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  Tikka’s Big Day




  




  




  I gazed in awe at Maggie where she sat in her faux baroque chair behind her makeup table. She was busy applying the final touches to her heaven-sent features, surely constructed from the finest porcelain in all the land. Our master bedroom smelled lightly of cinnamon and tangerine.




  I’m proud—so proud, to be her husband. Why she ever agreed to marry a geek like me is beyond my ability to comprehend.




  We were about to embark on the yearly torture session known as, THE Family Thanksgiving Feast. At least with Maggie in attendance it would be somewhat bearable.




  As with every other area of our life together, Tikka, will accompany us on this death march through the rain swept streets of Vancouver to the nether region known—-




  no doubt aptly named by some long forgotten pundit—as the ‘ burbs.




  I adjusted my white and purple polka dot tie, recessed in the over-sized collar of my lime green shirt, ran my pale, thin hand through my spiked blonde hair, and sighed.




  My hand now reeked of the evil stuff my barber, Georgio, so generously poured onto my finely tuned do when he'd worked his magic this afternoon. I was devastatingly hot.




  The razor cut sides however still itched something awful.




  “Something wrong, darling?” said Maggie, in that disturbingly seductive voice of hers.




  I would do anything for that voice. Especially when it was accompanied by the sweetest smile that ever lit up a room.




  In fact, I’d agreed to take in a homeless Tikka three years ago because of that voice.




  We met Tikka on our honeymoon, while sailing off the coast of Jamaica. The skipper of the sloop assured us the weather reports about a tropical depression meant the weather would be more than cooperative for our short excursion.




  We settled down with fruit juice laden rum, as we sailed off in our alcohol-induced haze into the sun-warmed, azure waters of the Caribbean, blissfully unaware of the trouble ahead. After all, if you can’t trust an experienced captain like Armand Shickleman who can you trust?




  Problem was Armand was an eccentric. After all he named his first mate Tikka.




  Tikka was extremely quiet the first time we met him. Maybe he was shy. Or maybe he was thoughtful. Obviously, his language skills were limited. I therefore chalked up his lack of conversation to embarrassment then thought nothing more about it.




  Looking back I wish I had paid more attention to these finest of details, given I was to learn much later that behind those coffee-colored, doleful eyes lurked the very heart of evil itself.




  The storm that followed us across the open expanse of Caribbean ocean was a deadly one. Fifteen thousand people homeless, seventy-three dead-—no, it was not pretty.




  As it happened, poor Armand was swept overboard into the cold walls of dark water that rose around the small sailboat, like the Rocky Mountains, threatening to consume us at any moment. We were soon demasted, and rudderless thus forcing us to lash ourselves to the deck. Tikka, who did nothing more than scream at us, and in the ungodly weather, was as helpless as a kitten. If Armand had been paying him a salary it was definitely too much.
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