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Baggage 

 

Marina’s key sat in the lock unturned. Reluctant as she had been to take this vacation, she was 

loath to open her front door. It was really over and there was nothing left to do but wait. The mental 

checklist appeared in her mind’s eye for the umpteenth time.  

Call your family—check 

Draw up the papers—check 

Find a home for Sato—check 

Kiss a stranger—check, check and check 

Go on a relaxing vacation—check 

 The key turned slowly, the mechanism an automatic thing. With a sigh, Marina pushed the door 

open with her foot, dragging in her suitcase. It was lighter than she remembered, but she had left quite a 

few things behind. No need to keep clothes she’d never wear. But taking a closer look, she realized that 

this suitcase was black not navy blue. Oh great, she thought, I have to go back to the airport.  

 Rolling the suitcase back towards the door she suddenly stopped herself. A year ago she would 

have gone straight to the lost and found at the airport, turned in the bag and waited hours for her own to 

materialize. She would have been inwardly seething, but outwardly calm and accommodating all in the 

name of getting her stuff back. Now she could care less. Let someone else do the leg work! Her mind 

made up she rolled the suitcase to her room. Without changing, she kicked off her heels and crawled into 

bed. 

 Her sleep was fitful and after a few hours of tossing and turning she sat up. Sleep hadn’t been a 

problem before, but who knew what twists and turns this path would lead her? Well, she knew its 

destination--there’s always an end her mother had said--but it was a shame she was so young. The table 

clock flashed 2:30am and Marina was wide awake. A strange hum pervaded her mind, or was that the 

room. She cast about looking for its cause and her eyes fell upon the suitcase. It was vibrating. Probably 
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some electronics or something, maybe a cell phone? The case wasn’t locked, so with the goal of getting 

back to sleep she padded over to shut whatever was making that noise off. 

 The smaller outer pockets were the logical place to keep a phone, but they proved empty. 

Unzipping the main compartment, Marina felt a little thrill rush through her. Maybe I should have added 

that to the list—open someone else’s bag. What do other people pack when they travel? Marina always 

packed light now, but usually this size bag was for business trips or other dry endeavors. She imagined 

what she would find. A suit, some undergarments, personal toiletries, possibly a laptop. That last item 

made Marina feel a twinge of guilt. If I lost my laptop, I would be frantic. Well, enough 

procrastinating…there’s got to be something in the bag to help me find its owner. 

Marina was puzzled. Inside the case she found an orb about the size of a soccer ball with swirling 

colors in a rainbow pattern wedged in a foam cutout. Parallel to that was a long crevice that hid a long, 

clear stick which tapered like a conductor’s baton. The orb was heavy and solid when she picked it up, 

making her dizzy. The baton, when held over the orb moved the swirling colors like a magnet. The effect 

was beautiful, but gave Marina the odd sensation of trespassing. These weren’t her things, but she didn’t 

know who to send them to. And why had they been buzzing? 

Marina was startled from her thoughts by a knock at the door. Who could that be? Zipping up the 

bag, she grabbed the bat she kept by her nightstand and walked to the door. 

“Hello? Who is it?” she called through the door. The bat was gripped in her hand tightly. 

“Hi, I’m the owner of the bag you picked up. I think you have my bag,” was the response. The 

voice was male with a slight accent which sounded English. It was pleasant and non-threatening and 

Marina had the urge to throw open the door, but logic won out. 

“How did you find me?” she asked looking through the peep hole. He was handsome, but older 

than Marina. That urge grew more demanding, but she held her ground. 

“Your bag has your name and address. Marina, I really need my bag,” he replied with a laugh. 

That laugh made it seem as though they had late- night conversations all the time about misplaced 
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luggage and she was being foolish for not letting him in. She felt foolish and went to her room for the 

bag. With a bit of resistance, she opened the door in consternation.  

“Here you go. Goodnight,” she replied handing him the bag. She saw he didn’t have hers, and 

began to close the door. The stranger blocked it with his foot. 

“Marina, it’s time. I wanted to let you have your fun, but I’ve waited long enough,” he said 

gently. Marina pushed with all her might, but the door wouldn’t budge. The wooden bat clattered to the 

ground, making an unpleasant sound. Her hand was sliding down the door, trying to grip with sweaty 

fingers. The stranger slid in so suddenly the door slammed shut, jarring Marina, who tumbled to the 

ground. 

She scooted across the floor away from the stranger, only stopping when her back slammed 

against the wall. Her heart was beating in her ears and she fought to catch her breath. After a few 

moments, she risked opening her eyes and saw the stranger regarding her thoughtfully. He was a good-

looking man with kind eyes.  

“So, what now?” she asked surprised at how calm she sounded. More surprising was how calm 

she felt. And tired—infinitely tired. 

“Now, we begin your transition. I promise it doesn’t hurt. Some people even say it’s a relief. Just 

close your eyes,” he said with infinite patience. Marina found his voice even more compelling without a 

thick wooden door between them. She did feel a sense of relief. Closing her eyes once more she sighed. 

She recognized the cool, smoothness of the clear baton tap her hand and carry her away. 

The next morning, Marina’s neighbors said they heard the door slam in the night but no one could 

explain why she died in front of her door wearing her travel clothes. But her look of calm made them 

think it had been a peaceful one. 


