shoulder length from the way it rustled against the cheap homespun of her dress, although I could not determine its color. She had been working in the kitchen recently; the scent of freshly baked muffins clung to her. Perhaps it had been to take her mind off her recent troubles.


“Actually,” I said, “I think I might be able to help you. May I come in?”
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