
  
        
            A Voice After Hours

            
            By Jamie Bell

        

    

  
        
            A Voice After Hours


© 2025 The Arts Incubator and Art Borups Corners. All rights reserved.


Published by The Arts Incubator, Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada.

First Edition: September 2025


A Short Story by Jamie Bell

Cover Design: Jamie Bell


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


Special thanks to the Art Borups Corners Storytelling Club


For more stories, visit: artsincubator.ca

        

    

  
        
            Dedication

            For the quiet whispers that grow into mighty roars, reminding us that every voice holds an important story. May we always champion the dignity in ourselves and in others, knowing that together, our chorus is truly magnificent.
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        The old microphone hummed a low, comforting song in Arthur’s ear. It was past midnight, and the city outside the dusty radio station window was a patchwork of glowing squares and shadowed streets. Here, in the small, soundproofed room, Arthur wasn't the quiet kid who tripped over his words in history class. Here, he was "The Night Owl," a voice without a face, sharing oddball tunes and late-night thoughts with anyone who might be listening.


He adjusted his headphones, the worn foam soft against his ears. "Alright, night owls," he murmured into the mic, his voice a smooth, calm ripple, "that was 'Moonlit Serenade' by The Wandering Echoes. A perfect tune for staring at the ceiling, wondering if tomorrow will bring rain or just more of the same." He paused, letting the silence hang, a familiar beat in the rhythm of his show. "Sometimes, that's enough, isn't it? Just knowing the sun will rise, even if you can’t quite feel it on your face yet."


Arthur loved this. He loved the anonymity, the way his words floated out into the dark without anyone seeing his flushed cheeks or the nervous twitch in his fingers. Social anxiety was a heavy cloak he wore during the day, making every interaction feel like a performance with a harsh critic. But here, the mic was a shield, a magic portal that let him be truly himself. He could talk about the strange beauty of forgotten things, the way old books smelled, or why the stars always seemed to hold a secret message, and no one would judge the boy with the perpetually worried eyes.


He played another song, something with a slow, wandering guitar riff, and leaned back in his chair, a small smile touching his lips. The show was almost over. He’d done it again. Another night of connecting without being seen, of being heard without being known. It was his safe harbor.


When the last notes faded, Arthur offered his usual sign-off. "That's all for 'The Night Owl' tonight, folks. Keep your ears open and your dreams wide. Goodnight, city." He flicked a switch, the red "ON AIR" light winking out. He pulled off his headphones, stretched, and gathered his notes. He was tired, but a good kind of tired, the kind that came from doing something that felt right. He stood, ready to lock up the studio.
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