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 Bigger than some and smaller than others, the lake lay dead center in the town of Old Road.  
Semi- dense trees and bushes surrounded the water.  Paths made their way from north, south and east, 
leaving the west with nothing but forest and a path to the neighboring town.  The path from the south, 
dirt and rocks, worn from more travelers than the north, was barely used. The eastern path, for that 
matter, was becoming less and less manageable due to fallen trees and a lost sense of direction.  So for 
anyone wishing to visit the lake, whether for fishing or swimming, one would have to enter from the 
south.  All would enter from the south also because of the three docks. Two of the docks were not 
useable due to wear from damaging weather over the years, but the one dock, the one furthest from 
the path and longest into the water was manageable, although one would have to watch about a 
quarter of the way through due to a missing board. The dock lay there fore many a night and day in the 
town of Old Road. Teenagers would spend their nights under the moonlight swimming bare, while 
during the day the older folks would try to catch their suppers.  All were mindful of the one board; all 
knew the path to the south and all knew of the closest house neighboring on the woods that led to the 
path, that led to the dock, that led to the great lake. 

 The homes surrounding the lake were few, and in failing condition.  Around the outer edge of 
these homes were roads that led into town. The four homes closer to the lake were in need of repair, 
but none like the closest home near the path from the south. This home was on the verge of non- 
livable.  The rest of the homes near town were well maintained to the pleasant and calming condition all 
dream for.  The outer edge of town was where shops and the municipal building presided.  The other 
side laid waste to a land of barrenness that led out of the town of Old Road.  The town was a solid 
foundation of self-sufficiency with shops and three small factories. The only shame befalling the people 
of Old Road were the homes near the lake.  For their lack of respect, respect for their land and their 
homes, and respect for themselves, the people would look upon these homes as the darkness of their 
town, the shadow in the corner that most look away from, knowing that it’s there, but too afraid to 
look.  For to look and stare at the darkness one just might, on a falling night, get drawn into its 
blackness, consumed by the cold, the soul absorbed.  So for the people of Old Road, the homes near the 
lake were off limits to visitors. And all not so much as the home near the south, near the path, and near 
the lake.  This was Mattie Grumly’s home, dark and falling, as was she. 

 The concrete path leading to her door was easily a mine field for a clumsy person.  Broken and 
chipped, the stone was protruding from the ground.  The steps to her broken front screen door were 
missing red discolored bricks, making anyone wonder how she would come and go.  The windows were 
covered with a fine, darkened sheet of dust and dirt.  Covered by the white see- through veil of curtains, 
she still could see anyone coming, but they couldn’t see her.  In her clouded mind, this would give her 
the upper hand.  The grounds were beyond a week’s repair.  Needing mowing and trimming, the grass 
and bushes brought shame to all who would pass by.  A faded cover of yellow and dirt, the home 
possessed damage from the destructive weather, needing repairs that never came.  With a slight rip in 



the roof and missing shingles, during many a rainy night a slight drip would make its way into her living 
area and bedroom. The backyard, filled with trash, emitted a foul smell. Tubs of bottles filled with old 
water from the rain were germ infected.  It all looked like everyone imagined the darkness would look.  
Smelly bottles and broken shingles, a chipped concrete path, trash in the yard, and a mud filled welcome 
mat, brown and coming undone. 

 All was how everyone expected.  And all those who passed by would walk by obliviously, not 
giving the house a second look.  But there was something that everyone didn’t see in the back, 
something of value and meaning.  Something cleaned and polished every day.  It was fading from the 
years, but it was clean, for she made it her business to clean it.  Every day at three, whether rain or 
snow, shine or thunder, Mattie Grumly made it her business to clean the plastic statue.   The statue was 
a three foot high black bear. With the color fading and a slight break on the bottom, it stood in her mind 
as clean and new as the day it was purchased, so many years ago.  She would look forward to three 
o’clock, as if someone was coming, a friend or a guest.   At two forty- five she would get her rag ready, 
and with the only spark of life left inside her, she would go to the statue and clean her three foot bear, 
saying the words over and over again, inside and aloud to the bear, “Same size, same size.”  How she 
would smile and fill with excitement, and after, when all was cleaned and three o’clock  had passed, she 
would return to her home, soulless, cold, black, heartbroken, and filled with anger.  It hadn’t changed in 
her mind; the bear was the same, as all had changed so many years ago.  The bear was now, and always 
would be, her link to the past when all was right. 

All was.   It existed, the past; when life was worth living, when there was love and light, it all 
existed for Mattie, but that was the past.  The cloud of her mind reminds her now of the nothingness. 
She lives in her sixty- third year, graying in her hair and her soul.  From black to gray her soul moves, 
back and forth, never seeing the light.  Cantankerous and bitter, friendless and cold, she moves about 
her home night and day.  Speaking to no one but the ghosts of her mind and the shadows of the past, all 
leave her to herself, for her unfit company shines on all who enter and attempt at contact. There were 
those in the past from church who tried, but she cursed and spit at their gesture of community.  So 
alone she lives yesterday, today and tomorrow.  With her past as present as today, glimpses of what was 
come and go in her clouded mind.  Bringing the coldest of the cold, her memory of him invokes the 
darkness, as if dripping from her heart.  It wasn’t this way years ago.  There was a past, and in the past 
there was something that had died; there was a smile, and there was laughter.  And now, as dead as her 
love she moves about, slowly becoming the shadows of her home. 

With night these feelings  would lessen in the coldness of her heart and in her bitterness toward 
the world.  Letting her long gray hair down, she would stroke her locks with her white brush fifty times, 
no more and no less.  Looking at herself, remembering her beauty so many years ago, and now seeing 
the age in the fogged mirror. There were times, more than a few, when a voice would creep into her 
mind; “Who are you?” it would say with the shadows, and aloud she would reply, “I am Mattie Grumly.”  
Not aware of the voice, and not aware of the response, she would  look at herself and brush, counting 
and counting, forty- eight, forty- nine, fifty. 

It was him, her husband, it was the past that she now forgets.  It was he that used to brush her 
long black hair.   After the night’s end, he would pamper her.  He would bathe her first, disrobing her 
garments and gently washing the day away.  After, he would dry her, and then he would brush her hair, 
saying the words in their youth that one day they would be old, married for fifty years, and together.  
With tenderness he would kiss Mattie, telling her that there was no one else on earth that he wished to 
be with.  And the moments lived forever; clouded now, the memory is alive in the back of the shadow, 



with her unaware she would see her memory, a faint picture hiding behind the darkness, forty- eight, 
forty- nine, fifty. 

Everyone has a point when they say “This is all I can bear.”  Tolerance for pain and abuse is 
different in each person; some cannot bear it and some can.  That nagging voice inside one that puts 
pressure and moves one to a space of stress, loneliness and isolation, that voice was Mattie Grumly.  
And the receiving end of this abuse was her husband of twelve years.  Everyone has a breaking point and 
on one fateful, predestined day Mr. Edward Grumly quietly packed his belongings, walked with heavy 
heart to his wife, kissed her on her head and gently said the words, “You take care of yourself.”    He 
closed the door behind him and never returned. 

With his departure a heart already broken would break more, turn bitter, then turn to ice.  And 
so the coldness over the years would find its home in Mattie.  Not feeling for anyone or anything, she 
would make her home her tomb. Years back there was a stray dog that made her smile.  He would come 
around and she would feed him scraps.  But with her hatred and lust for the darkness, one night while 
the dog fed, she quietly approached from behind and kicked his ribs with all of her might.  With a loud 
cry the dog ran, never to return, and Mattie laughed and smiled.  She spit in his direction and started her 
rant, yelling at the darkness that had claimed her. 

With years of isolation, the rants would come from time to time.  Yelling at the nothingness that 
surrounded  her, she would curse and scream.  Sometimes for a few moments and sometimes for 
twenty minutes, the rants would find root in her routine.  Black and soulless, she would call out to her 
husband, damning the day they met, hoping that through all that is evil that his life was filled with pain. 
For it was him that brought her broken heart, it was his responsibility; he was the cause of her suffering. 
It was he that brought the pain to their family with his lack of being aware, his selfishness for not doing 
what he should have.  It was him and not her, and so the rants of madness would call to the world, 
calling for justice, screaming to all to make it right, hoping and praying for a past that had died that hot 
summer day in June, never to return.  

It would be that day in June that all inside her died. And what they had, her and her husband, 
slowly turned into nothingness. That day Mattie shut down, emotionally and spiritually to her husband, 
to herself and to the world. 

The world outside would try to bring her out. It would call to her in the form of friends and 
strangers. But the pain being more than she could bear, she damned all that she met.  On two occasions 
the police were called to the local store.  With her anger and hatred spilling over, she spit and cursed a 
women and child, calling them fools, and saying that her husband was having an affair with her 
neighbor’s teenage daughter.  Laughing during the verbal assault, she turned to the child and asked if he 
knew that his mother was a whore and a fool.   lt was then the women turned to pull the child away. 
Hostile Mattie pulled the woman’s arm, yelling and making a scene, telling her that no one walks away 
from her.  It was then the police were called.  It was then that Mattie Grumly’s reputation for being the 
crazy woman by the lake took root in the town.  That was the first incident with the authorities, but not 
the last. 

Next was the beginning of the hatred for the disturbed woman. Outside the same store on a 
weekend day, the girl scouts were having their annual fund raiser. She walked up with the look of evil in 
her eyes, talking and mumbling to herself, and then the child approached. Standing with her bucket in 
front, she politely asked Mattie if she would donate to their cause.  Mattie slammed the bucket to the 
ground, spilling the loose change and frightening the child. Coldly Mattie spit in the child’s face, pushing 



her out of the way and onto the ground saying “God doesn’t like beggars.”  With the weeping child on 
the ground, the adults came running, calling Mattie an old evil witch, damning the day she moved to the 
town.  Of course the police were called, and Mattie spent the night in jail. And those were the two 
altercations with the authorities.  So for years Mattie would keep her composure, not wanting any more 
trouble, wanting to be left alone; but the police were not done with Mattie Grumly.   And as terror 
would strike the town of Old Road she would find herself once again the towns forsaken inhabitant. 

 

 

                                                           Missing Children 

 

Bobby Little was little.  At seven years old he stood shorter than the rest of his class, and even 
his younger brother looked down upon him.  With curly long blonde hair and a smile that lit the room, 
Bobby was energetic and playful.  When all others tired after play Bobby still had energy to go the rest 
of the day and night.  His mother, Casey, and his father, Tom, always had their hands full with the two 
boys and one older sister.  Bobby was always full of energy, except during one summer. 

A summer illness came over the boy leaving him bedridden, tired and drained.  The boy that 
everyone knew was now another.  His mannerisms had changed from being affectionate to keeping his 
distance from everyone.  His mother blamed the cold, stating that it was good that Bobby was 
considerate of others.  But this was not Bobby’s first cold, and the way he conducted himself during the 
others was very different form the way he held himself now.  The change came slowly in the boy.  There 
was something inside him now, a presence that seemed alien to who he was. He would look at his 
mother as if seeing her for the first time, as if saying to himself, “Who is this person?”  He would also see 
her as if seeing her for the last time, saying “I will never see you again.”  It was there inside him, the 
contradiction.  Yet he was unaware of his thoughts and visions.   Again, Bobby and his mother blamed 
the summer cold for his change.  He would slowly move from the worlds around him, seeing his mother 
and not knowing her, or knowing her and fearful that he would never see her again, and then the return 
to the familiar, knowing and safe.   It was these leaps from one to another that now had captured the 
boy’s mind.  And yet because of his sickness, he remained totally unaware.  There was now an unseen 
presence in the house, one that would make itself known in due time. 

Jammers was the name Bobby gave to the blanket he had and held dear when he was sick, and 
when he was well.  He would hold his Jammers and take it everywhere he went.  The blanket became 
something to hold onto at night and to sleep with.  Light blue with stitched patterns of clowns and 
bears, Bobby held his Jammers closer when he was sick.  The whole family knew this; he would take it 
with him everywhere.  The name Jammers came one night when the blanket was jammed in between 
Bobby and the rail to his bed.  Tom said on one occasion that the blanket was really jammed in there 
and Bobby exploded, “ JAMMERS!”   And so the blanket was born to this world, a permanent fixture to 
the child and his family.  It would be a story to tell when Bobby was old with children of his own;  if only, 
if only.   

The summer night was like all other summer nights, so no one paid any attention to the shift in 
the air.  It was there, the subtle change, but no one noticed.   Not Tom or Casey, not Bobby’s siblings, no 
one, but it was there.  The home was quiet by ten o’clock, the children in their beds and Tom and Casey 
settling down for the night.  A cool breeze came through the open windows throughout the house.  And 



somewhere in space, the night was determined, the wheels set in motion of the night’s outcome.  
Destiny or fate, or just some dark cloud hanging over the family and over Bobby, it was there, the subtle 
change, as if the gods had  made their ungodly decision.  The hands of fate now locked in the night’s 
outcome, setting in motion the lives of these unsuspecting souls to awaken to a nightmare, awaken to 
the darkness and terror.   It was 3:10am when the presence made itself known; it was the third of the 
month.  It was 3:10am when Bobby went missing.  

Sally Williams was a year behind Bobby at the age of six.  With short frizzy brown hair and a 
noticeable stutter, Sally was shy and withdrawn around everyone except her grandmother.  She kept up 
with her class and did all that was expected of her, but there was no room for fun in the dreamy eyed 
child.  There was no fun and playtime that anyone could see, but she did in her own world have fantasy 
and role play with her dolls and with her stuffed animals.  As for everyone else, they were not welcomed 
in her world, and all knew this.  So it was a shock to all when one fateful afternoon Sally let someone in, 
and that someone was Alice.  It lasted for 42 minutes and it was just the one afternoon.  The next day, 
as always, she shut down.  But this one day, joy filled her heart and Alice played in the world of Sally’s 
creation.  There were cats who could talk, and frogs who could dance, and a queen who looked over all 
her subjects, a talking bumble bee.  And for 42 minutes Sally Williams didn’t stutter, and didn’t push her 
new friend away.  And when they were done Alice turned to Sally and said, in a very innocent and very 
caring voice, “I had fun with you today; maybe we can play tomorrow.”  But a fearful Sally backed off 
from her and with a stutter in her voice said, “I’m sor . . .  sor. . .  sorry but I ‘m ver. . .  ver. . . very busy 
tomorrow.”  And Alice replied, “OK”, and that was the end of their day together.  And the cloud covered 
Sally’s world. 

What everyone didn’t know was that these words were words she heard on countless occasions.  
They were the words her mother spoke when Sally would approach her for affection or company.  And 
with her mother unaware, the child would turn to her grandmother, always asking, “Are you very busy?”   
And her grandmother would make a scene, “For you I am never busy!”  And the child would smile and 
laugh, and hold and hug her grandmother, but for her mother, sadness, a wall and a stutter. 

All children adopt their parents’ flaws, some in small ways and some in larger.  They also take 
upon themselves their parents’ virtues, some in small ways and some on a grander scale.  And then 
there are the flaws and virtues that a child has of their own.  And for Sally Williams a very serious flaw 
was her wondering.   Lost, the child would go on her own, leaving her mother and father in a  state of 
stress.  On more than one occasion the child would trail off in a store, not realizing the gravity of her 
mistake.  On the third occasion her entire family sat down with Sally and told her of the worry and fear 
that her actions were bringing.  That not everyone is good, that some people have bad intentions, and 
for a child her age the need to stay close to an adult was very important.  Her mother and fathers words 
did not have the impact that her grandmother’s did, so with her nana’s words the child learned of the 
seriousness of her wondering.   Stuttering to her mother the child replied, “I’ll be good” and that was 
the end.  A month later, on the very same day as Bobby, the third, Sally went missing, and the darkness 
called. 

Not shy and introverted like Sally Williams, Mary Donald was loud, verbose and stubborn, 
making it easy for her mother to be concerned about the town’s terror.  Angry and horrified,  Mary’s 
mother, Carol, vowed that if she found out  who was taking the children of Old Road he should be 
castrated and hung in full view of all.  Carol spoke on many occasions to Mary to stay away from 
strangers and to yell with all her might if someone approached her and wanted her to go with them. 
Mary was taught very well by her mother.  Standing taller and leaner than the rest of her class, with long 
black hair and dark eyes, she was not an easy target.  And because of the loud tone in her voice, one she 



inherited from her mother, she was prepared, emotionally, mentally and spiritually- perhaps too 
prepared. 

On one occasion while out shopping with her parents at the local store, a man shocked the 
patrons.  While in the store Mary kept close to her mother, watching all that went by.  There were some 
people that she knew from the town and some that she didn’t.  While her mother looked at a product 
for purchase a man approached.  Of moderate height with shoulder length dark blonde hair and clothes 
that looked worn, dirty and used, brown with stains from the ground, he came walking slowly toward 
Carol and Mary.  Immediately Mary put up her guard and stepped towards her mother, reaching out to 
hold her mother’s hand.   It was then that it happened.   The man said good morning and Mary yelled, 
causing a scene in the store, making all turn and stare.  Above all other sounds she screamed, “IT’S HIM! 
IT’S HIM!  HE IS THE ONE! SOMEONE GRAB HIM!”  All stopped what they were doing and froze.  Carol 
took a moment to calm Mary down as she and some others in the store knew who this man was.  It was 
Justin, a local landscaper.  And all thought for a moment that it could be him, but then remembered 
Justin as a gentle soul, odd but gentle, and their fears subsided.  However, the seed was planted and 
suspicion was now in the town of Old Road, with all locking their doors and watching each other with 
caution.   The dark cloud loomed over the town.  Carol apologized to Justin for Mary’s outburst.    “It’s 
understood, with the days we are in, it’s understood” he stated. 

It was confirmed in Carol’s mind that she need not worry more than she should about her 
daughter; she was loud and very suspicious of everyone she didn’t know.  At school all the teachers and 
faculty warned the children not to trust too easily, to call an adult If a stranger approached and that if 
they saw something, they should say something.  There were meetings in the town about the problem 
and the terror.  Mary proclaimed over and over that it was she that almost caught the man who was 
taking the child, that she saw him in the store with her mother and that he was as big as a bear.  With 
fangs and green teeth, he smelled like the sewer, dirty and nasty.  She stated over and over to her 
shocked friends that hung on her every word that she saw him.  But when she yelled he ran away; he 
was afraid of her, the monster with green fangs. And for a moment the adults didn’t worry about Mary 
Donald, for she was loud and distrusting of all. Two months to the day, Mary went missing, again on the 
third.  Carol woke in the middle of the night to check on her child.  Something woke her from her sleep, 
a noise, a creak in the home, or just a mother’s feeling.  She slowly opened the half -closed door to her 
daughter’s room and she gasped.  The window was open and the bed was empty!  Frantically she ran to 
the dark bathroom, saying in her mind over and over and over again, “No, no, no!”  It was the third of 
the month, and it was the day another child disappeared, it was the day another child went missing.  
Panic and fear, darkness and hell now found their home in Old Road.  And the parents of the three 
missing children died inside. 

The people of Old Road called for action.  Their fears turned into anger at the local law 
enforcement. Meetings were held with and without the law present.  A handful of worried citizens 
would gather at the school at night.  It was these meetings that would give the parents of the missing 
children hope, calming all their worries, assuring them that they were still alive and just missing.  The 
meetings would last for an hour with the police trying their best to calm all concerned, assuring all that 
more members of the law were patrolling the streets and keeping an eye on everyone, especially the 
children.  But to the parents these were words spoken after Bobby went missing and again after Sally, 
and now after Mary these words were as empty as the parents’ broken hearts.   And the town of Old 
Road angered, and the parents of the missing children called for action, and dark visions captured their 
minds. Visions of sexual molestation and death haunted them. 



It came to Carol’s mind with her totally unaware. The vision planted by the terror in her life now, 
unsettling, dark and without hope.  She didn’t see it consciously, but subconsciously.  It was there in her 
mind; every time she thought of her daughter, every time she saw Sally’s face, smiling or playing with 
her grandmother, it was there - a single drop of blood. The vision would remove all hope; the thought of 
a painful outcome would be burned in her mind as the vision appeared over and over again.  The drop 
was there, coming from no source, just appearing like a mystery.  The vision of the blood slowly dripping 
from an unknown source, revealing itself in the darkness of where her child was, a place just out of 
reach to everyone, a place of uncertainty, a place where death loomed.  It was a place where the 
children were, alive or dead; her mind would go back and forth with the vision, leaving her in a living 
hell.  She could bear no more as the vision now possessed her. There was a meeting in thirty minutes, 
and she would attend with the other mothers and her vision, a single drop, dark red and the need to 
solve this nightmare, now. 

The hall was filled with twenty or so people all sitting on folding chairs listening to the police 
officer.  Sally’s mother, Chris, was in the middle of the row of chairs listening, not saying a word, just 
listening along with the other mothers, their husbands holding their hands and their arms around them 
as concerned parents let the officer go over the words he rehearsed, as another time, as another night, 
with a heavy heart, burdened and plagued. 

“After school there will be three patrol cars watching the children go to the bus and making sure 
that no one is anywhere they shouldn’t be.  We are doing our best to seal the streets from strangers, 
stopping anyone that doesn’t look right, whether we know them or not.”  The officer took a deep 
breath. 

“Also we are enforcing the curfew just before the sun goes down for the little ones; we are also 
stopping anyone with a child that is unfamiliar to us in the town.  Keeping an eye on your homes while 
you sleep, the patrol cars are making rounds from the moment the sun goes down to its rise. We are 
also questioning everyone that doesn’t look right.” 

“And what about me officer, do I look right?” a concerned parent stood and yelled as the room 
was becoming unsettled and angered. 

“Jack, you know what I mean,” said the officer. 

“Yeah I know what you mean; you mean you’re no closer to finding the children than before!” 

“Jack, we’re doing the best we can, please, everyone just calm yourself!” 

It was then she stood, Chris, Sally’s mother. 

“Officer I have a question.” 

The room went silent. 

“Sure Chris.” He spoke meekly.  

“Has anyone questioned Mattie Grumly?” 

The room started to turn wild in a way it wasn’t before.  People turned toward each other whispering 
and nodding their heads, words like, “I bet you”, and “it wouldn’t surprise me” and “that evil bitch!” 
stirred the room.  The officer did his best to assure all that they had indeed spoken to Mattie, but it was 



too late and a group of parents, including those of all three of the missing children, decided they wanted 
to talk to the town’s outcast for themselves.  In a small group they made their way with objections from 
the officer; in three cars they drove, with the officer behind them.   They made their way to the house 
near the lake; they made their way to Mattie Grumly’s home.  The night was calling. 

The four cars pulled up on Mattie’s dead lawn.  With their lights shining in through the windows 
and their horns sounding, they called Mattie from her home to the front yard.  She came out, hateful 
and full of rage.  All of the parents were on her property with the officer trying to stand in between. 
Carol started first. 

“Did you take those children Mattie Grumly!?” she asked with her fist shaking in Mattie’s 
direction. 

“Go and FUCK your mother!! Get off my property!!” Mattie yelled at everyone, while looking at 
Carol. 

“What did you say to me you evil witch!?” 

“People please, that is enough!” stated the officer, standing in between Mattie and the mob. 

“I want her to tell me that she didn’t take my child!  Make her tell me!” 

“GO TO HELL YOU COCK A DIDDLE!” replied Mattie, twitching and looking at the sky and the 
ground. 

“She is mad.” stated Carol’s husband. 

“Please folks!   I questioned Mattie before and looked around her property, and there is nothing 
to be found.   Please just get back in your cars and head out, please, before something happens, please.” 

It was then that Chris walked up to Mattie, slow- like, stopping everyone and everything.  Mattie 
became docile while looking at Chris. Chris broke the silence. 

“Mattie Grumly, look at me.” She did. 

“Mattie Grumly, did you take our children?” Chris asked with tears in her eyes. 

Mattie turned away, then back, then away again and finally back.  She asked again. 

“Mattie Grumly, please, please, did you take our children?”  Tears began to flow down Chris’s 
face.  And as Mattie looked at her, her tone changed, as if her madness was put on a shelf, as if her 
insanity was put on hold for just that brief moment.  As if she needed to be sane just for a moment, she 
spoke.  She looked into Chris’s eyes and spoke one word, “NO”.  And then she turned and walked back 
to her home, talking and mumbling to herself.   The parents and the officer walked slowly back to their 
cars listening to the mad woman, alone and beaten.  The only words they could make out were, “same 
size, same size.”  The night had come to an end. 

The wind blew softly across the lake. The glare from the moon cast shadows down on the 
rippling water.  Back and forth the water moved, to land and back, to land and back.  The trees swayed 
with the wind as the moon cast its glow over the water, over the docks and over the trees.  Near the 
dock it rose, with no one to see, up and down it moved with the rhythm of the water.   Golden hair 
shining in the moonlight, up and down his head went with the motion of the waves.  His small lifeless 



body was now floating on top for someone to see, for someone to find.   Bobby Little was there as if 
resting on the waves, the darkness of night unfolding man’s deeds and the lake holding his sin.  Sally’s 
and Mary’s bodies would surface with the rise of the sun and their last thought, the lake. 

 

 

           The Dream 

 

Before they were found, before they went missing and before terror blanketed the town of Old 
Road, there was a dream.  The first dream was a dream of pure pleasure, higher than most, it stood out 
in the mind.  There are dreams of lower black and white remembrances and there are dreams of mild 
joy, and then there are dreams of complete ecstasy.  This was one of the latter.  

In the middle of the night while all were deep in the land of sleep, she danced.  Back and forth 
she swayed, up and down with the glow of the sun beaming down upon her shoulders.  The land of 
dreams shone with her every step. Dark green blades of grass danced with her every movement.  The 
sun’s rays turned from yellow to red to purple to blue, casting the dream-like state into a galaxy of 
wonder and joy.  Deep green and red leaves of darkened trees moved with the breeze as she waved her 
arms; coming apart from the high evergreen, each leaf rode the wave of her dance.  She was young, 
vibrant and not alone. 

With her long black hair and tanned youthful looks, wearing only a long thin white dress, she 
danced, smiling like everything was there for her taking.  Laughing aloud at the folly and seeing herself in 
the prime of her existence, she played with the colors of her mind and space.  And then without notice, 
she looked down and he was there.  Standing smaller than the rest , curly blonde hair glowing with the 
light and laughing at her attempts to get him to join in with the dance, he blushed.  She persisted, and 
by leading with her hand in his he joined and she pulled him close to her.  Apprehensive and shy but full 
of energy, he began to follow her movement and the heavens played a song.  With deep tones and 
violins just whispering a long drawn out sound, they slowed their pace down and smoother colors filled 
the sky.  The dream was now turning. 

The boy moving away in uncertainty caused the darkening of the sky, and a single cloud formed.  
But she moved silently toward him and began to lead him in a fearful direction and he followed.  Clouds 
began to form over the land of dreams and the woman with long black hair and youthful looks began to 
change.  The years began to grow inside her as she held onto the boy’s hand, walking to the sound of a 
drawn out tone that filled the sky.  As they walked the clouds shed tears and the land turned cold.  With 
no more colors, the land turned black and white with soft impressions of gray.   And the woman’s youth 
was now turning old, the years calling her name softly as if riding the wind, “Mattie, Mattie, Mattie.”  
The fog now inside her mind growing over and over and over again and the boy revealed, Bobby Little, 
walked through the deadening land of dreams. She led him away in her dream; she led him away from 
his family into the darkness.   Before he was taken and before he went missing, there was her nightly 
vision -  A dream she remembered, but all would not yet be revealed to her, for there were pieces 
missing from her night with Bobby Little.  But in time the rest of the dream would reveal itself to her, 
and change her yet again. The missing pieces would come, but not before remembering Sally Williams.   



The memory of a child lost has its effect on the family. The broken heart that will never be 
healed from the senseless cold removal of a loved one leaves a family devastated.   What makes matters 
worse is that it wasn’t meant to be; it happened from the cold heartless venom of a world and a soul 
that just doesn’t care, not thinking of the effect on the loved ones left behind.  And so Sally Williams was 
led away by the unclean spirit of selfishness, not caring and not loving, thinking only of itself, damning 
the family, the child, the world and the self that led astray the innocent, it is a part of the world we live 
in, apathy.  

Sally Williams was led astray not like Bobby Little, in a dream of colors and joy.  In a mild 
remembrance of mild pleasure and innocent laughter it came.  With thoughts of her grandmother, the 
child let her hand be pulled into Mattie’s, for Sally was a wonderer.  The dream was not dancing as 
before but filled with a glow of sleep.  Heightened grays and soft colors of yellow and green covered the 
landscape; there was only a delicate dance of movement as Mattie waved her arms and legs about, the 
graying clouds bringing deadening sleep to Mattie, to Sally, and to the world.  She pulled her away with 
ease, for Sally let herself be vulnerable to all who came into contact with her.    A single teardrop of rain 
would seal her fate. But all was not revealed to Mattie in her second dream, there were missing pieces, 
pieces that would come later, leaving the already confused, tormented and damned Mattie with 
bleeding rips in her soul.  The final dream was not like the rest.   Mary Donald was not like the others.   
Mary Donald was different.   

The wind was strong and turbulent, as if it knew of the night’s events -  a warning, loud, with no 
one to hear.  Riding the waves of thought, the wind blew. Soft and mild, rippling to the sound of night, 
then forceful with its presence known, as if commanding, stating its strength.  It called for all to hear its 
warning of the night and of the evil, but its whispers and screams fell upon the dead and the sleeping. 
With no one to hear, the night’s terror was about to unfold Now, there was just a breeze through the 
open window of Mary Donald. 

 Asleep and dreaming, Mary was nestled in the comfort of her bed, surrounded by her famil, and 
by the stuffed animals and dolls that filled her room.  With pink wallpaper of stars and moons her 
comfort and security was firm in her mind.  She knew who she was and who loved her.   She was loud 
and talkative when there was trouble.  But this wasn’t the land of the living where her fears were null 
and void.  This was the land of sleep where her screams fell upon nothingness, where no one could hear.  
It was the third of the month and the darkness was calling, and Mattie started her dance. 

A dream within a dream, the child sleeping soundly and the open window letting in the night, all 
was about unfold.  The wind was loud and the clouds were dark as Mattie approached, with a smile and 
gentle laughter.    Now, standing outside her window looking in with the wind blowing her long black 
hair, she brought her hands to her face, playful-like, and stated, “What a lovely child.”  She climbed 
through the window with grace and displaced justification.  The child turned in her bed as the night sky 
lit with lightning and there was a mild rumble of thunder.  Mattie composed herself with quiet awe at 
the beauty and innocence.  As if cupping a newborn, she placed her hands on Mary’s head, removing the 
blanket and stuffed bear.  The bear reminded her of her plastic one; “same size, same size,” she spoke 
and smiled. By this time Mary had turned to meet her fate, opening her eyes.  Mary was still dreaming, 
dreaming of her room and dreaming of Mattie.  Lightning lit the sky with a crack of thunder that fully 
woke the child.  She was awake in her dream, and there standing above her was a smiling Mattie who 
hadn’t wavered from her vision.  “A beautiful child” she spoke. 

The rumbling sound of hell came into Mary’s room as she screamed with no one to hear. 
Jumping from her bed and pointing at Mattie she cried in her high pitched voice, “YOU LEAVE ME ALONE 



YOU WITCH!!”  Not changing an emotion or facial expression, the smiling Mattie made her way to the 
wild child, singing to herself, “And if that mockingbird don’t sing, momma’s gonna by you a diamond 
ring.”  The child tried to move away quickly with one long step but the deluded Mattie grabbed hold of 
her wrist, pulling her closer as the thunder now deafened the land of dreams.  The rain was violent and 
coming in the bedroom as she started her slow walk to the window.  The child, wild and screaming and 
Mattie, smiling and singing with grace and delusion, walked through the wall as an apparition would and 
the dream now silently over, but remembered by the waking Mattie.  “But there was more”, she says 
but it escapes her;” but there was more” she tells herself - missing pieces, there was a blank portion.  
But the fog in her mind was too great upon awaking and the portion missing again escaped her.  What a 
lovely child, she smiled. 

And so these were the dreams that captured the sleeping Mattie Grumly, before each child 
went missing. The night’s visions of what was to come, a dream, a missing child and a town in horror.  All 
on the third of each different month, leaving the town heartbroken, frantic and suspicious of 
newcomers and their fellow neighbors, all but Mattie Grumly, who now has a smile, a small smile when 
thinking of her visions, visions of children. 

 

 

 

 

    Missing Pieces 

Carefully she would label each jar of preserves, making sure that it was labeled correctly and 
placed it its proper position on the shelf, so that the oldest was eaten first.   Mattie performed this ritual 
for years,  from what would seem to be the beginning of time, for she, with her failing memory, could 
not remember a time when she didn’t fill the jars and label them.  What did change over the years was 
her inner voice, which by now had become audible.   She would talk to herself as if talking to someone 
else there in the room.  She would hold long conversations with her invisible friend, often times over her 
preserves. “This one was made first and it’s gonna spoil if you don’t eat it!”   “That’s just cotton bull,” 
she would reply with one eye looking at the jar and another looking at the wall.  Sometimes she would 
whisper to herself and her imaginary friend. “It’s a gonna be a good batch,” she would say, smiling at her 
jars.  Agreeing with herself and smiling she would reply, “Yep, yeppers, it’s looking good.”  And so this 
was her routine over the years, making her preserves, talking to herself and making sure they were kept 
where they should be.  Every few months, every new moon, except one year on the third; that year she 
would find herself with hatred for her imaginary friend.     She would never remember it, but it was 
there, etched in time. 

That one year started out like the others, Mattie simply making her preserves and quietly talking 
to herself, clearing the space on the counter and lining up the jars in order, a procedure as mechanical 
as breathing.  The air in the cellar was thick and sticky as she made her way through the routine.  She 
began her mumble.  “It looks okay, they smell okay, it’s okay. I wanted they should be more but six is 
okay, they look okay and they smell okay; perhaps a small taste?”   With a dirty spoon she raised the 
mixture to her mouth.  “See it’s okay. I knew they were okay.”  And with a vision before her eyes and a 
new smell entering the basement, all had now changed.  It was more than a moment but briefer than 
prolonged time.  It came in the form of a vision. 



“YOU FUCKING SON OF A BITCH!!” she yelled with no one to hear, slamming the nearest jar 
against the wall, breaking and scattering its contents in all directions.   “WHO THE FUCK DO YOU THINK 
YOU ARE!?”  She began her pace in the barely lit room, talking silently, then louder, then screaming.  
”WHAT DID YOU DO?!  HOW COULD YOU?!  WHAT DID YOU DO?!”   Again she threw another jar, 
damning herself and all that she knew.  The scream was the same as during her previous psychotic 
breakdowns.  When the scream came, then as now, it was hers; she owned it, and it was loud and 
painful to herself and all around her.  And it was always followed by a river of tears, sobs and death in 
her soul.   Now, as then, the pain was more than she could bear.  It was the vision before her eyes that 
had driven her mad.  Not being able to comprehend its contents, unable to accept its dark reality, it was 
there before her.   It was the vision that haunted, tormented, made her mad with insanity.   And so she 
talked and walked with her delusion, but the time for all this to end was upon her, as if etched in time, 
as if someone mercifully said, “Enough!”  

The dreams captured her mind.  They revealed themselves piece by piece, starting from a point 
that was already a motion picture in progress.   The dream was one she had no choice but to watch.  She 
could now see herself with the child, laughing and dancing.  And then she was alone with no one, as if 
the film skipped a major part of the picture.  She was confused as she stared at the screen inside her 
mind.  She was there with a child, a little boy and they were laughing and then the screen went black 
and she was alone at the lake.  Looking around for her companion, she was lost, inside her dream and 
inside her awakening.  The blackness of the screen left her upset and disoriented, wanting, no needing, 
to see what was missing.  And as if a wish was granted, the screen before her mind started to play and 
Mattie Grumly numbly began to watch, to her infinite horror.  

There before her she saw herself smiling and dancing with the boy, but this time they were in 
the shallow rim of the lake and the boy was frightened with an expression of shock on his face.  But 
Mattie did not seem concerned. She continued to dance and smile at the child.  Grabbing the child by his 
clothes and thrashing him about in the water, she smiled.  The expression on her face was one of 
intense strain as she moved the boy back and forth and up and down in the water.  And it was then that 
she snapped and her facial expression turned icy and mad with insanity.  Holding the boy down in the 
water as he fought for his life, she smiled her demented smile.  And as she held the dying child down in 
the lake she started her song, “And if that mocking bird don’t sing…”    Mattie watched in horror at 
herself doing the ungodly.  The dream had revealed itself to her. And so it began with a dream, then a 
missing child, then a blank screen, then the revelation, then a cold death.  It was her in her mind, she 
was the cause, for she was now a murderer.  Even though it didn’t fit, even though the role belonged to 
another, she took the role as murderer as if accepting her fate, as if it always was, as if it was the will of 
God. 

But although she watched this vision with horror, this was not the vision that had taken away 
the final piece of her sanity.  That vision was of another time.  She let the tape play in her mind of the 
other two children; she could see Sally fighting furiously for her life, the water in the lake thrashing 
about as she gasped for her last breath, and then the calm as her lifeless body floated on the water’s 
surface. Looking deeply at the expression on her face, Mattie could not believe it was her, that she was a 
cold murderer.  She was not what she expected to see, evil.  But this too was not the vision that had 
driven her mad, as evil and dark as it may be. She let the final tape play in her mind. 

The blank portion of the dream now was being revealed and Mattie, now believing she was dark 
and evil, watched in horror.  Mary was in a state of shock as Mattie sang softly to the child.  Looking up 
to Mattie as if needing mercy, the child’s will was now broken as Mattie held her beneath the water’s 
surface.  Easier than the others, with a cold dead expression on her face, Mattie was in shock as well as 



she watched herself committing this abomination.  And as the final piece of the dream was revealed it 
cemented in her mind that she was the cause of the town’s terror.  She was evil, and the delusion in her 
mind now solidified, as wrong as it may be, for the role of murderer belonged to another.  But in 
Mattie’s deluded and fogged mind it was her, she was the cause, she had taken the lives of those 
children, bringing the pain and bringing death.  It was time to see the vision that had taken her mind so 
many years ago, as if someone said “Enough”, as if someone said “Mercy”. 

Dead and broken, Mattie went outside after midnight, the darkness of the world outside 
reflecting the darkness inside, as the stillness of the air waited for her and her vision.   She went to the 
plastic bear and knelt down, and with her hands on the plastic toy she broke; for the vision was now 
there.  “Same size, same size” the child danced around the bear, calling for her mother to see.  “Look at 
me, I’m the same size!”  Sobbing now, Mattie called out to her four year old, “Yes baby, you’re the same 
size, you’re the same size.”  It was this vision now of her child laughing and dancing, it was this vision 
that took her mind, that drove her mad.  The vision of her child dancing and laughing took the mind of 
Mattie Grumly.  Holding the bear and sobbing, Mattie Grumly repeated the words over and over and 
over again, “same size, same size”. 

Mattie could remember the day Emily went missing; it was the third of June.  Her husband was 
supposed to be watching as Emily made her way to the lake.  Mattie never forgave her husband and 
never forgave herself.  It was the police that found the floating, lifeless body of Emily there in the lake. 
And so with the death of Emily, their marriage died, their love died and Mattie died.  There was no more 
reason for Mattie.  Sobbing, she held the bear while watching her vision. 

 All would be over soon, for the end was calling, as if someone had granted mercy.  It would all 
be over soon.  Everything has a beginning and an end; the beginning for Mattie was the day her 
daughter died.   All changed and started its slow rot.  For the people of Old Road the search continued 
for the murderer of the missing children.  Some said it was odd that there were no more missing 
children after Justin moved away; maybe Mary was right all along.  Everything has a beginning and an 
end.  And for Mattie, the beginning of the end started with her vision and her delusion. 

Mattie’s guilt- ridden and deluded mind had now cemented her fate. Thinking she was the cause 
of the children’s deaths, she held tight to the plastic bear as the night was about to begin.   Now all she 
could see was the children in the lake, their floating dead bodies on the surface, and she as the cause.  
She started to hum a song as she caressed the bear; a new breeze swept across her face.  Her sobs were 
now turned into smiles as she looked at the faded plastic bear.  The end was here.  She rose. 

 

 

 

     Her Soul 

 

 

Now the walking dead, she rose, taking the bear and going to the back of her home.  She was 
not thinking, as if possessed by some force.  Before going inside she placed the bear on the back stoop.  
Looking around at the contents of her home she made her way to the bedroom.  Standing before the 



mirror and looking at herself, she smiled.   As if in youth, she looked at her reflection and grinned. She 
took the pins out of her hair and let her long, graying mane down.  Clarity now came to her demented 
mind, madness was now active.  She knew what she had to do; it was time.  It was time for all the pain 
and torture to end, as if someone presented the Gods with a petition of mercy. 

She walked around in the living area and made a pile in the corner where the front widow 
rested.  Taking the lighter fluid and dousing the pile, she stepped back and looked one last time at the 
tomb she was living in.  Without a thought she lit the match and the corner went into a blaze before her 
eyes.  She stepped back and the thought of stepping forward entered her mind, but she thought of her 
daughter and walked out the back.  She picked up the bear and made her way down the path to the 
south, the one leading to the lake.  She did not turn back as the flames engulfed her home. It was time. 

Needing to be where her daughter was last was all she could think of.  She walked the path and 
made her way to the lake with the fire to her back and the small bear in her hand.  Her mind was clear 
as she stepped slowly into the water; it was warm and cool at the same time.  She could see across the 
horizon, for the moon was almost full.  Taking another step she was knee high now, and she turned to 
see the smoke behind her atop the trees.  She smiled, taking another step, the water now coming up to 
her waist.  She looked at the water and set the bear afloat, making sure it didn’t get away from her.  She 
took another step and with the water now up to her shoulders, she laughed out loud.  For the vision 
now entered her mind; there before her was Emily, dancing with the bear.  “My baby”, she whispered, 
“same size.”   She smiled and took her final step. The water now covering her; it was time and it was 
over, the flames from her home lighting the sky. 

And so the lake claimed another and the tragedy ended.  Townspeople would still take the path 
to the south, passing the rubble that had been Mattie Grumly’s home.  The older folk would call it a 
tragic end to a tragic life.  And so folks would walk the path to the lake, mostly older folks fishing, and at 
night teenagers would come and watch the moon.  Legend has it that on the third of each month if the 
air is still you can hear Mattie and Emily, their spirits laughing and dancing there on the waters’ surface, 
but only on the third, and only if the air is still.  They are together now, loving; together as if someone 
said “enough”, as if someone said, “mercy”. 

 

 

 

      

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

  

 

     “JUST BUSINESS” 

 

 

 His name was Nick, at least that’s what they called him.   The truth of the matter was that no 
one knew his real name; the ones who knew him called him Nick.    In fact, many didn’t know him.  He 
moved from town to town doing his job. .  And so, as he stayed in the town he now occupied, very few 
knew him his boss called him Nick, but even he didn’t know his real name.  Nick was a shadowy figure 
that worked at night, when no one was watching, when all were done for the day.  It was then that his 
work began. 

 The room Nick rented was by the week.  It was small and unclean with dust and old furniture. 
The walls were on the yellowish side with a bed that was uncomfortable. The widow was fogged, with 
off white curtains, and of course there was a red neon sign that was on all night.  We have all seen the 
room, and it served its purpose for Nick. He could leave in a fast minute if need be, and often times 
wherever he stayed he would leave in a fast minute. 

 He was a very quiet man, strong and silent.  His hair was short and black and he had a dark 
mustache. He wore glasses, but didn’t need them.  He wore them only as a deterrent to anyone who 
would see him.  Often times he would remove his facial hair and discard the glasses, changing character 
if you will.  He would present himself as small and weak to anyone he came in contact with, the polar 
opposite of his true nature.  Acting well -adjusted to all, he was the embodiment of normal, a regular 
Joe. But Nick was anything but normal, and the way he made a living would prove it. 

