
There he was, Paul Hayward, yet again standing in front of that pub I 
hadn’t visited in years called Eclipse. The sign above was quite 
unimpressive and the bouncer seemed extremely hostile. It was just as I 
remembered it. With a slowly fading smile on my face I entered. The 
door continued to a tight hallway that ultimately led to the main part of 
the pub that was now swarming with all kinds of people. “How am I 
supposed to find her here?” I thought to myself as I looked around 
pointlessly. I was already starting to feel frustrated so I approached the 
bar and ordered rum to calm myself down. It was a bad habit I 
developed back when I was working in Bangkok, as whenever I ordered 
whiskey they would bring me rum, so at one point I just gave up and 
started to enjoy it. The picture of the girl I was looking for was in my 
pocket and I left it there for a while. A few more shots and I would face 
the demons dwelling in her photograph; telling me her entire story and 
making me care all over again. I had never seen my employer before. I 
just got the job and the money and that was all I needed.
I was interrupted just as the third glass approached my mouth. An older 
man, sitting not far from me uttered something. I failed to understand 
what, as it happens when you’re not paying attention, and turned 
towards him puzzled.
“You really shouldn’t be drinking that,” Michael Doherty with glassy eyes
repeated. “You can go blind, you know?”
“Who says I haven’t already?” I replied finishing my third drink. I stood 
up, approached him and showed him a picture of the girl in my pocket. 
“Any chance you know where she is?”
Just one glance and a smile; it was obvious he knew her. He turned 
again to his drink. I took him by the collar, an action that provoked some
inquisitive eyes from all sides, and asked him where she was.
“If I only knew. Last time I saw her was Bangkok, so long ago. She ran 
away from home… And, I chose not to care… I was too busy, I guess.”
I was startled. “She’s your daughter?”
He smiled yet again and returned to his rum. The club suddenly became 
empty and all I could see was tears in his eyes as he drank the fourth 
glass. Immediately it all went dark. The bartender woke me up, he knew 
my name, and I knew his face. The club was now way past the closing 
time and as I reached for my glass I noticed my hands had aged. The 
mirror at the back of the bar told me I was a completely old man now.
“You always come here, rambling about your lost daughter, talking to 
yourself, old man. When will you stop?” the bartender asked.
“Probably never said Michael…”


