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Flower and Bird 



Her hand found nothing. 

Flower stopped right in the middle of the busy sidewalk and put both of her hands up, feeling along the length of the slender golden chain she wore. 

She started to panic. Her mouth went dry and her palms started to sweat. 

She took a deep breath and looked down at her feet then back the way she had come. 

Nothing. 

She was only a short way from the bank where she worked. That was one good thing about Vancouver Credit Union:  there were plenty of branches to choose from in this city. 

She continued down Burrard Street heading north. The air was damp and cold this January morning in Vancouver. The heavy grey sky threatened rain mixed with snow. 

The normal breathtaking view of the ocean and mountains were completely hidden under cloud and fog. 

Flower turned left on Pender, walking west. A couple of blocks later she came to the two-story cement building with its red Vancouver Credit Union sign. 

She hugged her thick navy blue wool coat around her trying to keep in as much warmth as she could, but she was still shivering. She wasn’t sure whether to blame the cold or the possibility that she had lost her pendant. 

She entered through the heavy main doors that were made of special glass with steel push plates. She knew she had to get downstairs into the ladies washroom as soon as she could. 

She would check her clothing and coat in case the pendant was hung up in the folds of cloth or the lining. 

She shrugged off her coat and draped it over one arm as she walked down the dark cream hallway with its grey blue floor. It was a conflicted color combination looking as if the decorator couldn’t decide which way to go, cool or warm. 

Flower kept walking as quickly as she could, trying not to draw any attention to herself. 

She could feel her energy start to drop. It wasn’t serious yet. A good shot of blue algae and a couple of mouthfuls of ghost fern would keep her going until she got home. 
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Of course, finding the pendant would be best. 

She felt a brush of cold air against her cheek. The air stirred her long dark hair, which for a moment floated around her head and face like a soft cloud. 

Flower couldn’t help but shiver, goose bumps rising on her body. 

At her locker in the ladies washroom she dialed the combination and opened the door. 

The locker was one of the old grey metal variety that high schools used to use. The only attractive thing about it was that she didn’t have to share it with any other staff member at the credit union. She checked the shelf and the bottom of the locker. No pendant. 

She was still hoping that the pendant got hung up in her clothing somehow and she would be able to find it. 

It was the one and only true shade talisman she had. At least that’s what her mother had told her. She had another pendant that would work for a while, but didn’t have the complete power that the original one did. 

Flower took off her coat and searched it thoroughly then hung it on the available hook. Then she entered the Ladies washroom, quickly pulled off her deep red wool sweater and checked the sweater and her bra. No, there wasn’t any pendant hiding where it shouldn’t be. 

Flower shivered again only this time she knew that it was being half naked in the cold basement rooms. The old cinder block walls seemed to trap the cold and never let it go. It didn’t matter how much heat they poured into the old basement it never seemed to warm up. 

She re-dressed herself as quickly as she could. 

Flower returned to her locker and pulled out a bottle of her special blue-algae juice, downed a good healthy mouthful. She winced as she felt it going down her throat. She wanted to rinse out her mouth to erase the awful bitter aftertaste, but she knew that she didn’t have time. 

She reached into her purse and pulled out her lipstick. 

“What are you drinking?” asked a sharp voice from behind her. 

Flower’s heart stuttered in her chest and she drew a deep calming breath. Great, just what she didn’t need - questions. She had just settled down in Vancouver and wanted to stay in the pretty little city for a while. 
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“Hi, Mary. You startled me. It’s a special blue algae juice. Would you like to try some? It’s very good for you. I’ve been taking it for years.” She knew that it wouldn’t hurt a human, not really. Mary, her supervisor probably wouldn’t really feel anything. Mary didn’t look or act like the kind of person that was in tune with her body or mind. 

“Healthy eh? Can I see it?” 

Flower had hoped that her ploy would work, but maybe that was too much to hope for. 

Flower smiled, pulled out the dark blue glass bottle, opened it and passed it to Mary. 
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