 The go between was a young man in his early twenties.  He would knock on Nick’s door at ten 
a.m. sharp.  The young man didn’t even know Nick’s name, all he had was an address.  And Nick would 
get into character right away: acting afraid of the boy, talking with his head down, not looking the young 
man in the eye.   And for the young man it would make him feel dominant over the shy and timid Nick.  
At 10 A.M. the young man would hold the large manila envelope.  Never knowing what was inside, the 
boy would just deliver it, never knowing its contents.  And as Nick would close the door, his character 
would change, from timid and shy, to a man in total control of who and what he was; a killer. 

 Nick would always place the envelope on the table and light a cigarette.  He would look at the 
envelope as if staring at a piece of art hanging on the wall.  Studying its structure and make up, he would 
be empowered by the force that it would bring to him; purpose and meaning, as if sent by some higher 
calling, and in this case it was.   After finishing his smoke he would take the knife out of his left pocket 
and open the end carefully and masterfully.   With precision he would take out the contents.  Inside, a 
white envelope would hold someone’s fate as the money would hit the table.  All in hundreds and 
wrapped by a band, the ten thousand dollars would be for less than an hour’s work.  The white envelope 
would hold the name of a man or woman who would meet their end.  It would be their name and 
address.  After reading the white paper Nick would proceed to burn the contents in an ashtray.  He 



would say the name and address, three times in his mind and once aloud.  And so this was the way it 
would happen for Nick as he stayed in this town on the East coast. He would go to work tomorrow, after 
the sun went down. 

 Nick fastened the silencer onto the gun he had had for many years.  Placing it in the waistband 
of his pants, he zipped up his light brown jacket.  He pulled his hat down just to the edge of his glasses 
and turned off the light.  The room was black, and Nick changed roles again; he was now shadowed.  
Moving like an unseen and unheard animal waiting to attack its prey, he left the building and headed for 
the other side of town.  No one noticed him; it was as if he didn’t exist.  He said the man’s name aloud, 
softy and under his breath, “Ricardo Smalls”. 

 There were no reasons but money for Nick.  He did not know the man or what he had done or 
what he was going to do.  The reasons were not his, but they were there in the back of his mind. It was 
growing for him - the need to know what his victims had done.  He had met his employer once when he 
first came to town and a part of him knew he could ask, he could search for the reasons, the whys and 
what these people had done.  It was growing inside him, but for Nick, for now, he would just do his job. 

 The building he approached was upscale compared to the one where he was staying. There was 
a doorman, whom he didn’t like right away, for he knew doormen always looked you in the face.  It was 
then he decided to look for a back entrance, and he found one that led to the basement. He repeated 
the name and address aloud softly under his breath. “Ricardo Smalls, third floor, apartment 17 B.”  As he 
walked the stairs he began his hum.  Not too loud and to himself, a sweet and silent song of existence; 
his, not the victim’s.  Praise to life the song would sing in itself, and he knew when singing that an end is 
near.  He stopped at the door, 17B, third floor.  He immediately checked to see if the door was unlocked, 
with gloves on.  It was.   Foolish he thought, to leave the door open; anyone could walk in, and he did. 
With catlike skills he made his way through the hall. There was a soft light coming from the living room; 
the television was left on. There was no one else there but Ricardo, and to make matters easier, he was 
asleep in an upright position with his back to anyone entering.  Nick removed his gun, pointed it, and 
blew the back of Ricardo’s head all over the clean living room.  It was that simple and that quick; there 
was no loud noise and no commotion.  He checked himself for any blood spatter.  Seeing there was 
none, he turned and walked out of 17B.  As always, he started again with his quiet and peaceful hum, a 
song of his vitality, and a job well done. 

 Nick relaxed for the next two days, rising late in the morning and seeing a movie in the 
afternoon.  He spoke to no one, except the waitress at the place where he ate his meals and a cashier 
where he purchased his cigarettes.  The days were quiet and uneventful, the way he liked it.   He 
dreamed of retiring to the country, settling down and maybe even getting married.  He was tired, but 
there was still work to be done; his job wasn’t finished on the East coast.  A knock on the door would 
come at ten, with another name and another ten thousand.  He changed moods once again.  

  He knew nothing about them, and this thought still continued to rise to the surface.  After the 
young man left after their next meeting, he placed the envelope on the table and stared.  What did this 
person do? Why was this the time to end his life? He knew the questions were ones he shouldn’t be 
asking, but he was.  He knew it was none of his business, but he asked. And he knew the less he knew 
the better, but it was still there in the back of his mind.  He opened the envelope with his knife and 
poured the contents on the table.  He looked at the money and thought of a farm, maybe somewhere in 
the South. Gently picking up the white envelope he opened it with care and read the name and address.  
“Mr. Bobby O’ Donald, 136 Cantwell Ave.”   He would have to take a bus, a late bus tomorrow at nine. 



 The street was on the main road about a quarter of mile away, and he decided to walk.  The 
night air would do him good, he thought.  He began staring at the houses as he passed by, thinking of 
the families watching TV and eating their meals around the table.  He could hear children laughing and a 
mother yelling at them to calm down.  He smiled as he passed the garage and white picket fence. The 
farm was becoming more and more appealing.  He could see himself as a father and husband.  He 
turned down Cantwell Ave. and changed character; a stern, fierce look came upon his face and his heart 
went cold. What the fuck did he care what they did to deserve this? They were nothing to him, 
strangers.  He stopped in the middle of the street, looking at house one thirty-six.   There was motion 
inside.  He could see an overweight balding man in his late fifties.  He approached with caution. He could 
hear a dog barking, but right away he knew it was small from its  tone.  He waited to see if there was any 
more movement besides the fat man, but there wasn’t.  He changed character once again as he made 
his way toward the door.  Now meek and awkward, he rang the bell.  He could see the name on the 
mailbox, “O’Donald.” Bobby came to the door holding a piece of fried chicken.  Nick spoke first. 

 “Can you help me please?   My car broke down and I need to call for a tow” he said with his 
voice cracking, a scared look upon his face as he timidly backed away. 

 “So your car broke down did it? Sure, why don’t you come in and you can use the phone.”  

 “Thank you, thank you very much!  I really appreciate it.” Nick responded with gratitude and 
fear. 

Upon entering, he sized up Bobby and sized up his house.  There was no one there but Bobby and his 
dog who was barking and going back and forth between Nick’s feet. 

 “Max calm down!  He won’t bite you.   He is just a loud little rat.” 

 “Oh that’s okay; I love dogs.” 

 “The phone is right over here.” Bobby pointed to the wall in the kitchen. 

 “Thanks a lot I won’t be a minute.” 
 Nick proceeded to make a fake call as Bobby tried to calm Max down.  He was just a few 
minutes on the phone, noticing that Bobby didn’t notice him at all.  After the call Nick asked politely to 
use the bathroom.  And of course Bobby said yes.  Spending just minutes in the bathroom, Nick came 
out and saw Bobby in the kitchen with his back toward him, getting another piece of fried chicken. “So 
you live here alone?” Nick asked in an innocent voice.  “Yep, it’s just me and my mother.”  Bobby didn’t 
turn around.  With speed Nick stormed down the hallway through the living room, gun drawn and 
pointed at the back of Bobby’s head.  He stopped halfway into the kitchen and fired twice.  Bobby’s 
lifeless body fell to the floor.  Bobby, his eyes open, was still holding the piece of chicken as the blood 
pooled upon the floor.  Nick wiped the phone down, took a deep breath and walked out.  Closing the 
door behind him, he took another deep breath and began his hum, leaving Max barking inside.   A job 
well done, he thought and began to walk fast; he had to catch the bus. The task was getting harder and 
harder. It was different from when he first started his career. There was something growing inside him. 
He thought of his employer, and squinted.  He could hear Max’s bark getting softer and softer in the 
distance. 

 The last one of his visits to the East coast would be the hardest and his breaking point.  His 
employer, who didn’t want to see or have any contact with him, would come to Nick’s mind and a 
meeting would be inevitable.  Like the others, the young man brought the envelope, but this time Nick 



did not change his character.  He remained cold and looked through the young man like he was nothing, 
slamming the door with a silent “fuck you.” Throwing the money on the table and opening the letter, 
the name was there and it took him back.  He was startled and he let out a sigh of disgust.  The thought 
of his employer came to mind and brought resentment and anger.  He read the name aloud, “Mrs. May 
Hollingsworth, 3A Montgomery Street.”   He loathed his employer, Mrs. May Hollingsworth and himself. 
But mostly he loathed his job.  He would wait until tomorrow, after sunset.  

 There was no changing of character as Nick made his way to Montgomery Street.  He was cold 
and angry and he didn’t care who knew it.  He walked through the apartment’s front door; there was no 
doorman, and even if there was, he would not have cared.  He didn’t hum and he didn’t soften as he 
approached the door. It was 3A and what he expected was not what he saw.   He was looking for a 
young woman with an attitude, someone who did wrong to someone in power, maybe a jilted lover or a 
thief. What he found as he jimmied the lock and made his way into the apartment after eleven P.M. 
shocked him.  There on the sofa was May Hollingsworth, asleep.  Nick drew his gun and spit on the floor 
in disgust.  Was this right?  Is she the right woman?  He started to get angry as he went for her purse. It 
was there on her license; the picture along with her name, May Hollingsworth.  With her gray hair and 
sagging breasts, the night robe and old woman slippers there at her feet, she could have been his 
mother.  And as he looked at her, making sleeping sounds as if dreaming, he started to think of his 
employer, and the farm.  He drew his gun. He wanted to wake her, wanted to yell at her, “What did you 
do?”   But he didn’t.  He very coldly and mechanically fired two shots into her head, dead center.  Numb 
and without feeling, he made his way down the hall.   He didn’t hum and he didn’t change character.  He 
had one thing on his mind and that was his employer.  He was to see him the day after tomorrow, 
whether he wanted to or not, for his work in the town on the East coast was at its end.  And in a small 
way, so was Nick. 

 The night would bring unease and unrest to the mind of a murderer.  Three times after failed 
attempts to sleep, Nick rose to light tobacco in the dark.  After two in the morning he finally drifted into 
the land of dreams.  With pressure on his chest and demonic visions in his mind, tossing and turning 
would be the best the night would have to offer.  A cold sweat consumed his body as the faces appeared 
before him, their spirits without peace and their souls without rest.  As Nick lay on the uncomfortable 
mattress they began to come, in sets of two, their faces distorted and angry with madness.  Nick 
watched them in his mind, two by two, all the names faded and meaningless, just filled with rage, their 
spirits surrounding him, more than he could count. And as the soul of May Hollingsworth raised her 
hand he could see, pointing at him, a gun. He could feel the cold steel as a wave of fear consumed him 
and he woke from his sleep with a scream. The souls of the dead crowded the small room, whispering in 
the darkness for only the murderer to hear. Nick could almost smell the grass on the farm, so far in the 
distance. 

 Nick began his walk to meet his employer, the souls of the dead walking with him. People 
passed him in the street but it was as if he was the only one in the world, his head down and his walk 
slow. Twice he almost bumped into others on their walk, but in each case they both moved out of Nick’s 
way.  He barely flinched; his heart was cold, his mind thinking only of the dead.  He turned the corner 
and there was the building. He knew he wouldn’t be welcome. He knew it was a meeting that only he 
wanted.  He looked at the building, how majestic and solid, with only a few cars parked in the lot, old 
and worn.  He turned to the back entrance and read the inscription over the door, “Saint John’s Parish.”  
He opened the door and entered. 

 The smell of the church was the first impression, clean, and the air was different, peaceful.  He 
looked up at the stained glass windows of the saints; he was struck by the artwork. The holiness of their 



lives stood in his mind.  There was no one there except an old woman in the front row holding rosary 
beads and praying.   She was in black.  Right away he knew he didn’t belong where he was.  He took off 
his hat and walked down the aisle that led to the front.  He made his way around back where there was 
an opening, where the priest prepared. The door was slightly open and with his left hand he opened it 
all the way. Standing with his back to Nick was Father Matthew, dressed in black and holding a bible. 
Nick broke the silence. 

 “Father?” he spoke with a hint of sadness. 

 “Yes..,” the father turned around, startled to see him in his doorway. 

 “What are you doing here Nick? I don’t think this is appropriate,” he said, looking Nick in the 
eye. 

“I don’t care what you think. I’ll be leaving this afternoon and I think we should meet before I 
go.” 

 “I don’t care what you think Nick. I want you to go”’ Father Matthew said, starting to feel hot. 

“I want to know some things. I want to know what those people did.  You call yourself a priest? What did 
they do? I want some answers and I want them before I leave this fucking place for good.” Nick was not 
going anywhere and the Father knew he what he had to do. 

“Okay Nick, you want some answers, here they are.  They were not worthy of life.  There are some in 
this world that don’t belong and they were three. The first, Ricardo Smalls, was a local thug, had people 
killed for drug money. The next, Bobby O’Donald, a real prize, a pedophile, likes little girls and boys just 
under the age of ten. And then of course you have May Hollingsworth, a very special lady, sweet and 
kind on the surface, she had poisoned her last two husbands for the insurance money; real contributors 
to humanity, all of them.” Father looked at Nick with no emotion. 

 “And how do you know all this?” 

 “I hear confessions, I know all.” 

“So you became their judge and jury.” 
“If not me, then who?  I couldn’t just sit back and let them get away with all that they were doing, it 
wouldn’t be right!” exclaimed Father Matthew with anger and fury. 

 “When did you lose your faith Father?” 

“I have never lost my faith in God.   I believe in him more today than I ever have.  He is the first and last 
and I am his servant.  I have never lost my faith in God.  It’s man that I have no faith in. We are all 
damned creatures of sin, I as well as you Nick.  But at least now I can sleep at night knowing I rid the 
world of scum. Of people who don’t care about the pain that they inflict on others.  I sleep better now 
than I did before, believe me.  Is that why you are here?  Is your conscience bothering you my son?” 

 “I am not your son and my conscience is just fine.” 

 “Ah look, not only a murderer but a liar as well.” 

 “You call yourself a priest.” 



“Oh I am a priest, but I am also a man, with emotions and anger, and righteousness that needs to see 
some justice in a world that doesn’t give a shit!” he yelled loudly at first then more softly, thinking of the 
others outside. 

 “Don’t worry Nick I will absolve you of your sins, you can sleep now.” He said with a whisper. 

 “I’d better be going.   I’ll see you in hell Father.” Nick spoke softly as he turned. 

 “It was just business Nick, just business!!   And I shall lead the way!!”  Father Matthew picked up 
the bible and with a quiet awe he went blank, shadowed by his sin. 

 Nick’s visit to the East coast was at its end. Taking the train out of town in the early afternoon 
left him with time to walk near the local lake. Looking out onto the horizon, his thoughts all toward the 
future, the farm was alive and breathing in his heart and in his mind.  He took the gun from his back and 
dropped it in the lake. Taking a deep breath, for the part of his life that was all he had ever known was 
now over.  The souls of the dead whispered in his mind, as he found something here on the East coast, 
from a man who had lost his.  At this moment he realized that he had found something he thought that 
he had lost, but realized at this moment that he  had never really had; a conscience.    And the souls of 
the dead whispered in his mind. 

 

  



 

 

“Waiting” 

 

 The house was located about a mile and a half off the main road. On the road and off the main 
highway was a bus stop located two and a third miles south. The main highway was well maintained but 
the lane had some wear. The road leading to the house was a dirt road and there wasn’t a house for as 
far as the eye could see. The main highway was well lit, while the main road was barely visible and the 
road leading to the house had only one light near the meeting of the two roads, the rest of the road was 
dark with only shadows from the moon and stars.   

 Thick woods lined the dirt road on both sides.  The trees, tall and very old, watched over the 
land and recalled life’s actions, impressing upon themselves man’s deeds.  Some alive and some dead or 
dying, they stood tall in the wilderness on the edge of town, some dead from the weight of man’s 
transgressions and some dying from the possibility of sin yet to be. While others were alive with hope, 
hope from man’s blessings and hope from a future of man’s kindness to others. There was one tree near 
the house that was watching, for it knew the night that was coming    It was on the verge of dying and 
with the coming night would seal its fate, and with one man’s final act, the tree would be no more, dead 
with mans inhumanity. 

 The cold of the night was rare for this time of year.  It was a cold that would numb one to the 
bone.  Feeling for oneself and feeling for others would be a distant memory in man as the coldness 
would absorb each soul.  Apathy and disgust would blanket all in this town as the night grew colder. 
There would be no vision of life as people went about their business.  All would see without seeing, 
faces would be blank and expressions of meaningless disgust for their fellow man would capture each 
soul.  Some would be colder than others, some as dead as the trees and some on the verge of dying.  All 
but one. All but Jessica, for inside her was a spark of life; inside her was hope and love.  It was a love that 
drew the coldest of the cold, a love that drew jealousy, a jealousy that was unconscious from all. It was 
unconscious from the bearer and unconscious from Jessica, for she wished not to think of her fellow 
man in such a way. It was Jessica’s house at the end of the dirt road, off the main road and off the main 
highway.   

 The house, with only the light from the porch, lit up the dense, neighboring woods. It 
surrounded the house and the outer wall of trees, but in the inner forest there was darkness, a thick 
black covering that watched the light from a distance with no one to hear and no one to see but the 
trees and the night. 

 The house was well maintained by Jessica’s brother. It was a two bedroom ranch painted white 
with blue shutters.  All of the windows were new, put in by professionals who also built the new deck in 
the back.  She planted a garden in the back to the left of the property; just some tomatoes, carrots and 
peppers. On the deck was a grill that she barely used alongside some chairs and a small table. There was 
a sliding door that led to the deck.  It was always locked.  In the front were some shrubs that were 
trimmed by her brother, just under the window sill.  There was also a bay window in the front, the 
contents of her home visible from the bay.  The other windows were covered with shades and curtains. 
There was a bird feeder in the front that hung from a large tree that was watching over the land.  Also in 
the front was a plastic deer just near the walkway. The new front door was made of solid wood with a 



strong lock, but the screen was coming off its hinges.   She made sure all the windows were locked, and 
being new, the latches were firm and reliable.  She put the worrying out of her mind, because of the 
new windows.  But on this cold night she had forgotten the one window in the basement; it was old and 
worn, and it was unlocked. 

 Jessica managed a local law office in the neighboring town. She had worked there going on 
seven years.  She was polite and respectful to all, and in turn all who worked with her gave her an equal 
amount of respect.  She started to date one of the lawyers in the firm but because of their age, him 
being older the e and the fact that she was ready to start a family and he wasn’t, things didn’t work out 
and they remained friends.   At thirty-five years of age, she was very mature.  She stood five foot nine 
with long dirty blonde hair with light highlights.  Her eyes were brown and she had a long face. Men 
constantly approached her. At this time she was alone.  She didn’t dwell on the idea and she didn’t revel 
in it; she left it to the hands of fate. The only thought that kept her up at night was the fact that she may 
not have the daughter she always wanted.  From the time she was a child she dreamed of having a little 
girl and secretly she would tell herself there was time.  But the rational part of her knew that it might 
not be her destiny, and secretly she became saddened at her imagined fate. 

 Danger walked away from the bus stop at 9:49pm.  With no purpose, he began walking down 
the barely lit road. There was no one around except for a passing car or two.  He buttoned up his coat 
and held firm to his inner garments.  He let the wind take him to wherever the night would call him.  He 
didn’t care.  Occasionally he would spit on the ground as he walked.  Occasionally he would smile with a 
thought of the night before, “Slamming that whore!”  That would be the thought that would make him 
smile.  He would smile and spit, smile and spit as he walked about aimlessly.  As a car passed he turned 
to try to get a lift.  Maybe if someone picked him up the night would have turned out differently, but no 
one would even slow down.  It was then that he approached the dirt road, off the main road and off the 
main highway.  He stopped and looked, and he could see a faint light in the distance.  It was Jessica’s 
light, and he started to walk slowly, spitting and smiling. 

 As he walked down the deserted road he could feel the wind and cold numb his bones.  It was 
dark but he could see in the distance. The sound of the woods gave him a little tic in his left eye. The 
forest was watching and he was watching the light.  He approached the outer rim of Jessica’s home and 
stood looking.  The plastic deer in the front made him smile; he smiled and spit as he wondered if any 
one was home.  There was no car in the driveway and no movement coming from inside.  He wanted to 
get warm and he wondered if they had any scotch.  He made his way around to the back; he always 
approached from the back. He tried the sliding doors, he tried the windows to the bedroom and to the 
bathroom and then he tried the window to the basement.  He smiled and spit right before he entered 
her home.  It was dark in her basement as he quietly stumbled around.  Scotch, he thought, scotch, it 
would warm him.   As he found the stairs, he smiled and spit, for in his mind this was his home now, and 
all who were there were his servants.  He checked his back pocket; he still had the knife.  To his dismay, 
there was no one home.  Jessica was working late as danger walked through her home.   He smiled as he 
found the bar, and he smiled and spit as the wind blew a cold howl, a warning that no one would hear. 

 There are many levels, degrees and classifications of madness.  Some live in a mild delusion of 
reality, seeing what they want to ease their minds. Some obsess; some have a mild tic of paranoia, while 
others rationalize their behavior and don’t accept responsibility for their actions.  Some are fanatics, 
taking situations to the extreme to fill a void.  And then there are those who push the limits of insanity.  
They are the extreme cases of delusion and psychosis, without knowing they think in the “Me”.  Just me, 
without any thought of another, they are filled with thoughts of themselves and react and treat others 
like objects and toys. They have grand delusions of themselves and are quick to become angry and inflict 



pain.  And after, they rationalize with no responsibility for their actions and place blame on the victim.  
They are the psychopaths, a growing and present element in society, a dark shadow in the corner of the 
room,   ready to inflict violence upon the innocent, with no remorse and no emotion.  There are many 
forms of madness and many degrees, and tonight in Jessica’s home the extreme form would be alive 
and waiting; the dark shadow, loose, and mad with insanity.   

 His madness wasn’t evident to those who knew and met him.  On the surface he was a polite 
and warm man, a mask set in stone, but underneath was a monster, a furious animal that would strike   
at any moment when called upon.  It was a dark shadow in the corner of his mind that he took out when 
he wanted something or when someone was threatening to him. The madness in the corner of his mind 
would be triggered at any moment.  With his cowardice he’d turn, not facing himself and his dark fears. 
His hatred for the world and the people in it was the fuel that drove him, an unconscious desire from a 
very young age.  Unaware of himself, it was the world that was mad and he was the last man standing, 
for he took no responsibility for his actions.  Alcohol would set the machine into motion. It would call to 
the beast within, and he would revel in it.   He would feel alive and in control, for on some inner level he 
knew he wasn’t in control; it was a delusion he would entertain.  Danger was now howling in Jessica’s 
house, drunk, fired up, mad and ready. 

 The stranger with no name paced the living room floor drinking the brandy he had found.  He 
was angered by the fact that there was no scotch.  He could picture in his mind the violence he was 
going to inflict. There was no scotch and to him it was a personal insult from Jessica.  How dare she have 
no scotch!   The brandy he was drinking warmed his body and the darkness in his mind was now active.  
Without him knowing, the desire to kill was now on, like a switch; he paced and drank.  He made sure 
not to touch anything, just the glass as his mind raced with delusion.  He took off his jacket and carefully 
placed it on the sofa. 

 His jacket, and all his clothes for that matter, needed to be cleaned.  They were worn from the 
road, ripped and soiled.  He stood five foot ten inches with an unshaven face.  His beard was dirty brown 
and his hair black, unclean and greasy.  His smell would be known to all around him.  He had thirty five 
dollars to his name and the way in which he came into possession of this money was theft.  His boots 
were damaged from wear, but he made sure to clean them before entering.  He possessed a mad 
intelligence; it was a criminal mind that served him.  His teeth were rotting and his finger nails had dirt 
under them. This shadow with no name was now in another world, Jessica’s world, and she would have 
no notion of what she was coming home to as he paced and drank. The night was getting colder as the 
wind screamed, warning, warning. 

 The car’s headlights shone on the front window and the unfriendly stranger calmly grabbed his 
coat and headed for the bedroom.  Before he went, he looked around to see if there were any traces of 
him left behind, but there weren’t.    As Jessica turned off the car, the wind screamed and the trees 
swayed.   It was a warning, and on some unconscious level Jessica knew.  Tired from the day, she went 
into her home feeling uneasy.   It was just after midnight. 

 Danger was now in her bedroom, hiding in the closet and watching through the doors.  Mad 
with insanity his mind raced with thoughts of ungodliness. Violence and blood ran though his mind as 
natural as the flow of a river. He maintained himself, holding his thoughts, holding his composure and 
holding his knife. The sickness of his mind showed in his eyes; they were mad with delusion, drunk with 
brandy and tortured with lust.  He would wait for her, his mind was made up; he would wait for her no 
matter how long it took, ten minutes or ten hours.  And in his psychotic and delusional thoughts, it 
would be the element of surprise that he would savor like a fine scotch, jumping out from the closet and 



catching her off guard.  He was living for that moment and he would watch to see her.  He needed to see 
her; his madness was dripping from his mind, thoughts of cutting her and hearing the screams brought 
excitement like he had never known before.  It was all empowering and god-like. 

 She entered the bathroom slowly, still feeling uneasy.  She washed her face and took a sleeping 
pill; she knew she would have a hard time falling asleep.  She started to make her way to the bedroom 
when she felt like something from the kitchen. She went into the kitchen and poured a glass of milk and 
took out a piece of cake.  Her clothes were bothering her and she wanted her pink nightshirt. As she 
turned to the hallway the wind screamed, making her more uneasy.   She made her way to her 
bedroom.  She was now in full view, she was now in his presence, and she was now in danger.  He 
watched her from the door as she moved about. His mouth watered as he looked at her; he was going to 
enjoy the night. She was about to disrobe when she smelled an unfamiliar odor and with that the wind 
howled and with that she started to feel fear, and with that she took out the loaded gun from her 
dresser, and with that she was ready, ready and waiting.   

 

 

       

 

              “MONK” 

 

  “God can turn the heart of a man with just one whisper, so can the devil.” 

 

 

 The cell was like all the others down the hall, small, with just what was needed, nothing more. 
There was a small bed with plain sheets, a desk with a lamp, both plain, located on the far wall opposite 
the bed. There was a window running perpendicular to the bed with modest curtains and there was a 
chair for sitting and reading.  A picture of Jesus and the Holy Father and a crucifix were the only objects 
on the walls. The room was plain, it was simple and it was just for sleeping, praying and studying.  But 
like all who search themselves, the room was also for an inner unease. The room was for unrest of the 
mind, for like all, sometimes the nights are long and our thoughts take us to places that we sometimes 
would rather not go.  So the room was simple for the monk, who was called Brother Zeno.  And on this 
night his faith and his belief would be tested. 

 Brother Zeno finished his nightly prayers with a heavy heart; he had had these nights before and 
they weren’t strange to him.  He looked out at the tree near his window.  He often would do so, listening 
to the bird singing its songs of praise.  Free and natural as a waterfall, secure in its nature, knowing its 
purpose, the bird would not question, it would not ask, it would just be.  A lesson to be learned by all, he 
thought; how he envied its existence. He closed his Bible and sighed deeply; the struggle had begun.  

 The struggle came in the form of a whisper; softly it spoke, just one name, “Sandy.” The 
machine and wheels were set into motion as Brother Zeno’s mind started to think of the woman from 



his past. She was a lady in every sense of the word. Kind, compassionate, wise and thoughtful when 
need be, strong and brave when called for, and with an angel-like appearance that was burned into his 
mind. She had long, straight, blonde hair with soulful green eyes and a smile that melted his heart from 
the first encounter, and with this vision all of his strength and faith started its slow break. Sadness came 
in the form of a whisper. 

 Visions of her body now consumed him. Stroking her long hair and kissing her soft lips, holding 
each other, two as one, in his mind and in his soul. The thought and sight of her breasts made him turn 
toward the window; night was here. Visions of her upper thighs aroused him as his mind went to places 
he wished it wouldn’t. Seeing himself with her, the two of them holding each other, their bare bodies 
intertwined as one with passion, he began his inner heat, as he could not look at the visions in his mind. 
Her soft naked form, holding her, her erect nipples and hair, wild and flowing, brought his mind to the 
brink of insanity. And then with a whisper, the word, and the call, it all stopped. She was gone from his 
mind, leaving him questioning his existence, his vocations, and the word sacrifice. 

 He remembered himself as the word spoke; he remembered the vows he took: chastity, 
poverty, obedience. It was these three that flooded his mind. But there were still doubts as he lay on his 
bed looking into the night. His mind filled with thoughts of a different life, with a family and a woman to 
love, with children of his own, raised properly, raised to love. It was these thoughts that preoccupied 
him for forty- five minutes. He watched the clock, but didn’t watch his mind. 

 The image of Christ appeared before him, nailed to the cross and suffering for man’s sins, to die 
for all so that we may live. The first and last, the way to the kingdom of God, it stood before his mind 
not like before. It was meaningful and was larger than all that mattered in his soul. And now its meaning 
was lost in his confusion. Images of something that was still belonged, but his perception and the eyes 
that this night would bring  seen with  tarnish, his thoughts clouded his judgment and the image of 
Christ on the Cross lost its value with each unheard whisper.  

 “Fraud . . . charlatan . . . magician!” These whispers came with the turn of his soul. At this 
moment Brother Zeno had lost his faith; he did not believe anymore. Thoughts of leaving the monastery 
and changing his life filled his mind. The whispers now bringing doubt. He now could see himself with a 
respectable and stable career and family, with children to love and a wife to care for. The road was 
being mapped for him as his faith dropped from his heart. He loved Christ and would always be a 
Christian, but maybe, he thought, maybe his time as a monk was over, maybe it was time for a different 
life to begin. And as the whisper grew louder in his thoughts, a dark chamber directed him to make 
himself known to it. The darkness was now directing his soul to a place of faithlessness and obscurity, 
and so the wrestling and the struggle had taken its cold turn, leaving Brother Zeno immersed in a dark 
spirit, struggling with the devil. 

 The struggle would take its form in a battle of wills. The monk would wrap his strong arms 
around the neck of the beast, using his words of faith, saying “I believe” as the devil came toward him 
with the deep strings of doubt. The monk would use his will, saying over and over and over again, “I am 
a Christian and I believe in the Lord thy God.” The devil would mock as the battle would rage, laughing 
at the monk’s belief. Tired, the monk would back down with an uncertainty that he began the night 
with. There was no escaping the doubt as he wrestled with the Dark Lord’s whisperings. At the point of 
tears, the tired and unsure Brother Zeno backed away from his thoughts and away from the darkness, 
only to find more darkness and doubt.  He had lost the battle, and the devil smiled, rejoicing in his 
victory. 



 He was not familiar with this spiritual emptiness; his cup was empty, and his faith broken as he 
stared out into the night. Void of any true emotion, he turned to the wonderings of the mind.  He 
believed, he remembered, he believed, the thoughts of his call came in the form of his youth. He 
remembered how rapturous he was when he first heard the call as a young boy, how he was filled with 
the spirit, how he loved the Lord and how he loved God, and wished only to serve, the shadow of that 
former self now mocking who and what he was today. Barely alive inside, the darkness was now alive, 
and his former self was just a distant and faint memory. 

  It was there before him, the laughter of the beast in the left of his mind. Clouded by clouds, 
with a light that wasn’t and a foul smell, he could hear the mocking coming, mocking all he was and all 
that he thought to be true. The whispering was in the form of God’s laughter at his soul, and now with 
anger the monk proceeded forward for another battle and another match. Coldly he grabbed the devil 
by the throat and stated, “I am a child of thy living and all powerful God, and thou art no match for me.”  
The darkness blinked and backed off, losing ground and footing and retreating just a level and an inch. 
Laughing now, the monk called out to the beast, “Can your powers meet those of thy Lord? Can one 
beat the creator of thee?”  Again the darkness pulled away, with the monk’s faith gaining in strength, 
raising a minor level and making progress with just inches, the light growing stronger inside the cell as 
the monk called again to the truth. “Filled with lies and illusions you whisper in my heart your 
damnation of my soul, which only makes my faith stronger to the truth of God.”  And with these last 
words the battle was won, and the beast was lost in a corner and lost with the truth. “Speak the truth 
and shame the devil,” Brother Zeno said as he made his way out of the darkness to see the light. Relief 
came in the form of faith as he rose above the water level. His mind mildly clear from his thoughts and 
the pressure subdued by his faith, he relaxed, but the night was not over; there were still more 
whisperings. 

 The whispering word came, when his mind was at rest; they spoke a name of another brother at 
the monastery, a fellow monk, Brother Malachi. And with the words, the door was opened and his 
emotions started to fill his heart. Anger, jealousy and disgust for his brother, for in his mind this man 
was on the verge of perfection, always in tune with the Lord, never wavering from his faith, a mirror of 
what Brother Zeno thought of as spiritual perfection, and of course it wasn’t true.   But for the monk just 
the hint of his name brought him to his own short comings. Showing his own flaws with just the mention 
of Brother Malachi’s name, the struggle on this night started once again, again in his mind, again in his 
soul and again in his heart. Self doubt and the whispering had begun. 

 He is my devil, he thought.   He is a false ideal that I try to live up to, arrogant and on a level that 
is higher than us all, mastering himself in a way that I can never achieve.  How can one man be on such a 
plateau?  What is it that he has found? Why has God chosen him over me?  Maybe I am not worthy?  
These questions rose in his mind like a natural river that flowed in his heart. They were all too familiar to 
him and all too pleasant to the touch.  A comfort and also uncomfortable, playing the game in his mind 
he fell for the bait, and so rose his jealousy and envy. Not seeing the truth, not seeing beyond the 
illusion that these words brought, the monk,  did not see his own limitless possibilities. The shadow had 
beaten him with his own words.  And the devil, doing what he does, made another the scapegoat, for 
now Brother Malachi was the darkness, he was the shadow, and he was sin. 

 Losing more sight he walked down the black path of envy. Unloved and unwanted, damning the 
day he met his superior.  With a cold heart the emotional back and forth brought strain and visible 
distortion to his face.  He was in pain, and the torture had begun.  Feeling the stretch of his limbs from 
both sides and the whipping of his soul, the monk began a slow pace in his cell, wrestling with the words 
and the emotions, all the time staring at the image of himself and the image of Brother Malachi, seeing 



himself as nothing and seeing his brother as everything.  He was ashamed of himself for having such 
emotion and he was ashamed for not having the faith that his brother showed.  And just when the 
darkness was at its peak, just when it had reached its zenith and there was no more of self- doubt, a 
whisper came with the word faith.  And the illusion was broken; it fell to the earth and from his head like 
it had never been.  And now the monk could see. And now the illusion was no more and it came in a 
whisper from the Lord in words that were not uttered and a sound that was not known.  Brother Zeno 
sat in his chair, reflecting.  He once read that the answers are all there, inside us, if we listen and if we 
are open to them.  And with the illusions of himself and his brother, he smiled for the first time on this 
night; he smiled at himself and his own folly.  He smiled at his own state, and at being human. 

 Reflecting on his existence, there was peace, the whispering had gone dormant. Thinking about 
his brothers at the monastery, there was no need for envy. And there was only competition with one, 
himself.  He didn’t need to impress or feel the feelings of jealousy; maybe he was growing, he thought. 
Maybe he was transforming; the light was strong.  Friendly competition is a good thing. It pushes one to 
higher limits, but the truth is the only one that one has to better is himself. Maybe he was outgrowing 
childish thoughts and feelings?. 

 The whispering started again, soft and light, hard and dark, and with just a mention all turned 
and all changed for the monk. There was not a struggle and no wrestling to take part in. There was no 
thought of the devil, although the whispering might be from him, and there was no place for God.  For 
these words were the darkest he had remembered.  It was void of anything on those days; it was the 
lowest period in his life. And with the whisper came her name, “Jillian,” his sister. 

 He could remember his mother’s sobs on the phone telling him that she was gone, that she had 
taken her life one cold, December day.  He could remember how time had stopped as if nonexistent, his 
family’s tears and heartache as they buried his younger sister.  He remembered his mother, pale and 
without life; there was no consoling her and her hopes for everything had changed.  How angry he was 
at Jillian for her final act of true selfishness, leaving them behind to mourn, like they didn’t matter.  His 
anger turned to the Lord for letting something like this happen.  His anger turned to his family for not 
saving her and to himself for not seeing the signs.  He knew of her depression and her spiritual 
emptiness.  How he wished he could have told her that it gets better, to hold on, to talk to someone, but 
it was too late.  And how he hated God for it!   So there he sat in his cell listening to the whispers of the 
tests of faith, alone and not, finding himself back at the beginning of the night, broken and faithless. 

 Minutes turned to hours as he found himself dead inside. The whispering had stopped and he 
was beaten and broken with the thoughts of his sister. What he once knew, he didn’t know now.  What 
he once was, he now wasn’t.  He sat in his chair watching the shadows on the wall. The night was still his 
enemy as the time passed. And out of the silence he heard a cry from his window. It was the sound of a 
bird. It squawked, startling him, and as if the Lord spoke, he began to change. The whisper came softly 
and he turned. He was being renewed in his faith, in who he was and what he knew. The whisper called 
to him, for it was from the Lord. It was then that he remembered a quotation from a learned and wise 
man, stating “We do not choose the Lord, it is the Lord who chooses us.”  And with the thought the 
night had turned yet again.  He was feeling whole and as one, his cup filled and his mind sharp.  He said 
a silent prayer of thanks softly, a prayer for his sister, a prayer for his brothers, and a prayer for  all of 
humanity, all from his heart, all softly, and all in the form of a whisper.   

 

THE END 



 

“A COMMON PRESENCE“ 

 

 Throughout time there have been two people who have moved about silently, unheard and 
unknown. To an unaware mind their presence cannot be felt. The effect that each has in altering ones 
balance and decision is subtle. The choice one makes is monumental to one’s behavior, fate and 
consciousness. Their presence will always be unknown, a mysterious thought to the unseen eye. 

 He looked like Him, his long hair, his long beard, the shape of his face long, like the pictures of 
him throughout time. He looked like Him. With time the image of Him turned to a bum and a hippie, 
long hair becoming a stereotype. There was no question about it.  He looked like him. 

 An old associate of his bore a resemblance to him, long hair, long beard; they could have been 
brothers. The “Old Associate “ they say, he took a form to look like Him, to confuse all who see him, a 
mask to hide his true identity. The resemblance of the two meant there was no way to tell them apart; 
one would have to look into their essences, and no one was capable of that task.  One might find out 
each one’s nature if one talked with them, but they talked to no one but each other, so no one was 
capable of finding out the truth.  But the truth would ring true to itself, standing alone, unheard and 
unseen.  

 The stage would already be set, the cast of characters firm in their roles, each playing their part 
with a choice to make as the story unfolds.  Let the play play on, as each will make their choice, and 
change, the truth ringing for no one to hear. 

 

     Flannigan’s 

 

 

 Flannigan’s was located in an upper middle class neighborhood. The bar was maintained well by 
its owner, a man with a drinking problem. Stained glass windows let light in in a subdued fashion.  A 
brass bar went around the proprietor’s station. Leather stools were fixed around the brass. There were 
booths along the far wall, and tables between the wall and the bar. Each table had a red and white 
checkered tablecloth. There were candles lit on each table and placed in each booth.  A moose clock was 
placed above a booth on the far wall. It was eleven fifty- nine. 

 The crowd was thin, it being a week day. The barkeep was cleaning glasses, feeling the effects of 
the brandy he had been sipping. It was quiet as a sad song played on the jukebox in the background. 
There was an eerie stillness in the air as the clock struck midnight. 

 He was sitting in a booth in full view of each of the players. The “Old Associate” was sipping a 
beer as he watched each person settle firmly into their role. Everyone barely acknowledged his 
presence. With his long hair and dirty jean jacket, they dismissed him as an outdated hippie.  He sipped 
his beer and watched. It was then that his acquaintance walked in and asked for a glass of water. The 
bartender slumbered and stated that he thought he was drinking beer.  He looked up and noticed his 



mistake.” Uncanny,” he thought, “They could be brothers.”  He thanked him for the water, turned and 
acknowledged the “Old Associate’s” presence and took a seat on the far wall, also in full view of the 
players. The time was approaching and the last of the characters were about to enter, unaware, like 
lambs. Another sad song played, with no one hearing. 

 Maxine, a local barfly in her early forties, was sitting at the end of the bar sipping her vodka and 
orange juice. Her hair was sticky from hairspray, her makeup was too thick and her clothes were the 
same she wore the day before. Her role would be minimal; she would not speak until the final scene. 

 Jake was sitting at the other end of the bar, his hair slightly long, a goatee covering his face.  His 
large arms were full of tattoos, and he was wearing leather. To say Jake was a mean drunk would be a 
gross understatement.  He sat sipping his beer, rocking his head to the song playing on the jukebox, 
smoking his cigarette and waiting, as if a part of him knew the role he would be playing, his character 
firm in his role. 

 Angel sat across from Jake talking to the barkeep. Angel was a kind, gentle soul in his fifties with 
a large stomach and white beard. He would frequent the establishment three or four times a week, 
mostly with his friends.   Tonight he was alone with much to say about the government and the local 
baseball team. He would spend the night talking to the barkeep, until the final scenes were his role 
would be cemented. The clock read twelve fifteen. 

 The “Old Associate” watched the players. He watched their mannerisms, their faces and their 
demeanors.  As he watched he sipped his beer, knowing the time was growing near. There was nothing 
to do but wait, as the fate of some would be tested and determined by their decision. The “Old 
Associate’s” acquaintance was watching as well; he sipped his water with meek humbleness that would 
go unnoticed by all. He watched all, especially his look-alike. The time was approaching and the wheels 
of the machine were being set into motion. Smitty and Laura entered the bar at twelve twenty- two. The 
“Old Associate” put his beer down and smiled at his acquaintance. The night would be on the early 
morning news. The air in the bar changed with an uneasy tension. There was nothing left to do but 
watch, and watch from a distance they did. 

 Smitty was a lean man and by no means mentally, emotionally or physically prepared for the 
night’s drama.  He stood only five feet eight inches tall with no upper body strength and a bad back, a  
quiet man with timidity in his soul. His hair was cut short and his clothes were finely pressed for his date, 
his sister’s friend Laura.  His readiness for the evening would be called into question as the night slowly 
unfolded. 

 Laura was a small girl, perfect for Smitty, his sister thought.  Her chest was ample, intimidating 
Smitty.  Her skirt was short and her legs attractive to the eye, her hair long and dirty blonde, her eyes as  
the sky. Smitty secretly thought her out of his league. She disagreed, for Smitty was a kind and decent 
man despite his shortcomings. Her role was passive but instrumental to the night’s drama. Some would 
say it was because she looked so good that the night unfolded the way it did.  It was a definite start. 

 The “Old Associate” smiled again at his look- alike, as all the players were in their positions and 
the show was about to begin.  His acquaintance sipped his water. It was twelve thirty- six; show time.  

 Smitty and Laura sat a table between the bar and the “Old Associate”.  Jake picked up his head 
when they walked in; he looked at Laura with hunger in his eyes.  Neither Laura nor Smitty noticed. The 
“Old Associate” noticed right away, so did his acquaintance.  Angel was still talking with the barkeep as 



Maxine was sipping her drink, all oblivious. Smitty politely asked Laura what she wanted to drink; she 
replied “a beer.”  Smitty retrieved the drinks.  Jake made first contact. 

  “That’s a pretty lady you’re with.” 

  “Thanks” Smitty replied with apprehension. 

  “What’s a pretty lady like that doin’ with you?” 

  “Excuse me? What’s that supposed to mean?” Smitty returned with tension and a hint 
of anger.  He rose to the bait. 

 Jake started to laugh. 

  “I’m just teasin’ you.  You have a good night “Jake said, smiling and laughing. 

 Smitty returned to the table with the drinks. Laura asked if he knew that guy. Smitty 
uncomfortably replied that he didn’t know him, and didn’t want to.  Laura could sense his state of mind 
and his tension. The “Old Acquaintance” smiled at his look- alike. 

