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Friday night, exactly 9 pm, and nine days before Christmas; I’m sitting alone, a reputable attorney at Lawrence & Kofax, staring at the dark liquid in my glass. I look up to see that the bar is surprisingly empty; just me and the barman for now. Mirrors shine on the wall. The floor is meticulously clean. Polished wood tables sit empty, waiting for people to use them. The Gold Leaf Bar is the kind of establishment that’s usually frequented by people that can afford ten dollars or more for a single drink. 

Outside on the street, people are in a hurry. Traffic bustles. Taillights blend with Christmas lights that have been strung along the boulevard to infuse festiveness into the air. Pedestrians walk side by side, smiling and talking to one another. Some walk in a faster gait smiling while having a cell phone pressed against their ear. Every stranger I see I can sense their excitement for the holiday, I’m not at all feeling festive. Still, I lift my glass and raise it with my eyes on the nearest window. “Merry Christmas,” I offer silently, because although I’m not feeling my best I’m glad to see others taking the time to enjoy a Friday night like it should be enjoyed.

‘Telling yourself Merry Christmas as well might make you feel better.’

My eyes travel to the right of me where the voice comes from. I’m not only stunned to see someone sitting two stools from me, I’m questioning how I could have missed him before when minutes ago the bartender and I seemed to be alone. Looking past the stranger I question if maybe he came from a door across the room, but the only thing there is the small hall where the restrooms sit.

I stare at him again, people just don’t materialise out of thin air and I haven’t finished my first glass of liquor to use the excuse of being drunk. Another reason I’m looking at him questionably is how he knew I wished strangers on the street a Merry Christmas? I didn’t speak the words out loud. Hell, I barely raised my glass, but here he is, his brown eyes boring into me like he knows all about me. All of my secrets. Everything.

I smile on this thought and turn my gaze from him, lift my glass, raise it to my mouth, then watch as my hand trembles, the liquor threatens to spill, my heart races, my breathing  increases, and I’m frightened to look at the stranger again because he’s no longer sitting two seats over.

He’s now directly beside me.

My eyes glance quickly to the side confirming he is close then turning back to the glass I raise it with a flourish, ‘Well, here’s to you Justine, happy end of relationship day and Merry Fucking Christmas too.’ I whisper before downing the contents in one gulp. The warm liquid momentarily causes me gasp hitting me like an express train with the shock, C— coughing, I placed the glass back on the bar with a resounding “thud.”

‘Another,’ I order with a splutter. ‘And, make it a double.’ The bartender regards me for a moment with a look that speaks almost mockingly: “This broad is a light weight when it comes to her liquor” he shrugs then refills the glass. I sit quietly staring fascinated by the dark liquid as I once again swirl it around in the bottom of the glass. 

‘Whatever it is your searching for, you won’t find it in there.’ Comes the voice again.

Jolted back to reality I turn to face the figure sitting next to me. ‘Excuse me?’  

‘I said, whatever it is you're looking for, you won’t find it in there,’ he replies indicating to the glass in my hand. For a moment words fail me on how to respond. Should I be angry at the interruption or grateful? He is perhaps late 30’s to early 40’s, with dark well groomed slick backed hair and the well cut navy suit gives him the look of a fellow lawyer. He sits half turned towards me relaxed holding a drink in his right hand. Despite the cut of his suit it fails to hide the broad shoulders and thick set neck. His brown eyes smile with a deep alluring penetrating softness causing an involuntary ache in my nipples.

‘Is that a double bourbon?’ His question cuts my train of thought and sensations.

‘Yeah.’ I find myself admitting. Keeping myself from turning fully to face him and revealing the now tell tale arousal through my thin blouse.

‘Then, you are indeed in trouble. Looks like I arrived just in time.’

‘Not that it’s any of your business.’ I reply sharply.

‘No. You’re absolutely right. Please.’ He smiles holding up his hands in mock surrender. ‘Don’t shoot. I apologise for intruding, it really is none of my business. But, I can tell you from personal experience that, that...’ He says pointing to the glass. ‘Won’t help resolve whatever issues you’re trying to deal with.’

‘And what, makes you think I have have issues?’ My tone is not friendly.

‘Well, let’s see, shall we?’ Says the man sitting back slightly on his stool. ‘One very attractive, well-dressed and clearly, successful woman, sitting alone, looking all forlorn in a bar on a Friday night, contemplating downing a double bourbon. Now tell me honestly — what’s wrong with this picture?’

I allow myself a small smile. ‘You’re very perceptive.’

