
The
Filigree Fork
A Short Story

R.M.SELG

A prequel to the Filigree and Fire Series



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.
Version 1.1

Copyright © 2017 R.M.Selg
All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or
by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying,

recording or by any information storage and retrieval system, without
written permission from the author.

Cover Illustration Copyright © 2017 by R.M.Selg
Cover design and book design by R.M.Selg

Kalmus Publishing







The Filigree Fork
Sydney, Australia, twenty years ago

Bill was bored.
His best mate, Ryan, was busy studying—AGAIN!
Sometimes when he was pissed off he thought about ditching him,

but he knew he never would. Ryan was closer than blood.
Instead he had decided to hang out with a bunch of dead heads and

create some noise—give someone a headache. He decided they would to
go to the park and roll some drunks, or maybe meet up with a few girls.
They had booze and cigarettes; maybe they could score.

They wandered around the ferry terminal for a while but nothing
was happening. Rush hour was over; the mass human migration had
slowed to a just a smattering of late night workers. Just to prove he could,
Bill picked the pocket of a harried looking business man, scoring a smart
phone without the victim noticing. Time to go.

Just up from the terminal was a small park with a path running
through it. The path was well lit and several workers were using it as their
shortcut home. The night was cold. The park was in darkness except for
a warm glow of yellow light at one end; not far from the path figures in
lumpy coats stood warming their hands at a fire burning brightly in an
old bin.

There was an old man standing to one side, making room for a young
runaway cradling a baby. One side of his face drooped strangely and
when he walked he dragged his left leg. Something about him enraged
Bill.

‘Look at that fucking loser,’ he said to his gang. ‘What a waste of air.’
One of the others laughed. They never knew what Bill would come up
with, but they knew it would be fun.

Bill approached the fire, shoving the old man roughly in the chest.
‘You fucking loser, get out of my way.’
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The old man overbalanced, trying desperately to move the palsied
leg to steady himself, he toppled to the ground. The girl with the baby
moved away, pulling her child close to her; fear in her eyes.

The old man’s eyes locked onto Bills.
‘You?! It can’t be time yet? God please, not now, I’m not ready.

Please, Bill, don’t do this!’ the old man muttered from the ground, his
paralysed face making his words slurred. His eyes were bright with fear.

‘How the fuck do you know my name you piece of shit! What good
are you for anything, you parasite? Pathetic. You’re not a man, you’re a
worm!’ Bill screamed at him; his cronies laughed ready to join in when
the kicking started.

‘You can change this,’ the old man choked and coughed. He was
clutching his chest. ‘It doesn’t have to be like this Bill, there is still time!’
he spluttered, grabbing Bill’s ankle.

‘Don’t touch me you filthy hobo!’ Bill spat as he shook him free;
kicking the old man hard in the face in the process.

The old man rolled onto his back and lay still.
‘Now Bill?’ one of the others asked.
Bill looked around. He wasn’t worried about the hobos, they weren’t

stupid enough to talk to the police, but there were still too many people
heading home along the path. There was little chance that anyone would
recognise them in the darkness; but he didn’t want to push his luck.

‘No. Not yet,’ he said.
A young woman walking along the path saw the old man sprawled

on the ground and rushed to his aid.
‘What are you doing? Quick, he needs help—call an ambulance!’

she said to Bill who was standing over him looking disgusted.
She knelt down and checked his breathing and his chest. There was

nothing; she began compressions.
She turned back to Bill; he hadn’t moved. He had his arms crossed,

and even in the dim light she could tell he was looking at her in amuse-
ment.
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‘He's dying—I need you to call an ambulance NOW!’
‘You've got to be joking!’ he said. ‘I'm not wasting my phone credit

on an old bum! One less piece of garbage on the street,’ he chortled, his
bravado recovered. His friends joined in. They had missed their oppor-
tunity, but maybe they could still have some fun.

‘Gawd! His lips are going blue already! Ever seen a stiff Joey? Apart
from your own that is!’ They laughed again. The young woman stared at
him, revulsion on her face, but she continued her work. Up down, up
down, up down.

An old woman appeared from out of the darkness, her eyes sparkling
in the firelight. Several other homeless people watching from its warmth
moved aside to let her pass.

‘Babayaga,’ someone whispered. It sounded like gobbledygook to
Bill, but the crowd grew hushed.

The old woman watched the youth. When she spoke, it was heavily
accented.

‘This is your last chance. Make the call. Your fate hangs in the bal-
ance.’

‘Ooooohh scary!’ said Bill.
‘Watch out Bill, she’s giving you the evil eye!’
Laughter.
The old woman waited, watching him. When he did not move, she

slid a silver object out of the leather pouch hanging from her belt. She
held up an old silver fork. It had an ornate filigree handle.

‘Ever seen one like this before?’ she asked.
‘God the crazies are everywhere tonight,’ Bill replied. One of his fol-

lowers doubled up with laughter.
On the ground the young woman worked on; anger clouding her

face as she struggled to revive the old man.
‘Has anyone called an ambulance?’ a passing man asked.
‘No. Not yet—please—can you?’
He did so immediately.
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‘Don’t bother, looks like he’s already kicked it,’ Bill said, laughing at
them; the caller ignored him.

Babayaga held the fork by its tines and placed the handle over the fire
until it glowed red.

For a second Bill wondered how she could possibly keep holding it
in her bare hand. Witch? flickered through his mind.

‘You have sealed your own fate,’ she said.
She moved fast for an old woman. With one hand she yanked his

sleeve up to expose the bare flesh and with the other she forced the dec-
orative handle of the fork hard onto the inside of his wrist. The smell of
burning flesh was instant. He howled in pain, struggling to free himself,
but she was too strong.

‘You fucking crazy bitch! I'm going to kill you!’ he said, stumbling
backwards as she suddenly let go of him.

‘Not tonight,’ the old woman said.
The young woman laughed harshly; her anger and frustration finally

finding an outlet.
Bill stared at the filigree pattern burnt into his wrist and then

clutched his arm between his thighs; trying to squeeze the pain away. For
a moment his mates were frozen in shock and confusion; then one of
them laughed hysterically.

Babayaga ignored them and bent down over the old man. The young
woman was still frantically trying to revive him.

‘I’m sorry my dear, you did your best, but you can stop now. He is
dead.’ The young woman sat back on her heels and wept into her hands.

‘And so it begins,’ Babayaga said quietly. She pulled up the old man’s
sleeve exposing his bare wrinkled arm and turned to Bill.

‘The end is nigh. The door will open soon!’
Bill looked down at the dead man’s wrist. There was a scar; the skin

puckered and pink. The filigree pattern stood out sharply against the
man’s grey wrinkled skin.

A cold rush of air swept past him.
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He opened his mouth to speak but the old woman was gone.

Bill and Babayaga will return in a full length prequel.
Visit my website1 for updates.

1. https://www.rmselg.com
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