 They sat in silence for a moment or two, both feeling tense.  Smitty’s thoughts began to turn on 
him. The guy at the bar, how good Laura looked, the awkwardness he felt; he took a big gulp of his beer. 
It was then that Laura asked if he was all right.  He stated he just needed to go to the bathroom. He 
excused himself politely and made his way to the bathroom. There was a slight quickness to his step. He 
was unaware, Laura noticed, and more important, Jake noticed. Jake laughed out loud.  Laura looked at 
the floor.  Jake looked at Smitty and Smitty turned and looked at Jake before entering the bathroom. 
The acquaintance looked at Smitty and the “Old Associate” looked at Jake. The tension was mounting 
and the air in the bar was growing thicker, hard and unclean. 

 Smitty took a rather long time in the bathroom, during which time Jake had three shots.   Laura 
searched for something to say when he returned.  Angel’s conversation turned to the lack of funds for 
minorities and Maxine started to order rum and cokes. The two look-alikes waited and watched. The 
clock read twelve fifty- six. 

 Jake turned from getting up from his stool, not aware of where he was because of the shots, and 
bumped into a hurrying Smitty.  Smitty, feeling more and more insecure, turned and it began. No lights, 
no drum roll, no queue from the band, the drama was under way. The “Old Associate” raised his glass 
with a smile for his double. 

  “Excuse me kid” Jake apologized. 

  “What are you doin? You fuckin’ drunk!!” 

  Jake began to laugh. 

  “Why don’t you watch where you’re going?!!” 

  Jake began laughing harder, as each word Smitty yelled was like a fly on Jake’s massive 
form. By this time the bar was focused on the two.  Laura lowered her head in shame, Maxine started to 
laugh with Jake, and Angel and the barkeep both walked to where the two were standing. 

  “You think I’m afraid of you?!!” 



  Jake laughed harder. 

  “Well I’m not afraid of you.   I’ll kick your ass!” 

 Angel and the barkeep both tried telling Smitty to calm down as Maxine was yelling for Jake to 
“Kick the shit out of the pisshead!” 

  “I’m not afraid of you, you fucking gorilla!!” 

  Laughing, Jake replied “Son, my ma could kick your ass.”  

   

  Maxine screamed with laughter.  Angel told them both to calm down and have a drink. 
It was too late, for the gears had shifted and Smitty’s anger turned to a quiet rage. It was silent for a 
moment as the drama had reached its pinnacle point. 

 Time slowed for a moment.   No one was aware of what was happening, no one but the “One” 
and his “Old Associate.” They had all frozen for a brief moment. Smitty was in a state of subdued 
confusion as they both began. Slowly they entered his mind, like a thief in the night, except this time 
they were there to bring, not to steal. Each brought a choice to the table in Smitty’s mind. Smitty could 
not see the choices; for all he knew they were his thoughts and choices. The “Old Associate’s” choice 
was the first that he saw on the table. It was in the form of the knife Smitty had in his pocket.  He knew 
what he wanted to do with the knife.  An angry voice yelled in his mind, “TAKE THE FUCKIN’ KNIFE AND 
STICK IT INTO HIS CHEST!!!”  The second voice from the “One” was in the form of a flower, “Let it go, it’s 
not worth it, just move along.” Time was deformed. 

 Smitty reached into his pocket and gripped the knife as the others continued to play their roles. 
Jake’s laughter and Maxine’s taunts were the deciding factors in his already disturbed mind. 

 Smitty pulled out the knife with speed and without thinking, stuck the seven inch blade 
intoJake’s chest. The bar erupted.  Maxine and Laura screamed as Jake fell to the ground.  Angel and the 
barkeep were yelling “No, No!”  Smitty, in a state of frenzy, had nothing to say but “You’re not laughing 
now, huh.”  The barkeep grabbed Smitty as Angel held Jake. They both told Maxine to call 911.  It would 
all be on the early morning news. 

 The two walked out without anyone noticing.  Maxine and the barkeep would tell the police that 
they thought there were two others in the bar, but they weren’t sure. The “One” turned to the “Old 
Acquaintance” outside the bar.   He said two words before departing for the night. In a low voice he said 
“You won.”  The “Old Acquaintance” smiled and they parted. 

 

 

 

 

    147 Harrington Dr. 

 



 

 147 Harrington Drive was owned by an up and coming attorney named Darren Barrington. The 
home was located in an upscale neighborhood, a brick style ranch with a large bay window in the front 
living area.  Passersbys could easily see into the expensive ranch. No one ever knew what was paid for 
the ranch, as Darren would consider it in bad taste to discuss figures. Darren was very careful about 
keeping up appearances, and he acted accordingly. 

 Covetousness, that was one of the many problems Susan Barrington acquired over the years. 
She stood five feet eleven inches tall, an inch shorter than her husband.  Her hair was short and blonde 
with highlights.  Her eyes were hazel and the reason, she would later say, that Darren was attracted to 
her. Susan had acquired a real estate license some years ago, as Darren would tell friends, “to pull her 
weight.”  He would tell friends and family how proud he was of Susan, though the fact of the matter 
was, he couldn’t care less. Susan suspected Darren was sleeping with his secretary. Her suspicions would 
never be confirmed, as she would rather not know.  It would be dealing with yet another problem in her 
mind.  She would hate for her son to be caught in the middle.   Nigel was going to be ten over the 
weekend. 

 Nigel was a timid and awkward child. He was fearful of both of his parents. 

 The night’s darkness was beginning to settle. The street lights were coming on and neighbors 
were coming home from work as the clock approached six. It was a typical night on a typical street with 
a typical family. They both approached from different ends of the street, both walking slowly. The“One” 
came from the north as his “Old Associate” came from the south.  Darren had just pulled into the garage 
and shut the door as they came nearer to his house. He called out to Susan as they greeted each other in 
front of the bay window. They acknowledged each other and said nothing more. 

 The clock was approaching 6:15 pm as our cast of characters slowly got into their positions.  
Nigel was firm and fixed in his position; he and his glass of milk sat solidified at the counter for the final 
act.  A small television on the center island kept his attention.  Darren was talking to Susan as she was 
talking on the phone about a real estate deal that was going sour.  Stress mounted in Susan. 

 They both stared at her through the bay window. 

 Her thoughts were getting out of control as she looked for the paperwork on the counter. She 
heard Darren say something about his secretary and a business trip. On the other end of the phone her 
superior was telling her that she was going to lose the deal on a seven hundred thousand dollar house. 
Her son was telling her that something was burning in the oven, and out of the corner of her eye she 
could see the dog relieving himself on the living room rug. The stage was set and all were in place. 

  “I’m gonna’ find the papers and get them to the Connors as soon as I can, Al.” 

  “Susan, where is the travel bag? I know I put it back after my last trip” 

  “Yes Al I know these people could bring more perspective buyers” 

  “Mom.” 

  “When I find them I’ll call you right back, Al.” 

  “Mom.” 



  “Susan, where is that bag?” 

  “Mom.” 

  “Yes Al.   Just give me fifteen minutes and I’ll call you right back.”  She hung up the 
phone. 

  “Mom.” 

  “What! What is it Nigel?” 

  “There is something burning.“ 

  “Oh Shit!!” 

 In fear Nigel turned, and without intending to, he spilled the tall glass of milk over the counter, 
covering Susan’s papers. She turned and looked in shock. Time slowed and a decision was to be made. It 
was show time for our viewers outside the bay window. They entered her mind slowly. 

 A space in time presented itself in Susan’s mind, an elapsed period where her sense of self was 
forced to the surface. They entered slowly, the “Old Associate” from the left and a “The One from the 
right, each again bringing something to the table: a choice. The “Old Associate” laid a dark stone on the 
table in her mind. It had a foul odor and the texture of fear.  The “friend” laid a stone that shone like the 
kingdom of God, its smell pleasant and its texture of silk.  Each stone spoke to Susan. 

 The foul choice entered her mind, with the thought of relieving all her frustrations on her son, 
leaving him nothing but bone and ash. Then the pleasant smell entered her mind with thoughts of 
forgiveness and charity to her already frightened son. The thoughts lingered in her mind for, a second 
masked in eternity. In her mind she reached out and grabbed the dark stone. 

 With fury she raised her hands and proceeded to strike her young son, knocking him from his 
chair. She climbed on top, smacking his soft face and backside with her misdirected hate. There was 
nothing for her son to do but plead for mercy as she lost control and lost her sanity.  After a moment or 
two Darren pulled her off. There was blood on his face and blood on her hands and blood on her 
conscience.  

 The two onlookers turned toward each other as the family lay on the floor. They spoke softly to 
each other. “It’s so easy” said the “Old Associate.”   Saddened, the “Friend” turned.  “You win” he said. 
The “Old Associate” smiled as they parted for the night, a moment won and a family at odds. 

 

 

 

    Muller & Co. CPA 

 

 



 Muller and Co. was located downtown in a busy district. The building was one of several located 
on a very busy street. The company was located on the second floor, a law firm overhead and a busy deli 
on the bottom. The position would make it easy for our two to enter and observe. 

 James Finington was eager for the promotion. There were several who passed him and feeling 
entitled, he was eager.  James was a competent worker who gave his all too each client and even more 
to the company.  His relationship with his superiors was verging on self embarrassment. He would treat 
them like they were the almighty. His relationship with his colleagues was less than respectable. His 
relationships with those beneath him were tyrannical. James Finington was a man lost in thought and 
delusion, a man forced to make a choice, a man unaware, and a man whose time has come to prove he 
is what the world expects him to be, a gentleman.  

 Tina’s skirt was short.  It was a black polyester  skirt that was riding high and James was doing all 
that he could just to keep from watching her legs and ample breasts. Tina had acted as James’s secretary 
going on seven months. She was a very polite girl with good skills in the office.  She was twenty eight, 
single, and not looking, especially in James’s direction. Naturally, James was under the delusion that she 
wanted him.  It was 2:42 pm and our characters were firmly in place and it was approaching  showtime. 

 

    James’s Thoughts. 

 “She’s looking good today boy!   That skirt and those legs!   Man, she is driving me crazy!   
Alright let’s get back to these figures, enough with her and her body . . . her amazing body.   Man, her 
breasts are so perfect . . . and her perfume.   I just want to bend her over the desk and have her right 
here and right now.   Does she want me?  I think she wants me.  Of course she wants me.  Enough!   
Back to those figures . . . let’s concentrate and get this done . . . keep your mind on the prize . . . the 
promotion.  Just look at the stockings on those legs!   I mean God, does she know what she is doing to 
me?  Oh man, I’m getting hard . . . I mean I’m getting real hard!  Jesus, now I’ve done it!  I’m hard as a 
rock for her; maybe if I call her in and tell her to shut the door I could have her here . . . ” 

 The elevator opened as the two “twins” looked into James Finington’s office. The “Old 
Associate” turned to “the One” and smiled. They could hear James calling Tina to his office. It was time 
for a decision. It was time for a choice. It was time for James Finington to choose a path as he stood up 
at the plate. Time slowed in his mind as she stood with her back to him, looking for files that were 
already on his desk.  James was delusional, thinking she wanted him, delusional and hard. 

 They entered his mind slowly, again, one from the left and one from the right, each with a 
choice.  From the left he brought a dark flower, smelling heavenly, something not of the earth, beyond 
the realm of smell.  It lay before James’s mind as he looked at Tina with nothing but lust and selfishness. 
The other laid a rose down, it had no smell and wasn’t appealing to the senses. It spoke of chivalry and 
calming decency. Time slowed as he rose and walked over to Tina. The time had come to make a choice. 
The smell was overwhelming. 

 Without thinking, he pulled Tina toward him.   Knowing she would feel how hard he was for her, 
he grabbed her hard.  She turned and smacked him hard in his face, yelling degrading names like pig and 
animal, calling for a senior partner, yelling such about sexual harassment and lawsuits.  James Finington 
had just received a wakeup call in the form of a pending decision of termination. He would not get the 
promotion that he was so eager for and he thought, so entitled to.  His path had taken a dark turn; he 



had chosen poorly.  James Finington’s life would never be the same as he would spiral downward; and 
all from a single bad choice. 

 The elevator door closed and again the “Old Associate” turned and smiled. “The One” again 
turned and spoke in a low voice repeating “You won.” They turned and parted. The “One” was getting 
tired of losing.  Something had to be done, he thought, but what? 

 

 

 

 

 

    Collingwood Department Store 

 

 Collingwood was blessed with a constant crowd of shoppers, from morning till night, a vast array 
of people of all ages, all looking for something that they needed or wanted.  It was a clean and well 
maintained store, with courteous workers always willing to help the shopper find what they needed for 
bargain prices. Most had nothing but praise for the dependable, fully stocked and reasonably priced 
establishment. 

 The antagonist and protagonist arrived at the same time. They acknowledged each other and sat 
on a bench, waiting for the one and only character in this drama.  Her name was Wendy Goodman and 
again, she would be faced with a choice. 

 They watched the people go by, most lost in their thoughts about what to purchase and at what 
price. It was then that they spotted Wendy Goodman. She was a shy girl of about nineteen with red hair 
and a slight skin condition when she indulged in sweets.  Her clothes were baggy and probably a size or 
two over.  She was lost in thought, with no money to purchase any of the items that screamed to her to 
take them home with her.  They watched her carefully as she slowly made her way to a display case of 
shiny silver earrings that had no business being out in the open for a young girl with no money.  She 
spotted a pair she liked, and it was show time. 

 

 

    Wendy Goodman’s Thoughts 

 

 “They’re such a nice pair.  I bet Jason would like them on me.   I wonder how much . . . 
seventeen ninety- nine.  Wow!  I bet I could save money from my birthday. . . I probably could afford 
them by June . . . maybe I could borrow the money from Jesse . . . she could afford them . . .  little bitch . 
. . they really look good on me . . . they bring out my eyes.  I know Jason would like them on me . . . 
maybe I could . . . no, I better not.   I could just slip them into my bag . . . no one is watching . . . no, I 



better put them down . . . they’re just so unusual . . . man, I really like them.   I think . . .  well, what’s the 
harm.   They’re just some earrings . . . the store won’t miss them.  I think . . .” 

 It was then that they entered her mind. Slowly they crept in without warning, without an 
announcement, each again bringing a choice of a moral question. The “Old Associate” came to the table 
with the earrings, shining in her mind like they never shone in the world. She stared at them with 
excitement and longing.  “The Friend” entered and approached the table with a hard stone colored 
black. She turned and looked at it; it spoke of morality, making the right choice, the consequences of her 
actions. She turned and picked up the earrings and placed them into her bag. The “Old Associate” smiled 
at his acquaintance. 

 They both stood up as the security guard stopped Wendy Goodman and asked to see what was 
in her bag.  The “Old Associate” smiled at ”The One”. “It just keeps getting better and better!” he spoke 
in a slow and monotonous voice. The “One” sighed as he turned his head. “It’s just so easy” said the 
“Old Associate.” Just so easy; those were the words that made The "One” decide to take matters into his 
own hands.  He was tired of losing and tired of the game.  It was time for a break from this moral 
dilemma. It was time for a break, so they parted. 

 

 

 

    

 

          Sonny’s Diner  

 

 

 Sonny’s diner was fairly large and well maintained, cleaned nightly after two o’clock when there 
was barely anyone around.  The food was above average for a diner since Sonny would hire only 
experienced cooks and the staff was treated like family.  It was a fine place to work and a fine place to 
grab a bite. Sonny knew all the regulars by name and always inquired about their lives and families. With 
those he had known longer he would bring out the food himself and often sit and chat a while.  It was a 
family restaurant and Sonny was family. The “Old Associate” asked for a seat in the corner and Sonny 
obliged with a smile.   It was 2:53 pm. 

 There were a few couples. One settled in the far end, a man and a woman. Then there was 
another sitting closer to the “Old Associate,” two women in their early thirties. Other than that, the 
place was slow for a Wednesday afternoon.   As the “Old Associate” grew anxious, he smiled as he 
stroked his beard and watched Sonny. The clock read 2:57 pm. 

 A woman walked in with a police officer. She looked around to see and pointed directly at the 
“Old Associate.”  She spoke loudly for the diner patrons and the police officer to hear. 

  “THAT’S HIM! THE ONE IN THE CORNER!  THE ONE WHO LOOKS LIKE CHRIST!!!!” 



  “What’s goin’ on officer?” Sonny asked as he rose from booth. 

  “It’s all under control; I just need for that man to come with me” spoke the officer. 

  “Yep that’s him!   That’s definitely him!” 

  “Sir, could you get up and come with me, please?” asked the officer. 

 It was then that the “Old Associate” rose and walked toward the officer, the woman and Sonny. 
He didn’t speak a word. The officer asked him to turn around as he had to put handcuffs on him, telling 
him that this was just normal procedure. They started to walk to the door when he entered; it was “The 
One.”  It was three o’clock.  

 The “Old Associate” couldn’t bear to look at him, for things had changed. There, standing before 
him, was “The One,” his beard shaved, his clean hair cut short and slicked back clean and wearing a 
white polo shirt and tan pants.  The “Old Associate” squinted at his friend and his deception. They 
walked by slowly; he turned to the “Old Associate” and spoke. “Time for a break” he said solemnly.  The 
“Old Associate” turned and replied, “You won.”  The friend smiled and they parted, for now.   

 

 

 

THE END 

 

 

  



 

“FEEDING” 

 

 He was charismatic, with looks that everyone noticed as soon as he walked into a room.  Long 
curly blond locks with sky blue eyes and a smile that melted her heart as soon as he looked in her 
direction; she belonged to him.  His clothes were of fine quality, black designer pants with a light purple 
silk dress shirt. He was in his early forties, wearing a diamond earring and one tattoo under his shirt. It 
was a Romanian symbol that she would never know the meaning of.  It was small and of a black and 
deep red texture. He would not tell her, although she would ask.  It would be his little secret.  She 
noticed it right away when he disrobed.  She would know him for just one night. It would be a night of 
carnal delights like she had never experienced before. He would possess her for one night.  And 
although she would never see him again, she would never forget, for he would leave her with his seed 
and she would bear her only child from a man she had never known. 

 She would name her daughter Alexia, taking her own middle name, as her own name was Vivian 
Alexia Conner. She was the thirty- three year old manager of a small thrift store. She lived alone on the 
top floor of a bodega, making it easy to purchase what she needed, day or night.  Her hair was long and 
dirty blonde, her eyes were green and on one side of her face was a mole that she didn’t like but 
everyone else thought was distinctive.  Her body was shapely and during the pregnancy she would gain 
weight that she didn’t particularly care for.  Her breasts were on the small side but with the child they 
would grow, which she particularly liked.  During the months of carrying the child there were changes 
that she wasn’t aware of.  It was the beginning.  

 Excitement and joy turned from the fear she first felt when hearing the news of her pregnancy. 
As an unwed mother the thoughts of stigma fell on deaf ears, leaving others to think what they would; 
she didn’t care. Her mother and older brother would be there for her; this she knew from her depths. So 
she would leave others’ opinions to the breeze, never catching her ears, and that went for family and 
friends as well. She was excited with the thought of a newborn, a child, a part of herself. To hold and 
teach, to take care of and watch grow into a young lady, a strong and independent young lady, as 
herself, for she would give her her name, the name of a princess, Alexia. She was excited and joyful, the 
fear turned to joy.  But it would not be as she imagined; is anything ever? 

 She had her brother put together the crib that she would keep in her bedroom. It was snow 
white with pictures of pink rabbits on the mattress. She positioned it in the corner next to her chair 
where she would hold her daughter. She rearranged the room in order to suit her only child. She loved 
every minute of it. Often times during her pregnancy she would sit in the chair and imagine her child, 
holding her, hearing her cry, changing her and of course the moments of feeding. 

 As the months would pass the sickness would grow. It was there from the beginning, the slight 
feeling of nausea. It was as if a foreign element was added to her system, and it was. Her mother would 
assure her it was part of the process.  But a part of her knew, a small part, it was there in the back of her 
mind. Something wasn’t right. She would entertain thoughts of a miscarriage, with fear and a nervous 
mind, but with her mother’s help the thoughts would go dormant, arising only when she was alone. The 
morning sickness would wake her leaving her slightly drained, mind and body. Still, she was excited as 
the months passed. With thoughts of a pure child, even with the sickness, she was happy. 



 She noticed the change over the months, from the healthy body and mind to what now is the 
moment of birth. She thought she noticed it, but in reality because of the gradual change she didn’t 
realize the degree of change. The moment of birth was any day now, and because of the slow drain she 
wondered and worried how she was going to get through it.  Again her mother was there to comfort and 
assure her that all would be well, and that her birth wasn’t an easy one, but she too made it through it. 
It eased Vivian’s mind. But it was there in back of her thoughts, the slow drain. It was three in the 
morning when her water broke. 

 Her brother took her to the hospital and her mother met her there. The contractions were 
minutes apart so there was time. What she didn’t realize was the degree of pain and the amount of 
strain; it was something that awed her. She could hear her mother’s voice, saying she’d get through it. 
But she didn’t know and there was doubt.  As she began pushing hard with a Goddess like force her 
mind was racing, for it was there, in the back, in her body and in her soul, the slow drain.  Minutes 
turned into an hour and the pain was more then she could bear. There were complications now.  She 
was starting to bleed.  But she proceeded and she pushed, listening to the doctor and the nurses.  And 
as the head showed itself to the world she pushed one last time, the blood flowed, the baby was born 
and Vivian now lost consciousness. 

 Her mother began to scream as the doctor and nurses did their best to revive her.  Her lifeless 
body lay as the doctor said aloud, “This baby needs its mother, Vivian!”  As if the Lord spoke she started 
to come around, they stopped the bleeding and Vivian regained life.  She was drained, as were her 
mother and brother, the doctor and the nurses. The baby, Alexia, was full with air in her lungs, a healthy 
beat in her heart and movement in all her limbs.  Alive, she screamed and cried.  All were slowly 
drained, but the baby, Alexia; she was absorbing the life force in the room.  It was almost sunrise. 

 Vivian slept in the hospital the next few days.  Her sleep was like nothing she ever experienced 
before.  The deep coma like sleep was laced with vivid imagery.  Flashes of the baby crying in a dark 
setting with deep red and blue lighting forced her to run to her sobbing child.  Always out of reach, she 
tried to grab her infant but the distance would come until with one forceful grab the child was in her 
arms, and the tears turned to laughter, the child smiling and making sounds of mockery.  Vivian would 
always wake to the sound of mockery. 

 Another dream would come in the form of the baby’s father, his face, his hair, the shape of his 
body and the tattoo that she never learned the meaning of.  She would wake to the smell of his 
presence.  And as she would wake, she would think of her daughter growing without a father.  It would 
be a thought she would entertain, just below the surface, but because of her health the thought would 
never be a concern over the coming months.  She would leave the hospital on a Friday in the afternoon. 
The doctors assured her she would do well, but she was concerned about the feeling she had; she was 
concerned about the drain to her mind and body, the slow drain. 

 She was happy and excited leaving the hospital.  Her mother stayed with her for a few days, 
making her at ease.  She adored her child from the moment she held her in her arms.  Everything was 
perfect about the newborn, everything but her eyes.  Her mother would assure her that it would change 
over time and that she heard while growing up about newborns with the same condition.  Alexia was 
born with one blue eye and one green.  It disturbed Vivian at first, but because of her excitement she 
took her mother’s advice, not worrying.  All was in place for her now, her home, her mother and her first 
child. And it was time for another first, her first feeding. 



 It was how she imagined.  The sun was going down, casting a mystical light in her bedroom, a 
warm yellow glow, her chair positioned next to the crib and under the window with white curtains 
covering the glare.  She would sit in the chair and expose her breast.  Ample from the milk, she held her 
child and brought her mouth to her.  The child began to suckle and Vivian smiled, for she felt as natural 
as a mother could feel, as if all mothers were there behind her, from the moment of creation 
throughout time.  The mother and a child, she could see herself and her mother. And she could see 
mothers from the past all doing one of nature’s most natural acts, feeding. 

 When the child was done and Vivian’s nipple was slightly raw, she placed the child in her crib.  
With heavy eyes Alexia fell to sleep with ease.  As she covered her daughter, it happened.  She pulled 
the soft blanket over her child, the sun almost down, and the light in the room changed.  Almost losing 
her balance. her head light, she grabbed onto the railing, drained slightly with her mind going black, and 
she almost passed out.  She went back to the chair and sat and closed her eyes.  She smiled at her 
newborn and attributed the lightheadedness to her  breast feeding. The sun was now down; the room 
was now dark. 

 She was content with her life.  She smiled, thinking of her daughter’s future.  “What will she be? 
Maybe a lawyer, or a doctor?  Maybe an actress or a writer?  Whatever she decides will be fine with me” 
she thought, “as long as she is healthy and happy.”  She made up her mind not to put pressure on her as 
she grew.  She decided to let the child evolve in her own way.  She wanted an independent young  lady, 
like herself.  She folded the blanket and got into bed, staring at the crib for any signs.  The child was in a 
deep sleep.  Vivian was tired herself, tired with satisfaction, and tired from a slow drain. 

 The months would pass with the excitement and pleasure decreasing ever so slowly.  Her mind 
was becoming a shadow of her former self.  By the seventh month of the routine she was now going 
through the motions, not there, not excited and not whole.  On more than one occasion her mother 
would watch Alexia, giving Vivian time to go out and get some fresh air and a new perspective.  But it 
would be too late, for the moments of reform had passed and she was now on a course that had been 
predestined from the moment of the child’s conception.  It would be a late night feeding that would seal 
her destiny. 

 With the night light on in the corner of her bedroom, Vivian rose slowly at the sounds of her 
daughter crying for food.  Wearing  just the tops of her pajamas, she picked the child up and headed for 
her chair.  She exposed her breast to the infant and as Alexia started to feed, Vivian had a vision.  It was 
dark and red, like the tattoo, of a star constellation; it was Draco.  It stared at her as she was absorbed 
by the light.  He was there, the father, laughing, holding his child and for Vivian all was being drained 
from her.  She could see herself in the half sleep of consciousness, standing looking at the baby and its 
father.  And as for her, all was being taken from her, vitality and who she was; she was being stripped.   
Her night shirt was taken off, exposing her upper body, and then it was her undergarments being slowly 
dropped, exposing her form, naked and bare.  Then the light changed; they were in the distance, father 
and child, and she was there naked, her face pale and as moments went by, she transformed.  Whiter 
and whiter, paler and paler, drained as if something was changing all that she was, she could see it from 
the sleepy fog of her mind: the vision.  There was no energy to fight or break free; it was her fate.  And 
then she woke, holding her daughter as she finished her night time feeding.  She looked at her, and the 
vision of love for her child had turned into an object that had always been, like a vase or a picture on the 
wall.  She placed the tired child in her crib, pulled the blanket over to keep her warm and went back to 
bed.  There was nothing left in her; she was now absorbed, a pale reflection of her former self, totally 
drained. 



 Months would pass as she transformed more so.  She began dropping weight, becoming only 
bones.  Her pale reflection was now startling to all that encountered her.  A ghostly pale of thinning 
bones concerned her mother and brother.  Trying to assure them that she was fine, her words were 
without meaning, for the look of her, the ghastly white and her form, skin and bones, left all who cared 
with deep worry.  Obeying her mother, Vivian agreed to see a doctor.  Her mother set up an 
appointment for a Tuesday afternoon with a local physician, but it would be too late, for fate would call 
to Vivian and her child, sealing their destinies; it was a day too late. 

 The night was darker as both mother and daughter slept.  All nights are dark, but for some the 
blackness of night is darker in their souls, and on this night the darkness was making itself known. 
Without knowing, Vivian would meet her fate.  It was three in the morning when it would call.  It came 
in the form of Alexia’s tears.  Vivian was deep in sleep, and the child was crying for twenty minutes 
when finally her mother heard her pleas.  Vivian woke with the shadow.  She turned on the light and 
went for her daughter.  With her mind in another world she picked up her baby, exposed her breast and 
Alexia began to feed.  As Vivian’s shadow called to her she was losing consciousness.  The child sucking 
hard and with each motion from the baby a little more life leaving Vivian, her nipples raw from just a 
few moments, and the child with eyes closed, brought the drain.  Vivian closed her eyes as well, her 
mind crossing over to another land.  As the baby pulled and drained more and more of her mother. 
Vivian’s thread to the living was being severed.  It was there, the cord of life and the cord to her 
daughter, and with each suckle from her daughter’s mouth the thread to life became smaller and 
smaller, until it was finally broken.  The shadow of the room was there to catch the living as Vivian 
crossed over.  She left the world with her baby in her arms, holding tight so that she wouldn’t fall.  The 
final act of her motherhood, the baby left her drained, she left her without life, she left her feeding. 

 Alexia would be found the next day by her grandmother, her daughter gone and her 
granddaughter crying.  Throughout the years it would be that image in her mind.  It would always be 
there, the lifeless body of Vivian clutching her child.   She would see it every time she would look into 
Alexia’s eyes.  Throughout the years Vivian would get her wish for her child.  She would grow into a fine 
and independent young woman, her hair long and dirty blonde like her mother, and as for her eyes, well 
they corrected themselves with only a hint of the green in one eye.  She was now grown and like her 
mother in all respects, a shadow of the woman that she never grew to know.  And it would be in more 
ways than even Vivian could imagine. 

 He was charismatic with looks that every one noticed when he walked into a room.  Long curly 
blond locks and a smile that melted her heart when he looked in her direction, she belonged to him. The 
night of passion would be one she never experienced before, it would be only one night and she would 
never forget him, for he would leave her with something.  He would leave her with his seed.  She would 
never see him again, but the memory would always be, for she would bear his only child.  And so began 
her life, like her mother’s, so began the cycle, so began the slow drain.  Alexia would dream for her 
daughter, hopeful. 

 

 

 

      THE END 

 



      “12:01” 

      

                A Small Town 

 

 

 There are towns in America  where no one is aware that they exist.  We think of other states and 
there are places that no one ever heard of, they are part of the unknowing that lives in our minds. 
Distant lands of exploration when opening a door inside.  They live and breathe outside the mainstream; 
they go unnoticed to the conscious eye, like they are asleep and in hiding.  We pass them by, not giving 
them a second thought as we move along with our lives.  These towns that live under the radar have a 
pulse that goes ever so softly and ever so rhythmically.  The people that live there know of outsiders, for 
their towns are small.  They are aware, yet to an outsider they are unknowing, for each of these towns 
has a tale to tell, a story that fascinates, a story to bring one out of one’s own life and into theirs.  The 
town of Old Road was located in the middle of the country, in the middle of the state of Kansas, just 
northwest of Wichita, and there is a tale to tell. 

 The sign on the main road that lead into town was off white with black letters, fading, peeling, 
and small.  It read “Welcome to Old Road, Population 234.”  To be truthful, it was actually less after 
some had moved and some had passed.  The sign was hanging loosely on an old post that too needed 
painting and repair.  The dark green grass and unpopular brown weeds needed trimming, and because 
of their abnormal height, the sign was barely visible.  Someone entering the small town would have to 
look for it consciously or they would pass it by unnoticed.  All towns have a sign welcoming outsiders 
and we look at it for a brief moment, not thinking of the people who live there, their lives, their stories, 
their great achievements, their pleasures, their losses and their sorrows.  The sign read “Population 234” 
but it was less, and maybe less in many ways, like when a friend or neighbor leaves, but like in many 
towns there is always someone coming, a new family, a friend one hasn’t yet met,  or the birth of a 
baby.   For some the crowded city isn’t for them, too many heads filling the spaces between people, not 
being able to breathe and think, always having to be on guard for strangers.  City life isn’t for some 
people.  Too many sounds fill the streets and fill the mind.  They prefer the quietness of the land, 
nothing more than the sound of the wind and nature.  So the sign read “Population 234,” but it was less, 
and sometimes less is more. 

 The town inside the town was there since its birth.  The buildings were showing their age and 
some had been abandoned altogether.  There was a local eatery next to the post office on Main Street, 
while the police station and other shops and businesses were across the way.  Some construction was 
done on each to maintain a decent dwelling for occupation.  The signs on each were also fading, but the 
town mayor made a pledge that the road would be repaired, the signs would be redone and a trimming 
would take place on all the greens in the town.  To be truthful that pledge was promised over two years 
ago, but because of the nature of the townsfolk, laid back and at ease, the mayor’s promise was a faint 
thought of the past, and at times remembered, a silly friendly ribbing. “Yeah, “I’ll get to it when the 
mayor gets to painting the signs.”  The buildings were in good enough shape for use and the town inside 
the town was able to meet the people’s needs, and for the folks of Old Road, that satisfied them. 

 There were three roads that led to the outskirts of town.  The roads were light brown dirt with 
some avoidable holes.  The roads led to others that would lead to homes of various sizes, all apart from 



themselves enough that one would have to travel a good fifteen minutes before finding any other signs 
of life, and for the folks of Old Road, that was enough. On any given day while traveling, it would be 
more than common to see the wildlife that dwelled in the outer parts of town, mostly deer and bears.  It 
was an all too familiar memory when a bear made camp outside the local eatery, in the back, there for 
all to see.  Friendly enough, he sat, made his way through the garbage bin and proceeded to have his 
lunch as others had theirs, watching and eating.  The local sheriff, a tall stern man, knew of this 
becoming a habit for the wild animal, so he put an end to it after his third return, but the folks of Old 
Road enjoyed the visit and enjoyed the show.  They named the bear Bubba, for it reminded them of a 
local man, almost the same size and with almost the same eating manners.  They watched Bubba the 
bear make his way up the dirt road and into the woods, never to be seen again.  Because of the size of 
the town there weren’t too many roads and the locals knew them like the back of their hand; the road 
that led into town and the road that led out, the roads that led to the homes, the road that led to the 
pond and the road that led to the mountains, all needing repair and maintenance, but the locals would 
say that “they’ll get to it when the mayor gets to painting the sign.” 

 The road that led to the mountains just reached the outer edge of the deep forest.  At the end 
of the road lay a thin, barely visible path that led to other paths.  There were six other paths that broke 
off in various directions, all on the inner edge of the deep forest.  After that there was nothing but 
unguided and unmarked woods where one could easily lose their way.  Some of the locals would go 
hunting but only because they knew the lay of the land, while others stayed away because it was very 
easy to lose a sense of direction.  There was one incident where a local boy wandered up into the hills.   
A search party was formed and the boy was found three days later, torn and beaten by the land.  The 
mountains are very welcoming during the light of day; they call forth for a soul to enter and wander 
through their landscape.  In the morning hours and early afternoon, nature speaks with its oneness for 
all to enter, giving to man its sense of belonging and unity, but with the coming of night the forest goes 
dormant, leaving man to find his way with no help.  As the sun goes down so does the mountains’ sense 
of welcoming.   Asleep, the land’s energy leaves one to find their way, to confront themselves in one’s 
mind, in the darkness.  The land  has a twofold existence; in the light, welcoming, and in the night, 
distant and cold.  A newcomer would one day taste the mountains’ vastness. 

 Wayne Smalls decided he needed a change from the city life when he chose to buy the small 
home in Old Road.  The fast pace of the life he once knew needed to be slowed down and the ease of 
Old Road would be more than welcome.  It was the beginning of the summer when the move took place, 
the sounds of the country distant in his mind, dripping and waiting to be heard. Like a child, his need to 
hear the sound echoed in his heart.  To calm the chatter in his mind, to slow everything down to a 
reasonable pace, he planned on spending countless hours sitting on the porch listening to the calls of 
nature, sipping a beer and listening, for he always believed that even nature has a story to tell if one 
opens up to it and listens.  He planned on countless hours of listening, respecting and loving the sounds 
of silence, the sounds of the earth, natural sounds, and the sounds of God. 

 There were many plans on the horizon.  He was going to start painting landscapes, people and 
animals.  Pictures flashed before his eyes of ideas: a bird on a post, a lake surrounded by trees, and a 
mother holding her child.  With the death of his wife the picture was burned into his mind; a mother and 
a child.   The thought of his wife holding their child brought tears, for he remembered a moment.  Julie 
was holding Jody after she was born, so many years ago, in a chair in the corner of their home, and as he 
watched them the emotions flooded him.   There was nothing in the world that mattered more and he 
knew what his purpose on this earth was.  It was to love. The picture in his mind would be the first that 
he would paint, to ease the pain, to remember and to forget. There were many plans on the horizon. 



 Wayne Smalls was a man of forty- seven years of age, having had Jody at thirty, after marrying 
his wife just two years after their meeting.  Having decided to move after his wife’s untimely death from 
cancer, Wayne knew it was time for a change and a fresh start.  Taking Jody with him was his only 
concern; disrupting her life was something he took time going over and over again in his mind.  Her 
school and her friends burdened his thoughts, and the decision was made when she was getting a little 
too close to a boy he didn’t approve of.  The thought of her losing her virginity to a boy who didn’t quite 
measure up was the final factor.  He knew she would be upset and she was, but it was for the best.  So 
the decision to move to Old Road wasn’t an easy one but at the time he thought it was the right one for 
them both. 

 Jody Smalls was a fair skinned blonde, thin and appealing.  Her eyes, as blue as the sky, drew 
anyone that came in contact with her into her world of purity.  Every word’s birth comes with someone 
it’s intended to describe, and for Jody it was the word “meek.”  She embodied the flower inside, pure 
and innocent, and her father knew this and took it upon himself to protect her as best he could.   She 
became his only concern as she grew.  With the death of her mother, she pulled away from her father in 
some ways. .  Her birthday was just weeks away, late in June.   it would be her 18th. 

 With the boxes all in their proper rooms Wayne and Jody decided to sit on the front porch.  The 
porch was in good shape although it needed a painting and a few boards needed replacing.  “There is 
time for all of that,” Wayne thought, “There is time for everything.” 

 Wayne coaxed Jody into coming with him to take a walk down the dirt road to their neighbor’s. 
Their only neighbor that they could walk to, it took them twenty minutes and they were hoping for a 
friendly reception.  An eighty one year old widow with no children lived in the smallest home in town.  It 
was all she needed, she said to herself, and all she wanted.  She stopped remembering the years as she 
was set in her ways and set in her routine.  Her mind was fully intact, although she stopped 
remembering certain things.  Old faces and names had become an illusion to her, but as for the stories 
she had acquired over the years, they stayed with her.  Granted, some of the details would vary but her 
mind was still sharp. Her name was Rosemary Wilson and she was sitting on the porch when Wayne and 
Jody approached. 

 “Good afternoon to you.” Wayne said, coming up the driveway smiling. 

 “Good afternoon back, and who might you be?   No don’t tell me, I’ll get it . . . you’re Ester’s boy, 
aren’t you?” Rosemary said, searching her mind. 

 “No ma’am, my name is Wayne Smalls and this is my daughter Jody.  We just moved in next 
door, down the road a piece.” 

 “Oh, I thought you were Ester’s boy, you look just like him, same face and same build.  And 
would you look at you, why you’re a pretty young thing aren’t you? Come closer child, so I can see 
better.” 

 Jody walked onto the porch with her father.   She thought of her grandmother right away. 

 “It’s nice to meet you ma’am.” 

 “It’s nice to meet you too, Jody.   My name is Rosemary Wilson and I’ve lived here the longest in 
our little town.” she said, fixing her all white hair for company. 

 “So you’re the oldest citizen in Old Road?” 



 “That’s right.   I’m the oldest,  I know all who are here and I know all that have left, although I do 
have a problem with names and faces, but that’s only because the good Lord has allowed me to live to 
eighty-one.” 

 “Eighty- one, wow!  You could pass for sixty” Wayne said, meaning every word. 

 “Truth be told, you speak!” Rosemary said, smiling and laughing. 

 “So let me guess.   You folks come from the city and you come here for some peace, needing to 
make a fresh start, or somethin’ like that.” 

 “That’s right.   Or something like that.” 
 “Oh, I seen it all over the years, they come and go, but I stay, this is my home and I’m gonna die 
here in my house;  it’s not much, it’s the smallest in Old Road, but it’s mine, all paid for some years back 
by my late husband, may God rest his soul.  And truth be told, I’d rather live here than no other place. 
Good folk around here, they mind their own and when someone needs somethin’, they come runnin’.  
The only one with any kind of attitude is the sheriff, Beeny.  Well his real name is Been Wallace, but 
everyone calls him Beeny.  He thinks because he carries a gun and he could lock you up he has some 
kinda power over people, I think it’s because he has a small pecker!” she laughed.  Wayne laughed and 
Jody smiled and blushed. 

 “Oh listen to me go on, I shouldn’t have said that, child.  I’m sorry, my mind isn’t what It used to 
be, but at my age one needs to laugh as much as one can, when you seen as much as I have, the hate 
and coldness in the world, one needs to laugh.   “Laugh or you’ll cry,” that’s what my father used to say, 
“laugh or you’ll cry.” 

 “I don’t mean to be rude but I’m gonna have to cut our visit short kinda.   I have to get ready for 
the night.  It takes me longer to do the things I have to do, but you come back to see me anytime, 
especially you Jody.   I think you’ll be back before I can shut my eyes.”  Rosemary rose from her chair 
and headed to the front door. 

 They smiled as she left telling her if there was anything that she needed, don’t be ashamed to 
call on them. They both agreed that they liked her, there was something about her that stood out from 
the people back in the city.   Jody thought of her grandmother, and that would be the role she designed 
to give her, and she would be back, she thought, but not for the reasons she was thinking; she would be 
back for a tale, for every town has a tale. 

  The night was soft in coming.   Putting away little things from the boxes, Wayne stayed away 
from Jody’s room and she did the same from his.  Both fixing the bathroom, kitchen, and living room 
they were excited about the move, a fresh start.   Jody understood in a different way than before.  There 
is something about starting over, leaving behind the things that cloud the mind from seeing things as 
they are, with hope, new and boundless.  She wanted the fresh start.   She was going to be different 
here in Old Road, not as meek as she has been.   She was going to be more outgoing.   She was going to 
change, creating another person, someone experienced and worldly, someone she always wanted to be.  
She decided she was going to stand for something.  She was going to make a difference.  She started to 
get ready for bed.  The night had settled her in. 

 The coolness of the night air swept through Jody’s open window, bringing freshness to her 
surroundings that made the room pleasant to be in and easy to slip into the land of dreams.  She 
disrobed and put on her pink night shirt as soft music played on her mini radio.  Placing the rest of the 



boxes in the corner of the room as she looked for her picture of her mother, she became emotional 
when she found it.  It was her mother’s smile that brought tears; she missed her smile, her laugh, her 
warm embrace and her kindness.  There were times, like tonight, that she could smell her scent, leaving 
her feeling that she was close by, and this comforted her in a very spiritual way, for she knew one day 
she would see her again; one day they would be together.  She put the picture on the nightstand, turned 
out the light and said in a soft voice said, “Good night mom.” 

She looked out into the night thinking of life’s possibilities.  The moon cast a shadow into her 
room as she stared at the stars.  From her bed she could see the outline of the mountain.  How 
mysterious the night had become in her mind. With the blanket of night covering her mind the wind 
started to move the trees back and forth.  From a soft whisper to a deepening call, making the room soft 
to the point of death and then alive with anger, she watched the breeze come in and out of her window.  
She watched the trees dance and she watched the moon glow, all with her eyes growing heavier and 
heavier.  The wind echoed in her room and in the land.  The vast mountain stood bold and firm, deep 
and unmoving.   It was the last thing she saw as she closed her eyes. 