‘Not really. Just gleaned from a lot of experience. And I have a confession. I’ve been where you are right now.’

I make to respond but he holds up a hand. ‘I’d say right now you’re trying to decide whether to take the plunge into getting blind drunk, in the hope it’ll numb the pain within. You’re sort of like the jumper about to leap off a cliff or a building.’

‘I don’t think I like your analogy,’ I growl.

‘That tells me I’m right then.’ He replies.

‘Almost’ I hear myself admit then mentally kick myself hard. Who the hell is this guy?

‘So why don’t you tell me about it?’

I glance up at the man for a moment, feeling my blood begin boil at his continual presumptuousness. I’m just about to tell him to get lost... When, I find myself locked into his soft brown eyes that take take total command of me for a moment. With real effort I break away shaking my head clearing the fuzziness within. ‘Thank you — but, no, it’s complicated.’ I reply my head still buzzing.

‘Aren’t they all.’ He replies the tone of his voice now sounded softer, almost melodic.

‘Besides...’ I reply looking up finding myself once more staring into the soft friendly smiling eyes. I try to speak but the words just won’t come out. His eyes are so alluring. So, so hypnotic. ‘I...’ It is a effort to think, let alone talk. I’m completely unable to form any words. ‘I...’ It takes a real force of will. ‘I don’t even know you.’ I finally manage to respond forcing out an objection.

‘All the better,’ He replies giving a smile, his voice now almost a whisper. ‘I’m a total stranger, who is both completely impartial and, a good listener, or — so I’m told.’

At this I begin laughing, this was just too weird. ‘Who the hell are you?’ 

‘Well. Don’t tell anyone but.’ His head darts comically around the still empty bar scanning for any eavesdroppers. He then leans forward slightly beckoning me to do the same. What the heck, I inwardly shrug then lean forward conspiratorially our heads are only inches apart. ‘You see,’ he whispers. ‘I’m your guardian angel and— I’m here to help, in your time of personal crisis.’
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I remain silent for a moment, there is a solemn quality to his statement that is, almost convincing. ‘That’s really good’ I sit back laughing. ‘My own personal guardian angel? Just like James Stewart had in It’s a wonderful life? Alright, I’ll admit, it’s a great line. But, it fails on two counts.’

‘Only two?’ He looks at me incredulous. ‘I must be getting better at this job. Okay. Tell me, what are they?’

‘Firstly,’ I reply holding up a finger. ‘It’s not quite Christmas, you’re over a week early. And second,’ I say holding up a second finger. ‘I’m betting your name’s not Clarence.’ 

He grins ‘I guess you have got me on both counts. That said, I will let you into a couple of guardian angel secrets. Firstly,’ he holds up a finger. ‘We don’t just appear around Christmas. It’s a 24/7, 52 weeks of the year deal. And second,’ he holds up a second finger. As strange as it may seem. Not all guardian angels are called Clarence.’

‘I suppose not, that would get quite confusing.’ Then glance at my watch which reads 10 pm, I could head off home, not an attractive prospect. 

Or, my eyes return to the waiting glass. 

What to do? 

As if once again he is able to read my mind the decision is made for me as he picks up the glass of bourbon and places it to the side. ‘What are you doing?’ I growl.

‘Providing you with a third choice,’ he replies instructing the bartender who grunts an acknowledgement then heads off to the coffee machine. ‘I’m ordering us some coffee and getting ready to hear your story.’ 

‘You’re really are quite persistent, what if I say NO and get...’ His eyes glow with a soft haze and I am suddenly unable to speak I experience brief moment where I feel I can tell him absolutely anything.

‘I’d be a pretty poor guardian angel if I were dissuaded so easily now, wouldn’t I?’ As he speaks his eyes seem to glow with increased intensity. ‘Plus, you could put me out of a job. And — you wouldn’t want that now. Would you?’  His voice is a whisper yet sounds inside my head. I find myself staring deeper into his hypnotic glowing soft brown eyes as each word resonates deep within me ‘Plus, you could put me out of a job. And — you wouldn’t want that now. Would you?’ His words echo softly in my mind gently bouncing around like a tennis ball in slow motion repeating over and over. ‘Plus, you could put me out of a job. And — you wouldn’t want that now. Would you? Would you?—Would you?’ It is impossible to resist. The room dims around us. For a moment I have a deep sense that there is no one and nothing except the two of us inside some sort of dark void. The bar suddenly reappears around me, I am conscious that a few more people are seated near the door, strange how I never even saw or sensed them enter. 
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