 The wind eased as she started to fall asleep.   Her mind slowing down and her consciousness 
moving into sleep, she began tittering back and forth, awake and asleep, conscious and dreaming.  
Images of the night passed before her eyes, the trees swaying, the moon glowing, the stars shining, the 
mountain firm and her mother smiling and laughing.  She smiled inside the landscape of her mind.   She 
smiled at her mother as her scent was strong and present.  An image of her, her mother and her father 
flashed before her, all laughing and in love.   They were celebrating a birthday as she watched the play in 
her mind, and as she embraced the scene her mother’s face became white and serious, as if in danger.   
The wind howled through the room, startling her.  She became frightened as her mother’s face became 
ghostly and the wind erupted in her room, knocking down the picture of her mother on the nightstand.  
Jody awoke in fright, hearing the wind wail through the room and the town. It was then that she heard it 
in the distance as if coming from the mountain, so faint and so clear that one could barely notice.  “The 
wind,” she thought at first,” it was just the wind,” but it wasn’t.   She slowly went to the window as the 
wind blew back her hair and nightshirt.  Was she dreaming? No, she knew she was fully awake.   It 
stopped, and as she turned, she heard it again, coming from the mountains, soft but clear, loud but 
quiet.   Coming from the mountain was a woman’s voice, echoing in the land and seeping into her mind, 
a woman’s voice, long and drawn out, deep in the forest, deep in her room - a woman’s voice, a 
woman’s scream.  She began to listen, making sure it was real and not the wind and not a dream, and it 
was.  The scream bordered on mystical as it became one with the wind.  Timeless, it screamed;  as if 
from another land or another period, it absorbed deeply into her mind.  She didn’t know what to do.   
Should she awaken her father, should she call someone?   And as quickly and softly as it started, it 
stopped.  She turned to the bed and fixed her mother’s picture, nothing but the wind sounded as she 
looked at the clock, it was 12:01. 

 

 

           Tall Tales 

 

 For the next few days Jody went about her business of settling in.  She didn’t mention the night 
and the woman.  After some time thinking about the incident, she thought it odd that she didn’t 
mention it; she wanted to, but for some reason, unknown to her, she kept it to herself.  It was on the 



third night of the woman’s scream at 12:01, and lasting only a minute, really took hold of her mind, and 
her life.  It was then that she needed to talk to someone, but not her father.  She decided to pay a visit 
to Rosemary.  Being the oldest in town, she would probably know, and she did. 

 It was a warm summer afternoon when she made her way to the old woman’s home.  Along the 
way, she though, “What if it isn’t real? What if my mind is playing tricks on me and it was just the wind?” 
She dismissed the idea, for it happened again and again and it was just for the briefest of moments.  She 
was excited to talk to Rosemary but she didn’t know quite how to approach her.  What would she think? 
Would she know?  She decided to ask if there were any legends or stories that came with the town.  It 
would be the best approach to letting Rosemary open up about the town.  She was sure that Rosemary 
would love to talk about the past.  She smiled as she made her way up the driveway. 

 “I told you you’d be back child, sooner than I thought though!” 

 “It’s nice to see you again Rosemary.” Jody gave her a firm embrace. 

 “Oh it’s a pleasure to see you too Jody.   Came by yourself today I see.” 

 “Yeah, my father had things to do around the house.” 

 “Yeah it takes time to settle in.” 
 There was a pause in the conversation, Jody looked around while Rosemary smiled and looked 
straight through her.   Rosemary waited, and then she spoke. 

 “So I see you came for a story.” said the old woman as if reading Jody’s mind. 

 “How did you know?” 

 “Oh child, all the new ones come to me for a story about Old Road, not too many tales to tell 
though.   But there is one and I think you know the one you want to know about, ain’t that right child?” 

 “Yeah, there kinda is.” 

 “It’s okay Jody. Everybody in town knows what the wind can do late at night, but everybody in 
town doesn’t know which of the tales is the truth.  As for me, I know of three tales about that woman’s 
scream, only three, and that’s what you came her for, isn’t it child?” 

 “I wasn’t sure if it was real or not. I thought for a moment my mind or the wind was playing with 
me.” 

 “Oh child it’s real, it’s as real as the sun and as real as you or I.  What everyone doesn’t know is 
what tale is the truth about our young woman, let me see, Bobby, Robby, I think it was Robby, I’m not 
too good with names, but I think it was Robby and Sandy.  They were the first ones I heard so many 
years back and it was their tale that most believe, because the other two were just too frightening and 
too dark, but Robby and Sandy that’s the one I heard first.” 

 “What happened?” Jody said with eagerness and excitement dripping from her. 

 “Well you see . . . so many years back these two young lovers, Robby and Sandy, made their way 
up our mountain one sunny afternoon.  The mountain called to them and they answered. But 
sometimes one shouldn’t hear the call; one should know what call one should answer.  But being so 
young and so in love they answered and on this day they went up our mountain.  Now Robby was a fine 



young man, with a  proper upbringing, and good to all who knew him and especially kind with children. 
But Robby had a dark side that no one knew of; it would show sometimes in a flicker of an instant, like 
turning into someone that is the opposite of what folks believe them to be.  There was one occasion 
that Robby was being teased, name calling and what have you, when something snapped inside the boy 
and he started making a fuss like a little child.  Well you see Robby was sort of a “man child,” not yet a 
man and not yet a child.  Because sometimes love is blind some would say Sandy didn’t see this in 
Robby, but truth be told, she did see it; she stayed with him anyway on account that his folks were a 
little higher up on the social scale.  All bullshit if you ask me, but being young you sometimes don’t see 
things as they are and what really is important in life.  Now you see, Sandy was a fine young girl, polite 
to her elders and as sweet as a rose in front of the right people. Yes sir, no sir, she knew exactly how to 
behave when she wanted to, she knew the right buttons to push when she wanted something from 
someone, but Sandy had a wild side when no one was looking, especially Robby.  The wild bunch from 
school that Robby didn’t approve of would call to Sandy certain times a week and she would make up an 
excuse to Robby and go with them.  On more than one occasion she would drink and smoke and find 
herself in a very compromising position with the boys, especially one boy, now what was his name, Jed, 
John, no Jake.  I think it was Jake.  Well you see this here Jake was a bad seed from the moment he was 
born, just a rotten selfish, think nothing about anybody but what he could get from you sort.  And you 
know how some girls are; they like the bad seed, not in public but behind closed doors and Sandy was 
this girl.  Now you see, Robby was anything but this young man Jake and Robby knew it and Jake knew it 
but what he didn’t know was that Sandy knew it and Sandy was hiding more than one secret from 
Robby.  So that warm afternoon the mountain called to the both of them and like the foolish youngsters 
that they were they went up the mountain. But it was only Robby that came down.” 

 “So what happened to Sandy?” Jody asked, hanging on her every word. 

 “Well you see, now this is only hearsay, and as the story goes Robby thinking everything was 
fine with their love made his way up the mountain and Sandy having other plans for their relationship 
decided on this day of all days to tell Robby of her dirty little secret.  After hiking for about thirty 
minutes the two decided to take a break and to sit on a fallen tree under the shade.  And no one knows 
what possessed the child but like the wind howling and the movement of nature she decided it was then 
to tell Robby of her affairs, so the story goes.  Now Sandy you see, started to explain to Robby that she 
loved him and cared for him deeply but there was another that she was seeing and Robby just sat there 
listening, not getting emotional, but just listening like a trained seal.  So Sandy told Robby that she had 
been seeing Jake, but that wasn’t the part that supposedly set him off. It was when she told him that she 
was carrying Jake’s baby that really sent Robby into a tizzy.  He jumped up, started to yell and curse at 
her, calling her a whore and that she would spread her legs for anyone.  But Sandy, being a closet wild 
child herself, wasn’t going to put up with this, not from Robby; maybe from Jake, but not from Robby.  
She went right back at him calling him a sissy and said that he wasn’t a man, not a real man anyway, well 
so the story goes.  Robby snapped, put his cold hands around her neck and didn’t let go till the life 
drained from her body.  She fell to the ground and it was there in our mountain that Robby buried her, 
spitting on the dirt after planting her under the ground.  So on this day Robby and Sandy went up our 
little mountain but it was only Robby that came down.  And that’s the story that the folks of Old Road 
like to believe when they hear the scream late at night coming from above at 12:01.” 

 “Wow, so this Robby really lost it!” 

 “Yeah that’s one tale and that’s the one folks tell themselves to make them sleep easy and 
that’s the one you should believe too child.” she said, not wanting to go further. 



 “Oh Rosemary I’m not a little girl, I can handle the others, please tell me!” 

 Rosemary was silent as she looked into Jody’s eyes.  She could see her eagerness, and it was 
then, reluctantly she went on. 

 “OK child, OK, well you see the second tale that I know goes back a spell but not as far back as 
Robby and Sandy and this one had to do with a family called Cali, it was their last name.  For some time 
there were just the three, the mother, Justine, her daughter, Francis and her son, Boxer.  His name was 
Boxer but everyone called him Cali on account of the fact he didn’t like his name. Truth be told he didn’t 
like anything about himself.  So for some time it was just those three, I don’t know what happened to 
the father, I think he died in a war or somethin’.  It was when the mother Justine died that problems 
started deep within the family.  Now Cali was a little on the mad side, so everyone started to call him 
Crazy Cali, but not to his face because of his size; he was a little on the buff side, but behind his back 
everyone knew him as crazy Cali.  He would talk to himself when others were around, not paying any 
mind to the fact that there were others present and sometimes he would go into fits of rage as he 
fought with the voices inside him.  They say it was because of his father, who used to degrade the boy 
and take a belt to him even if he looked at him the wrong way.  Well you see, it was after his mother 
died that Cali started to become closer to his sister Francis.  She took over the mother role in his mind; 
he would do as she said, when she said, no matter what: when to clean, when to chop the wood, when 
to eat and everything else that the boy needed to do.  Francis was a fine young woman, pretty little 
thing like you dear!” 

 Jody smiled. 

 “Well you see, they were set in their ways up there on the mountain.  Francis did her best to 
tend to Cali’s needs because she knew he wasn’t that right in the mind.  But as for the boy, he started to 
get the urges, feelings for his sister that wasn’t the right feelings, somewhere in his psyche she was a 
woman and that’s all he knew.  He would start to kiss her and hold her and she would tell him that the 
devil was a calling and he should mind his temper.  And simple minded the way he was he would listen 
for a while, grabbing himself, and go off alone to think about what he was doin’.  She would tell Cali that 
man must keep the beast at bay, for one didn’t want the beast to seize a man’s soul.  And Cali would 
listen, but it was these words that played on the boy’s mind, thinking of the devil.   Now to me 
personally, it was these thoughts about the devil that really set the boy off.   I mean he wasn’t right in 
the first place, but with these thoughts and his imagination working the way it was, I think it set him 
over the edge.” 
 “What did he do?” asked Jody, disturbed. 

 “Well you see, it was one day that he was walking in the woods by himself that, and now this is 
all just hearsay, that Cali saw the devil himself.  The beast was just there in the woods and it was this 
sight that drove the already mental Cali over the edge; he became insane.  It was then that he lost what 
was left of his mind, yelling and screaming.  He returned home and Francis tried to calm him down, but 
she couldn’t.  He was gone, lost in his own madness.  It was then that she tried smacking some sense 
into him, but that only made him madder, and in a fit of rage he took his sister’s life that day.  Now this 
is just a tale child, so don’t take it to heart.” 

 Rosemary could see Jody’s eyes and face, lost in the story. 

 “So they think it is Francis up there at 12:01.” 



 “No child, I told you everyone thinks its Sandy up there and that’s what you should think too.  
Do you understand?” 
 “Yeah Rosemary, I do.” 

 There was silence as the images floated around in Jody’s mind.  She knew the last tale was even 
worse and she was a little frightened but she wanted to know, she had to know, she needed to know. 
And it was then that Rosemary began to tell her, as if she was doing something wrong.  The tone of her 
voice had changed and the air shifted, more somber and dripping with seriousness. 

 “ Don’t take this to heart, for you know how tales change from mouth to mouth over time and 
this is just another tale and shouldn’t be thought too much of, do you understand?” 

 “Yes I do.”  But it was too late.   The tale, even before the first word was uttered, began to take 
hold in Jody’s mind and it was turning into a gospel.  In a lower tone Rosemary began. 

 “Well you see, this tale goes back very far in time.  And this last tale centers on a man named 
Jon Baker and his daughter Rachel.  Now Jon Baker was a preacher and a stern man. There were others 
in the family but they weren’t important to the story.  Jon Baker was a righteous man, firm and cold, tall 
and willful, and damning to anyone that didn’t agree with his views and that’s how he ran his church. 
Everyone in town was afraid of the preacher, everyone except Rachel.  What most folks didn’t know was 
that Jon Baker was a drinker, late at night when no one was around.   I mean his wife had her suspicions 
but the only one who knew, really knew, was Rachel and for that she kinda held this over her father.  
She knew and he knew that she knew.  Like exposing the preacher for his sins, like saying to him without 
saying “I know who you are” and for that Jon Baker was harboring an anger for Rachel.  It never exposed 
itself, not once.  He would put up a front, in public and with his family but he would never show his 
feelings, never expose the anger within, not until one warm night up there on our mountain.  Now some 
say there was just cause for his anger, being what Rachel was doing, but to the extreme he went, well 
I’m sure the preacher Jon Baker is not with the Lord, I’m sure of that, that I’m sure.” 

 “What did he do, what was Rachel doing?” Jody’s eagerness was showing, like dying of thirst 
and needing water, waiting for the climax, waiting for release.  Rosemary went on. 

 “Well, you see, it was a summer night, warm and humid and there was something in the air; you 
know that feeling that something is taking form and things are happening and destinies are being 
shaped with the sound of the breeze and the turning of a soul.  Well this night was just the night for 
something to happen and happen it did.  It was before the turning of one day to another when 
something awoke Jon Baker from a deep drunken sleep, so the angry soul that he was went through the 
house looking around, checking the rooms of his children when he came across Rachel’s room and she 
wasn’t there.  He searched the house for her, then he searched the grounds and the child was nowhere 
to be seen.  Well the drunken Jon Baker got himself dressed and took his axe with him, ‘cause every 
time he went out at night he took something to protect himself with and on this night he took his 
sharpened axe for he knew where Rachel was.  She was up the mountain not too far away with the 
others.  But what he didn’t know was what she was doin’ and on that night Jon Baker would get the 
surprise of his life.  It sent him mad, it did, what he saw.” 
 “What did he see?” 

 “Well, you see, as he approached a clearing in the forest he could see a fire burning, not a big 
blaze, but one just big enough to shed light on those who were there and it was then that he saw them.” 

 “What did he see?  What did he see?” 



 “There in the woods was his daughter and two others, both girls, naked as the day they were 
born, dancing around the fire, singing and chanting, practicing witchcraft, calling the devil!  Well Jon, so 
the story goes, lost his mind as he watched from behind a tree and just when he thought that he had 
seen it all, the girls started to hold each other in an improper manner, and then they started to kiss each 
other and caress each other.  Well then Jon Baker came out from behind that old tree, yelling at the 
girls, cursing them.  It was then that the other two girls started to laugh as Rachel remained serious.  She 
walked slowly over to her father, naked and seductive like, put her arms around his neck and started to 
kiss him on the lips.  Now some say he kissed her back, but some believe otherwise.  It was then that he 
lost what was left of his mind.   He pushed her back, took his axe in both hands . . ., well, now that’s 
enough of that story.  I do remember hearing that he buried the axe with her so many years ago.  Now 
child, this isn’t the tale that we all believe; it’s word of mouth and you know how people’s imaginations 
get the better of them.  So put all your thoughts to bed about any other tale than Robby and Sandy.  Do 
you understand?  Promise me child.” 

 “I promise Rosemary.” she said with the images dripping from her mind, but it was too late. It 
was much too late. 

 Jody left Rosemary’s porch with her mind racing.  She walked slowly home as the tales claimed 
her.  The tales didn’t belong to her, they were not her own; it was she who belonged to the stories.  
They made her theirs; she was now owned by them.  She waited with eagerness for the night and she 
lost herself. All that she knew was now gone as she needed the sound of the night, she needed to hear 
the call of the wind, she needed to hear her call at 12:01, she needed to hear the scream. 

 

      

        Obsession 

 

 The night came slowly Jody’s her mind.  As the sun set she began her wait, watching the clock 
every hour on the hour.  She did her best to keep herself busy, fixing her room, putting up pictures, 
arranging her little trinkets on the dresser.  But it was there in the back or her mind, the voice, the long 
drawn out scream and now she had pictures to go along with the voice.  Robby and Sandy faded into the 
background along with Cali.  All that was going through her mind was Rachel and Jon Baker.  She did her 
best to keep busy cleaning up around the house, dusting and wiping down the mirrors.  She caught a 
glimpse of herself in the mirror and with a flash she saw Rachel, she imagined her looks (they could have 
been sisters), all in her mind.  She started to pace around her room, waiting. She didn’t know what she 
wanted to do; should she wait by her window or go downstairs and wait on the porch?  She decided to 
bring a watch and wait on the porch.  The faint porch light left a glow along with the moon.  She 
positioned a chair facing the mountain as she looked at her watch.   The time was coming near as the 
wind blew through the trees; it was 11: 58 pm.  Her anticipation was to a boil as she needed to hear her, 
her mind racing in almost a frantic state, and it was then that her father came out.  Innocently he asked 
what she was doing, and she snapped back that she needed to be alone.  She begged him and he left.  It 
was 12:00 am as her insides were turning, rising to almost madness and it was then that it happened, 
the long, drawn out scream from the mountain.  It was as clear as her father’s voice just moments ago.  
Flashes of Rachel, naked with blood dripping from her body captivated her mentally, Jon Baker mad with 
insanity holding a bloody axe.  And with that the image faded, and the scream stopped; she had reached 



her climax.  She turned the light out and headed for her room, now waiting for tomorrow, alone with 
emptiness. 

 Jody spent the next day in a mild fog.  She went about her day not thinking of anything of any 
importance.  She proceeded to go through the motions in an almost zombie- like state of mind.  Twice 
her father asked her a question and twice she didn’t hear him.   He asked if she felt alright and she said 
she was just tired.  He advised her that she should turn in early this evening and she said she would, 
mechanically knowing she would not.  In her psyche the picture was set in motion, almost to music 
playing over and over and over again.  The three naked girls dancing to the sound of drums had 
captured her imagination.  She could see them, without conscience, dancing and chanting, their naked 
forms lit by the fire and the moon, their long hair thrown back against the night, their breasts firm and 
erect, the bottom of their feet dirty from the ground, their faces red from the fire and their eyes 
possessed by the forces they were invoking.  The image played in her mind over and over and over 
again.  It was 7:47 pm and she began her wait, once again, alone, and the anticipation started to rise 
slowly, with purpose.   There was a slow ache in her soul; she was crossing a line and there was no 
turning back. 

 She took a late shower and made herself ready as if she was going on a date or to a special 
occasion.  Her father had gone to bed early and she was alone as she turned on some soft music.  She 
opened the widow and pushed back the curtains.  Looking at the mountain she felt a kindred feeling 
toward nature, toward the trees, toward the wind, toward the mountain and toward Rachel.  In an odd 
and unhealthy way she thought she had found something of meaning in her life, something that was 
lacking was filled by Rachel.  She could see herself laughing with the spirit, holding long meaningful 
conversations, talking about boys and their families, telling her how much she would have liked her 
mother.  And with the thought of her mother she changed, as if reality was calling her back, but it was 
too brief and just a passing wish.  Rachel had won in her thoughts; she was drawn into her world as she 
waited.  It was almost time and she turned off the music, turned off the light and went to the window.  
She looked out into the night as the wind softly howled.  Almost like an addict she needed to hear her 
and it was then that she heard.  The scream was longer and more defined in her mind.  It had become 
clearer.  It was there, almost as tangible as a touch, and then it was over.  She had gotten what she 
needed from the spirit and again and after, there was nothing but emptiness, nothing but solitude, 
nothing but the soft blanket of death.  Whispering, she uttered her name, as if needing to say to her 
lover, and as if needing to have a piece of her for her own.  She said her name with the wind: “Rachel”. 

 She undressed and got ready for bed.  Usually she would wear a pink nightshirt and her panties 
but tonight for some reason, maybe because of the fog inside, she wore only her panties.  Under the 
covers she started to stare out the window at the moon; it was almost full.  Looking at the light it cast 
her eyes began to grow heavy.  Unconsciously and unknowingly she played the scene in her mind.  She 
could see Rachel standing in front of her father with a stern look on both, her hair just hanging down 
covering half of her face, and her father’s eyes crazed as he looked at his daughter.   It was then, with 
that image, Jody felt excited.  Thinking of Rachel’s hard nipples she noticed her own, equally erect.  It 
was then she drifted into the land of dreams, the wind blowing the curtains in her dark room. 

 The dream would be unremembered in the light of day.  Just images of the night would flash 
before her, but the images would change her.  She was becoming one with the night’s visions.  There 
before her were the three girls dancing and laughing, the fire’s sparks going to the sky leaving Jody 
awed.  She was there with them, now not an observer but a full participant.  The three smiled at her, 
grabbed her by her hands and started to remove her clothing; it was then that they showed her how. 
With her legs moving up and down and her arms back and forth with a rhythm, all four were now calling 



a presence.  They moved around the fire in time and in tune to the drums.  Jody was losing herself in the 
dance; someone else was showing herself through Jody and she became intoxicated by who she had 
become.  Dancing and chanting around the fire, the moment lasted for eternity in her mind; nothing else 
existed but the flame and the girls.  A crow squawked in the trees and then it all stopped.  Rachel made 
her way to Jody and gently touched her. It was then she kissed her lips softly. Jody melted and as she 
turned her eyes, behind the tree she could see him, a figure, dark and tall.  The night’s moon lit the 
blade.  Jody started to walk toward the shadow behind the tree, closer and closer she came and detail 
started to form.  It was not Jon Baker, but her father holding the axe, and as he lifted the blade above 
her head she could see the madness in his eyes, and it was then she woke.  Her heart racing and sparks 
flying around her mind, she noticed her sheets wet; the image of Rachel laughing stopped her thoughts.  
She looked at the picture of her mother on the nightstand. It was early morning, and something had to 
be done, something direct, something with purpose and something meaningful. There was no other 
way. She would talk to Rosemary the next day. 

 She made her way to Rosemary’s early, thinking along the way.  Questions were arising with 
each step.  “What was Rachel like?  What did she look like?  Did she really try to seduce her father?”  A 
heroine rose inside her; maybe she could help Rachel from the torment?  Maybe she could stop the 
scream?  The scream that she had come to love, had come to count on.   A small part of her knew that 
this had to end and a small part, unconsciously knew she had crossed a line.   But maybe she could do 
something to help.  It was then that the flash came, like a dim light filling a darkened room -  the axe.  If 
she could find the axe then maybe Rachel would be at peace.  She wanted so desperately to see, to be, 
to make a difference.  She approached Rosemary’s with an innocent smile. It was still morning. 

 “Well good morning child, what are you doin’ here so early?” said Rosemary, pleased for the 
company. 

 “I wanted to see you!” 

 “Oh that’s kind!  Come sit here, let’s talk a spell.  Are you and your father settling in in Old 
Road?” 

 “Yeah there’s still more to be done but it’s coming along.” 
 “That’s good.  You don’t have to do everything at once.  Some folks rush through life, not taking 
time to see what’s right in front of them.  They waste time with things that don’t matter, not letting the 
important things take its place, they waste time with things that don’t concern them, in their mentality 
they make things their business when things aren’t.  Oh listen to me go on, I’m just an old woman who 
likes to hear herself talk.” 

 Jody swallowed the saliva in her mouth. 

 “So, how you doin’, child?” 

 “I’m good.” 

 “Oh that’s good . . . But there is something on your mind . . . I can see it.” 

 “Well there is, but I don’t want you to get upset.” 

 “Well let’s have it.” 

 Rosemary paused, there was silence, she looked at Jody’s face and then it came to her. 



 “OH! Child I told you about them stories!  They are just ghost tales and you should let them go 
and I told the story we all believe in, Robby and Sandy that’s the one, not the others.  Your mind is 
having its way with you, don’t you see?” Rosemary was visibly upset. 

 “I know Rose, but I feel I could do something to help Rachel, I need to do something!” 

 “Help, Rachel!?  Oh child you can’t help the dead. Dead is dead and you don’t even know if it is 
Rachel up there.  Child, your mind is playing with you, don’t you see?   You have to let this go or it will 
eat at you. Don’t you understand?” 

 “I understand, but I need to do something.” 

 “Child, what you need to do is say a prayer for the dead, whoever it may be, and put any other 
thoughts you have out of your head once and for all, don’t you see?” 

 “I can’t, I have to do something . . . I was thinking if I found the axe maybe Rachel would be at 
peace.” 

 “Found the axe!?  Jody you listen to me, they are only stories and you have no business messing 
around up there in our mountain, so put that thought out of your head!  I knew I shouldn’t have told you 
the other two tales.   I could see it in your face, you had that wild look in you!” 

 “Like Rachel?” 

 “Oh child, like Rachel?  Listen to me Jody, once and for all, stop all this nonsense or something 
bad is going to fall on you, do you hear?” 

 She rose and started to walk away, leaving Rosemary upset. 

 “I’ll be fine!  You don’t have to worry about me!  Really!” she stated, waving her hand and 
walking down the driveway. 

 “Child, listen, you mind your mind!  Don’t go messing with things you don’t know about; leave 
the dead to the dead, Jody!  Jody!  Jody!” 

 Jody left, determined. 

 

          A CALL OF FATE 

 

 As if on a mission, Jody decided to speak to the sheriff.  She decided to wait till tomorrow for her 
journey up the mountain.  It would give her one more night with Rachel and time to think about her 
plan.  She knew she would have to keep this all from her father, for fear of reprimand.  In early 
afternoon she would start her trek for she knew her father would be out from late morning to early 
evening.  Making her way to see Beeny, (a name she remembered not to call him), she found him in the 
local diner having his lunch alone.  She went in, innocent and meek, trying not to expose her agenda; 
she would fail. 

 “Sheriff, can I speak with you?” 



 “I’m having my lunch, could this wait?” 
 “I won’t take too much of your time, please,” she smiled. 

 “OK, sit.” 
 “I wanted to talk to you about the mountain here in Old Road.” 

 “What about it?’ 

 “Are there many paths?  Or should I say are there any clearings up there?” 
 “Yeah, there are a few paths and I think only three clearings.  Why, are you planning a trip?” 

 “Yeah, I was thinking about it.” 

 “Well whatever you do don’t go it alone and don’t get lost, don’t go too far up and mark your 
tracks so you can find your way back.   We had a boy lost up there some time ago and it took awhile for 
us to find him.  Come to think of it, you really shouldn’t go, you should stay home, read a book, knit 
something, bake a pie.”  He smiled and Jody cringed. 

 “I’ll be fine sheriff.   So there are some clearings and a path to lead me there?” 

 “Yeah, there are.   What do you want to go up there for anyway?” 
 “Just to see nature and get familiar with the town.” 
 “See nature.   If you want to see nature you should go to the pond, it’s closer and safer.” 

 “I’ll be fine.   I can take care of myself.” 
 “Yeah, famous last words.”  A light went off in the sheriff’s mind. 

 “This isn’t about Sandy is it?” 

 Jody swallowed her saliva. 

 “Sandy?   Who is Sandy?” 

 “Sandy, the one . . .” he stopped himself, figuring the less that she knew the better.   He looked 
at her oddly, trying to read her and see if she was hiding anything from him. 

 “You’re the new folks that moved in next to Rosemary aren’t you?  Has that women been talking 
to you?” 
 “We spoke but . . .”  
 “Now listen, you stay away from that mountain, you hear, you have no business going up there 
and it’s all no concern of yours.   If you want to see nature go to our pond, take a blanket and watch the 
birds.” 

 “Okay sheriff.”  All she could think of was there was a path and there was a clearing and the 
vision of Rachel’s bones buried in the clearing was strong. 

 “Thank you for your time sheriff.   Enjoy your lunch.”  She left in a hurry and as the broken 
screen door slammed, Beeny pushed his plate away, having unease about Jody, about Rosemary and 
about “Sandy”.   “This one’s trouble.” he said aloud, turning and ordering another cup. 

 Jody returned home and waited in her room with frantic anticipation.  She paced around for 
hours hoping and praying.   Thoughts of saving Rachel from her torment raced  from her soul like no 



other experience she had ever had.  The clock was going much too slowly for her active psyche.  She 
would leave tomorrow after her father had gone, alone and determined to put an end to the scream 
that was now haunting her mind.  A new phase had begun; the scream which became an innocent 
curiosity and then an obsession had now turned into a frightful plague.  Tension and unease consumed 
her; she wanted to hear Rachel but now there was fear where there once was none. As if doing 
something wrong, she waited and paced.   Jon Baker’s mad eyes made their presence known once again.  
Holding the axe dripping with blood over his dead daughter tortured her soul, as if wanting to stop the 
killing .  She couldn’t escape the vision as she walked around her room.  In soulful pain that was closing 
in on her, she stopped and looked at her mother’s picture and with a crack in her voice she called out to 
her, mom, as if drowning in darkness.   The night had begun; it was after eight. 

 After calming down, with the dark of night she positioned her chair again by the window one 
last time.  She took her blanket off the bed and wrapped herself in it.  She turned off the lights, yet 
again, and sat in the darkness.  There were clouds overhead making the night darker than before.  The 
outline of the mountain seemed closer to her; the distance seemed to vanish as she looked. By this time 
tomorrow it would be all over, she told herself, All over, all over, all over.”   A cool breeze felt good on 
her face as if confirming and blessing the night.  She closed her eyes.   As she heard the wind and the 
trees sway, she looked at the clock; it was five minutes to twelve.  Time had slipped through her hands.  
In her state of obsession, she had lost minutes, as if they didn’t exist, like they were taken from her. .  
The anticipation was not as thick; it had lessened.  She was in a state of acceptance, for she was familiar 
with  the evening’s events, or so she thought. 

 With the clock saying 12:00 it began.  The scream, long and drawn out, sounded throughout the 
mountain.  Her ears perked up and the scream pierced the night, and listening attentively she heard the 
call all in her mind as if Rachel was directing her howl only to Jody.  The long scream wasn’t meant for 
anyone else, only Jody.  Deep within she was needed by this spirit, she was going to save her, and she 
was going to release her from her bondage, all in her mind, all in her mind.  And as the clock hit 12:01 it 
stopped and it was then that it happened.   There was silence and an ungodly pause in the air, and as 
clear as the scream she heard it.  At first she wasn’t sure what it was, and then she heard it.   It was 
there in the mountains, coming from the hills.  It was long but short and as clear as anything she had 
ever heard before and it would be something she would never forget.  Coming from the mountain was a 
man’s voice, but not just a voice, it was laughter.  A cold, malicious, damning laughter, and then it 
stopped.  It frightened her. Thoughts of Jon Baker ran through her psyche, laughing the laugh of the 
insane, crazed and holding his dead daughter in his arms.  She thought of backing off, she thought of not 
going, she thought of telling her father, but she couldn’t.  She had to see this through. She told herself, 
“They are only voices, they aren’t capable of any harm, they are only the past, they are only the dead” . . 
. . . she had convinced herself.  She went to bed emotionally and mentally drained, emotionally and 
mentally prepared, and she closed her eyes with only the picture of her mother, smiling and holding her. 
 The mountains stand tall and proud, breathing and being alone.  They watch and welcome all to 
their surroundings.  With an instinct  they welcome newcomers and expel those they don’t want to 
enter, damning their journey into their land.  They will guide those who enter if accepted and they will 
disorient those they don’t want.  With a natural instinct they will pick and choose, telling right away if 
the journey is blessed and according to divine plan and telling right away if the intentions aren’t 
warranted, and then the mountains, trees and nature will stand alone in their decision.  And man will be 
at their mercy, meeting their destiny and sealing their fate.  Jody made her way on the path in mid- 
afternoon and the hands of fate now closed, now determined and now fulfilled. 

 The path was not welcoming and a part of her knew this fact.  Fear ran through her but she 
ignored it, apprehension ran through her but she ignored it and finally a fog covered her eyes but again 



she ignored it.  The path was not welcoming her and the mountain was beginning to get angry.  She 
made her way through the path for twenty minutes, climbing and climbing through brush and trees.  
The higher she climbed the thicker the forest became; all she could think of was the clearing. Rachel had 
become in the back of her mind; the fog had affected her clarity. 

 The winding path split to the left and to the right, so she stopped.  After catching her breath for 
a few minutes she made her choice; bearing to the left she made her way.  She didn’t know that the 
path to the right led back down the mountain and the one to the left led deeper into the hills, because 
she made her choice unaware, her thoughts becoming more disoriented.  The sounds of the woods were 
now playing on her subconscious, all warning her without her knowing.  The birds and wind sounding 
softly in her mind were telling her to turn back, to retreat, to return from where she came.  She ignored 
all of her instincts as she made her move.   Rachel was becoming more and more present. 

 After another twenty minutes of hiking she took notice that the path was no more.  Slowly it had 
turned into nothing.  Twice she thought that she had found the clearing.  Making her way to the left and 
making her way to the right she was unclear where to turn.  She was angry and getting cold inside.  As 
she pressed forward, she could hear Rosemary telling her not to, could hear the sheriff telling her to 
leave the mountains alone.  Anger turned into fear with one word that whispered.  It wasn’t failure that 
she wouldn’t find the clearing and she wouldn’t save the tortured spirit. And it wasn’t shame of her 
father finding out, for she was sure he would be home soon and it wasn’t Rosemary telling her she was 
right.  The word softened her trek for she was sure of it now, the word was reality, and it was true, it 
was right she was, she was . . . lost. 

 She turned around, thinking that she was heading back down the mountain, but in fact she was 
going deeper.   Looking for the path, she made her way through the trees that were now turning cold 
and the once mild vision was now turning into a nightmare before her eyes.  She started to panic, for 
she was sure the path was where she was now.  She made another attempt, hiking in another direction 
for twenty minutes and still no path.  The laughter that she heard the night before came to her  and it 
began to take root, to creep into her mentality, to taunt her and to haunt her. It was then that she 
broke.   The vision of her mother smiling and holding her took the rest of her sanity and the tears began 
to flow.  She stopped and sat on a fallen tree. Sobbing into her hands with the night approaching she 
heard something, she wasn’t sure, and there it was again, now she was sure, she was not alone. 

 She stopped crying and looked around.  She couldn’t see what it was, or who it was.  Thoughts 
of Jon Baker flashed before her and thoughts of Rachel captivated her psyche.  It was there deep in the 
woods; she could see it, a dark form in the distance.  She froze as the presence moved.  It didn’t see her, 
but she saw it; she thought of the beast, but it wasn’t and it was then it made its presence known.  She 
was right.   It was a beast, but not the beast from Rosemary’s tale; it was Bubba the Bear. She breathed 
a sigh of fear and carefully, without being heard, she made her way in the opposite direction of the 
animal.  Fear was now her driving force, as she needed to be home, to be safe, and she needed to let all 
of this go.  She could see it now clearly; she needed to let these tales alone, and to not believe anymore.  
The cold mountain had given her a vision; it was here all along, to mind one’s own mind.  “Robby and 
Sandy”, she said to herself over and over and over again. And after putting distance between her and 
Bubba she grabbed hold of herself, trying to clear her intellect with one focus, getting down the 
mountain.  Night was coming, the sun was setting, and there was only one purpose, getting down the 
mountain.  For the darkness of night would consume. 

 She hiked for twenty minutes in what she thought was the right direction but there was still no 
path.  The sunset cast a glow in the forest. The citizens of Old Road were preparing for night, as were the 



trees and the wild creatures.  Her father must be home by now, she thought.  How she wished she was 
with him, how she wished she had listened. Walking and walking, she made her way through.  “Robby 
and Sandy” she told herself, the old woman was right . . . “Robby and Sandy.”  And it was then that 
another thought made its way into her mind . . . what if she was here on the mountain at 12:00? What if 
she didn’t get home tonight?  Determined, she began to walk with purpose, trying to hold herself 
together.  The sun set, night arrived, and the darkness settled in, in the town, in the mountain and in her 
psyche. 

 She continued to walk in the blackness of night, tripping twice, dirtying her hands and clothes. 
She needed not to be there when the clock struck twelve, anywhere but there.  The haunting scream, 
the visions of blood, were all fine from a distance but to be here… well, she just needed to be home.  
She began to pray. She would leave it all alone, telling herself it was none of her business, it’s the towns 
business and it’s Sandy. She would conform to the town’s beliefs; what business was it of hers anyway?  
Talking to God, she made her way through again and it was then that she saw it.  It was far but it was 
there; it was a light.  “Thank God!”  she said aloud and began walking in that direction. 

 She breathed a sigh of relief as she walked.   It was a home and there was light in the window; 
she could now make out the details.  It was old and broken down but she didn’t care.   All that 
concerned her was that she wasn’t alone anymore.  There was someone there for the light proved it. 
She approached the front door breathing for the first time tonight, relief and safety, thank God, thank 
God.  She would mind her mind from this moment forward, she told herself.  She couldn’t wait to see 
her father, couldn’t wait to be home in her bed safe, listening to the wind like everyone else in town.  All 
the visions had left her and she didn’t care anymore; they were not hers.  She took a step onto the 
porch. Like the worn out sign that led into town she passed it, there on the ground, its black letters 
faded.  Like the towns sign, she passed it without looking.  It had fallen from over the door. It read one 
word, faded - the word “Cali.” 

 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

  



 

“The Candle” 

 

 The wick was strong and sturdy, waiting to be lit.  It emerged from the top of the candle 
standing three quarters of an inch.  It was made from the finest of materials by a shopkeeper who took 
pride in his creation.  The wick was a flat braid wick.   There were others to choose from, but the 
unchanging creator would use a flat braid wick, always for each master work, for each master creation. 
As he created the first of his line, he created each other from the same mold.  They would all be the 
same in their mold of creation, but they would all be different, in subtle fashion and in their details.  As 
he loved the first he would love the following from them.   Each would hold a special place for him.  
They were all the same in his eyes yet all different; they were his pride and they were his great 
achievement.  Some would shine brighter and some would barely glow, all to his purpose and all his 
intention, all were his candles and all his children. 

 The mold was a fine sheet metal that he used for all of them.  There were two different molds 
but the material was the same.  It was fine quality, it was simple, it shone and there were only two.  The 
first one he made himself, and having seen it was good, he made the second.  He would only use these 
two molds, and all the candles would be the same and all would be different.  He crafted the metal in 
what appears to be a day but from the untrained eye it might have looked longer.  The canister stood six 
inches in height and three in depth.  It was rounded with holes on the bottom for air and the wick screw. 
It produced candles that were different in size and shape, some taller and some shorter, some wider and 
some thinner.  To the untrained eye all were different but the master could tell their likeness; it was 
subtle but it was there.  What was astonishing was the fact that the same mold could produce such 
different candles; it was a magical mold from the moment it was made.   

 A double broiler was used to melt the palm wax.  There were other waxes to choose from, but 
the unchanging creator used a palm wax.  It was fitting for his work; he used it from the beginning and 
stayed with it over the years.  There was a moment of disgust with the candles, the way they were 
burning, that he thought of changing the wax but he let them burn on their own, hoping for a favorable 
outcome.  The double boiler was used from the moment he started his work.  He kept it clean and 
polished with a shine.  After each creation he cleaned the boiler, for he took care of all his instruments.  
He would have it no other way.  He would have to replace the evaporated water as he heated the palm 
wax.  With the element of water he melted the foundation of the candle, the earth element; the air 
element held the candle together as the flame, or the fire element brought the processes to life  There 
would be another element to his creation but that would be for only a few who would dig deeper in 
their knowledge, and for now he would keep it a secret. 

 The temperature of the wax had to be 175-185 degrees F.  He always knew when the 
temperature was right.  From the beginning he would have a keen sense of creation; maybe it was an 
experiment, maybe it wasn’t, maybe he always knew.  The colors of the palm wax pillar candles were 
meaningless to him.  To others, and not everyone, color mattered.  But to the master their colors were 
just a small detail that didn’t matter.  It was just a way to make every one unique.  But there were some 
people who couldn’t see beyond the colors.  It was a fault of their own, but to the creator all were his 
candles and he loved and cherished them.  To say he was a wise one wouldn’t give him justice; he was 
the unchangeable creator, from the beginning. There would be no one before him and no one after. 



 He would pass the flat braid wick through the metal mold and when the palm wax was ready he 
would pour the wax into the mold gently, with care and concern.  He would pray before and pray after. 
Hoping for the best for his children, he would pray for a long bright future, guiding the way for others 
and glowing for his glory.  With the wick firmly in place and the mold setting, he would have to wait for 
it to cool before removing it from the metal mold.  The process wouldn’t take that long to the master 
but to the untrained eye it would be unimaginable.  It would be the beginning of life for his candle and 
he would shine. 

 With the lighting of the candle it would be the birth of a soul, and he would know how long its 
life would be.   There would be some that lasted a very long time and there would be those that would 
be extinguished from the moment of creation, and then there were those that would never be lit at all.  
And to the untrained eye there are those who cannot see the master plan, but to the creator all had a 
purpose, an unseen design for each and all.   

 With the lighting of the flame and the birth of a soul, an angel would be appointed to guide and 
to teach.  For some the lessons would be a higher degree and to others a lower, but in its context to 
each flame some would burn low and others would shine brightly.  Some not knowing the lessons and 
being a distance from the source, they would be barely lit.  And others, learning their lessons and 
knowing the connection to the Almighty would shine and light the room. 

 Some candles’ flames would be a dim glow as time went on, barely lit to them and barely lit to 
the world, but with each there would be meaning and purpose.  There would be light in each for others 
to see.  There would be moments in time when the candle would almost be extinguished, a time for 
death would appear, and then there would be moments when the dimly lit candle would shine bright for 
the world to see.  Now there would be candles that the flame would light the sky from the moment of 
its birth and without notice their light would be no more, taken away at its zenith.  During the course of 
its lifespan the most brightly lit candle would be a mere spark, almost nonexistent and at other 
moments in time it would shine with others, lighting up the earth.  The unchanging creator would watch 
each in their moments of glory and their moments of darkness, always deciding when and where to end 
the existence of each flame, an unseen design for each and all. 

 There were many candles lit in 1965 but for now we will focus on just this one.  Dimly lit at birth 
this one candle’s flame was barely alive.  There were moments in the beginning of life that the flame 
was almost nonexistent, but due to the other candles around him, like in many others, the dimly lit 
candle drew from the power of the neighboring family candles.  There would be moments early on that 
a wind would blow, shaking the foundation of the lit flame.  At an early age there would be a mark on 
the candle that would stay with it for the rest of its creation.  Some say it would be fate but to the true 
seers it would be designed by the unchanging creator. 

 With the neighboring family candles, like in many others, this one candle would shine with its 
relatives.  There was turmoil, like in many others, that the candle’s flame would be threatened within 
the family circle, due to lack of sight and darkness, but like in many others the natural flame would 
return to its warm glow, all watched by the master, to his approval and to his disapproval, like in many 
others. 

 In the neighborhood this one candle would meet others that he would cherish for a lifetime. 
They were the same age as this one candle and grew and laughed with the one candle we are speaking 
of.  They would spend their times together shining, sometimes a very strong flame and sometimes very 
weak.  It was early on that the candle would learn from each and they would learn from him.  The family 



flame approved of the friendship as they would welcome the other flames into their home and into their 
heart, like in many others. 

 With the winds blowing, a time for change was at hand as the flame would move from the only 
home he knew.  There would be an introduction of another flame to the circle.  There would be time for 
adjustment and there would be turmoil, but deeply the flames would bond.  Now at the right moment a 
new flame would be lit with the birth of a child and this flame would be a brother to the flame which we 
are speaking of and this flame too would shine brightly and they would bond; learn, laugh and grow with 
each other, like in many others. 

 There was a moment at seventeen years of age that fate would call and death would appear.  A 
cold wind would almost extinguish this flame and the flame of another, but the creator was kind and 
watchful and both escaped with their candle and flame intact, the father being very watchful to the 
candle, like in many others. 

 It would be the end of formal teaching for the candle and many dark years would descend on 
the flame.  The coldness of the world and the coldness of the winds would leave the candle a barely lit 
spark.  The years were long and cold as the darkness grew.   There would be loneliness and despair as 
the candle tried to makes its way, fighting the elements.  But true to form, from the creator there would 
be lessons to learn from the darkness.  Some lessons were learned and some weren’t, some other 
flames were helpful and some weren’t.  But the flame didn’t go out.   It burned through the darkness 
and at the darkest hour the flame remained true to itself, its family and its creator, like in many others. 

 At thirty-seven, the cold winds would blow again, and once again death would call, but this time, 
learning from the darkness, the candle changed its ways and a new day was born.  And shining a little 
brighter, the candle made its way through, but the dark years were not forgotten and a shadow lingered 
over the candle, a constant reminder of nature, a constant reminder of the frailty of life, and a constant 
reminder of lessons forgotten, like many others. 

 At forty-five, the candle would burn brighter than it had ever burned; learning, laughing, 
growing and lighting the way for others.  With the dark years behind him, there would be time for 
celebration. Meeting others of like flame the candle would burn bright and the creator would rejoice, 
silently watching, like many others. 

 Now this one candle would be lit for ninety-seven years.   A tired candle with a dimming glow, it 
would be time for the unchanging creator to put out the dim flame.  And with a whisper the flame 
would be no more; it would be the end of a candle and the end of a life.  And the creator would rejoice, 
welcoming the flame home, like many others.  And back to his creation he would turn, back to lighting 
another, back to smiling with his accomplishments, back to creating and back to the mold.   

 

 

 

THE END 

  

 



 

 

“HELL” 

                                                                                

 The first time I ever dropped acid I was seventeen.   I was with two friends and it was a summer 
night.  The experience opened my mind in a way I never thought possible.  I was one with everything 
and everyone.  There was no separation with myself and the universe.  Love was the only law and 
oneness was the only reality.  All were equal and everything glowed and was alive.  The second time I 
dropped acid I could see the colors of the universal mind standing apart and yet one with myself.  I could 
see in other dimensions, for reality was now at my command and I was the master of my mind and my 
fate.  I went further and further with my second trip and I could see through time and space.  The third 
time I dropped acid I was surrounded by these beings I did not recognize.   I did not know if they were 
real or my imagination.  I was out too far from my body and I could not get home.  I did not know who I 
was or where I was; everything that I was once one with was now lost in my mind and unfamiliar.  I was 
frightened and lost in a land that turned into a nightmare. The third time I dropped acid I descended 
into a land I had never been to before.  The third time I dropped acid I descended into hell.   

 The degree of mental confusion I was experiencing left me in a state of awe.  Everything was out 
of its place and nothing, I mean nothing, had any value and nothing made sense.  It was like I was 
stripped of all knowledge of who I was,  where I was and everything I knew at one time was a distant 
memory that I couldn’t get a hold of.  I knew a ball was a ball, but I didn’t know what it was for; I didn’t 
realize its meaning and context; it was all foreign to me.  

The state of mental uncertainty left me with panic and fear; I had entered the first level of the 
underworld. 

 I started to enter the second phase of my mental confusion.  Who am I?  The reflection staring 
back at me in my mind was not my own.  Losing my memory and losing my mind, I squirmed inside 
myself.  I was once a confident young man and now I was an insecure fragment of my former self.  The 
reflection looking back was not my own; I was someone else, someone I didn’t know.  It was beyond 
quantum physics, for it was a hallucination.   As soon as that fact entered my mind it was gone.  Fearing 
the severity of the situation I stumbled in the dark chamber of my mind.  The fear was so great that I 
would never be the one who I was, that I died inside as I looked at this stranger in my mind’s eye.  Who 
am I? Where am I?  And what am I?  These thoughts left with a terror that rocked me to the bone and 
fabric of my existence.  Panic was the only emotion that I had to deal with in this new arrival of 
confusion, for I now knew  that something was wrong.  Something was very, very wrong. 

 I looked at this new person in my mind and he was the polar opposite of what I considered to be 
myself.  The lights shining on this stranger left me damned to this powerful mind altering drug.  I was too 
far away.  I couldn’t bring myself back; I didn’t know how and I didn’t know if I could if I wanted to.  The 
intensity of confusion and fear left me paralyzed.  My world of my former self was collapsing around me 
and the fear I experienced left me wondering if I would ever get it back.  The only thought that came to 
mind was, “I shouldn’t have; I shouldn’t have dropped that hit.” 

 “It’s coming for me; the cow and the chicken!  I can feel it there.  It’s a presence in my mind and 
it’s the cow, the cow is bringing the chicken.  And once the chicken comes it’s all over.  My world will 



never be the same.  I have to stop the cow from bringing the chicken!  I can feel the cow coming.  It’s 
large and white and it has black spots on it, and it has a bell, and once it gets here it’s gonna bring the 
chicken, and once the chicken comes my world is doomed.   My God what am I going to do!?  I can feel it 
inside me like a virus spreading; there is nothing for me to do!  I have to eat the cow!  No I have to stop 
the cow!  But what will God think if I kill the cow?  What would my science teacher think?  How can I 
stop nature if God invented nature?  What am I goin’ to do with the chicken?  It’s out to destroy me!  I 
can’t breathe and I can’t think.  SOMETHING IS WRONG!!  SOMETHING IS VERY WRONG!!”  

  I could hear the bell ringing from the cow; it was a bong, bong, and bong.  My insides were 
trembling from the hit.  And with the bell the cow stopped, and with the bell the chicken wasn’t coming.  
I stopped the cow and having stopped the cow I stopped the chicken, and having stopped the chicken I 
saved my world!  And it was then I realized I was not thinking right.  My thought process was wrong, and 
my confusion had won.  I didn’t understand, it was then the next wave of fear consumed me.  I was 
going deeper into my delusion as my insanity was starting to grow.  Another level of the underworld was 
opening up to my senses. 

 I started to hear things, whispers in my mind and because of the trip I didn’t know if they were 
real or a part of the hallucination.  It sounded like little children talking in the background.  I couldn’t 
make out what they were saying ; there were too many voices at once.   And then I realized I was 
hearing voices.  I started to panic with each tone; my own voice was drained out by the severity of the 
sounds in my mind.  Panic turned into terror as I couldn’t hear what they were saying; there were just 
too many.  I wanted to scream but I couldn’t.   I was just frozen with fear.  I was lost in many ways, 
within my mind, within my soul, with who I was and now with my hearing.  Once again, I damned myself 
for taking that hit. 

 Lights began to flash before my eyes.  Blues, yellows, whites and reds shimmered in rhythm to 
the voices I still couldn’t hear in my mind.  The lights brought more confusion and with the voices I died 
again inside.  I started to make out some shapes from the lights; they were long in form and shadows. 
Three to the left and two to the right, they were moving in form with the lights.  They were dark and 
fluid, like a birth of something that I couldn’t make out.  As I tried to focus on the one to the left the one 
on the right began to take shape, and as I looked to the right the one to the left began to take shape.  I 
tried to see what was coming, but I couldn’t.  It was then I looked at direct center and it was then the 
shadow to the left materialized; it was a large snake. 

 The snaked danced in front of my mind.  It moved with the lights, back and forth, up and down, 
to the left and to the right.  And for the first time since the beginning of my journey into hell I wasn’t 
afraid.  And like a flash it started toward me; it snapped at me, and I moved.  It snapped again, and again 
I moved.  On the third snap it bit my leg, bringing back the fear.   My mind started to melt and as I 
looked at the other forms they also turned into snakes, snapping at my legs and drawing blood.   I 
started to scream in my mind.  It would seem that with each bite they had become larger and their 
hissing was the only sound I heard.  I was screaming but I couldn’t hear my voice.  All I could hear was 
their hissing; louder and louder it grew, biting and biting at my legs and on my hands and arms as I tried 
to defend myself.  And then with a flash, like walking into another room, they were gone.  The hissing 
had stopped and my scream now turned into tears flowing down my face.  I was beyond a state of 
confusion.   I was frantic as I looked to the left and something was coming.  Something large and 
something angry.  I fell to my knees with fear. 

 The word “monster” invokes childhood memories.  Something silly and not real is the only 
thought   I would think when I heard the word “monster.”  But there I was, cowering on the ground with 



the thought of this beast hovering over me.  I dared not look, for it would only give him power.  I sat 
shivering in the cold in my mind as I heard the sounds of a beast ten times my size standing over me.  I 
needed to look; it was a primal response to the sounds I heard. As I sat melted with fear I raised my 
head and peeked at the monster.  I did it slowly and with bravery, for I knew who and what I was.  I 
knew what I was capable of and what I was not.  I sat lying to myself until I bought my own line.  It was 
then I raised my head slowly.  It was a woman, an Amazon woman. 

 She stood ten times my size, naked with long golden hair.  Her breasts were firm and erect.  Her 
face was angered, dark and cold.  Her eyes were black as the night and as I looked at her she melted and 
reformed, melted and reformed.  She went from being larger in weight to thin, almost anorexic.  Then 
she went to muscular in size and it was then I noticed a blade in her right hand.  I could see the hair 
under her arms; it was then the hair started to grow, on her chest and arms and on her face.  It was 
fluid, going back and forth from being hairy like a man to having soft skin, shaven and clean.  I could 
smell her breath, a foul odor, like being at a garbage dump.  She raised her hand and cut herself on the 
arm.  She laughed aloud as the blood spilled and then, with a flash, the arm was healed.  She opened her 
mouth, exposing her teeth, green and rotting away.  Her hair started to turn into snakes flowing from 
golden to dark black.  It was then she raised her blade again and cut her left nipple off.  Again she 
laughed aloud and again it was healed in a moment.  Her arms and legs started to boil with movement, a 
ripple of pockets of pus covered her body and with a movement they were healed.  Her nails were long 
and curved, black like they were infected by some virus.  She grew in size with her arms raised, sounding 
out her battle cry and it was then I lost what was left of my mind.  It was then I wet myself, it was then I 
screamed and it was then I went mad. 

 She made her way toward me laughing a demonic laugh, cold with malice.  And I knew I was at 
my end.  I was mad with insanity as I looked at her; her smile turned my stomach as I held strong.  With 
one nail she ripped my clothes and with another she took them off all together.  There I sat sobbing, my 
stomach turning, my mind gone with delusion for I knew, I knew my sanity was gone and I knew I would 
meet my fate.  And with a cold swipe of the blade she cut my arm, laughing as the blood flowed and 
with another swipe of the blade she cut my chest and just when I thought it was over she spoke a word.  
It was with a deep tone, like that of a man, she spoke and it echoed throughout the land.  She said, 
“Man.”  And for the first time, I felt the war between the sexes.  As I turned my head, thinking, she grew 
colder.  I rose from my spot in defiance of her, and with tears flowing and blood dripping from my body I 
began to open my mouth and it was then she growled.  I started to say the word “No”, and that’s when, 
with one clean movement, she had cut the tip of my penis off.  I looked down in awe and shock. I fell to 
the ground cursing at her as I grabbed myself.  She backed off laughing as the light started to change in 
the underworld, darker at first and then a cold tone of blue.  It was then I yelled from the depths of my 
soul and she changed.  The tall monster that was torturing me turned, and before my eyes and in this 
land with a new light she was reduced to nothing; she was reduced to an infant,  a naked baby sitting on 
the ground crying. As I looked at myself I could see the wounds that she inflicted were now healed.  
There was no blood and my tears had been wiped away.  I felt drained both emotionally and mentally.  
And as I turned away I remembered, I had altered my perception, I had damaged my mind, and I had 
taken a hit of LSD. 

 My mind was overcome with a buzzing noise.  The hallucinations were gone but there was still 
something wrong; my mind was on overload.  There were still too many voices at once and I couldn’t 
think properly.  I felt lost in a way that I never experienced before.  The reflection was still not my own 
and I didn’t know who I was and what I was thinking was still obscure.  I started to panic again thinking 
that this state would last forever.  I tried to calm down as I thought of God.  I tried to think of my first 
trip but I couldn’t get back there.  There were just too many voices.  With time, hours, I started to feel 



better; the trip was wearing off and I was coming back to myself.  I slowly left the dark realm, but I was 
not the same; I could feel it.   I was altered, , and not for the better.  I was damaged mentally and 
emotionally.  My brain was not functioning right.  My perception had been ripped apart and I prayed  
that is was not forever.  I couldn’t help but feel like a fool. 

 I decided then to never take drugs again as I left hell.  To alter one’s mind is a gamble and I 
found that out the hard way.  I still feel altered in a way that has left me in a state of permanent unease. 
My mind isn’t functioning the way it should and I am damaged emotionally and mentally.  My journey 
into the deep part of the ocean has left me scarred, and I know now I will never be the same.  There are 
just too many voices.  There is a word I dare not utter and just the thought of it brings fear and 
emotional pain like I never had before.  Before the journey on acid I was a functioning part of society 
and now, well let’s just say I am less then what I was before, and this word that now haunts me will stay 
with me for a long time to come.  It’s always there, in the back of my mind; it rises to the surface on 
occasion and it leaves me with fear and panic, a state of mind that has destroyed me spiritually.  And on 
a breeze I hear the word, the word that chills me to the bone . . .”Flashback.” 

 

 

THE END 

  



 

“Murder” 

 

 It was a warm Friday night when I first decided to end the life of Chet Williams.  There was 
nothing more to be done; the decision was made and the machinery was in motion.   I lit a smoke and 
sat at the table for forty minutes, thinking, not getting emotional like they thought I would, just thinking.  
I smiled at my fortitude, I smiled at my calmness and I smiled thinking of Chet Williams’ cold dead body, 
Chet Williams breathing his last breath.   I felt elated. 

 My mind started to waver with thoughts of forgiveness.  But as soon as these thoughts entered, 
my cold heart stopped them and the numbness of my soul pushed them further and further away.  It 
had to be done, it must be done, and it needed to be done.  There was no other solution for the 
problem of this man’s existence.  The world would be a better place for it.   I would be a better man for 
it and to all those who knew him, well they would grieve and be saddened at first, but as time went on, 
so would their pain.  And the pain he inflicted would be nonexistent.  I smiled, looking at Sunny, my 
small yellow bird singing, maybe songs of praise to my decision.  She deserved a bigger cage and Chet 
Williams deserved a box!  It was holding firm at five, the plan.  And the temperature was rising, outside 
and in my small cramped apartment. 

 I decided to celebrate my decision with and beer and a little coke.  There was enough beer and 
coke to last till the night when I would put my plan into motion.  I looked at the clock; it was 3:47; time I 
had, and Chet’s was running out.  I thought about how unaware he must be that his last day on earth 
would be today.  I wondered if he would do anything differently if he knew, how anyone must feel on 
their last day on Earth. They would feel panic and fear I would imagine, knowing they were about to 
breathe their last breath.  I thought of calling him.  It was then the phone rang.   I picked up and said 
hello; there was no one there.   I hung up my black phone and sat on the couch, beer in hand, chopping 
a line on the broken mirror.  I smirked, thinking of Chet as I cut the coke and rolled the bill.   I think the 
temp was getting higher.  It wouldn’t be long -  just hours.  I would wait till midnight. 

 I decided to strip down to my gray boxers. The temp in the apartment had to be close to ninety 
as I thought of Chet.  Waiting till midnight was a great idea; he would be asleep and I would go in though 
the back door, the one with the broken lock.  Slowly I would make my way up the stairs, remembering 
the loose board on the seventh step.  Susan would still be at work and Chet would be passed out from 
too much whiskey.  Then I had a great idea!  I would wake him.   I would make him beg for his life as I 
pointed the gun in his face.  That was a great idea!  But then I thought maybe I shouldn’t; something 
might go wrong, and he could grab the gun.  But the expression on his face; I don’t know if I could resist 
that temptation. OHH Man!  How great would that be? The mighty Chet Williams begging for his life; he 
might even cry.  OHH Man, heaven, nothing less than bliss!  It was then the phone rang.   I answered, 
giddy like a school girl.   There was no one there.  Sunny started to sing and dance in her cage as I 
bobbed my head along with hers, up and down.   That was another great idea . . . music!  

 I put on some music and opened another beer.  The line I did got my head running and the heat 
had me dripping with sweat.  I went to the closet for the shoe box; it was there I would find my .38 and 
some bullets.  I placed the box on the coffee table and held the gun in my hand.  It was empty.  I decided 
to wait to  load it, a feeling of power came over me, and I don’t know if it was the coke or the gun but at 
that moment I felt like God.  The feeling of utter control and fearlessness was running though my veins; 
my heart was racing and so was my mind.   Again, I don’t know if it was the coke or the gun.  I didn’t 



care.   All I know was that someone was going to get what was coming to him, and for once in my life I 
was going to be on the winning end; for once in my life I was going to dish out justice.  I fired the 
unloaded .38 at the television.  I wanted another line.   I finished my beer and headed for the bathroom.  
I could hear some kids playing out on the street as I drained my bladder.  It was holding firm at four. 

 It was ten to five when I did another line.  I thought about some food but I never could eat while 
on coke.  I was really sweating now, my heart was racing and my mind was off somehow.  I think it was 
the drug as I decided to lie down and just listen to the music.  I lay on the couch for ten minutes but that 
wasn’t helping either; something was wrong.   I didn’t feel right. Maybe I did too much coke, maybe that 
and downing the beers the way I did. I started to pace around the apartment.  The kids were getting 
louder on the street and I was in no mood.  Maybe God’s getting’ back at me, ‘cause he knows what I’m 
about to do.   That’s stupid, it must be the coke.   I think I did too much, that and the heat, yeah that’s it.  
The kids were louder and louder as I paced. It was then I had enough.  I went to the window and yelled 
for them to “Shut the fuck up!!” They ignored me and went about their games.  I started to calm a little 
as I slowed my pace around my cramped apartment.  Sunny calmed too.   I lowered the music and it was 
then the phone rang.  There was no one there and now this was starting to get under my skin.   I started 
to feel like someone knew, like someone was watching me.   I started to feel paranoid. 

  I sat down at the table and lit a smoke. My mind went back to that warm Friday night at the bar, 
the night I decided to kill Chet Williams.  I knew he was drunk.   They were all drunk and I was drunk.  
They’re always drunk on Friday, hell they’re always drunk on Saturday and Chet, well he is drunk every 
night.  He shouldn’t have, that’s all I could think about, he shouldn’t have.   The bar was packed.  
Everyone I know was there.  Tina was there, and he shouldn’t have, that’s all I could think now, he 
shouldn’t have.  It wasn’t just that night, it’s every night at the bar, but she was there that night and 
when she broke down laughing, well I had to do something didn’t I?  I mean I can’t just let him get away 
with it, that smug son of a bitch.  I mean, maybe if she wasn’t there, but she was!  And she laughed; they 
all laughed, like I was some sort of fool!  HE MADE A FOOL OF ME!!  Who the hell does he think he is! 
I’M HENRY DAWSON!  Who does that bastard think he is?  I’M HENRY FUCKIN’ DAWSON!  And no one 
makes a fool of Henry Dawson!  I could hear my brother’s voice inside my head, taunting me; I could 
hear my father laughing at me as a child.  I could hear them all.  “Well,” I thought, “tonight I’m going to 
be the one laughing and I’m going to shut them up.”   It was 6:45 and I could hear them all. 

 I grabbed another beer and lit another smoke.  Time seemed to be slowing down as I didn’t 
know what to do with myself.  I started a slow pace around the apartment, I turned on the television, 
just to hear something in the room, and I walked and smoked.  By this time Sunny was eating her seeds 
and the idea brought me to my fridge.  I took out a slice of cold leftover pizza; it was my last slice and I 
thought of heating it up, but I said the hell with it and ate it cold.  My mind was slowing and the coke 
was wearing off.   I wanted another line, but I decided to wait till the night came.  It was then I saw a 
pregnant woman on the tube.  I drew a deep breath and started thinking. 

 Susan’s face was in front of me, her golden hair, long and flowing, her lips full, with her green 
bedroom eyes.  I started to feel sympathy for the first time this  day, the thought of her reaction, finding 
him dead on their bed, blood covering the sheets and wall.  And then there was the baby she was 
carrying, growing up without a father.  I started to get angry thinking of Chet.   Why did he put me in this 
position?  I didn’t want to do it, but I had no choice. I had to settle this and there was nothing left to 
think about!  The anger started to boil, thinking of that night, thinking of Chet, thinking of my family.  It 
was then the phone rang again.  I picked it up forcefully and barked hello.  There was nothing but silence 
and I started to yell and curse at the caller.   I slammed the phone down and went for another beer. It 
was 7:39 and it was holding firm at three and Susan’s’ face was now a shadow, gone from my mind. 



 Why couldn’t he be another way?  Why couldn’t he be kind?  Why couldn’t he be respectful of 
others?  Why couldn’t he be gentle?  Gentle . . .  if people were just a little gentler to each other, maybe 
the world would be different.  I’m not a bad guy; everyone that knows me knows that.  So why did I have 
to take this abuse?  I shouldn’t have had to, and I was not going to have to ever again.  It wasn’t my 
fault.   It was Chet’s fault; he was the reason.   It was people like him that made the world the cold dark 
place that it was and I would be damned if I was going to let him pollute the world any longer.  I was 
doing a service; I should have gotten a fuckin’ medal!   It was time for another line.   I decided to do one 
and save a big one for later before I went to Chet.  I started to get pumped as the sun went down - his 
last sunset and my first.   There was peace on the horizon and everything was gentle. 

 I took out a deck of cards and started to play solitaire, anything to keep my mind from thinking 
about what I was going to do.  The game was going my way and I thought, “Things are going to change. 
With Chet out of the picture maybe I’ll take over the bar and I’ll be top dog.  Then maybe things will 
work out with me and Tina.   Maybe we’ll get married and have some kids.   Maybe I could get a better 
job and then I could move out of this stink hole.  Maybe I could get a car and buy some nice things. 
Maybe I could get some respect from my family, maybe.”   Before I knew it, it was 9:15 and it was 
holding firm at two. 

 The hour was growing near as I started a slow pace around the apartment.  It’s a hell of a thing 
killing a man, taking someone’s life.   I’m sure it’s harder for some than others.  I never, well I mean, I 
never did something so profound, something so large in my mind.   I started to feel fear.  I feared for my 
actions and a small part feared for Chet.  It was then I realized I was afraid of him.  I guess it was because 
I saw him beat that stranger at the bar to a bloody mess.  People were cheering, and Chet loved it.  I 
wasn’t cheering.  I was in a state of shock, and I couldn’t believe the beating he gave that man.   It was 
then I knew Chet wasn’t human; he was an animal.  He was like a mad, uncontrollable dog and I started 
to fear him.  I decided I would leave at 11:15, giving myself enough time to get there.   I would do my 
last line at 10:45, and I loaded the gun and placed it near the broken mirror.  It was then I heard from 
Sunny; she squawked louder than I ever heard her before.  The phone rang and I sighed.  By this time it 
was black out and the kids were still playing under the street light, and all I could see was Chet’s face 
before me, laughing, just laughing. 

 I went to the bathroom and looked deeply at my reflection in the mirror.  Could I really do this? 
Am I capable of this act?  Do I have the stuff to pull this off?  Then I saw their faces laughing and I 
answered my own question.  I knew the answer, and the answer was yes.  I started to get dressed. I put 
on my ripped jeans and a black tee; both needed to be cleaned.  I started to prepare my mind.  The 
answer was yes, I kept telling myself, yes, as I started to become unglued with fear.  My mind started a 
frantic race as the fear grew with the time growing near.  I kept telling myself yes, yes, yes!  The phone 
rang again and I picked up meekly with a crack in my voice and said hello.  My mind was half gone with 
fear, anger and paranoia.   I put the receiver down.  I pulled myself together as I looked at the clock.   It 
was 10:23 and I was determined; there was nothing left to think about.   I put on my shoes. 

 I did my last line; it was big and thick.   I think it was the biggest line I’ve ever done.  It went 
straight to my head and produced courage and solidified my determination.  I paced around my 
cramped apartment with fire; my mind was racing faster and faster than it had ever raced before.  I 
found it hard to hold a single thought other than murder, to extinguish life from the body of another, to 
see the blood drain and the eyes go into nothingness.  My heart started to pump as I paced.  With sweat 
dripping from my brow I went to look again at my reflection.  A killer has a look in his face, a way about 
him, a coldness in his eyes, with an undertone of anger.  Did I have this look?  I looked at my reflection 



and there standing before me was the look; it was cold and dark, fierce with a blank numbness.   There 
standing before me was the look of a killer.   I felt elated. 

 As I paced around the floors my mind started to become uncertain.  It was the same feeling I 
had before, but this time I couldn’t let it take hold, for the time was growing near to execute my plan.  It 
was then the walls started to close in on me.  I felt an unholy pressure on my mind, like there was a 
force pushing and closing in.   I couldn’t think as I paced.  I was sweating more and more as the time 
grew near.  I felt again like I was coming apart from the inside.   If this was the beginning of a nervous 
breakdown I wouldn’t know because I had never had one.  It was then Sunny started to call, loudly with 
sheer force. The intensity of her call put more pressure on my mind.  The phone started to ring and for 
some reason it was louder in my mind than ever before.   I couldn’t answer it.   I just let it ring as I paced.  
From the window I could hear the kids playing louder and louder than I have ever heard.  I was losing my 
mind, and I snapped.  Everything froze as I heard a voice for the first time in my life.   It whispered softly 
in my ear “Honor thy father.”  With Sunny calling I went for the cage.   With the phone ringing, and the 
children laughing, I grabbed my sweet, docile bird and squeezed.   With one motion I took her head off 
of her body and threw it across the room.   There was minor blood on my hands, and everything 
stopped.  The phone stopped ringing and the children went silent.  I was pumped like I was never 
pumped before.  I grabbed the gun and looked at the clock.  It was 10:58 and it was holding firm at one.  
It was go time and I was ready.  It was then I heard a loud knock at the door.  I went to the door fast and 
with purpose, fired up, holding the gun and wiping the blood on my jeans.  Fired up, I opened the door 
and there before me, drunk, was Chet Williams.  The blood drained from my body, as I turned white, 
white as paper. 

 “Hello HeNrY!”  he said with a smiling mockery.   I could smell the whiskey on his breath as he 
pushed his way into my home.  I stood silent and let him talk. 

 “So what’s goin’ on?” 

 I remained silent as he looked around my apartment 

 “What’s with the gun? You goin’ to do some damage?”  Laughing, he looked me in the eyes, 
standing toe to toe in my living room and laughed in my face. 

 “Ya’ know, HeNrY” he said, mocking me. 

 “You’re like a little toad.   What’s that toad’s name?  You know . . . Kermit!!  That’s it.  Kermit the 
frog!!  That’s who you are; you’re fuckin’ Kermit the Frog!!!” he said, laughing in a state of hysterics. 

 There before me in my home was a symbol of years of abuse.  I could hear my father as he 
laughed in my face, in my presence and in my home.  I didn’t say a word.  I showed no emotion.   I just 
looked at him, laughing, and I could hear them all, just laughing.  I raised the gun and pointed it at his 
forehead.   I pulled the trigger and his lifeless body fell to the floor.  The laughing stopped.  Everything 
stopped and I had won.  So why did I feel no satisfaction?  Why did I feel like I had just lost?  Why did I 
feel like a coward?  Why did I feel like Chet had gotten the better of me?  Why did I still hear my father 
laughing?  Why?  It was then the phone rang and a thought came to my mind about the power of words.  
The power to heal, the power to learn, the power to love, the power to lift up, the power to bring down 
and the power to kill.  I put the gun to my head and pulled, gently. 

 



 

      THE END 

  

                                                                                                                                                                                                      
 

 

“IRREVERSIBLE DAMAGE” 

          

 

 

“For some . . .” 

 For some it’s a form of expanding one’s mind, for some the experimentation of drugs leads to a 
realm of higher consciousness, and for some it’s an escape from reality, an escape from the pain, an 
escape from dealing with the truth.  And those who have decided to embark upon this journey have 
decided to gamble, a dark gamble with one’s mind and perception. This is one tale for those who can 
bear the light. 
 

“….And deliver us from evil.  Amen.” 

 And with a prayer. . .a light, and with a light. . .a presence, and with a presence. . . hope, and 
with hope. . .change, and with change. . .a new day. 

 

      PART ONE 

     The interview, and the beginning. 

 Joel was a very old twenty-nine year old.  He was also a very young sixteen year old.  His age 
fluctuated on an emotional roller coaster from grown to the point of maturity and old age, to the 
emotionally stunted child within.  He stood five feet eleven in moderate shape with faraway eyes of 
green.  He had short, clean, brown hair parted in the middle.  His face was long with a blank stare.  His 
clothes were clean and fit in with the times. He sat in the chair to the left of the desk waiting for Dr. 
Mathers. 

 The office was very well maintained, clean and orderly with a nice scent in the air; to Joel it was 
a faint smell of pine, or flowers of some kind.  To be truthful, Joel’s nose wasn’t working properly; it 
hadn’t for some time.  There were diplomas on the wall, maps of the world, maps of the cosmos and a 
family photo on the desk.  Joel looked quickly at the photo on the desk, and just as he had seen it 
quickly, he had forgotten it just the same.  The desk was solid oak with files and books cluttering the 
surface.  There was a glass half filled with day old water.  There was also a half-eaten bag of chips and a 



pad with words and phrases on it; the script was impossible for Joel to make out. The chair behind the 
desk was leather and looked more comfortable than it really was.  There was another chair on the 
opposite side of the desk where Joel was sitting.  Joel could just imagine couples sitting there crying on 
the doctor’s shoulder, and as fast as it came to his mind it left.  The office was on the third floor and out 
the window were only the tops of trees.  Joel could see himself with a rope around his neck, hanging 
from the tallest tree, and as fast as it came to his mind, it left just as fast. He started to get impatient 
waiting for Dr. Mathers. 

 Dr. Mathers walked in at 9:13 with his briefcase and a cup of coffee.  He apologized for being 
late as he hung up his tweed jacket and placed his coffee on the desk.  Dr. Mathers was a man in his 
early fifties, graying throughout his beard and hair.  He wore glasses and was slightly balding in the front 
and on top.  His tie was plain like the rest of his clothing.  He was eager to start with Joel but would 
never show it.  He blamed his tardiness on the traffic as he looked through some papers.  Joel noticed 
his pants; they were almost the same as the ones he was wearing, but quickly,  his thought was gone.  
Dr. Mathers had been practicing psychology for almost twenty- five years now, and Joel was unaware of 
the magnitude of the presence he was in.  He started tapping his sneaker with his finger.  Dr. Mathers 
kept silent.  It was Joel who started the session. 

 “It’s okay that you were late; I mean I wasn’t waiting too long.” 

 “That’s good,” the Dr. remained with his head in his papers. 

 The silence continued. 

 “Okay Joel, why don’t you tell me what brought you here?” he placed the papers down. 

 “I tried to end my life. See?”  He raised his bandaged wrist. 

 “And how long have you been doing drugs?” 
 “How do you know I’ve done drugs?” 

 “Because I have a degree of clarity and I can see the fog your mind is in . . .  so how long?” 

 “I guess I did drugs for about seven years.  What do you mean you have a degree of clarity?” 

 “I mean I can see truth better than you can.   I can see light and colors and form, while your 
mind is in a fog and a semi-conscious state from the drugs you’ve done.  I can see that you started with 
pot and probably smoked a lot of it.  Am I right?” 
 “Yeah, maybe.”  Joel looked toward the wall. 

 “Why don’t you start at the beginning and together we will take it from there . . . Joel, over 
here!”  Dr. Mathers waved his hand at Joel, who was staring at the wall.  Joel turned his head to look at 
the doctor   Then he began. 

 “I started smoking pot when I was around sixteen, and I guess the worst possible thing that 
could happen, happened; I loved it.  No, that’s not true.  The first time I smoked it nothing happened 
and I remember, I thought, “What’s the big deal? What’s all the fuss?” It was the second time that I 
went “Wow this is really out there!”It was like I could see for the first time, ya know, everything was just 
so altered and it was like I was seeing for the first time, ya’ know?” 

 “That’s because your point of attention was moved dramatically.” 



 “My point of what?” 

 “Your point of attention.  It’s like sitting in a room facing north and looking out the window 
facing north for all of your life. With the pot you changed your direction; you were nowfacing south and 
looking out of that window and everything looked different.  You altered your perception with the 
drugs.  Do you understand?” 

 “Yeah, I get it; I just never looked at it like that.” 
 “No of course not.  You just looked at it like you were getting stoned, man!  Am I right?” 
 “You don’t have to put it like that; I’m not an idiot” 

 “No, you’re not, and that’s part of the problem.  I’m sorry, please go on.   No, actually what I 
want you to do is try something with me.   I want you got go back in time to before you started doing 
drugs and try to remember how your mind functioned then.  Do you think you could do that?” 

 “I don’t know.” 

 “Well try.” 

 “Well to be honest, I can remember having a great time; it was like a new world.  I didn’t get 
stoned every day.   I saved it for the weekend.  I remember laughing like I had never laughed before; I 
mean everything was funny and distorted . . .  and the food!  Man, the food tasted so good!  Me and a 
friend of mine would wait for Friday night and we would walk around the neighborhood and smoke.  
There weren’t too many people around at that time so we didn’t have anything to worry about and 
everything seemed so alive and vibrant, and we would laugh.  It didn’t take much for us to get high and 
it didn’t take much for us to laugh; I mean it was the simplest of things.  I remember staring at the street 
light and thinking, “Oh my God!  It’s never looked that way before!”  . I guess it was that point of 
attention you were talking about.  I do remember trying to stay away from family because of the 
laughter, not wanting to get caught.   I remember having to keep my composure around them.  On two 
occasions my friend had to leave the room, and he had a harder time in front of my family.  Thinking 
back, they probably were on to us, I mean I think they were, I don’t know.   God, that was so long ago. 

  I remember every Friday night after we would get stoned we would go to my family’s house.  
We would go downstairs and watch TV and order a pizza.  Everything on the television was like a new 
show, and the shows would make us laugh.  On a few occasions we would eat too much.   I remember 
feeling so full that I felt like I would burst.  Another friend would come over sometimes and he would 
know that we were stoned.   Thinking back, it was him that told us we shouldn’t mess around with 
drugs, told us it was bad news.  Thinking back, he was right.” 

 “When did you start smoking every day?” 

 “That would have to be my second year of high school.” 

 There was a moment of silence as Joel reflected. 

 “Joel, are you okay?” 

 “Yeah I’m okay. It was just so long ago and well, I miss my friends.  I don’t remember when I 
started to be such a fiend. I mean it was just on the weekends, and I remember telling myself I wouldn’t 
do any harder drugs, and I don’t remember when it turned into an everyday thing, you know.   I just 
don’t remember.” 



 A haze came over Joel, which he was unaware of, but which was clear to Dr. Mathers. 

 “Joel?” 

 “Yeah.” 
 “Try to remember high school.” 

 “I didn’t go to high school; I went to school high.”  

 Joel laughed and waited for Dr. Mathers’ approval.  Dr. Mathers didn’t utter a word, and Joel 
shifted in his seat. 

 “Well I would get stoned before class, cut out and get stoned during the day, and smoke after 
school was over. I mean I was stoned all day.  I remember keeping eye drops with me at all times for the 
redness, you know.   I would keep away from the teachers for the smell, and no one knew a thing; at 
least I thought they didn’t.  The other students knew -  some approved, some didn’t.  I didn’t care.   All I 
knew was that I was burnt and I hated school.” 
 “I guess by this time the laughter stopped.” 
 “Yeah, it did.   I don’t remember when, but it stopped.  I started calling it getting burnt, and I 
remember there was no more laughter, it was like I was in a . . . “ 

 “A haze?” 

 “Yeah, a haze.” 

 “Your body and mind got used to the buzz and replaced your clarity with a mild fog and sluggish 
feeling, a melancholy of the mind where true thinking was out of your reach and the more you smoked, 
trying to reach that first high, the more out of touch you became.  Do you understand?” 

 “Yeah, I understand.  I guess that’s when I started harder stuff.  I remember I was at a party late 
one night and I was stoned, and it wasn’t as good as it used to be and I wanted something more, so I 
decided to try cocaine.  A friend of a friend had some and I recall others saying how great it made them 
feel.  It wasn’t a hard sell, as the pot I was smoking wasn’t the same as before.  It was then I did my first 
line of the white drug.  We started calling it the devil’s drug.  I was hooked right away.  What a damn 
fool, huh? 

 I remember the feeling of utter confidence; it was like I was awake and I could do anything.  A 
friend of mine tried it for the first time that day too, and we both were up and ready for the world.  It 
was a feeling of power;  my mind was racing and my heart was pounding.  I do remember later on as I 
used it, there was still no laughter, and one night my buddy and I both agreed that we hated the feeling. 
There was no laughter.  It was like we were frozen.   Do you know what I mean?” 

 “Frozen . . .  that’s interesting.” 

 “Yeah, it was a horrible feeling, but I still kept using and I don’t know why.  I guess I was trying to 
get that first high back like you said, and I . . .  I . . . ” 

 Joel trailed off.  Dr. Mathers noticed right away. 

 “Tell me more about the cocaine Joel.” 
 “Yeah. . . the cocaine.  I remember my mind racing.   We would have conversations for hours, 



talk about anything and everything, but if you ask me now what we talked about, I couldn’t tell you a 
word.” 

 “That’s interesting.” 

 “Sigmund Freud used coke.” Joel said, trying to defend his actions. 

 “That doesn’t mean anything Joel; he was just as unaware as you are.” 

 “Yeah, I guess.  I keep thinking back to a thought I had when I was using pot, me saying I would 
never do harder drugs, and here I am.”  Joel saddened as he looked at his wrist. 

 “It’s going to be okay, Joel.” 

 “You think?” 

 “Yeah, I do.   Go back to the high you felt on cocaine; tell me what you were experiencing then.” 

 “I mostly remember my mind racing.  It was like my thoughts were going at light speed, thinking 
of all that existed, and the feeling of being indestructible; and then that changed.” 

 “Then your system developed a tolerance to the drug, like the pot.” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “Do you remember when you first started to feel paranoid?” 

 “No, I don’t.   I think that came later on.” 

 “What other drugs did you do?” 

 “You name it and I did it; speed, acid, mescaline.  I did just about everything, shy of heroin.” 

 “Did you ever stick a needle in your arm?” 

 “No, I never did, but I do believe if it weren’t for my break down, I would have.” 

 “So I guess the breakdown was a good thing?” 

 “In a way, yeah.   I would have done heroin, the road I was on, absolutely.” 

 “Why don’t you tell me about your first acid experience?” 

 “My first experience?  Well, I remember being amazed by everything.  It was like the whole 
world was clean and intensified.  I remember seeing the wind blow a tree.  It was at night when we 
dropped it, and the motion of the tree was magical; it was like there was music playing in the 
background and everything, I mean everything, had meaning and purpose, and I was a part of it.  I was 
one with the world.  I was the first and last.  I had meaning.  Everything had meaning.  It was the most 
intense and enlightening experience I had ever had.” 

 “Did you ever have any bad trips?” 

 The question jolted Joel back to reality. 



 “Bad trips?  Ah, yeah, but . . .  that was . . . ”   He had lost his composure. 

 “It’s okay, Joel.   We’ll get to them later.  Go on, tell me more.” 

 “Well . . . I don’t know . . . ” 

 “Why don’t you tell me about the speed you took.  Can you remember that?” 

 “Yeah, I can, I think.  It was like the coke but in a different way; I mean the being frozen wasn’t 
there, but my heart and mind were racing in a different way on the speed.  I do remember one time I 
got sick from it; I mean I threw up.  Other times it was okay, just moving around in your mind, fast, you 
know.” 

 “But not being frozen.” 
 “No.” 

 “Interesting.” 

 “Thinking back, I was a fool, ya know.”  Joel began tapping his bandaged arm on the chair. 

 “Why do you say that?” 

 “I mean, look where that road has gotten me!”  He continued to hit the arm of the chair. 

 “It’s good that you recognized that, don’t you think?” 

 “Yeah, I guess so.” 

 “Let’s go back to the acid; how many times do you think you dropped it?” 

 “To be honest, I really can’t say.” 

 “More than ten?” 

 “I don’t know.’ 

 “More than twenty?” 

 “I really can’t say.” 

 “Okay, why don’t you tell me more about your experiences on the drug.” 

 “Okay, I do remember the laughter; man there was a lot of laughter.  And on the acid we would 
get stoned and anything  would set us off; I mean the smallest thing and we would be off and running. 
And the laughs would get intense, I mean real hard belly laughs.   I think the pot had something to do 
with that.  There was this one time we took it and went to school and we lost it there. We had to leave 
because we were laughing so hard we didn’t want to get busted.” 

 “Did you ever get busted?” 

 “By the cops?  No!  Thinking back, I’m sure the teachers had their suspicions, and my family 
knew after some time; my friend’s father had to know.  And my other friends’ parents were totally in the 
dark; at least I think they were.” 



 “There was one time we came close to getting busted.   We were partying by a pool at night 
when the cops showed up, and instead of running like I wanted to, we stayed on the side of a building.  
They brought us in, but they let us go; we only had some beers on us.” 
 “Did you drink often?” 

 “Just about every weekend.’ 

 “What about other hallucinogens?” 

 “Yeah, there were mushrooms and mesc.   I remember one time I was on mesc and I couldn’t 
stop laughing for at least a half an hour, constantly, nonstop.   It was like I was possessed.  It was like I 
was under a spell or something, laughing hard, real hard, at the littlest thing.  And I do remember my 
insides shaking.  It was a constant motion of internal movement, but I don’t think it was my body. 
Thinking back, I think it was my mind.” 

 “So you felt like you were possessed?” 

 “Yeah,  absolutely!’ 

 “Interesting.’ 

 “Why, what does that mean?’ 

 “Maybe you were possessed.’ 

 “Nah, well it felt like that.” 

 It was too soon to open that door.  Dr. Mathers instructed Joel to proceed with his past and 
suddenly Joel stopped cold and couldn’t remember a thing.  The doctor told Joel to take a moment, 
aware of his state of mind.  He told a disoriented Joel to go and get some water in the hall, while he 
jotted a few things down on a pad.  Joel came back  and ready to proceed; a slight haze still filled his 
mind and he could vaguely remember what they were discussing. 

 “Why don’t you tell me about the relationships you had back when you were doing drugs?”  Dr. 
Mathers knew it would be the heart of the matter.  He also knew it was too soon to get to the core. 

 “Well, I was distant from my family and close to my friends.  My fiends meant the world to me 
and I kept my space away from my family, like all high school kids, I guess.  I didn’t want to be around 
my family.   It was time for me to find myself and I found my identity with my friends.  You know how it 
is; your family sees you one way and your friends see you another, and I was trying to break that mold of 
the way my family saw me.  They didn’t see me, well maybe in a little way, but it was my friends that let 
me be myself.  My family always needed me to fit that mold and when I didn’t, things got hostile.” 

 “Were there a lot of disagreements?” 

 “Disagreements?  Yeah, there were a lot of ‘disagreements’!”  Joel laughed out loud. 

 “Well, what were they?” 

 “There were all out fights, yelling and screaming that almost came to blows.” 



 “With whom?” 
 “Mostly my father; he was a hard man, that son of a bitch.” 

 “You didn’t get along with your father?” 
 “Yeah, you could say that.  It went back to that mold; he saw me one way and expected one 
thing from me, while I was on a different path, and we spoke as little as possible, except when we were 
yelling at each other.  He was from a different time and just didn’t understand the way things were for 
me.  Man, did I hate him with a passion.” 

 “What about now?” 

 “Now?  I guess now I understand where he was coming from.  It’s funny how much smarter he 
became as I got older, even though there is still a degree of tension when we speak.” 

 “What about your mother?” 

 “My mother?  She was always there for me, even when I was using, and looking back I think she 
always knew and kept her silence.  I grew closer to my mother after the breakdown.  Do you want to talk 
about the breakdown?” 

 “No, not just yet.   Let’s talk about your relationships.  Tell me about your friends.” 

 “Well, like I said, my friends meant the world to me, like all high school kids.  I wanted to fit in 
and the people I picked as friends did drugs.  I wasn’t pressured to do it.   I want you to know that.   I did 
them because I wanted to and I . . .  at the time . . .  enjoyed them.  It expanded my mind!” 

 “And then it fucked it up.” Dr. Mathers broke character. 

 “Yeah, then it fucked it up, but there was no pressure, well maybe there was pressure, but I 
don’t think so.   I did them because I enjoyed them.  I could honestly say when I was doing them I 
enjoyed them.” 

 “Then it fucked you up.” 
 “Yeah, then it fucked me up.”  Joel lowered his head and grabbed his wrist. 

 There was silence for a long moment. 

 “Tell me about your relationship with your friends, Joel.  Do you see any of them anymore?” 
 “No, not a one.   I don’t know where they are or what they are doing with their lives.  We grew 
apart, ya’ know, but back in high school we were thick as thieves.   Then I had my breakdown and 
everything changed.” 

 “Were they good friends?” 

 “Yeah, I think so.” 

 “So why weren’t they there for you after your breakdown?” 

 “I don’t know, people get on with their lives and people grow apart.  Do you see the friends you 
had in high school?” 

 “Some.” 



 “Well that’s good for you.”  Joel became slightly agitated. 

 “Do you have any brothers or sisters?” 

 “No, I don’t.” 
 “Anyone else you were close to, in your family?” 

 “No!  I just told you I didn’t want anything to do with my family.  It was my friends I wanted.” 

 “So, who was there for you after your breakdown?  Was it your friends or your family?” 

 “It was my mother, okay?” Joel screamed. “My family was there for me!!  My friends all turned 
on me, okay??  They all changed on me!!  It was like they all lost respect for me and I was nothing to 
them!!  Is that what you wanted to hear!?” 

 There was silence, and Joel was once again in a deep haze.  Dr. Mathers broke the silence by 
asking if he was alright.  “Yes” he stated, as the fog of his mind was apparent. 

 “So, now what do you want to talk about?” 

 “I’d like to get back to the drugs you did and your mind on them and how it was in the 
beginning, especially the acid.”  The doctor could see the expression on Joel’s face and knew he needed 
to take him back. 

 “Let’s talk about your dreams before you did drugs.  What did you want to be, as a child?” 

 “As a kid?  You might laugh.” 

 “No.  I wouldn’t laugh at you, Joel.  Come on.   What did you want to be?” 

 “I wanted to be a lawyer.” 

 “Really?  Why do you think I would laugh at that?” 
 “I don’t know.  It just seems so far from who I became, and I know that ship has sailed.” 

 “What did you like about the law?” 
 “I saw a lawyer on TV and the way he moved around the courtroom and defended people made 
me see that there was justice in the world.  It impressed me as a child, ya know.  He would come into 
the courtroom wearing a three piece suit, put his briefcase down and go about his craft, trying to prove 
his case.  He defended what was true. He was after the truth for his client.  He was after justice, and 
when he won I thought, man, what a great feeling that must be.” 

 “So the idea of justice appealed to you.” 

 “Yeah, big time! “ “So, you like the law.” 
 “Yeah, the law made sense, it was there and it was solid; there was no mistaking it.  You do this 
and this happens, you do that and that happens, and you get what’s coming.  And it’s not just for some; 
the law is for everyone.  Everyone respects the law.” 

 “As you got older did you always respect the law?” 



 “ME!  As I got older I didn’t respect anything, and when I started with the drugs everything went 
out the window.” 
 “So, you broke the law.” 
 “Yeah.  Drugs are illegal, right?” 
 “Yes, they are.” 

 “And now, believe me, I see why.” 

 “I bet you do.  Did you ever break the law in other ways?” 
 “As a teen, all the time. I was a punk and a criminal.   I stole from my family and broke into 
homes for extra cash.  So much for being a lawyer, huh?   I wound up on the other side.   I’m lucky I 
didn’t find myself in prison.” 

 “Yes, you are.” 

 “It hurts now, to think about stealing from the people I love.   What a fool I was!   All I knew back 
then was getting high and I didn’t care what I did or who I hurt.   Anything not to feel, ya know?” 

 “That’s interesting.   Why didn’t you want to feel?” 

 “I don’t know.   I just wanted to be high and I was all the time, day and night, and when I didn’t 
have the money, well, I became a criminal.” 

 “What was it like breaking into people’s homes?” 
 “It was scary at first, then I got used to it.   Me and a friend would  wait till there was no one 
home and go in through an open window, find what we could, for drugs, and leave.” 
 “So, no one had any rights at that time of your life.” 

 “Nope, not a soul.  I didn’t care.” 

 “Now?” 

 “Now I’m a changed man.” 
 “And the guilt?” 

 “The guilt?” 

 “Yeah, the guilt.”  Dr. Mathers looked at Joel’s wrist. 

 “Yeah, okay.   I guess there is some guilt.  We pay for what we do, ya know, and I do feel guilty 
about what I did and the people I hurt, but that’s in the past, right?” 

 “Is it?” 
 “Yeah, it is.   I’m not carrying it around with me now, and it’s the past.” 

 “Oh, I think you’re carrying it around with you big time.  You did the drugs so you wouldn’t feel, 
right, and I think you still don’t want to feel anything real or true, especially the pain.” 

 “I think you’re wrong!   How about that?” 

 Dr. Mathers knew it was too soon, but he wanted to plant a seed, and plant a seed he did. 



 “Let’s get back to the drugs.  Tell me more about your mind on the acid.   Can you remember?” 

 “Well, I remember being free.” 

 “Were you really free or was it an illusion?  If you were really free you wouldn’t be in the state 
you’re in now.   Does that make sense?” 

 “Yeah, I guess it does.” 

 “Can you remember your mind back then?”  Dr. Mathers was trying to show Joel the difference 
in his mind then and his mind now.   Bringing Joel back in time, he was hoping that Joel could cultivate 
an observation in time, from his mind then, on the powerful drugs and his mind now, damaged.  He 
knew it was still too soon. 

 “I remember a heightened sense of awareness, I guess it was like that point of attention thing 
you mentioned before.  Everything seemed clear.  So what was that all about?” 

 “You mean why did everything seem clear?” 
 “Yeah.” 

 “Well, it was because you shifted your consciousness to another level of reality; you opened 
your mind to a different state of being, a different light.  Your point of attention shifted to a higher 
mental plane of existence.” 

 “That’s a good thing right?” 

 “No, it’s not, because you have no control over it.   The drug did it for you and now you have 
zero control of when and where it happens.’ 

 “What about Tim Leary and shamans? They use drugs to experience mystical states.” 

 “Well even Leary said that someone shouldn’t drop acid without supervision, and as far as a 
shaman, what if the demon they let in is too powerful to control?   I think you’re trying to justify your 
actions, and there is no justification for them.  There are ways to achieve these higher states.  It takes 
longer, but the degree of control is monumental to your development. Today, everybody wants a quick 
fix.  And how many drug users do you really believe have the supervision and knowledge of what they 
are experimenting with, and are not just getting high?  And the ramifications are explosive to your mind, 
do you understand?” 

 “Yes, I do.   I understand” 

 Joel was now ready for the next phase.  He could see that Dr. Mathers was a man of knowledge.  
He could see that he had years of experience and he could see something more important, he could see 
that he cared. It was time to go deeper and Joel was ready. 

 

 

      PART TWO 

     I Keep Having These Thoughts 



 “Joel, I want to talk more about the pot and your mind when things weren’t going so great.” 

 “Well, I remember being in a haze like we spoke of before.   What I remember more is the 
emotions I was feeling,; it was a melancholy, a sadness because of the pot and by that time I was mixing 
drugs, you know, do a line here, then smoke a joint, drink some beers.” 

 “And what were you feeling then?” 
 “With the combo of all three, I wasn’t feeling anything.   I was numb.” 
 “And you can’t remember your thoughts back then, your state of mind?” 

 “No, I can’t.” 

 “Okay, let’s try something.  I want you to go back to when you were a child and think of a fond 
memory of when you were, let’s say, eleven or twelve.  Can you do that?” 

 “Okay, twelve, let’s see . . .  Okay I got one - playing with my friends in the woods.” 

 “Great!   What would you play?” 

 “Manhunt.  It was a great game. We would tag each other with a Nerf ball, and we had a blast!” 

 “Great!  Now I want you to think about a night when you were doing drugs and your mind then.  
Can you remember?” 

 “Yeah, I remember the feeling of numbness.  It was like I was a walking zombie; no emotion, no 
true thoughts, just  blankness.” 
 “Good.  Can you remember your thoughts?” 

 “I don’t think so.  Well, I remember blankness, like I said before.” 

 “Okay, under the blankness, what did you feel?  Did you feel safe?  Did you feel scared?  Did you 
feel happy?” 
 “Well, I wasn’t happy, I know that for sure.  I think I felt paranoid.” 

 “PARANOID! Wow! Great!   So we have an emotion on these powerful drugs that leaves a mark 
on your soul.  PARANOID!  Now can you think of a thought back then, just a single thought?” 

 “The only thought that comes to mind is that I was thinking, ‘This isn’t right.  Something is 
wrong.  Something is out of place.  Something doesn’t belong.  I think I did too much pot and coke.’  
That’s why these thoughts were coming.  That’s where the paranoia came from.” 

 “Absolutely!  But you just recognized that these were thoughts, paranoid thoughts, when you 
were stoned out of your mind.” 

 “So what happens?” 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “From a spiritual perspective?  What happens?” 
 “Well, from a spiritual perspective, you opened a door to your subconscious and you let in an 
entity, perhaps a demon or two, I’m not sure.” 



 “So what do I have to do?” 

 “You have to acknowledge the presence and then dispel it, but there is time for that.   Does that 
make you uneasy?” 
 “A little, but I can handle it.   I feel like I have dealt with worse.”  Joel lifted his bandaged wrist. 

 “OK, can you remember more of your thoughts on the drugs?” 

 “Well I recall, on the weed later on, thinking people were looking at me, staring for some 
reason.” 

 “Maybe they were.  If you were having a conversation with someone, wouldn’t they be staring 
at you?” 

 “Yeah, but not in the way they were staring.” 

 “That was just your altered perspective.  They were staring as you were talking, but the way you 
took it was paranoid because of the drugs.   The weed, friendly and welcoming in the beginning, has 
now turned on you and brought nothing but paranoia.   The weed rejected you because of your abuse of 
it, leaving you with paranoia and depression, sadness and obscurity.  Do you understand?” 

 “Yeah, I get it.” 

 “And then combine that with the others drugs in your system…” 
 “Yeah, I get it!” Joel was exasperated. 

 “Do you want to take a break?” 

 “No, I want to talk about the coke and what it does.” 

 “You tell me.  What does it do?” 

 “From what I remember it was like I was frozen.   It was like my mind couldn’t think beyond 
certain boundaries.   Does that make sense?” 

 “Yes, it does.   Your mind was frozen.   On the mental plane your computer froze, leaving your 
mind in a state of numbness, blocking anything from the present to enter, freezing your computer and 
holding you in a state of paranoid numbness with a false sense of self. This sense of self was blown out 
of proportion, leaving a perspective that was far from reality, most likely based in delusion.  Can you 
deal with it?” 

 “Yeah, I can.  Let’s take a break.” 

 After a ten minute break, Joel came back convinced of how wrong he was to experiment with 
mind altering chemicals.  Dr. Mathers saw that Joel had had an epiphany.  He could see it on his face and 
in his body language.  It was Joel who started the session after their break. 

 “I want to talk about the acid trips.  What do they do?” 

 “Well first off, they open your mind, but let me tell you this.  When the mind is open from the 
acid there is no control in closing it, so that means it could open at any time and in any place, leaving 



you susceptible to outer influences.” 
 “You mean like spirits and demons and such.” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “What else?” 
 “Well, you imprint on your mind the trip and it stays with you, hence flash backs.  If it’s a good 
trip you relive it, not with the same intensity, but you relive it, and if it’s a bad trip, well you relive that 
too.  That’s why Leary said you shouldn’t take acid without some supervision.  And like I said before, 
how many people really have supervision?  Would you like to talk about your bad trip?” 

 “It’s kinda hard.  I’m not sure I can remember all of it.” 

 “Just do your best.” 
 “Well, I remember not being there, not being myself, and I remember being paranoid, probably 
from the pot I smoked when I was tripping.  I remember being very afraid, with a feeling like something 
bad was happening.  I remember not knowing the people I was with, like they were strangers, and I 
remember not being myself; it’s like I was someone different.” 
 “That’s because the acid brought you out of your body and you weren’t yourself.   You probably 
were far from your body.” 

 “I remember being very scared.” 

 “Sure.  If you didn’t know what was happening, I’m sure you must have been very scared and 
now from time to time you relive it.   It creeps up when you least expect it and it dominates your mind, 
thoughts and all.   It stays with you like a computer program that you can’t erase or a tape playing over 
and over again, leaving you in a living hell, far from truth and far from reality.” 

 “Yeah, I understand.   I really did a number on myself didn’t I?” 

 “It doesn’t mean that there is no hope, Joel.” 

 “I want to talk about the demons and spirits that I let in.’ 

 “Okay.  What do want to know?” 
 “I want to know how and what.” 
 “Well, the how is you opened a door in your subconscious with the drugs you did.  There are 
doors to your mind that open and with the drugs you opened them and let in anything that wanted to 
come in.  Now there are holy men that open the doors, but with a holy man that knows what he is 
doing, he closes the door and is on guard to what he allows in.  You, with the drugs, let in anything and 
anyone that wanted to enter, and to make matters worse, they probably attached themselves to you, in 
your mind and soul.  It’s a very hard situation because of the imprint of the drugs on your mind. It stays 
with you like stamping your hand, and it needs time and correctness to try to peel it off.  With the acid 
in particular, your inner mind hears too many voices at once.  It’s like your mind is on overload and there 
is too much coming in at all angles, leaving you in a state of confusion.  And that, with the paranoia, 
well, it’s your living hell, causing you to do drastic things.”  Dr. Mathers looked at Joel’s wrist. “And on 
top of that, the coke froze your mind to one circuit, playing a repeating tape of racing thoughts and 
paranoia, not letting in the now but freezing the past.  I’m sure you have moments of clarity, but 
because the drugs are so powerful you relive your hell and you’re in . . .” 



 “A kind of fog and haze. . .” 
 “Right.” 

 There was silence from both as Joel tried to process the information.  It was time to go even 
deeper and Joel was ready. 

 

 

      PART THREE 

                The Observer and Reversible Damage 

 “Joel, what I would like to do now is to show you the damage from the drugs you did.  Do you 
remember yourself before you started to take the drugs?” 

 “Yes.  I can see myself then, and I remember.” 

 “Good.  Now what I’d like to do is to show you your mind after, first with the cannabis.  You 
started like some others to enjoy it, and then the weed turned on you and you lost your memory.   You 
got burnt out and after much use of the weed you started to get a little paranoid, right?” 

 “Right.” 

 “So then you moved to harder drugs, first the coke, and after much use of that you damaged the 
membranes of your nose.  You locked on a mental circuit that spins a web of paranoia and fear, and your 
mind frozen in this circuit left your thoughts racing, out of control and delusional.  Are you with me?” 
Can you see it?” 

 Joel had now become two, the man before the drugs and the man after.  He could see; only 
dimly, but he could see.  He could see his mind then and he could see his mind now.  He sighed, for he 
knew there was more to come. 

 “Yes, I can see it.” 

 “Good, now I would like to show you the acid and the effect on your brain.  First. you had a good 
experience.  It opened your mind and you felt at one with everyone and everything.  You laughed and 
had a good time and with that it left an imprint of your mind and soul, and from time to time you relive 
it.  Then you had a bad trip.   It left you out of your body with no connection to yourself and others, in a 
state of fear and paranoia.  It crossed your wires and left you hearing too many voices and connections.  
Having said that, put that mental state together with the state of all the other drugs and their side 
effects and you have the state of mind you have now.  It’s solidified those states of mind in time and 
with force, it brings you back to that state of mind and you relive it over and over and over again.  Like a 
tape being played on a continuous cycle.  Do you understand?” 

 “Yes, I do.  So it’s like flashbacks over and over again and my thought process is affected by the 
drug use.   It’s like my mind isn’t thinking in the right order and the wave I’m riding is delusional and 
absent from reality, right?” 

 “Yes Joel, yes.  And let me say, it’s monumental that you can see that.  It’s beyond important 
that you come to realize your mental state, because as you observe it, the state of mind starts to 



decrease in time and slowly you can break the bonds.  It’s going to take time, but you’re going to be 
OK.” 

 “Thanks, Doc.” 

 “You’re welcome.” 

 “So what’s it all about, Doc?  You seem to have all the answers.  What’s it all about?’ 

 “The all-knowing oracle knows one only one thing.  It knows that it knows nothing.” 

 Joel smiled with a warm touch in his heart to his new friend. 

 “No, seriously.   What’s it all about?” 

 “What’s it all about?  Well, it’s not about fame or money or even power.  It’s about knowledge 
and enlightenment, about service to others and growth of oneself.  It’s about change, compassion and 
understanding, it’s about truth, it’s about love.  It’s all about love!  We are only here on a short visit and 
what we do here counts and when we see the face of God we must be prepared to account for 
ourselves and our actions.   Can you dig it?” 

 “Yeah, I dig it.” 

 “Why don’t you tell me about your life when you started to do drugs?  What was going on in 
your family and at school?” 

  It was like Dr. Mathers was waiting all this time to get at the core and Joel was ready. 

 “You’re trying to find out why I started to do drugs?” 

 “Yes, yes I am.   I think it’s very important.  Old wounds Joel, old wounds.” 

 “Well, I guess there was a lot going on.  My family was going through changes and I was having 
trouble at school.” 
 “Changes.  In what way?” 
 “Well, my mother and father were at each other all the time and I couldn’t be around them at 
all.  They would constantly fight and try to put me in the middle.  Man, did I hate them for that!  Finally 
they split up and my father left.   They didn’t care for each other, and I know they didn’t care for me.  It 
was a bad scene all around.” 

 “Did either parent ever hit you?” 

 “My dad.   He took a belt to me on more than one occasion.  It was the fighting all the time.   
They would say the most hateful things to each other, and I would just feel lost and worthless. Looking 
back it’s a good thing that they split, or one of them would be dead.  Man, did I hate them for that!” 

 “And what was going on at school?” 

 “It was just a bad scene there too.   I didn’t fit in.  The other kids were different from me, they 
seemed normal,  plus there were some older kids that would start with me, pushing me around, making 
a fool out of me.  Man, did I hate them too.  The teachers were no help.  It was just a bad time all 



around, at home and at school.” 
 “And then you started to do drugs.” 

 “And then I started to do drugs.  Old wounds.” 

 “Yeah, Joel.  Old wounds.” 

 Joel teared up with his new realization.  Old wounds that now could be dealt with; old wounds 
from life, old wounds from ourselves, and old wounds from the people we love.  Dr. Mathers was elated 
with the session with Joel. 

 “So, do you think you can help me?” 
 “I think with the proper medication and therapy you’re going to do well.   I think you’re going to 
be fine, and a little prayer doesn’t hurt.” 
 They both smiled. 

 

 “. . . .And deliver us from evil.   Amen” 

 “And with a prayer, a light, and with a light a presence, and with a presence, hope, and with 
hope, change, and with change, a new day.” 

 

      THE END 

  

     “File 349” 

 

Possible situation 109A; Explosives at Super Bowl 

Suspect: “Black Turk”; Assigned name: “Mad Dog” 

       Mad Dog:  

 Age: 44 

 Height: 5’ 11” 

 Weight: 205 lbs. 

 Eyes: brown 

 Hair: black, short 

 Beard: black, long 

 Visible scars: cut over left eye from fall as child 

 Education: College Degree  



 Studies: Theology, Psychology, Biology 

 Family: 

 Sister, whereabouts unknown 

                Mother: deceased; 

Father: deceased  Sexual preference: Straight with sadistic tendency 

 Marital status: Single  

 Children: Two, whereabouts unknown 

 Men under “Mad Dog”: three, all single, all manipulated, all brainwashed, all pawns. 

 Method of manipulation: drug induced orders to the subconscious. 

Note: Mad Dog gets pawns in a highly suggestible state while under LSD, and while under his control, 
influences their ways of thinking and action. 

 Influence: Two of the pawns show signs of resistance, making them dormant.  One pawn, 
“Puppet”, shows signs of full “possession”. 

 Method: Mad Dog inserts triggers in the pawns’ subconscious.  These trigger words bring about 
a change in the pawn; his thoughts are not be his own and his actions a robotic creation of his master.  
Puppet is the only active agent under Mad Dog as the day grows near. 

Puppet 

 Trigger words: unknown 

 Family: unknown 

 Age: unknown 

 IQ: unknown 

 Sexual preference: unknown 

 Height: 5’ 6” 

 Weight: 150-175 lbs. 

 Visible scars: none 

 Education: grade school drop out 

 Eyes: brown 

 Hair: black 

 Facial hair: none 



 Outward characteristics: slight twitch when speaking 

 Known situation:  Puppet was shopping at Garden Mall.   As he was, Mad Dog called in the 
trigger word.  After hearing the word, Puppet’s persona changed into a dark killer, and with the next 
instruction Puppet grabbed an elderly woman’s bag and pushed her down.  Observed by agent and 
dated July 19, 3:05 P.M. 

 Known situation: Puppet was out to lunch with associate when again Mad Dog called in a trigger 
word, changing Puppet to a dark killer.   With the next instruction Puppet first verbally attacked his 
guest, then physically attacked the woman, showing the extent of control over Puppet, with no 
boundaries of sex and consideration.  Observed by agent and dated November 23, 12:45 P.M. 

  Known situation: Puppet was in the park as children were playing.   Mad Dog called in another 
trigger word and with the change puppet verbally then physically attacked a small child, again showing 
the depth of control of Mad Dog and suggestibility of puppet.  Observed by agent and dated May 19, 
4:22 P.M. 

A full surveillance team was be deployed on June 23.   Leading the team is the “Captain,” with three 
soldiers monitoring Mad Dog and his men.  Two of the soldiers will play minor parts, as the main agent, 
“Atticus” will be key in the success of the operation. 

 The apartment in which Mad Dog resides is down a dead end street and the surveillance team 
will operate across the street in an empty flat.  Three listening devices have been placed in the 
apartment, small enough to be undetected, in Mad Dog’s living room, dining room and bedroom.  The 
devices were placed on the first of July and the surveillance began at 6:00 A.M. on July third.  The men 
are prepared for a long stay. 

 July 4, 12:05 P.M. 

 Mad Dog is alone throughout the morning.  He starts the day by listening to the radio and yelling 
at the news of the country.  All was quiet from 12:30 to 3:30 P.M.  Puppet enters with food and drink.  
They speak in English and with words from their native tongue. Mad Dog instructs him that he wants to 
go to the stadium.  He then tells Puppet that he won’t be coming back, that this will be the last thing he 
does, and he should be proud of his sacrifice for his people, and the destruction of the “fat pig American 
dogs.”   Puppet just agrees blindly as the Star Spangled Banner plays on the radio.  Observed by agent 
Atticus, July 4, 12:30-4:00 P.M. 

 July 9, 1:21 P.M. 

 Mad Dog and his soldiers are present at the apartment.  They spend the afternoon talking about 
the entrance to the stadium.  They have stumbled upon a back door with mild security.  It will be there 
that Puppet will enter, move throughout the stadium and plant the explosives.  Mad Dog is becoming 
more secure as the meeting goes on; he enters Puppet’s mind deeper and deeper.  Puppet’s arm then 
sends a lamp crashing to the floor, loosening one of the transmitters.  The signal is now faint as the rest 
of the meeting comes to a close.  Observed by agent Atticus, July 9, 1:21-2:46 P.M.  

 July 10 to July 24 

 Things remain dormant;  there is no activity in and around the apartment.  Mad Dog remains 
away as no sound comes from the flat.  No activity reported July 10 to July 24.   Observed by Atticus, July 
24, 12:01 P.M. 



 August 1, 8:53 P.M. 

 Mad Dog, accompanied by Puppet and two women, enter the apartment.  The two women are 
obviously paid escorts , and with drinks in hand and music playing loudly they proceed to have a party.  
The celebration lasts late into the night.  There is no talk of their future plans.  The ladies leave at 12:08 
A.M.  Observed by Atticus, August 1, 8:53 P.M.-12:08 A.M. 

 

 August 17, 7:54 P.M.  

 Surveillance picks up conversation about the three days before the explosion at the Super Bowl. 
Mad Dog instructs the soldiers to be prepared to spend the day and night at his apartment in order to 
get mentally prepared for the day ahead.  He instructs the men to remain focused, assuring them of a 
great design and outcome.  They spend the rest of the evening watching the news.  Observed by Atticus, 
August 17, 7:54 P.M.  

 

 Report:  Atticus and team waiting for day and time of:  A) When Mad Dog and soldiers are going 
to pick up explosives; and B)Time they are going to stadium.  Reported August 20. 

 August 25, 11:09 A.M.  

 Mad Dog sounds off against America, calling for death of pigs and the destruction of all who 
conform to American ways, sounding off against the American dream, calling it a “falsehood of decadent 
ways” and a “destroyer of the earth.”  Sounding off against the government and the brainwashing of its 
people, using the promise of wealth as a bargaining chip for the control of their minds,  Mad Dog says, “ 
For the day will come when Americans will be broken and at the will of others, as the country will dry up 
and shrivel away.”  This rant goes on for a hard fifty- two minutes, observed by Atticus, August 25, 11:09 
to 12:02 P.M.  No word of A or B. 

 

 September 5, 1:09 P.M. 

  No activity. 

   Observed by Atticus, September 5 

 

 September 14, 3:07 P.M. 

  No Activity. 

   Observed by Atticus, September 14 

 

 September 25, 4:56 P.M. 

  No Activity. 



   Observed by Atticus, September 25 

 

 October 1, 2:07 P.M. 

  As the date grows near Mad Dog and his men are starting to discuss the details of the 
date ahead.  On more than one occasion they mention a man named Omar who, from what I can tell, 
has created and stored the explosives.  What hasn’t yet been disclosed are the whereabouts of Omar. 
Observed and taped by Atticus, October 1, 2:07 P.M. 

 October 11, 3:09 P.M. 

  Again and again Mad Dog mentions Omar and the explosives.  What he fails to say are 
what kind and how many.  Observed and taped by Atticus, October 11, 3:09 P.M. 

 October 23, 9:09 P.M. 

  Mad Dog mentions that Omar lives down a dead end street and it is he that has all the 
explosives that they need.  He also mentions that they will pick up the explosives three days before the 
Super Bowl.  What isn’t mentioned is the name of the street.  Observed and taped by Atticus, October 
23, 9:09 P.M. 

 November 12, 5:56 P.M. 

  Mad Dog mentions the street that Omar lives on.   It is 44th Street, and the time of his 
pick up would be at noon three days before the Super Bowl.  What is odd is a long pause in the 
recording and the manner in which Mad Dog and the others speak.  I think they suspect something.  
Observed and taped by Atticus, November 12, 5:56 P.M. 

 November 19, 2:23 P.M. 

  The date of the pick up has changed, along with Omar’s address.  Now the pick up is 
going to be the day of the Super Bowl and Omar’s address has changed to 22nd and 5th.   Still something 
seems to be suspected.  Mad Dog and one solider seem to be suspicious about their conversations. 
There seem to be breaks in the talks.  Observed and taped by Atticus, November 19, 2:23P.M. 

 November 28, 7:47 P.M. 

  Mad Dog begins to rant against the United States again, calling for the destruction of the 
polluted land and its people.  Yelling and slamming his fist against the wall, he calls for justice for his 
people saying aloud that the country will pay.  And with that, it all stops and again he changes the date 
of the pick up and where Omar lives.  Now the date is the day before the Super Bowl and his address is 
6th and Broad.  Observed and taped by Atticus, November 28, 7:47 P.M. 

 December 16, 5:25 P.M. 

  Receiving more tape on the suspects.  The day and the amount of explosives have not 
changed, although everything has been quiet at the apartment for some time.  Taped and observed by 
Atticus, December 16, 5:25 P.M. 

 December 20, 3:14P.M. 



  No activity.  Date grows near.  Observed by Atticus, December 20, 3:14 P.M. 

 January 3, 2:22 P.M. 

  Report by Atticus.  Enough taped to make arrest, planned for January 5, 9:00 A.M.  

 January 4, 10:09 A.M. 

  Report by Atticus.  Sounds of alarms down the street lead me and my men away from 
suspect.  Apartment remains empty; fire was the cause of the alarm.  Detained for quite some time. 
Reported by Atticus, January 4, 10:09 A.M. 

 January 4, 12:14 P.M. 

  Report by Atticus.  On the return to the apartment,  cover blown, surveillance tapes 
destroyed and equipment damaged.  Proceeding to Plan B, Section A.  Observed and reported by 
Atticus, January 4, 12:14 P.M. 

 January 15, 12:00 P.M. 

  With the date coming closer, all preparations for Plan B, Section A have been put into 
motion.  Still watching the apartment as date grows nearer.  Reported by Atticus, January 15, 12:00 P.M. 

 January 27, 1:00 P.M. 

  With the date even nearer still, operation “To Kill a Mockingbird” Section B, Case 109A 
underway for February 2,  3:49 P.M.  Reported by Atticus, January 27, 1:00 P.M. 

 February 2, 3:49 p.m. 

  With Mad Dog’s plan just a day away, operation “To Kill a Mockingbird” is under way.   
As Mad Dog walks to his apartment, I ( Atticus), come up from behind him and empty my weapon of two 
shots to the back of his head at 3:49P.M. The case of possible situation 109A is now at its end, 
completed and closed. Reported by Atticus, February 2, 3:49 P.M. 

 

 

      THE END 

   

 

   

   

   

      



          “Prior to My Madness” 

         

             

 

 My name is Edgar Bellows and it is here that I need to put to paper the series of events that 
have befallen me in October of the year 1832.  Leading a very solitary life in the country, I recently found 
myself interested in being interested.  A profound curiosity for all that has entered my single life, a 
wonderment of nature and a peaceful existence have gained access to all aspects of my life.  I rise when 
I wish, I eat what I wish and I chatter and frolic when and if I wish.  I am a man of thirty- two with black 
hair and brown eyes, a slim build with no distinguishable marks on any part of my body, except of 
course the birthmark on my upper thigh, on the inner part of my left leg; it is in the form of a cross, an 
upside down cross from my perspective looking down.  Other than that there are no blemishes on my 
body or face.  I live alone here in Old Road with my trusty friend Max, a shepherd that I raised from a 
pup.  There is also my ride, a golden horse that has been with me from the moment I took residence 
here in Old Road.  I maintain a solid existence.   When I am hungry I eat and when I am tired I sleep. 
When I am interested I read and when I need sound I play the wood flute that I have had for all of my 
life, a gift from my late grandfather.  The need to put these events on paper fell upon me after I noticed 
the slight change in my mind, and so it is here that I started to keep a journal of the events that have led 
me to my current situation, as it may be.  I will start from the beginning, as all tales should.   I will tell of 
my mind, before, then during, then after, and I hope these words don’t fall upon the uninterested. 

 The picture is clear; with moments of flashes I see who I was and what my mind used to be. 
With a lightness of being and with my cares dusted into nothingness, I see what was and I see what now 
is, and a feeling of shame is my only solitude.  Carefree, I would go about my day enjoying the land and 
enjoying my life.  How I would rejoice in the simplest things, a cool breeze or a piece of fruit,  they would 
take on significance where there was none.  Exploring the land, Max and I would leave for hours on end, 
seeing and watching the change of the seasons.  And then there were times I would go riding, feeling my 
golden horse beneath me, at one with him and at one with the land.  We would come home late as the 
sun was setting and I would make a late dinner of my day’s hunt.  There on the fire I would roast what I 
had killed, sharing with Max.  I recall the simplest pleasure of it all.  Many nights I recall I would thank 
the Lord for my lot.  My mind was as clear and carefree as the wind. 

 Before, I was free of worry, free of stress and free of sorrow.  The only concern I had was one 
autumn that my golden horse fell sick.  I was troubled for him then, for he was as trusted and solid as a 
good friend and when he fell ill I was concerned deeply.  But I celebrated as he regained his health, and 
that was the only time I can remember when my heart was heavy and my mind burdened.  In truth I was 
happy and full of joy..  So now I say to all, “Take this upon thyself as a warning; a warning not to indulge 
in the dark arts, a warning not to trust so easily, a warning to look before one leaps into the abyss and a 
warning to put thy faith in the only, the only true, the only one, thy Lord.” 

 

October 20 

 Recalling the past, I decided to put down these words as a ledger of the account of the events 
that took place over the period of ten days.  I wanted the reader to haves a clear understanding of the 



man I was prior to the events that led to my demise.  It was on the morning of the twentieth that I 
awakened to the sound of someone at my door.  There was no formal knock, but Max alerted me to a 
presence.  I grew suspicious, for any guests that I had had were few and far between.  I approached with 
caution as I grabbed my gun.  I pushed Max back into the corner as I reached for the knob and opened 
the door slightly, letting the light of the sun mark my floor. I had my hand on the trigger when I noticed 
that there was no one there.  I fully opened the door and took a long look outward and I could see no 
trace of anyone, but someone had been there. And then I noticed it.  I looked down and it was there, 
wrapped in a brown cloth and tied with a heavy string.   Below my feet was a package.  And so began my 
end. 

 I brought the package into my home and placed it on the table.  I did not open it right away.   I 
looked at it and examined it, for it was the first and only package I had ever received.  I began a slow 
pace around my small home.  I took three steps to the table when Max started to become unhinged.  He 
began barking loud and frantically, running around in a circle.  I tried my best to calm him down, but  he 
would not stop.   I opened the door and he ran out with a speed as if leaving something unholy.  After 
closing the door I paced, looking at the fine cloth the package was wrapped in.   I also noticed the string 
and how beautifully it held the contents.   I walked over to the table and picked it up, and to my surprise 
it had an odor. 

  I was taken aback because the scent was unfamiliar to me. It was both pleasant and foul, and I 
couldn’t make out which it was.  I brought it to my face and took a long healthy sniff, and it was there 
again - pleasant and foul.   My mind was intoxicated by the aroma.   A soft perfume came to mind, 
dancing in the air, also the stench of the dead.  I remembered smelling the former at a Christmas party 
some many years back on the neck of a very attractive young lady, but this smell was more intoxicating, 
and yet foul.   I remembered the smell of the dead, also from some years back..  I put the package down 
and decided that it was the scent of perfume, the smell of hope, the smell of possibility and the smell of 
a lady. 

 I pulled on the string ever so carefully, almost as if I was doing something wrong.  I unwrapped 
the package with the precision of exposing an ancient relic.  I don’t know why I did what I did, but I did 
it.  And behold, there was a small book and a hand written letter.  The writing was like none that I had 
ever seen, for it was in a script that looked ever so professional, like great care went into its 
construction.  The book was in the same writing but different ink; a lighter shade of black went into the 
book while a deeper darker color went into the letter.  On the top of the page were the words, “My 
dearest Edgar,” while the bottom said, “Yours forever, Mistress Ravel.”  I searched my mind.   Who was 
Ravel?   Did I ever meet someone with that name over the course of my travels . . .  a friend of a friend . . 
. a distant relative?  I came up short.   There was no one from my past or present that even vaguely 
resembled her name.  I began reading the letter with a fond curiosity. 

My Dearest Edgar, 

 By now you must be wondering who I am and how we know each other, so I will begin by telling 
you that we have never met, in the flesh, that is.  But our souls have been together on more than one 
occasion, deep in the night and deep within the worlds that surround us, for on another level we are one.  
I understand how odd this all may sound, but I assure you that deep within we have known each other 
for many lifetimes, and it is now that I have found you again.  I live a very solitary life as I know that you 
do and I believe that it is in our solitude that we have found each other yet again.  I beg you not to think 
me a fool, or mad, for I will give you what you need as proof of our connection.  On your body you bear a 
scar; it is in the form of a cross on your upper thigh.  So you see, Edgar, my love, it is I that have been 



waiting for you, for what seems to be a thousand lifetimes.  I am meek and soulful as you are.  I take 
pleasure in the simplest things in life as I know you do.  My only trusted companion is my cat, Sara, as I 
know your trusted companion is a Shepherd named Max.  Please do not ask me how I know of these 
things.  Let’s just say they come to me in dreams and leave it at that.  I assure you, Edgar, that I am not 
mad and I wish you no harm.  In the back of the book I sent is a drawing of myself, by myself.  I am very 
religious, my love, and I wish for our union to be a blessed one.  So it is in the book that I left instructions 
for our communion.  You must recite the words as written on the said night and I will come to you, before 
the next day.  If you decide not to, I will be doomed to my life of loneliness, as will you.  Till we meet, my 
love. 

 

       Yours Forever, 

        Mistress Ravel 

 I put down the letter and immediately went to the door.   I looked out long and hard into the 
neighboring forest.  Was she watching me?  Have I been a victim of foul play or a hoax?  It was then I 
remembered the mark I bear; having only bathed inside, there would be no way for anyone to see.  I 
became perplexed by the situation; my heart grew heavy and my mind grew troubled.  It was another 
beginning - another beginning of the end. 

  I went back to the table to look through the book.  By this time I still hadn’t decided what I was 
going to do about this new person that had invaded my home.  I looked through the book and it spoke 
of two nights from this day.  It would be then that the invocation was to take place.  There was a long 
page of words that didn’t look familiar to me at all.  I was to stand outside with my arms wide, the night 
lit by only the light of the moon, and deep within myself I was to call her name and before the hour of 
the next day she would appear to me, my beloved.  I looked at her picture in the book long and hard.  
Do I know of this person?  As far as drawings go, I had seen better and I had seen worse.  I did admit to 
myself that the angel like face struck me with a mild fancy.  Her long flowing hair and the innocence of 
her expression left an inner curiosity.  Recalling the past it was then that I let her in, into my mind, into 
my soul.   It was then she claimed me, without me conscious, and without me aware. I put down the 
book, folded the letter and placed them both on the shelf.  My mind still was not made up as to my 
future actions.  It would be the following day and the following night’s dream that would begin the loss 
of my senses.  It was the beginning of the end, the end of rational behavior. 

 

 

October 21 

 I went about my day with Mistress Ravel in the back of my thoughts.  Max and I went for a long 
walk in the forest, but it had changed.  The one time carefree experience of the woods had now turned 
into me looking around every corner and every tree.  Was she there watching me?  Does she know my 
every step?  I came across two deer grazing while I thought of the beauty of nature.  Together they 
stood still..  From my now perspective I saw the two and not the one, the solo, but together a pair now 
one.  With the sun going down, I returned with Max to my home. As I approached my front door, which 
seemed tainted, empty in some way that it wasn’t before, I half decided in my mind not to partake in 



the ritual.  Seeing the effect on my life with just a letter I half decided to ignore her request.  But that 
was before the night’s events.  That was before the dream. 

 The night came softly with stillness in the air.  After supper Max resigned himself to the corner 
as he always did.  I thought of some soothing music as I reached for my flute.  I let the notes fill the air. 
Melodic and hypnotic, I let my mind fill with the sound.  It brought me to a very peaceful place.  I always 
loved the sound from when I was a boy.  My grandfather introduced me to music and his love was 
passed on to me.  There were many things my grandfather taught me; the love of music, the love and 
respect for nature, the love for your fellow man and the love for the Lord.  I remembered all but I 
strayed from the path.  I strayed from myself and I strayed from the truth.   And it all started with a 
dream. 

 I began dreaming sometime after midnight.  The wind was cold coming through my home, and 
with the candle out the moon cast a glow on my table and on my shelf.  I drifted into unconsciousness 
unaware of what I would find, my mind clouded in a mild fog.  Images passed before me: my 
grandfather, my mother, the old home I used to occupy, Max, and for some odd reason, a lake from my 
childhood.  I would swim there every summer with my childhood friend, Chad.  It was the grandest time 
of my life, the water clean and clear and the sun beaming down upon me.  I don’t think I was ever so 
alive.  And as I woke in my dream I could hear Max barking.   I was there, back at the lake, and Max was 
there with me.  With my heart racing and the sun beating down, the water looked as clear as ever.  I 
wanted to disrobe and jump in, and it was then it happened.   I turned to look out at the land when the 
picture from the book, the picture of Mistress Ravel, started to take form.  Walking toward me, the once 
drawing of the angel started to take on human form and she was more beautiful than I could have ever 
imagined.  Dressed in white, her heavenly looks shone in my eyes and took hold of who I was and what I 
thought possible.  As she approached, Max started to become unhinged, barking and going around in a 
circle.   I couldn’t control him.   She walked slowly toward me, and it was then Max ran into nothingness.  
I was breathless as I melted with her beauty; trouble had found my soul. 

 As she approached I could barely focus on anything but her beauty.  I was hypnotized. Reaching 
out her hand, she touched my face gently and an overpowering sensation of joy came upon me.  With 
my heart beating faster, I reached out my hand and touched her cheek.  The softness and angel-like 
glow consumed me and she came closer.  She embraced me in a way I never thought possible.  I was one 
with her, and she with me.  We hugged for what seemed to be an eternity.  She pulled back and I could 
feel the sense of loss already, in my mind, in my soul and in my heart, like I was missing something of 
value, something I needed desperately.  She came in close again and she kissed my forehead.   
Everything I knew was  gone.  Everything I once was, was gone.  She kissed my lips and my head erupted 
with colors and lights.   The kiss was the most profound experience I had ever had.  I was being mastered 
by Mistress Ravel, totally unaware.  She pulled back and it was then it happened.  She fell to the ground 
sobbing.   I was in shock.  I reached out to touch her once more, but I couldn’t.  There was something 
holding me back.  I started to panic with her tears.  I needed so desperately to stop them, like it was a 
part of my soul there crying on the ground.  And it was the words that she uttered that took the life I 
once had.   In a voice that I will never forget she called my name, “Edgar.”  I was still in a state of panic 
and desperation and she said my name once more, “Edgar.”   Then she spoke the words, “I am so 
alone.”  I was taken back, for her solitude was now a part of me as if I was speaking the words myself.  A 
single tear ran down my face as she claimed me.  I was taken in by her beauty and angel-like demeanor, 
and it was the wind that sounded in the land by the lake that broke the spell.  Like a wave it came across 
me, covering me and Mistress Ravel and the land.  It was forceful and hard; it had captured my mind, 
and I awoke, never to be the same and never to be my own.  The dream had sealed my fate, with me 
totally unaware; doomed, doomed. 



 

 

 

October 22 

 

 I walked about my land.  My!  How everything had changed.  The land looked different.  The 
value it once had in my mind was now diminished in some way; the importance and awe inspiring 
beauty was now less in my eyes.  All was less.   Max and my golden horse remained close to my heart 
but now they were less, and the cause of the infirmity, the angel named Ravel.  My care-freeness, my 
interests, my sounds, my hungers and my solitude; all were now less.  I walked around my land, empty, 
truly alone for the first time in all the years I had been master of my home.  The enjoyment of my 
solitude was less; I walked around my land burdened.  With a heavy heart I walked, thinking of the night 
to come, thinking of the ritual, and thinking of calling the woman that was haunting my mind.  Was she 
as beautiful as in my night’s vision?  I made up my mind.  I would call her to come to me.  I needed to 
see her for myself, and if the blessing of this meeting was to be the ritual in the book, so be it.  I would 
call when the night fell.  I walked about my land. 

 As night arrived my mental state became altered.  I was more alert and heightened in some 
dream-like way.  Max was asleep in the corner as I read and reread the ritual.  The light from the candle 
cast shadows on the walls that made me feel uneasy.  I was feeling my nerves as the candle flickered, a 
sign I should have paid attention to, but didn’t.  I pronounced the words in the book softly to myself as I 
heard the wind at my window and door.  It was a mild wind, just enough to catch my attention.  The 
words in the book were easy enough to pronounce.   They were to be spoken in a regular voice there 
under the moonlight and progressively grow louder and louder with an almost primal scream at the 
finish.  I read and reread and it was then the notion to abandon all thoughts of this madness came to 
me, but I did something I shouldn’t have.  I looked at her picture one last time in the back of the book, 
sealing my fate.  I stood and headed for the night with the wind against my door and all thoughts of 
sanity now going into the abyss.  

 Upon opening the door the wind sounded and the trees swayed.  I headed for the clearing just 
before the barn where my horse was; it was there I would call her and bless our meeting.  As instructed, 
I took a heavy stick and drew a circle around where I was to be standing.  The night’s darkness 
frightened me, although it never had before.  The wind became still and all seemed to stop with the 
opening of the book.   It was the moon that cast a glow, giving me just enough light to read what needed 
to be said, and as I opened my mouth to utter the first incantation, it happened, stopping me cold in my 
tracks.   I attributed it to the wind, knowing it wasn’t, but that is what I said to myself: “It’s just the 
wind.” There in the night was a sweet demonic laughter, that of a child, of a little girl.  It was short and 
purposeful as if one child was mocking another, and I knew I should stop, but I didn’t.   I went on with 
the incantation, lying to myself. “It was just the wind, it was just the wind, it was just the wind.” 

  I cleared my throat twice and proceeded.  In a monotone I said the first words; they flowed 
from my lips more easily than I thought they would.  As if someone else was inside of me, I read aloud 
the words in the book, as if watching myself from above, the air still calm.  By the end of the first page, 
my voice began to increase in volume and depth.  Looking out across my land, all seemed different as I 
read, as if the forest was ashamed and bewildered by my actions.    With my voice growing in intensity I 



read through the second page.   A feeling of excitement ran through my veins as my heart started to 
race.  I could see her in my mind standing there before me, glowing and smiling, swaying in the breeze.  I 
finished the second page and with the beginning of the third my voice turned primal.   I felt myself doing 
what I thought I should; it felt right, it felt like it was meant to be, like it was destiny.   I felt deep within 
my heart the sensation of being alive and being in love.  Reaching the final verse I called out the last 
words, “Meega Ravel!”  I screamed them like I had never yelled before; it was from the depths of 
everything I knew in my soul.  With such force inside me, I shook with anticipation.  And upon uttering 
the last words, the wind, which had been calm, turned into a live, torrid force that pushed me back a 
step or two.  It was howling like I had never heard before.  I had to fight to keep my balance as I closed 
the book.  It was then I heard Max bark - not just a bark or two, but a series of growls, clawing at the 
front of my home. Making my way through the wind, I broke the circle, leaving the clearing and holding 
on for dear life.  As I approached the front door I turned to look at the clearing and just as I reached for 
the knob the wind calmed and it was there again.  The laughter, the child, the demon, the darkness; it 
was all there and the blood drained from me.   I was a ghostly white, a shadow of my former self; 
damned. 

 I was no longer the same after the ritual.  The man I was, the carefree one who enjoyed his life 
and his lot, was no longer.  I could feel the change within me as I calmed Max down and sat at my table. 
Healthy and robust was now replaced by the shadow and the sickness I felt.  My head was light and my 
reflection showed a drained, white man with an illness, as if I contracted some disease that there was no 
name or cure for.  I did not know who I was, my head light and heavy all at the same time, my former 
self replaced by the illness, by the dread that was now entering my life.  My temperature was changing 
also; I started to feel the cold, not as before, but to the core of my bones.  I rose from the table and as I 
stood the rest of my being was draining from my body, my mind and my soul.  I headed for the bed in 
the corner, almost falling along the way and almost blacking out.  I wrapped myself in the blanket and 
put my head on the pillow.  And that is all I remember of that night that brought about my demise, the 
night that brought about my end. 

 

 

 

October 23 

 I rose before the sun, always, but on this day I rose just before noon.  The sun was beaming and 
a picture perfect day was waiting.  I was waiting.  I was now waiting for the goddess of my dreams to 
come to me.  What I didn’t know was what the day was going to bring.  Instead of receiving I would be 
losing.  Instead of a new love that would enter my world I was to lose one.  My head was still blank from 
the night and my heart heavy.  For a small part of me knew of her coming, a small part knew of her, a 
small part knew that I would see her only in my mind and my dreams.  I walked about the land heavy.  I 
was denying this small part with the growing absence of my sanity. 

 It was early evening when the overwhelming feeling of sleepiness befell me.  I did not eat, for I 
was not hungry any longer; all I wanted was sleep; the need for it burned from within.  My head heavy, I 
put it to the pillow, and with the candle burning low I drifted for just what seemed to be a brief 
moment.  It was a moment that turned out to be hours.   I sensed the presence in the corner.  It was a 
shadow in my mind. There, standing in the dark and watching, I invited the evil into my home.  I gasped 
as I opened my eyes, for there was a weight upon my chest; weight and wetness.  I looked and to my 



horror I could see him, holding my throat in his mouth, the wetness dripping.  I wished to cry out but I 
couldn’t make a move.   I was paralyzed with fear.  I whimpered aloud, causing him to strengthen his 
hold on me.  A single tear ran from my eye, for he was my beloved, my companion, my friend.  It was 
Max holding me within his jaws, growling and mad.  I knew what I had to do.  As much as it broke me, I 
knew what I had to do. 

 With one strong push I threw him from my bed.  He fell to the floor and came at me, rabid.  I 
reached for my gun as he sunk his teeth into my leg.  I grunted as I picked up the gun and struck him 
with the butt.  He fell back wounded as I drew blood.  Hoping the blow would restore him to what he 
was, I waited, but to my heartache he was still mad.  I shot him and ended his life, and in doing so ended 
a small part of myself.   I began stroking his head lying there on the floor, bleeding his blood and mine.  
It stained my floor, a stain that would never be erased, a stain that would remind me for the rest of my 
days of what I brought into my home and what I had lost. 

 There was a hole inside me now, as I would have to dig the hole in the ground to bury my 
friend.  The ground was soft and my heart was bleeding as I lay the final dirt on my sins.  For it was I who 
brought the darkness; it was I who brought the evil.  I could almost hear her call in the woods.  It was 
under way, my mind, my sanity drifting further and further from me.  I could feel a slight shake inside as 
I returned to my home.  My bloodstained floor broke me and I began to weep.   I fell to the floor on the 
blood.  Crying and holding myself, I called her name, not aloud, but inside my mind.  I screamed her 
name, “Ravel!”   While all the time in the forest, in the distance, in the back of me, I could hear it, the 
child, the little girl, the demon, and the laughter.  I fell onto my bed, dead inside.   I was blank and numb. 
The stain had taken my heart and Ravel had taken my soul.  I could see Max, I could see myself, I could 
see the past, fading, fading, faded, and faded.  It was the end of my day. 

 

 

 

 

 

October 24 

 It was mid-afternoon when I rose.  My heavy head and the fog of my mind left me unaware of 
my surroundings.  For a brief moment I thought of Max and where he was; then I remembered.  Then I 
saw my blanket covered in blood.  I should have dressed my wound the night before.   Fortunately the 
gash was not that deep, but there was blood, blood on the blanket, blood on the floor and blood on my 
hands.  The fog of my mind would last for the day and days to come.  I could barely hold a thought.  Not 
of Ravel, not of Max, not of life and not of myself.   Inside there was a black death and it would be with 
me for today and for days to come.  All I wanted was the numbness of sleep and sleep I did, for that day 
and for the next. 

 

 

 



October 25 

 Dead inside with no signs of life. With sleep my only refuge, I hid inside, not caring, defeated. 

 

October 26 

 It was another day of nothingness, another day of darkness, another day of spiritual death.  I 
tried to eat something, forcing myself, but the call to sleep was too great.  Night and day my mind was 
covered in a glow of darkness. A single thought of Ravel and I spit on the blood stained floor. I returned 
to bed, not sure of my fate and what awaited me.  My room and my body were cold, and while 
shivering, I would wrap myself in a blanket.   I could see her image in my mind and I could still hear the 
laughter.  I was frightened and cold.   I closed my eyes, unaware of time, unaware of where I was and 
unaware of who I was becoming.  The coldness swept through my life and my world. 

 

 

 

October 27 

 There was quietness around me as I opened my eyes.  I then realized that the sound of a single 
bark was what drew me back to the world and out of my dream.  My head felt heavy and the softness of 
the wind outside my door made me think of her.  It was her that consumed me, bringing me to the point 
of losing myself, her beauty so damning that I could see no more, feel no more.  It hung before me like a 
trophy, like a prize that I would never receive.  But it was there inside me, inside my mind and my soul. 
Her presence was overshadowing me into nothingness.  Confused and lost, I brought myself out of my 
bed.   I needed food. 

 My mind took a dark turn as I paced around my floor, trying with all my might not to step on the 
blood.  Something was hurting me from the inside.   I thought for a moment it was something that I had 
eaten but it was more than that.   My head - there was something wrong with my head.  I started to feel 
the confusion as I never had before; things didn’t make any sense.  There was someone else inside of 
me.   It was as if a foreign entity had entered my body.  I didn’t know who I was as I moved faster and 
faster from wall to wall.  Then I heard it again.  I stopped with the sound because it was there again - the 
same one that woke me.  It was a bark.  Frantically I went to the window and looked out onto the dirt 
where Max was buried.   It was not moved, but I heard it.  I was in emotional and mental pain like never 
before.  I needed to leave.  I dressed myself and put on my boots.  I ran from my home; it was not mine 
anymore.   It now belonged to her.  I had to escape. 

  Walking through the forest and heading on the path to the lake, a smaller one than from my 
childhood, I sought solace in the dense woods.  I could hear the wind and the birds calling to me but 
their cries sounded only as a warning, cutting through my head like a knife or small needles jabbing and 
sticking me.  How I missed Max.  I proceeded to walk faster and faster down the dirt path, the wind at 
my face and the sounds I was running from deadening my mind.  With one loud cry of a crow I began to 
run.   I needed  to not be where I was; it was too much for me to bear.  I came to the top of the hill and 
stopped.  I could see the lake from where I was and I needed so desperately to be free from my bonds.  I 
took a deep breath and looked out at the horizon.  I found a moment of peace.  It was there - the 



majestic view of nature.  I thought of my grandfather.  I thought of the peace he brought me in life.  I 
thought of  oneness with all and I breathed a sigh as the cloud lifted.  I walked slowly to the lake, my 
mind clearer than before.  I thought “all over” as I sat on a fallen tree and looked out.  I thought “all 
over” as my mind was still; I closed my eyes and let the wind softly caress my face.  I thought “all over” 
but with my eyes closed and the wind still, it started up once again.  It was there, not loud and not quiet, 
in the back of my mind; it was there, the child’s voice, the laughter.  My mind started to turn again 
inside.  I cringed as I heard it, and looking back in the forest it was as real as anything I have ever heard.  
It was there.   I heard her.   It was there with a primal scream, I stood from my tree.  It was beginning 
again in my mind; the torture, the pain and the voice, the laughter was all there.   I heard it.  I began 
pacing before the line of water, back and forth, back and forth.   I was confused and scared.   I was lost 
and in pain.   I was not sure of anything at all.  My mind and my soul were all a distant fragment of what 
they once were.  I said a small and quiet curse; the words flowed from my lips like I was a preacher 
saying a mass for the souls of the damned.  I felt good saying them.   I felt holy, like I was exalted above 
all, like I was above the witch that had sent me here.  As the final word left my mouth, my mind turned 
inside itself and with a faster pace I lost the rest of the sense that the good Lord had given me.  I cried 
out in pain as I threw myself into the lake, and everything stopped.  

 I held myself under the water for as long as I could stand it.  The coldness felt good on my mind, 
like it was numbing all the words and thoughts, like all had been just a dark dream.  I could feel myself 
under the water.  Keeping my eyes open I looked out, seeing nothing.   I held myself under as long as I 
could.  I needed to come up for air, but I needed to be free from my bonds even more. I held myself 
under. “Just a moment longer,” I told myself, “just a moment longer” and with that I threw myself up 
and gasped for a breath.  I wiped my eyes and looked out.  Standing in the water, I felt baptized.  With 
my mind numb, a mild sense of sanity came to me, enough so that I walked from the water, enough so 
that I made my trek back to my home, the wind at my back and the soft sounds of the forest guiding my 
way.  The wave had stopped. 

 Along the way I repeated to myself, “I know who I am, I remember who I am . . .  I am Edgar 
Bellows.  I live a solitary life of my choosing.   I eat when I wish and sleep when I wish.  I know who I am.  
My name is Edgar Bellows.”   As I approached the door, I said the words aloud, “This is my home and my 
name is Edgar Bellows.”  I turned the handle and walked in, barely holding myself up.   Soaked, I 
proceeded to undress, the words ringing in my mind over and over again.   I was now saying them aloud 
to myself.   “My name is Edgar Bellows.   My name is Edgar Bellows.  I know who I am and this is my 
house.”  I removed my boots and socks.  Stripped down to nothing I stood in my home. I said to myself, 
“This is who I am, and my name is Edgar Bellows.”  I had reached a threshold of sanity standing there in 
my home.  But all was lost; it was only an illusion of my sanity, for I looked down at myself.  I looked at 
the mark on my upper leg, the mark that was always there, the mark that “it” knew of.   And it was no 
more. I began to rock back and forth, my head, my mind, back and forth.  I laughed out loud.   I laughed, 
and with my mind gone, I threw myself onto my bed and wrapped myself in my blood-stained blanket.  I 
stared out into the past and I saw myself before.   I saw myself and what I was, content and free, whole 
and one, but that was before, that was prior.   That was prior to my madness. 

 

 

 

October 28 



 

 

 I was dreaming of my sanity.  I was dreaming of my mind whole and at peace. Sitting on the tree 
by the lake, the coolness of the wind making me one and the awe inspiring vision of the land capturing 
my imagination, it was the peace I was looking for.  And he was there alive, my loyal friend, running back 
and forth between me and the water.  I remembered smiling with him as I threw a stick, laughing aloud 
as he jumped and ran, pulling him to me and holding and petting him, as I was so glad to see my friend 
Max.  All was at peace in my dream, and I was sane.  And then she appeared. 

 She came from afar, walking slowly towards me and at first I couldn’t make out what or who it 
was, for I had forgotten about her in my dream.  The first thing I noticed was her feet, bare and walking 
on the ground, almost floating. She was coming closer, dressed in white, her hair flowing with the wind.  
As she approached, Max let out a bark and ran into nothingness. I couldn’t remember a thing as the 
vision of beauty came to me - nothing of my days, nothing of my actions, and nothing of who I was.  All 
that came to me was this vision of a goddess, and I was at her mercy. 

 The wind brought her to me; it was a sweet and intoxicating perfume that melted my mind. I 
could see her form through her white dress. With the wind pushing her blonde hair back and her lips 
soft and red, I found myself excited and frightened at the same time.  In the back of my mind, I could 
hear music, flutes playing in rhythmic tones of levity as she began to smile. With a meek and innocent 
smile she reached out her hand, touching my face.  And then the music changed from a gay waltz to 
something of a serious tone; a single note rang throughout the land in my dream.  She pulled back from 
me, her smile gone as she crossed her arms on her chest. She grabbed her garment and dropped it to 
the ground. There before me she stood naked and I gasped for breath as I took a step back.  The wind 
and the music had stopped and I was frozen with shock.  Her body was breathtaking!   If only I could 
have remembered.   If only I could have remembered who I was and what she was.  I was absorbed by 
her beauty, the curve of her hips, the firmness of her breasts, her angelic face, her soulful eyes.  I was 
motionless as she reached out her hand to touch me.  If only I could have remembered, if only. 

 She pulled me close and I melted.  She ran her fingers through my hair as I placed my forehead 
on her shoulder.  I wanted to take my arms and hold her but I dared not; they remained at my side.  
Pulling my head from her body she looked deeply into my eyes and I could see the seriousness in her.  I 
could feel her strength as she held my head.  Looking into her eyes I could see, for a brief moment, it 
was there in a flash: the evil. With another look it was gone from my mind, never to be seen again, even 
in my dreams.  All that was present now was the angel, sweet and tasteful, innocent.  She moved her 
head to mine and began kissing my face, my forehead, my cheeks and finally my lips; with such passion 
she took my soul and I felt flushed.  Whiteness came over me and I was blank.   She smiled, as she knew 
I belonged to her.  She directed my head, moving me below to her breast. She stopped me before any 
touch, as she wanted me to look. It was firm and perfect, her nipple erect. She guided my face to her 
and I began to suckle. Excited and frightened I felt a surge inside me, as if in a way I was trying to make 
her mine.  I think she sensed it as I could hear a slight laugh coming from her and coming from the land.  
I turned into a child at his mother’s breast, completely at her mercy.  The laughter increased in the land 
and in Ravel as she slowly pulled me away and spoke one word softly into my ear.  She spoke the word 
“bug,” and I woke.  Waking, I found myself sucking on my thumb. The vision remained and I was starting 
to remember; the dream, Max, the lake, her naked form, it was all there in my mind.  I was beside 
myself with fear as I thought of her.  Who was this creature that had captured my mind, so beautiful and 
so deceptive, her naked form now haunting me? What have I done?  What have I let into mind, my soul, 



my being?  And it was there, the word I had forgotten, and upon remembering I changed, I transformed, 
my memory now gone, the slightest piece of myself gone.  I could hear her in my dream and in my mind, 
uttering the word, “bug.” 

 As if my own will were being imposed upon, I threw the blanket off myself and began my 
transformation.  My sense of right or wrong was no more. The feeling of self vanished as I was now 
transformed, my mind now not thinking on its own, but at the control of Ravel.  Slowly I crept from my 
bed not knowing what I was doing or becoming.  I didn’t know if it was day or night.  I began my descent 
into madness. Smelling the room and moving ever so slowly, I was looking for validation of my existence.  
I needed to feed, but on what?  I crawled on my floor as if I was from another world.  Looking faster and 
faster at the wood and contents of my home, I needed to feed.  With my hands like paws I reached out, 
grabbing at nothing and holding nothing.  I tried to examine what I had found. Only in my imagination I 
found contents.  I let the saliva drip from my mouth onto my hands and with a quick reflex I slurped up 
their contents, but I needed more.  Crawling over my floor I headed for the only discoloration I could 
see.  It was there in the distance.  I made my way slowly, as if finding my meal, my thoughts excited, for 
the hunger was great. The color on the floor was now my food.  I began to eat the color, picking at it, in 
small morsels.  I did not know what it was, all I knew was that it was food and I was feeding.  My 
excitement reached its limits.  As I was feeding all went wrong, or should I say all went right?  It came in 
a flash: my memory, my mind.  I remembered now; looking down at the blood stain I recalled myself. 
What was I doing? I threw myself up, standing up in fear, looking at the blood stain. What was I doing? 
My madness, my sweet sanity!  What was I doing?  Feeling as if I had returned from an altered state, I 
woke up from my delusion and threw myself onto my bed.  Wrapping myself in my blanket, I began to 
sob.  It was a mournful sob, as if I had lost someone dear to me, a close relation, and I had.  I had lost 
someone dear to me.  I had lost myself.  And so it was the end of another day, with my sanity chipping 
away more and more, and my madness growing to a level I had never dreamed possible.  I send a curse 
upon the evil and a curse upon the witch, for to live like this is not fit for man or beast.  And now a 
growing concern absorbs me, and it is that of my outcome, my fate.  For I feel my destiny is determined 
and I am at its mercy, whatever it may be, unchangeable and damned. 

 

 

 

 

October 29 

 

 

 My mind was numb and unknowing as I lay in my bed.  I was not asleep and not awake.  My 
thoughts tried to turn to my life before my curse, but there was only a blanket of nothingness. I could 
feel water within me, cool and refreshing, like I was being absorbed by the light. There was peace and 
solace as the pain of my mind vanished.  I remembered nothing as the waves flowed over my mind, 
filling me and leaving me awed.  My thoughts turned to Max and I was beginning to recall my days. The 
water was now growing in strength and turbulence. With each new thought the now crashing waves 
brought me fear; a storm was coming into my mind.  The winds brushing against me left me looking for 



something to hold, something to grab, and something to brace myself against the storm, but there was 
nothing there.  I was now at its mercy.  I was growing cold as I could feel the water, my mind and my 
body shaking with the coldness. The wind was a hard coolness and the water ice as I braced myself as 
best I could.  Reaching its climax, the storm, the waves throwing me, I thought of her. Her image came 
before me, an unholy beauty.  I said her name aloud, and all stopped.  I drifted off for minutes, for 
hours, to nothingness, not remembering and not dreaming, just a living corpse, dead inside. 

 Thrashing about in my bed I woke to heat. Sweating and drenched as if I was in the lake again, I 
turned and tossed about my bed. Throwing the blood-stained blanket off, I could feel the heat from 
within turning my mind mad with delusion. Dripping with sweat, my hair and clothes now clung to my 
body . The heat grew in intensity and I was mad with fever as I looked around the room. My energy was 
sapped I could barely move.  I could feel the beads of sweat dripping from my face. With my mouth dry 
and my body on fire, I thrashed about my bed, the heat growing and growing.  I heard a voice in my 
home, but it was not the laughter as before. There was no laughter, but the voice was the same. A little 
girl was standing in the corner waving her finger at me.  It was her, as if she was a child, the same hair 
and same face, same white dress, standing and waving her finger, repeating over and over again, “I 
know what you are going to do.”  The words driving me to the edge and the fever reaching its depths, I 
lay on my bed, mad, dripping with sweat and dripping with insanity, with this little girl in my home, 
waving her finger, saying the words over and over and over again. “I know what you are going to do.”  It 
was my breaking point as I reached from within and hurled myself from my bed to the middle of my 
room. And it was there I lost the rest of my mind. 

 Tearing the clothes form my body in a frantic rage, I began to hear the laughter, but it wasn’t 
coming from the little girl, or the wind; it was coming from me.  With each pull of my garment I was 
laughing the laughter of the insane. Giggling and dripping, I was now deep in my delusion.  Pulling and 
ripping my clothes I was now throwing them across my home, laughing and laughing, the girl now gone 
from my mind and no image before me as I ripped the last piece of clothing from my body.  I was 
standing there naked and full of heat as I looked about my home at the blood stained blanket, from my 
first wound from my possessed and beloved Max, at the blood stained floor from my sins, and the book 
on the shelf where it all began.  My heart beating so that I thought it might come to a stop, I breathed 
deeply as I looked down.  I was fully erect, harder than ever before, and with her image before me in my 
mind I began to pleasure myself, or torture myself, saying her name over and over again with each 
stroke, her image before me, torturing my mind.  I said her name aloud, then louder and louder, and 
with a final scream I reached my climax, and everything drained from my existence.  My body, my mind 
and my soul drained into the abyss.  I flung myself onto my bed, the heat now dissipating.  I was now at 
my end; it would be all over now, the end coming, right soon. 

 Lying in my bed, unaware that this would be the final time to see the Mistress Ravel, I closed my 
eyes. Fully drained and showing no signs of life, I lay motionless. And she appeared to me, not in a 
dream but in my home, a dream of my home.  .  I could see my naked form on my bed and the darkness 
of night out of my window and I could see her, Ravel, standing in the middle of my room, where I was 
just a moment ago. She came to me looking innocent in her white dress, her hands at her sides and her 
blonde hair and angelic face in my view.  She climbed into bed with me as I tried to look away, pushing 
my hair back with one hand and singing a soft song.  I could not move. Singing words to a song I had 
never heard before, she eased me in.  But I knew, I knew who she was, for I had seen her soul and as I 
pulled back, she revealed herself yet again.  Her face was now distorted and full of fury and she pulled 
her other arm out, exposing the blade she had kept hidden.  I tried to fight but it was too late; my throat 
was now cut from ear to ear, and as I lay bleeding, she calmly pulled back into the air.  The angelic 
presence was now turning into her true form, the white dress now a torn black garment, her flowing 



blonde hair dark and falling out, with patches of baldness showing, and the face that had captured my 
soul, a cold old hideous wretch.  I knew as if I had known all along.  And as I lay bleeding she began to 
laugh, not as a child, but as who she was, evil.  I opened my eyes. 

 

 

 October 30 

 

 We have come to the present. My final day awaits me and with my final act I send a curse upon 
the witch, for she is more evil than the devil himself.  At least with the beast you know, you know what 
it is and what it is capable of. But with a mask of goodness she hides her true nature.  The mask holds 
you back from seeing her true identity.  So I say, “Thus a curse upon the witch who masks herself in 
goodness, holding back from the light her true form.  I see the truth, something unholy and something 
to beware.” 

 So I say to all, “Take my words and my tale as a warning upon one’s soul. Beware of the wolf 
covered in lamb’s clothing. Be aware of who you let into your heart and mind.  Beware of the dark arts 
and put thy faith in the Lord.  Take my words as a warning, a warning not to trust too easily and too 
quickly, a warning to flee from the dark arts that may take one’s soul and one’s mind.  A warning to look 
before one leaps, a warning to put one’s faith in the only truth and the only presence that would not 
lead one astray; put faith in the Lord.  Have faith in the Lord, not as I, for I have seen the face of evil and 
I have been damned, but you I tell, have faith in the Lord.  Trust not the call of beauty that hides the 
wolf. Trust not the innocent plea that masks evil. Trust not the dark arts to claim one’s soul, beware of 
all that I tell you.  For my tale is the proof of what I say. Trust the lord and have faith in his grace to save 
you from the evil masked in the innocent.  Beware!  Beware!” 

 I have now finished the noose with the rope that held my loyal Max.  My destiny awaits me, my 
fate awaits me this cold day, and a tree awaits my final act, the final end to the nothingness that is my 
sanity.  For here am I, my spirit ready to meet my heavenly Father, and my final act: madness. 

 

 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

  



 

“WHEN OUR DEMONS COME” 

 

 My name is Father Francis Cuts and I have decided to put down a written account of three 
parishioners who came to me full of torment. I must say with all heartfelt certainty that I wished the 
best for them and only hoped to alleviate their suffering.  As a man of the cloth it is my duty to serve 
and in God’s grace I did what I thought was in their best interest. I am a man getting on in age.  
Throughout my service to man and the Lord I found these three cases to be the most serious and in 
need of my utmost attention. I blame myself for having failed with my duties.  I needed only to act as a 
guide to direct the souls to others more qualified than myself to assist them in their torment and decay.  
But before passing them off to other professionals I decided to write this account of each case, for 
myself and for others who someday may inadvertently come across the same dealings.  With each, the 
darkness comes first, then the depression, then the emptiness, then the delusion and then as with all, 
the beginning, where it all starts, when our demons come.  

 I will call the first case “Alice” because I do not want to expose her true identity and cause more 
stress to the situation that has now captured her life. When I first encountered Alice she was a young 
and attractive early teen on her way to becoming a fine young woman.  Always with a shy smile that 
brought the same to me, she and her mother would come late to church, but would always be there. 
Alice’s bright golden hair was the first thing I noticed as did anyone who came into contact with the 
child.  It was long and mane-like with just the hint of a curl at the ends. She stood out in the crowd 
wherever she went, especially the church, where boys of all ages would watch her from a distance.  Her 
posture was lean and correct, but would change with the coming transformation in her demeanor.  
Although she wasa  shy and meek child, she maintained her social interactions with grace and humility, 
but that too would change with the transformation. Thinking of the child before and thinking of the child 
now, it saddens my heart, her innocence lost to the world and the darkness. 

 Her face was infant- like with a golden glow. There are those who grow older but their features 
of youth remain and Alice was one of them, but as her torment grew through time even this would 
change. Her baby- like face would have the reminiscence of age. Circles under her eyes, crevices above 
her brow almost seemed to have been attributed to a physical altercation, but there was none.  The 
battle she fought was in her mind and soul, and the beatings and torment were of a spiritual and mental 
undertaking. The first things I noticed were her sleeves, her long sleeves in the summer. 

 It was a hot day in July when the local townsfolk and myself were attending the summer swap 
meet. The tables were lined up in the parking lot of the church and people were selling the belongings 
that they didn’t care for any longer.  All were dressed in shorts and short sleeves when I noticed Alice 
and her mother at one of the tables. Her mother was dressed like everyone else but although Alice was 
wearing shorts, her top was long-sleeved and made of light material. I walked over to the two and 
welcomed them both. Innocently, I asked if she wasn’t too hot in the blouse she was wearing.  
Innocently, I touched her arm and she pulled back and turned away with a speed that was the first 
telltale sign that something was wrong.  Alice excused herself saying she wanted to look at the records 
across the way.  I asked her mother if everything was alright. She assured me it was, stating “You know 
how young girls are these days.” I made a mental note of the child. Later, on another blustering, hot 
August day, it happened again. 



  Everyone was feeling the effects of nature’s heat when I saw her standing in line waiting to 
come into church. She was looking pale, tired, and mentally beaten and again she was wearing long 
sleeves on a day that was dripping with heat.  I made it a point to purposely grab her lower arm again 
when she arrived at the door.  Her mother was busy with someone else in line.  I reached out to thank 
the child for coming and grabbed her arm; she pulled back in a noticeable pain. I told her I needed to see 
her after the service.  I was determined to get to the bottom of this matter. But before my meeting with 
Alice a child from her class revealed to me the secret of her long sleeves, a secret the child had been 
hiding.  She revealed to me that Alice was a cutter. 

 The term cutter was new to me so I did some research into the psychological terminology. What 
I found on the pages was nothing; what I found in Alice’s heart and words when I confronted the 
tortured child was the emotional bleeding of my soul for her pain. It would seem that the pain was so 
bad and torturous that the need for a physical release was the only solution and so, the she would cut 
herself on the arms or legs or anywhere for that matter. From Alice I would find out more about the 
darkest hours.  From Alice I would hear what happens when the demons come. 

 I sat in amazement when we had our meeting.  Stoic and with words and an attitude like she 
was giving a lecture, she proceeded to tell me of her torment. The way she handled it was like she was 
teaching the ways of spiritual unrest and pain. She was talking in the third person like the events were 
happening to someone else. I sat in silent awe of her and to this day when reflecting on our meeting I 
find myself a novice in the world of darkness. 

 It begins with a black cloud over her soul. The cloud, deep and dark, engulfs her world leaving no 
room for sunlight. There is no rain but only the threat, the anticipation of the pain; it is in this threat 
where the darkness comes. The waiting for the mind turning into light, but it doesn’t come; it lingers 
there with no hope. The dark cloud over one’s mind, the coldness of night and the void of any true love 
begins with the black cloud, and the waiting for the pain, as well as the waiting for the demon to come.  
And so with edge like anticipation it begins soft at first with a cut to the soul. A minor scratch to the 
surface of one’s mind, it is there, a single tear drop and the emotional bleeding of one’s being.  It is 
there, the unconscious vision that causes her pain, the past that is not revealed but lingers in her 
subconscious and so the demon comes and the conflict inside her arises to heightened senses of 
emotional and mental torture, and now with it, war. 

 Fighting and wrestling with the demon, she mounted a defense, only to succumb to the attack. 
Cutting at her soul with a razor of thoughts and visions she now could do nothing but struggle with the 
darkness. Bleeding with every move, she cried in pain. The demon laughing at its prey with every stroke 
of cold torture, she stood brave at the onslaught. And as the pain escalated and she cried from the 
depths of her being she could stand no more. Reaching for the blade she began her self-mutilation, 
cutting at her flesh until the blood dripped and the pain eased and the demon took a step back from her 
soul.  Alice told me all of this as if I had always been in her life, as if the events were the norm, as if she 
thought any one could go through this pain of emotional stress and the damning of the soul.  And as I 
sat in awe of this child my heart was breaking, for I could never know the pain she was experiencing.  I 
could never imagine the level of pain that might cause one to cut oneself, to draw blood.  I embraced 
the child and told her I would get her help.  I recommended a therapist I knew. 

 After months of therapy I found out that Alice was repressing a painful memory, one that 
carried extreme weight.  It was then I found out why I had never seen her father. The memory of the 
one who is supposed to protect a child, care for and love, was shattered by a repressed past event.  It 
would be this vision and this memory that brought the darkness and the demon.  I found out that the 



child was being molested by her father, and that the pain of this memory was more than she could bear. 
And so came the demon, the cutting and the depression.  I was pleased to hear that Alice was doing well 
in therapy and in life some time later. I will never forget her and the matter in which she told me of her 
burden.  And so she was the first of the three. The second was as troubled, but it would be the third that 
would keep me up at night, the third that would make me ponder the existence of evil, but for now I will 
continue with the second, and let’s call him, “Harold.” 

 Harold was in his late twenties when he came to me in distress .The first thing I noticed about 
the child was his thick, large, black-rimmed glasses; they were too disproportionate to his face. He was a 
meek soul like Alice in the way that he talked low, not looking me in the face, but he was not as matter-
of-fact as Alice. Slightly on the heavy side, the young man needed grooming in all aspects. His black hair 
and clothes both needed a washing. He was troubled and his hygiene was failing. He was needing a 
shave and smelling of old garbage. I immediately felt for the lost soul as his pain was written like words 
on his facial expression, distorted with a questioning look, like he didn’t understand, like something was 
out of his reach, like pain was coming and all he could do was stand there and receive the torment.  

 During the first two meetings with Harold I noticed the symptoms. They were mild, but there, in 
the manner in which he conducted himself, as if each word or thought he had caused him stress and 
pain. And so with painful shyness he conducted himself, trying not to cause any waves in the ocean that 
was the landscape of his mind.  At these meetings I noticed his discomfort, but it was only at the third 
that he finally trusted me enough to reveal the goings on in his mind, when the demons came.  

 He was very hard to hear.  I was attentive as much as I could be, leaning forward with my upper 
body as he looked down. I tried to make a connection with him. It was then that it happened. He uttered 
the words, “They tell me to do things.” And it was then I connected and heard his voice, I heard the rest 
of the conversation and I heard his plea for the torment to stop.  I asked him to tell me from the 
beginning, when it happened, the very first voice.  Right away I thought of Alice, for he had changed, his 
tone changed and the matter in which he spoke was altered.  He began his account as if the events had 
transpired in someone else’s life, as if it wasn’t him, like Alice.  I took notice right away and listened like 
nothing else existed in the world, with the utmost care and concern. He cleared his voice and began. 

 With the change of his character, he began a testament of darkness. “The shadow covers my 
eyes so I can’t see.”  It was then I knew that he was not aware of the presence, telling me ever so softly 
“It tells me to do things.” When I asked him “What does it tell you?” he became defensive and put up his 
guard, saying over and over again that he doesn’t want to do what it asks, but sometimes it’s just so 
loud that he can’t hear himself think , so he does.  I pressed harder. “What does it tell you to do?” I 
asked with a stern voice.  It was then he told me, and in a way that I will never forget, for he stated it like 
he liked it, like he was enjoying himself.  I was in shock. “It tells me to take a knife and cut my name into 
her breasts.”  After hearing himself saying the words out loud he changed, like he knew it wasn’t the 
right thing to say or do. I asked him “What else does the demon say to do?” and “Did you ever hurt 
anyone?”  He told me he never did hurt anyone. “What else?” I asked, needing to know.  He told me 
that sometimes he would listen, like when it would tell him to make grilled banana and peanut butter.  I 
flinched. “But I don’t like grilled banana and peanut butter.”  I could see his torment, like listening to it in 
his mind, and not listening, bringing a wave of confusion and pain.  “What else, Harold?”  “It tells me 
lies.” When I asked him what lies he broke down. “It says my neighbor, my friend is dead!”   She was not 
dead.   “It says I killed her, I strangled her, Tammy.  I didn’t strangle her!”  I tried to comfort him, putting 
my arm around him as he sobbed.  He was being pushed to the edge and I decided not to help him go 
any further.  I decided not to ask any more questions. I told him of a very nice doctor that was going to 
help him.  He was pleased with that, relieved, and so was I. 



 In both cases the demons would lessen with the right medication and therapy.  I was pleased to 
hear that in Harold’s case the voices were not as loud and they were manageable.  He was making 
progress, and when I saw him last he even smiled, and there seemed to be an inner peace to his being.  I 
was very pleased.  I thought that demons can be handled by the right therapy, which relieved me and 
gave me peace.  The two cases, as disturbing to me as they were, did not prepare me for the third, for I 
witnessed firsthand the coldness, the darkness, and the evil that exists in the world.   The case would 
disturb me, making for many sleepless nights with thoughts of my own personal struggles, the night a 
backdrop for when my demons come. 

 I went to “Lucy’s” home.  I should state again that this isn’t her real name because I wish to keep 
her true identity private.   I went to Lucy’s home, like I have on many occasions, to share a meal with her 
family.  She was always smiling with an outgoing personality.   I knew her and her family for many years.  
She had always been a child of great wit, one that would bring out the best in everyone in the room. 
Respectful and loving, the child’s need to please was evident from her early youth. She loved baseball 
and her dog, Max, she loved her family and the Lord, but most of all, she loved learning . So when the 
new year of school came, it was painful for the child when she took ill and couldn’t attend. That was the 
beginning of the change. Sorrow and a hint of anger took over.  She lashed out at her family, cursing and 
spitting on the floor, throwing her meals from the table and kicking Max when he would wander in her 
direction.  Her mother, needing an explanation for the change, wanted me to see her before taking her 
to a doctor, and so on a dark night I went to her home, the two other cases in the back of my mind, and 
the explanation of a psychiatric diagnosis ready to explain away the dealings.  I would never be the same 
after this night; a heaviness would rest on my soul. 

 It was after eight when I arrived.  Her mother and father were visibly upset.  During dinner Lucy 
took the steak knife and tried to cut her mother’s hand when serving.  I told the both of them that I 
would like to see her alone if I could. They agreed, so I walked down the hallway to her room.  The 
lighting was dim as I knocked on her door. “Leave me alone!” she yelled.  I told her that I wanted to 
speak with her for a moment and that it was I, Father Francis.  Her tone had changed.  I walked in, saw 
her in her tee shirt sitting in the middle of her bed, holding onto a stuffed animal. The lighting in the 
room threw me off guard; it was bright, too bright.  I asked if she and I could speak awhile; she shrugged 
her head.  I pulled up a chair to the edge of the bed as she looked down. Pulling at  her tee shirt with her 
arms, she brought the stuffed animal up to her breast inside her shirt.  I asked if she would stop, that I 
just wanted to spend some time with her. Violently she threw the animal across the room.  It was then 
that she turned; her character, her tone, the way she looked.  She asked me a question, in a seductive 
manner, “Have you ever slept with a woman, Father?” Right away I thought there might be some sexual 
abuse in the home.  I told her that that was none of her business. So now, having resigned myself to 
psychiatry like with the others, I let my guard down.  I looked at the child and  the blood drained from 
her face, pale with shock and fear, white. Trembling, she spoke, “It’s here.” The tone in her voice had 
become as deep as a man’s and the expression of terror on her face brought an expression of unease to 
mine.  The sound in the room had stopped and as clear as day, and as if someone else was with us, I 
heard it, scaring me to death.  From behind me, in the corner where she had thrown her stuffed animal, 
first there was laughter, demonic and dripping with madness, and then it spoke, “Father Cuttz,” it said, 
emphasizing my last name, Cuts.  Drawn out, the words hung in the air for me to hear.  I was losing my 
hold on reality.  I turned to Lucy and asked her if she heard anything, praying to God she had and 
praying to God she hadn’t.  Looking pale with her eyes dead inside, the ungodly happened. The 
unexplainable happened.  She raised her arm toward me.  It was clean, and then in a moment, there 
before my eyes, the clean arm was now covered with a fresh marking from an animal’s claw. I watched 
in horror as the blood ran from her arm. The wound was deep and the four claw-like markings appeared 



before me, leaving me with an inner and outer madness of the mind, and all I could think and hear was 
the word, “Cuts.” 

 And so this was the night that changed my life forever. There was no psychiatric diagnosis. There 
was no therapy. There was no explaining away the demons with science. The markings that appeared 
were as real as anything I have ever experienced or seen. They were not there and then they were, 
revealing the darkness before my eyes, revealing the demon, not as a symptom of some psychiatric 
problem, but as a presence, a being.  And to myself, the markings were proof of the possession, and so, 
as with the others, I needed an expert on the subject.  For, being short in my dealings, the need for 
someone more qualified would be the only course of action.  And now for myself, in the darkness, I 
would turn to the Lord, when my demons come.  I will never think of my last name without thinking of 
that night and Lucy.  And now for Lucy, an exorcist; an exorcist and a prayer. I made the proper phone 
calls.  And so this is my account, my testament of layers of evil, my testament of the darkness.  Yours in 
Christ, Father Francis Cuts. 

                                                                                                       

THE END 

 

  



 

“LONGING” 

 

 

  She lived in the apartment for most of her adult life. The apartment collected the contents of 
her life over the years. There were memories that had been forgotten, just waiting to be thought of 
again there in the one bedroom, third floor dwelling.  She would stumble across something that would 
invoke the past, bringing a picture to her mind and a smile.  A thought of happier times when the 
apartment was full of life, when memories were being made, when there was laughter and when there 
was love, were distant. The one bedroom was collecting dust as she moved about slowly and alone. 
With the passing of her spouse, solitude was the only answer.  It was there in the morning upon waking 
and it was there in the evening when the lights were turned off.  It was not an easy existence, as anyone 
who has been alone would know she was alone; it was there, the call, the sadness, the longing. 

 The view of the world would come in the form of watching the people pass by from the living 
room window. The window to the world would become a minor connection to life with others, a life that 
escaped her. She would look out at the passersby and a story with each would follow them in her 
imagination.  A couple pushing their baby in a carriage would bring a smile and warm feeling.  And a 
group of wild teens would make her be sure that the door was locked each night.  Across the way was a 
bodega and for hours she would watch people go in and out. The store was robbed one summer many 
years ago and it was her that had identified the men, for she watched as if needing to, and when she 
identified the men she wasn’t in fear or panic, but this was many years ago, and she often wondered if 
she could do the same today, a question she would never answer but always ask. 

 Each passing year became heavier. The sadness became something that she had grown 
accustomed to; it was a weight she carried.  The burden of life was the cross she beared.  She went 
through her day’s routine with a light barely lit.  There was no song in her heart anymore, not like when 
she was younger, with her husband and friends. They were all gone.  Tears flowed for many years but 
that was all behind her. She accepted her fate with a slight dose of dignity and grace. Some days were 
better than others though, because of the sadness, the solitude, the longing. 

 Tomorrow, with the coming of this day each year, her heart would break a little.  She would 
never forget the day.  It was a part of who she was, like most.  It was a day that would bring back 
memories.  She would recall him as the years passed, but on this day he would fill her mind and soul. 
She would smell his essence and she would feel close to him, like he was there with her, and in her 
mind, he was.  Tomorrow, tomorrow would have been their forty- ninth anniversary. 

 She was filled with emotion as she went to her bed.  She turned off the light and ran through 
her mind what needed to be done. She locked the door, turned off the stove and made sure the 
windows were closed.  The thoughts of him entered her mind, how they laughed together and how they 
loved.  It was him from the beginning; it was always him.  From the moment of their first meeting she 
knew he was going to be the man she would grow old with.  The thoughts of their first kiss consumed 
her, how her world exploded when their lips met.  She was his and he was hers.  A firm embrace, a 
simple hug from him, the thoughts of him brought the heaviness of her heart.  How she needed him.  A 
single tear fell and she closed her eyes. 



 She rose early, as she always did, walked to the dresser and kissed the wedding picture.  Making 
her way, she performed her morning ritual, the light ever so dim in her heart.  After the morning she 
went to the window and opened the blinds. She positioned her chair and started to stare out into the 
street. The clouds covered the land and rain was called for by mid-afternoon. With the threat of rain 
people would stay indoors, making her afternoon less eventful. Her mind was on her husband so it 
didn’t matter a great deal.  Their last anniversary played in her mind, like a show, an old tape, and an old 
beautiful story. 

 She woke in his arms that morning as he kissed her ever so gently. He began singing her song to 
her; lost in his voice she smiled and glowed.  After he finished he began to tell her the story of a man 
who couldn’t be happier with his life, his love and his wife.  He told of this man and how complete he 
was, and that nothing else mattered in the world, for a man without love was only half alive.  He told her 
of this man wishing to spend the rest of his days with the woman of his heart.  She smiled and a 
teardrop fell. She told him that this man sounded wonderful and that she would love to meet him 
someday. They smiled and laughed, embracing each other. 

 After an early brunch that he prepared they started to go back over the past, recalling the years 
and remembering their wedding day.  It was a beautiful summer day with family and friends and 
everything turned out to be perfect.  He told her that seeing her in her dress brought tears to his eyes as 
she was and still is the loveliest women he had ever seen. They laughed, recalling their friends on that 
day; they rejoiced, thinking over the years. They deeply respected each other and told each other 
everything.  They were soul mates after that night.  Recalling her wedding night she became tearful, she 
saddened, she longed.  She closed her eyes and drifted off to the sounds of the street. 

 After some time she was awakened to the sound of a horn from below. It was late afternoon 
and it was time to prepare an early meal. She thought of him, because he would always make dinner.  
She chopped and boiled and roasted, remembering his smile and how his face lit up with his boyish grin, 
how it brought a smile to her then, as it did in the present.  The spark of light inside her grew with the 
picture of his smile.  She remembered a silly joke he would tell and she laughed out loud, putting down 
the knife.  How hard they laughed then, from the inside, from the depths. She began laughing out loud 
and hard, remembering, from the inside. She needed to brace herself as she reached for the kitchen 
chair. She held her stomach, remembering laughing and with that the tears started to flow. She began 
weeping for the man she loved and for her loneliness. This day was always an emotional one, like no 
other. 

 She decided to go to bed early as she did every year on this day.  She performed her nightly 
ritual and ran through her mind what needed to be done. Thoughts of her husband drifted into the back 
of her mind, and for some odd reason she thought of tomorrow.  There was a feeling of unease about 
the day.  It ran through her mind.   Was there something that needed to be done, an appointment, a 
birthday?   The answer was no.  There was nothing she could think of, but it was there, something about 
tomorrow.  It stayed with her as she closed her eyes.  And she was right.  There was something about 
the next day.   There was something extraordinary, something magical.  

 It came in the night while she was asleep; a light, a spark, and a change.  It was there when she 
woke.  She felt years younger as she rose from her bed, and with her was a song.  She went about the 
day not thinking as she usually did.  After having something to eat she was excited about going to the 
window, but it wasn’t just the window.  It was the day; she was full of wonder. Inside her there was 
peace. 



 She looked out the window in a mild state of relaxation with the sun beaming and the people 
plentiful.  All was right, the people were in their place, the sun in its, and she in hers.  It was as if 
everything was exactly where it should be, aligned. She smiled at seeing the couple across the way 
showing off their newborn, and she smiled again seeing a young boy beg his mother for money for 
candy. She laughed out loud when a young woman pulled away from her boyfriend.  He grabbed her 
arm, and she slapped him across the face.  Meekly, she turned after she laughed and meekly, she 
thought of her husband. And there it was again, inside her, the song; she began humming the tune and 
then she decided to turn on the radio.  And with that decision came the magic. 

 “Willow, weep for me.” She said out loud, singing as she made her way to the radio. Thoughts of 
dancing with her husband came to mind.  In the hall with their friends every Friday night, they would 
dance and sing. The lights were bright and the band was as crisp as the night air. Each Friday turned into 
a memorable one, and she cherished every moment of it.  She turned around in the living room thinking 
of him, dressed in his fine suit and she in her best dress.  She smiled and sang, “Willow, weep for me, 
Willow, weep for me.”  She turned on the radio, and to her amazement, there playing was the song, 
“Willow, weep for me.”  She smiled and laughed out loud, clapping her hands together there in the living 
room.   All was right in the world.  It was there: magic. 

 Thinking back to last night, she was right.   There was something about the day. She felt younger 
and alive.  She said a small prayer thanking God, and she smiled as she sat back by the window.  She 
could feel the muscles in her face; she wasn’t used to smiling so much.  It was turning into late 
afternoon and the sun was shifting to cast a ray on her side of the street and her window.  She let her 
face absorb the sun’s rays.  She felt like she was at the beach. With the music playing and hearing the 
voices from the street,  she kept her eyes closed as she let the day unfold.  It was time for more magic; it 
was time to be pleasantly surprised, yet again. 

 Recalling a summer day back in her youth, she visited the past one last time. The beach was 
crowded and her husband and friends were having a grand time. They laughed and frolicked in the 
waters as people’s spirits were as high as could be.  With her eyes closed she saw the past; it dripped 
from her imagination as alive and vibrant as it was then.  It was then that she saw him, running up and 
down the beach, going into the water and out, his tail wagging and his tongue hanging from his mouth. 
It was her old dog, Max.  Max was a small terrier, brown with a black tail, loyal and friendly like she 
remembered.  And then the magic came.  In her imagination she could hear Max’s bark, loud and clear, 
and she realized it was too loud and clear.  She opened her eyes and to her amazement yet again, there 
in the street was a small dog.  It was the same size as Max, same color, same breed and the same 
distinctive bark.  She clapped her hands together, smiled and with a single tear running down her cheek 
she wanted to call out, but she didn’t.  It was a gift and she undoubtedly appreciated what now came 
her way.  But the reality of the present was now calling, drawing her back to the now, to her loneliness, 
her sadness, her longing.  She turned away from the sun. 

 The spark that was there and the light gave way to her solitude.  She rose from the chair and 
went to the radio.  She turned it off.  With the feeling that she didn’t matter in the world anymore, she 
went back to the chair and closed the drapes part of the way.  Looking out like an observer of life, she 
sighed as if death was growing inside of her.  She wouldn’t mind, she told herself over the years. When it 
came she wouldn’t mind.  It would be a reunion, she thought, with her husband, her family, her friends.  
She turned back time for a brief moment and she was alive, but that had  passed and she had returned 
to the present.  However, the day was not over and there was still something in the air; there was still 
magic. 



 Returning one last time she thought of a gentleman she had met several months back.  She 
didn’t dare compare him to her husband in any way, but he was a fine man, a man with good manners; 
he knew how to treat a lady, learned and wise, comical and genuine, he made an impression on her then 
and for some odd reason his face came to her now.  Maybe he passed, she thought as her sadness 
consumed her heart.  But there was something about the day, there was something in the air.  There 
was magic in the air, and with magic anything is possible. The bell rang.  There was someone at the door. 

 

 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

  



 

“THE OLD MAN WHO MAKES SHOES” 

 

 His mother named him Bettino some sixty-one years ago, sealing his fate.  Her sister named her 
son Desiderio, also sixty one years ago, and as the boys turned into men their lives were remarkably 
different.  Paths lay before us as we go through life, each road giving us a choice, a decision to make, 
about which road to travel. .  Which man will I be as the tests come?  Each choice marks our souls, for 
we are bound by our sins. They assure a hold to the bounds which we cannot pass; they are the marks 
that make us who we are, as the final choice lies in front of us.  What will I choose?  These two boys had 
very little contact throughout their lives, for the sisters had disdain for each other, bringing distance and 
mistrust.  But there was once a meeting of the two at a very early age.   The boys were nine and it would 
be the only memory of each other that these men would have throughout the years, a vivid, dream-like 
memory. 

 Bettino was clothed in his torn red and green sweater and brown pants.  He was playing in the 
open pond with a white and blue toy boat. The sun was casting a warm sensation throughout the village 
as his cousin and his family arrived.  Desiderio was dressed in a fine silk suit as he was coming from 
church and with each of them viewing the other, their roles were firm.  Desiderio became dominant 
from the first acknowledgement of the other.  The family was in the distance as the boys felt each 
other’s presence.  Desiderio wanted to know where Bettino received such a fine boat.  Bettino replied 
that it was a gift from his father.  The innocent child told his cousin that he could play with it for a bit if 
he wanted.  The spoiled Desiderio replied that he knew that he could play with it, for to the child it was 
his already.  As the boys played for a moment or two Bettino asked for his toy back and in a fit of anger 
Desiderio said “NO” in a frantic cry.  As the boys started to go back and forth at each other the dominant 
Desiderio, who was always accustomed to getting his way, took the white and blue toy boat and 
smashed it under his foot.  Bettino, upset for a moment, looked at his cousin and with a sharp eye and 
saw who and what he was; he turned and walked to the family.  And so this was the one and only 
memory that each boy shared. They would not speak for their lifetimes until one day when each was 
sixty- one on a chance meeting.  The boys would lead very different lives, so sealing each of their fates. 

 For Desiderio, enough was never enough.  Owning local stores and a factory in town, his cold 
ambition made him a man to be feared among the locals. Treating his employees like property he ruled 
his moderate empire with Stalin-like rule.  He would not talk to anyone with respect as a human; he 
would always talk down as if the world was beneath him. There was one incident that sealed his cold 
rule.  A worker with a sick husband asked for time to leave early to attend to his needs.  Desiderio said 
as a matter of fact, “Sure you can leave. I am very certain that someone else can fill your position easily, 
today, tomorrow and the day after that.”  The women spit on the floor angrily. She was fired in front of 
the other workers and he instructed anyone else that didn’t need their jobs to do as she’d done.  And so 
on that day all looked at him as the dictator that he was, unapproachable, cold, and inhumane, so 
sealing his fate. 

 On the other side of town Bettino struggled to find work. Doing odd jobs to make a living, 
money was very scarce, until one day something happened that would change his life.  On this day the 
hole in his shoe started to grow and because of the rain a frustrated and angered Bettino went to the 
local shoe maker.  He asked politely how much it would cost to repair his leather, and after finding out 
that he didn’t have the means to pay, the local shoe maker decided to take a chance on discouraged 



Bettino.  He offered him some work and took the young man on as an apprentice. So the early years 
were spent learning how to make shoes, the way to cut costs and what to do when someone couldn’t 
pay.  He learned how to bargain with the poor, in trade, a shoe’s price for a service or goods.  People 
would adore and admire Bettino over the years. They would treat him with a family-like respect and 
care.  He was becoming a man of high praise.  He looked straight into their eyes as equals; whether rich 
or poor, each was his brother.  And so the worlds the cousins lived in were growing in distance, so 
sealing their fates. 

 The work for the two was from opposite realms of the universe.  Although Desiderio made an 
exorbitant amount of money and Bettino made just enough to feed his family, one would think it would 
be Desiderio who would bask in happiness.  But the money weighed upon him like a cross. Worrying 
about not having enough and who was trying to rob him of his wealth, the burden would be with him 
throughout his years.  And for Bettino it was the opposite.  He knew the value of a dollar, and how much 
emphasis should be placed on it.  He knew the true value of a day’s hard work; he knew the feeling of 
having accomplished the task for the task’s sake.  He was satisfied at the end of the day, for it was 
honest and burden-free.  He made just enough to feed and house his family, and he didn’t care, for his 
family was first and love was his master, not money. 

 Bettino was in love with his wife from the moment he saw her, as if the heavens had opened 
and sent him an angel.  At a young age he turned to the old man who taught him how to make shoes 
and pointed.  Loudly and confidently he stated “Do you see that woman? She is going to be the mother 
of my children.”  The shopkeeper rejoiced.  They were married the following year. Their love would be 
the standard by which all others they knew would compare their own relationships. He treated his wife 
like a lady and a queen. .  She adored him every moment they were together.  They would laugh and tell 
stories, acting like children who had first met.  They were deeply in love; to look at another would spark 
laughter, for it was out of the realm of possibility.  You don’t trade gold for magic beans; it would be 
foolish, for what they had was real, and beyond this world.  Desiderio married two years behind Bettino, 
and in this way he would always be behind. 

 His wife married him for his money and on some level he knew this, as did everyone else.  There 
were eruptions of anger and hatred throughout their lives, for she was beneath him and he treated her 
so, but there was fire in her belly and many a night things would be thrown across the room at each 
other. On one fateful night things exploded with bloodshed.  The vase holding flowers he had bought 
her struck his face, and with blood dripping from his brow he beat her. He gave her a black eye and 
bloody lip  and from then on, there were no more eruptions; she became soft and succumbed to his will. 
It would be disgust that eventually led  him into the arms of his mistress. And she knew this; everyone 
knew this.  Their marriage was a farce; it was nothing but two strangers occupying the same roof and 
their children knew this from an early age; all knew this, so sealing their fates. 

 Desiderio had two boys while Bettino had two girls. All the children were only a year or two 
apart in age, and as you can imagine their composition of character was on opposite ends of the 
spectrum. While Bettino’s children were well behaved and knew about matters of the world, 
understanding what mattered and what didn’t, Desiderio’s children were spoiled, and like their father, 
thought only of themselves.  For Bettino a tragic occurrence happened when his eldest daughter took ill 
with pneumonia, so severely that the child had to be bedridden for almost a full month.  And as her 
father prayed the illness did two things; it strengthened his belief about what really mattered and it 
strengthened his faith in the Lord once the child recovered.  For Desiderio, an incident with his youngest 
would also seal his fate. 



 His youngest son was caught stealing from the church and although the local priest pardoned 
the boy his father would have something else to say, giving the boy a thrashing  that added to the space 
between them, sealing  his father’s coldness and providing a hatred for each.  It would be this son who 
would bring the cousins together later on in life during a chance meeting, for Desiderio was master of 
his home and all others were just props inside the picturesque vision of his mind. 

 His house was filled with many expensive objects. The furniture was antique while the silk 
drapes lined the windows. Art hung on the walls and imported rugs lay across the waxed and shiny  
floors.  Cleaned every day by a local woman with whom he was having an affair, the home was a 
testament to Desiderio’s empire.  All was in its proper place in his mind and if one thing moved from the 
layout there would be hell to pay.  Under the roof his wife, his sons and his mistress all bowed to his will, 
for this was his house, and across town Bettino celebrated life in what was his home. 

 There was no expensive art lining the wall.  As a matter of fact, everything was easily 
replaceable. There were beds for the children and a table to eat, chairs that didn’t match and old cloths 
hanging in the window. There were no rugs on the floor, but it was kept clean.  There were only three 
pictures on the wall; one, the Virgin Mary, another, Jesus, and the one that Bettino was most proud of, 
his family. While Desiderio had a house it was Bettino that had a home.  For with the objects comes the 
air, comes the feel, when the owners of objects become owned by the object and although some with 
wealth have the same air as Bettino has, Desiderio didn’t.  The air was suffocating and thick while 
Bettino’s air was free moving and welcoming.  The feel of the rooms was easy and peaceful, while his 
cousin’s rooms were thick and on the verge of eruption.  So while Desiderio had a house, it was Bettino 
who had a home. And all friends and family would know this, so sealing the cousins’ fate. 

 Friends in each of the cousin’s lives were as different as night and day.  For Desiderio, his need 
for friends only came when he wanted something from them and he surrounded himself with yes men. 
They would come and go throughout the years, never hearing from him the majority of the time.  Of 
course there were a few that pretended to be his friend only to get what they wanted from Desiderio. 
So to have a true friend he would have to be one, and for Desiderio it escaped his capacity.  As for 
Bettino, his life was full and rich with relationships that had meaning and depth.  His closest friends 
would watch for signs of him going down the wrong path and in turn he would do the same for them. 
There was true brotherly love between him and the people in his life, making his life one to be admired 
and respected, and everyone knew this.  

 The cousins, even at the age of sixty one, came from different worlds and these worlds would 
meet one fateful day in December.  It would be at the town courthouse where they would see each 
other and the two worlds would stop as they looked at each other.  For Bettino, it would be to get a 
marriage license for his eldest daughter and for Desiderio, it would be to get his youngest out of jail. The 
courthouse was showing its age.   Sitting on benches in the back, people waited to be called and as time 
went by the very busy and very impatient Desiderio had had just about enough. Calling out throughout 
the proceeding the people all knew who and what he was. Standing and demanding some attention, the 
well-dressed businessman called for justice for his son, loudly and with authority. The judge demanded 
he sit and wait his turn but after a period of this disruption the judge finally said to settle this man’s case 
so he wouldn’t have to hear him again. Desiderio stood and turned to the door, thanking the judge.  It 
was then Bettino turned and walked through the door, their faces met, and it was Bettino who spoke 
first. 

 “So I see you’re still smashing toy boats.” 



 “What? What do you know about it?  Oh, cousin.” 

 “Hello.” 

 “I see you haven’t done well, I mean your clothes…a common man’s…” Desiderio said with pity. 

 “Oh I do just fine. It is you that worries me; you’re still smashing boats.” 

 “Oh you’re just feeling jealous, cousin, because of the clothes; this is fine stitching isn’t it?” 
 “Cousin, you can’t judge a man by his clothes.   You judge him by his character.” 

 “You ask anyone about my character.  I am revered throughout the town!” 

 “So you say.” 

 “So I do say.  I have everything a man could ask for!” 

 There was a pause. 

 “Do you?  Do you really?” 

 Silence came over Desiderio as his cousin looked through him.  His face changed and he sunk 
within himself, for the truth entered and when the truth enters, all a man can do is obey. 

 “There is a word, cousin, that has escaped you; it escaped you when you were young as it still 
escapes you now.  It was a word your mother never taught you, ‘gratitude,’” said Bettino with sincerity. 

 He knew it was true as he went silent. 

 “Nonsense!  I am grateful for everything I have!” His face changed yet again. 

 “That is true cousin, maybe you are.  I am an old man, what is it that I see?” 

 “Truth, you are an old man, a judgmental old fool!” 

 “I don’t wish to fight with you, cousin.” 

 “Ah, you would lose!  I must be on my way.  Maybe I will see you again in another fifty years!” 

 The cousins parted, never to see each other again.  Bettino heard some news years later that his 
cousin had died one fall day from complications due to a stroke.  The news saddened him.  He thought 
of the two memories he had of his cousin, both bad and both saddening.  He said a small prayer for his 
soul as he heard that there were only a very few who attended the mass. Bettino died some nine years 
later as the town came for the old man who made shoes.  People gathered and sang songs of praise for 
a simple, yet compassionate and wise old man.  He was loved by all, and all knew this. 

 His mother named him Desiderio, Italian for longing, so sealing his fate. Her sister named him 
Bettino, Italian for blessed, so sealing his.  But for each man their lives weren’t predestined.  Life comes 
with choices to make as the path is there before us, and with each choice another road, and with each 
road another decision, for as we choose we make the bonds our soul must carry and bonds we cannot 
pass.  For the road and our choices change for each as we make them, a choice and a bond, a bond and 
another choice.  And as we make them each one becomes a part of who we become as a person.  Is the 



one staring back at us one we love, or is it just one we live with?  A choice and a bond; a choice and a 
bond…so sealing our fate.   

 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

“20 YEARS” 

 

 “Hello, my name is Tommy Soulson.” Tommy Soulson stood naked before his full length mirror. 
He pushed his shoulder length dirty blonde hair back and strapped on his Fender guitar.  He smiled as he 
plugged the guitar into the amp. The sound, he thought, the sound of the guitar, how he loved the 
sound.  With the notes ringing in the air, giving rise to the soul, and inviting a feeling, the angels would 
dance with each tone and vibration.  How he loved the sound, how he loved to play, reaching into his 
soul and pulling out a note and bending it until it hit a universal vibration; it was godlike, and it was 
magic. 

 The year was 1979 and Tommy had just turned twenty in May.  It would be October of the very 
same year that his life would change forever. His dream was to stand before a stadium crowd and play 
to nothing but cheers and admiration. He would think of it every day and dream of it every night.  For 
now the closest he got was a coffee shop three blocks away called Crossroads, where he would play his 
acoustic guitar there three nights a week. 

 The shop was owned by two friends of Tommy, both retired hippies and now into health and 
keeping the world clean. Glen and Mary would pay Tommy more then he deserved only because he 
would stay and help clean after everyone had gone, plus they liked him very much.  Tommy was always 
polite and upbeat, considerate, friendly and kind to all who knew him and even those who didn’t.  The 
shop was well maintained, various tables and booths along the wall, with posters of writers and 
musicians, actors and revolutionaries. A poster of Jimmy Hendrix hung on the wall opposite the small 
wooden stage where Tommy would play.  Each night before playing Tommy would say to himself as he 
looked at the poster, “That’s gonna be me.”  Glen and Mary both knew of Tommy’s dream and wished 
him well. . 

 Tommy was eager to play.  He would arrive at 7:30 pm to get mentally ready for a show at 8:00.  
Glen and Mary would be getting the customers their coffee, espressos, cappuccinos and so forth as 
Tommy would get a feel for the room and the crowd. Tonight there were four couples and a single man 
and a single woman.  The single man was wearing a hat and green turtle neck. He sat in the back as the 
single woman in her thirties sat at a booth in the corner.  She had short black hair and glasses with a 
book in her hands.  The other couples were at tables throughout the café.  Tommy was eager to set their 
souls on fire, perhaps too eager. 

 It was 7:55 and Tommy positioned his chair in the center of the wooden stage.  His guitar shone 
as he cracked his knuckles and rotated his shoulders.  He winked at the poster of Jimmy and said to 
himself, “Here we go”.  “My name is Tommy Soulson and I hope you enjoy,” he said aloud.  The woman 
in the corner lifted her head from the book along with another couple; the rest went about their 
business of drinking and conversation as if there were no change in the café. 

 Tommy started to play his rendition of “Cat’s in the Cradle” by Harry Chapin.  He did not sing; he 
just played acoustically.  He hit all the notes with a passion, too eager and trying too hard.   There were 
mistakes to be heard; he kept on playing hoping the further, the better it would get. But as he went 
further into the song the passion started to diminish, his mind focusing on the notes that shouldn’t be 
there, and again there were more mistakes. The only ones who noticed were Glen and Mary, the man 
with the green turtleneck and the woman in the corner.  With each note she would raise her head from 



her book and look with pity at the fairly attractive man on the stage.  With a final mistake she rose, took 
out her money to pay her tab and left Crossroads, and with the closing of the door Tommy finished his 
first song.  He raised his head and noticed her leaving the café as the others went about their business. 
There was no applause and no acknowledgement from the rest of the patrons. Tommy started to feel 
uncomfortable as he stared into the crowd, this not being the first time.  He went straight into another 
song. 

 A little more timid and a little more relaxed, Tommy’s version of “Hey, Hey, My, My” sounded 
better than the first song.  There were errors, but in his mind they were smaller and he let them go with 
grace.  In the beginning of the song he played it note for note, in the middle he put in something 
different, thinking of his own style, and toward the end his soul started to show through. The second 
song went better than the first.  He lifted his head and saw Mary smiling at him; he smiled at her angelic 
face.  He knew he hit a chord just right and it showed on Mary’s face.  The remaining patrons didn’t 
notice.  He went into his third song, a little more confident and relaxed. 

 The third song Tommy started to play was “Time in a Bottle “by Jim Croce. By this time a couple 
had left and another had arrived. The couple that came were two young men who appeared to be 
drunk, or under the influence of something illegal. The entire café noticed, as they were a little too loud 
for the quiet, peaceful setting. Tommy thought to himself “all part of the job”. “What the hell is he 
playing?” one said as he turned to his friend. “I know this tune, I think it’s a Beatles song.” “Yeah man.   
It is a Beatles song!!” said the other more loudly. It was then that Glen came over to the two youths and 
suggested that they keep it down or else they would have to leave.  The two conceded to his request. 
Tommy was near the end of the song when he made an obvious mistake, and the loss of his place in the 
song brought about an unkind response and laughter from the two. “Don’t quit your day job!” they said 
in hysterics. Tommy stopped playing as Glen told the two to please leave his establishment or he would 
have to call the police. They did, and a flustered Tommy asked Glen and Mary if he should call it a night. 
They both asked him to play just one more, something from his own collection, an original.  He instantly 
knew the song they wanted to hear.  He took a deep breath, flexed his wrists and started to play. 

 With slight anger and more determination Tommy began to play an original song. The lights 
went on and with a passion in his soul he tore through the first verse.  It was slow at first, melodic and 
pleasing to the ear.  In the second verse he started a blues riff with the same melody and intensity. 
There was one part that he had trouble arranging, but tonight he hit the right chord and he smiled inside 
as he knew it was something special; it was a chord and vibe the angels danced to.  In the last segment 
of the song he pulled out all the stops and let the reason he played shine forth. With a combo of deep 
blues and rock he let all the feelings of uncertainty diminish. There was a fire in his soul and in his song.   
He didn’t care what the crowd thought.  He didn’t care what Mary and Glen thought.  All of his concern 
was focused on hitting that vibe and playing to the best of his ability, and he did.  With the last strum of 
the guitar he turned his head in accomplishment.  There was a silence in the room for a moment, a 
pause of unfounded awe, and then the man in the back with the hat and turtleneck stood and started to 
applaud and call out “Bravo!  Now that’s what I’m talking about!!”   Mary and Glen both chimed in with 
applause and smiles as the other couples acknowledged Tommy’s latest triumph.  A feeling of relief 
came as the night was saved by the last song.   There was something there, he knew it, and it was 
confirmed by the response.  He smiled at the poster of Jimmy and walked off the stage. 

 “That was really good, Tommy!”  Mary said, embracing him. 

 “Really good, Tom” Glen said, smiling. 



 “I didn’t have it there for a while; I kept getting lost in the first few songs.” 

 “You just need to practice more.” 

 “Your song was great!   It moved.” 

 “Thanks, Mary.” 

 “I think you’ve got something there” said Glen, with a reexamination of Tommy’s talent.  By this 
time the man in the green turtleneck rose from his seat and walked over to the three standing in front 
of the counter. 

 “That last one was really good!  Tommy, is it?” he said as he reached out his hand. 

 “Yeah, it’s Tommy, Tommy Soulson.” 
 “I thought the night was a bust with the first few songs.  ” Tommy sank a little inside himself. 
“But then came the last one.   You really have something.   What song was that?  Who wrote it?”  

“That was one of mine; it’s an original.”   

“Really?  Good Tommy, it moved!”  

 “Thanks.”   

“I really think you need to practice more.  I mean, you might have something special.   You need 
a little something more, a helping hand.   Practice, practice, practice” the man said, smiling as he paid his 
tab and wished Tommy well.  Mary told Tommy to go home and that she would clean up.  Tommy 
finished his night with a deep thought, “Something more.”  He wished everyone a good evening as he 
left for the night.  He smacked the poster of Jimmy Hendrix as he walked out thinking “Something 
more.” 

 Months passed and Tommy experienced more of the same at Crossroads; triumphs and 
disappointments.  Some nights were worse and some better.  A growing concern for his future weighed 
heavily on his mind.  A battle started to grow inside as a voice of confidence insured him of a bright 
future and on the opposite end of the spectrum a voice nagged at his soul, reminding him of his failures.  
All this time Tommy continued to practice, sometimes up to three hours a day.  Many days his fingers 
would be numb from his relentless passion.  The battle raged on in his mind.   Some days it would end 
with the belief of success, but these days were becoming few, and more and more the spark of the 
dream would be faint in his mind and in his heart.  A dark window of opportunity would present itself 
and Tommy would answer. 

 It was the middle of the week and after finishing a set at Crossroads, Tommy went home to find 
his girlfriend Cali there waiting for him.  Cali had been drinking with her friends and decided to go to 
Tommy’s for some foreplay.  On most nights Tommy would indulge her whims, but after the set he 
played his confidence was broken and the torment of that voice left him barely alive.  

“Do you want to talk about it?” she asked, looking in the mirror and combing her hair.  

 “Not really” he replied.   

“Why not?  You might feel better.”   



“Because you’re drunk!”  

 “I just had a few.”   

“Maybe tomorrow, when you’re sober.”   

“Come on, Tommy.  You’ll feel better.”   

“I just can’t get the voice out of my head saying ‘You’re not going to amount to anything and this 
dream is just a fantasy.’”   

She started to unbutton his pants.  “Tommy, you’re a great guitarist and you have as good a 
chance as anybody else.”  She started to rub his back and pull his shirt out of his jeans.   He pushed her 
straight brown hair back as she inched closer to his face.  “I mean, what if it doesn’t happen?   What do I 
do then?  I could always keep working with my father at the factory, but what kind of life is that?  Being 
like my father, breaking his back, and for what?   A job he can’t stand!  I’m gonna be stuck in this town 
forev….”   

“Don’t say it!” she pulled back, looking him in the eyes.   “Listen to me.   You’re a great musician.   
I’m not saying that because I know you.   I really mean it Tommy.”   He started to pull up her skirt, 
exposing her panties. “You really think so?”  “Yes, Yes” she said as they both fell onto the bed.  Cali 
didn’t help with changing his mind, but she did make him forget for a period of time.  They both fell 
asleep in each other’s arms.  The small light in the kitchen remained on, giving a subdued feeling to his 
three room flat.  Dreams….where desire and fears are born.  Tonight Tommy would dream, a dream that 
he wouldn’t forget any time soon. 

 His soul left his body easily after a strong climax with Cali.  Colors and sound danced on the 
plane his mind was entering.  Bright reds, enriched blues, subdued yellows and a fiery purple opened up 
the door to a dream.  There, standing before him was himself, an enhanced version staring back at him, 
his body and face a stone-like statue with a fierce stare.   There would be no settling as he looked at this 
replica of himself.  Colors were throbbing in the background.  It was then that he turned to look at the 
fiery purple and the statue disappeared.  Like a film, the next part of his dream turned to a wish and the 
next scene brought excitement and fantasy. 

 There in the crowd, in the dream, he found himself at a concert, surrounded by people cheering 
and singing the song that was being performed on stage.  He could not see the entertainers as he 
started to panic and move his way through the thick crowd.  A growing feeling of urgency took control of 
his mind as he needed to see the reaction of the crowd.  It was the reaction he had always wanted, a 
reaction he had always needed to feel, an electrical current passing from the one on stage to the 
masses.  As he pushed away the two people in front of him, he caught a quick glimpse of the performer 
on stage.  He could see the light blue jeans with patches, a shirt with long sleeves covered with symbols 
and a bright sunburst guitar, but he could not see the singing guitarist’s face. His hair was long and the 
same color as his, but his face escaped him.  It was then that a woman appeared to the left of him.  Her 
hair was long and blonde and messy.  Her face was that of an angel, naked from the waist up, with 
breasts that were ample, firm and aroused.  She turned to Tommy, holding a box cutter he recognized 
from work, “Aren’t you looking for this?” she said, and with a quick slash she cut Tommy on the arm.  He 
gasped as the cut started bleeding heavily. He went to grab her by the throat just as the floor gave way 
to the next phase of his dream.   



 The next symbol of his dream came in the form of fear.  There, sitting in the dark was himself, 
older and looking like his father.  His hair was short, he wore overalls and a red flannel, and a disposition 
like that of his father, with a beaten and sad look on his face.  Tommy started to panic.  The future, he 
thought, staring back at him was the future.  He started to look for a way out of the room, moving 
quickly toward the black walls, searching for a door.  He tried another wall as he quickly tried to escape.   
Finally he tried the opposite end of the room, his hands feeling the coldness of steel on the wall.   He 
found the room starting to grow in its darkness, and turned to see the image of himself.  The image 
started to laugh, a deep sorrowful laugh of madness.  It was a madness of repetition, and over and over 
the days would turn into weeks and the weeks into months and finally the months into years.  Tommy 
could see a life spent on a passing mode of nothingness.  With the final laugh, deep, dark and ringing 
with madness, the image started to melt before his eyes.  With that a door opened and the light shone 
through. 

 A feeling of relief flooded his mind and soul as he walked slowly toward the door.  It was over, 
he thought, and the light was shining through.  A calmness of well-being was the only notion in his mind; 
there were no guitars, no box cutters, no crowds, and no applause as he stepped through the door. 
Stepping quickly, a figure twice the size of Tommy appeared before him and suddenly the fear returned 
and the calmness was gone. The figure was dark, just a shadow of a man.   Tommy could feel his heart 
racing and the life drained from his soul.  With command the figure spoke two words, the loudest 
Tommy had ever heard, echoing and leaving its mark in the land of the living.  The words, “Something 
More” were the last thing he heard before waking in a pool of sweat, his heart racing and his mind going 
faster than it had ever gone before.  Tommy awoke from his dream, lucid and angered. 

 Tommy threw the covers off.   Cali was sound asleep, and he grabbed his boxers and slid them 
on, his heart still racing from the dream that began to take root in his mind.  He turned to the ashtray on 
the nightstand where waiting for him was half of a joint he had smoked the day before.  He grabbed the 
astray and the black lighter and headed for the chair in the corner of the room.  The woman’s breasts 
and the cut on his arm entered his mind as he lit the joint.  With the second and third toke his thoughts 
went to his father and the dark room where his sanity was almost lost.  He sat in contemplation of his 
dream, slowly smoking, his spirit slowly dying. 

 After finishing the joint and reaching for a cigarette, Tommy saw he was down to his last one.  
Knowing all the local stores were closed or in the process of closing, he remembered Cali telling him 
about a store about seven blocks over that remained open late.   He dressed, grabbed his keys and 
wallet, and left.  He headed for a part of town that he barely knew. 

 As he slowly walked the blocks, his head still buzzing from the joint, he felt a sense of 
uncertainty, as if there were forces at work with each step.   He attributed it to the buzz in his head. It 
was then, as he turned the corner, that it smacked him hard in the face--- a sign lit in bright, bold letters 
flashing back and forth.  It read “Something More” and underneath, “New and Used Books.”   The figure 
twice his size and echoing in his mind flashed before his mind’s eye.  A shiver of fear went down his 
spine as he approached the sign and the shop.  In the window he could see another sign reading “Open 
Late.” A part of him didn’t want to enter, the fear and the buzz from the joint making him apprehensive, 
but another part needed to.  He grabbed the handle on the door and walked through and a bell rang 
with the welcoming of a new customer. 

 The book store’s years were showing and the vanilla paint on the upper part of the walls was 
beginning to peel.  Right away Tommy smelled a stick of incense burning.  It was pleasant to the senses, 
jasmine he thought as he walked slowly through the aged shop.  All along the walls were shelves of 



books, some old and some new.   There were islands of books along the interior, and Tommy started to 
read the categories. There were signs above the bookcases marked on paper in bold black lettering; the 
paper faded as well. History, Art, Fiction, Nonfiction, Self Help, Philosophy, Religion, Biography, New Age 
and the Occult were a few of the topics that flashed before his eyes.  Tommy hadn’t picked up a book 
since high school and was beginning to think this was a waste of time.   He stopped in the Literature 
section and causally picked up a random book.  The book he chose was “Faust.”  How ironic to an 
unseen observing eye.   He quickly placed it down as the store clerk walked by and politely asked if he 
needed help finding anything.   Tommy replied with a “No, thank you,” as he was indeed just browsing.  
He started to wonder if his flash of light at the sign he read in his mind was just that… a flash of light.  
And with that, an indescribable pull led him to another section.  The sign read “Occult.” 

 There Tommy started to read the topics randomly.  There were books on palmistry and tarot, 
witchcraft and spirits, shamanism and angels and other topics that left him feeling this trip was a waste 
of time.  Quickly he thought of the store closing and his need for a pack of cigarettes when out of the 
corner of his eye he saw a very old worn book at the end of the bookcase.  It was covered in a brown 
faded cloth, not too thick, probably about one hundred pages with faded black letters that read “Book 
of Pacts.”  Tommy’s fate was sealed as he reached for the book with  anticipation.   He opened it 
carefully, like handling a small child.  The author was an obscure name he had never heard of and the 
lettering and parchment were old and faded   He read the warning on the third page, giving advice that 
the pacts were indeed old and powerful and that one should take care to watch before one leaps.  
Tommy could feel the blood race through his veins as he turned the page.  With each turn of the page 
Tommy’s fate was sealed.  A naïve mind in a world he knew nothing of, there would be no turning back.  
He checked the back cover for the price.   $19.55 was a small price to pay for your dreams, fame, 
fortune and the world.  He headed for the counter with his wallet in hand.  Something more, he thought, 
starry eyed and blind. 

 When Tommy arrived home he quickly put the book away so Cali wouldn’t know.  She wouldn’t 
understand and the thought would just spook her, he convinced himself.  He would wait until she was 
gone to read and learn what the procedure was.   He put the book in the back of a closet, excited as if 
hiding a present for a child during Christmas.  He crawled back into bed with her, stroking her legs and 
smiling.  His dreams were as good as sealed, or so he thought. 

 Tommy had awakened to find that Cali had gone, like she had done numerous times before.  Still 
in a slight fog from sleep, he remembered the book and with excited eagerness he went to the closet to 
find his new discovery.  He sat in the chair in the corner of the room, lit a smoke he just purchased and 
with care and gentleness he opened the front cover.  He started to go through the pages with an open 
mind to find the right Pact for his situation.  There were Pacts to win back a love, to destroy an enemy, 
to win at gambling, to win in court and various other bargains, and finally he hit on the one that would 
change his life.  For the price of one’s soul a man could gain fortune and fame for a fixed, determined 
time.   For the price of eternity a man could have success, riches beyond one’s imagining and admiration 
from all.  For the price of one’s soul a man could have it all for twenty years.  He said aloud, “That’s the 
one!”, and the angels wept. 

 He took the book and the ashtray and headed for the kitchen table where he would learn how 
to call Lucifer and engage in a bargain for his soul. On a parchment one would have to write the 
incantation (which was in a language Tommy had never heard of), be sure to put the date, put the 
specifics of the agreement and sign his name in blood on the bottom. 



 At a crossroad, at night, he was supposed to  bring the parchment, draw a circle in the ground 
and read aloud the incantation three times.  Right away Tommy thought of the perfect spot, an old 
cemetery on the outskirts of town.  It was all simple enough, he thought.  He would make his bargain on 
October 23rd, and again the angels wept. 

 It was October 22nd at 11:30 pm when Tommy grabbed his jean jacket and headed for the door.  
The parchment was folded once inside his jacket.   It was completed along with his blood-stained 
signature at the bottom.  As he locked his front door, a feeling of excitement and paranoia slowly crept 
into his mind.  He walked down the stairs of his apartment with a faint feeling of being watched. 

 As he turned the block he came face to face with an elderly gentleman.  They almost hit each 
other as Tommy stopped abruptly. The gentleman was clearly in his sixties, stocky, the same height as 
Tommy with deep, piercing eyes.   His eyes were the only thing that Tommy noticed. They were dark and 
dead, looking right through everyone and everything.  The gentleman spoke first with a question. “Do 
you know what you’re doing?” he asked.  “I’m sorry” Tommy responded.   Again the old man asked, “Do 
you know what you’re doing?”  Tommy could feel the old man looking through his soul with the power 
and ease of a man half his age.  “Yeah, I know what I’m doin’” Tommy replied, unsure of everything, 
especially himself.  “That’s good.  Everyone should know what they’re doing.”  The old man smiled at 
Tommy, turned and they parted.  Tommy was half way down the block when he turned around to see 
the old gentleman, feeling paranoid as if the old man was asking about what he had planned for the 
evening and if he did indeed “Know what he was doing?”  The old man had vanished . 

 The rest of the walk to the cemetery Tommy could think of nothing but being a star and being 
accepted by his fellow musicians and fans.  The need to be part of something and connected to the 
world in a way few are privileged to experience was a fire in his mind and soul, with the                                                                   
image of him standing in front of a crowd and hearing nothing but cheers, women calling out his name, 
and the sound of his guitar echoing through the stadium, bringing the crowd up to a new level and 
himself soaring higher than ever before.  By the end of his walk as he approached the gate to the 
cemetery, he had finalized the notion of this bargain in his mind and as he climbed over the fence he 
knew he was doing right. The cemetery was cold, dark and unwelcoming. 

 He walked about a hundred feet passing headstones to the left and right.   Most were old and 
worn and some had been vandalized, pushed off their bases and laying there on the ground with weeds 
and tall grass growing around them. The trees were growing bare as the leaves fell.  Tommy passed a 
very old misshapen tree that was bent in angles that almost had the look of a tortured soul screaming 
out in pain.  He swallowed the saliva in his mouth as he approached the crossroad.  It was 11:55. 

 Tommy took some white chalk out of his jacket pocket and proceeded to draw a circle in the 
middle of the two roads. A cold wind was blowing as the sounds of the cemetery entered his mind.  The 
darkness of the night caused him to squint at the unholy parchment, and with the light of the moon and 
the glow from the distant street, Tommy was able to make out the incantation he was to recite.  The 
book gave instructions to say the mantra aloud three times in a deep voice.   Nervous, Tommy cleared 
his throat and began the ritual.   It was midnight on October 23rd. 

 As Tommy read the invocation the first time his voice broke. The second time, reading aloud 
with a deeper conviction, he could feel a slight force growing inside.  By the third time, commanding the 
letters and tones in his soul, it happened.   Tommy, totally oblivious, had opened a door in his psyche.  
The door had opened in his mind, in his spirit and in the psychical realm.  The dark figure of a man 
approached from down one of the roads.  A wave of terror that Tommy had never experienced before 



captured his being, mind, body and soul.  He had finished the last tone as the beast appeared to him, 
smiling with a strong sense of ownership.  Tommy had invoked Lucifer, and the angels continued to 
weep. 

 As the beast approached Tommy, the smell was the first thing he noticed.  A foul ungodly 
stench, rich in excrement, brought tears to his eyes as the beast slowly came forth.  Reaching deep into 
his mind, Tommy tried his best not to look at the approaching stranger.  With a fast glance he could see 
its face in the night’s light.   Its hair was black and filthy, its face hard with high cheekbones and a 
chiseled chin.  There were large warts with thin black hairs protruding from them.  Its eyebrows were 
wild and black and what stood out most of all were its eyes.  Tommy’s perception was changing as he 
looked at the beast’s eyes.  They were the depth of the sea, a deep, dark red, haunting and hypnotizing.  
As Tommy reached into himself to stare at this stranger, all had changed.  The beast he saw before had 
transformed into a thin man with white hair, a clean beard and bright teeth, wearing a fine suit.  He was 
smiling at Tommy.  The foul stench had also changed.  Tommy could now smell flowers, the most angelic 
flowers he had ever smelled before. The stranger spoke first. 

 “Is that for me?” Lucifer asked, smiling. 

 “Yes, yes it is” Tommy said meekly, staring at his unchanged, deep red eyes. 

 Tommy handed over the parchment, his hands trembling with fear and anticipation.  The beast 
took the parchment and looked it over, grinning when his eyes reached the bottom and witnessed the 
blood signature. Tommy swallowed the saliva in his mouth as it turned to walk away.  Staring at the 
trees and the sky, Tommy could feel a few droplets of urine on his undergarment.  Mustering the 
courage to look at the beast walking down the road he could see again how Lucifer had changed.   As he 
walked away his appearance had altered again.  Now walking slowly away was a man in a long white 
robe, his hair long and brown, wearing sandals, and as he turned to look at Tommy, Tommy could see 
his face, the face of Christ, and at that moment all sanity had left Tommy Soulson.   The blood had 
drained from his body, and a quick, sick feeling came from the pit of his stomach. He left the circle and 
grabbed a tree to relieve this sick sensation.  The beast had disappeared with no trace of ever having 
been there and Tommy was changed forever. 

 As he slowly walked down the path leading out of the cemetery, feeling relieved after being sick, 
a sensation of not being alone followed him.  A dark presence in his mind would accompany Tommy.  A 
door in his mind had been opened and through this door a presence had attached itself to Tommy.  As 
he walked down the path gently in the blowing wind he could hear what he thought was laughter, a 
demonic laughter as if a part of him  had died. 

 As Tommy walked into his apartment he could feel a sense of loss, as if something was missing. 
A part of him was no longer there, and in his heart he could feel it.  He had changed in that cemetery 
just moments ago.  The two conflicting smells came to him, rotting eggs and flowers.  The pictures in his 
mind of the stranger brought turmoil to his mind.  Was it real?  Down in the bottom of his essence he 
knew the answer to that question.  And in the corner of the room the dark shadow of a presence 
loomed, waiting. 

 Tommy removed his clothes and headed for the shower, but out of the corner of his eye he saw 
his guitar.  The sound, he thought, how he loved the sound the guitar made.   He picked it up gently and 
sat in the chair in the corner.   The presence moved closer as he started to strum some chords. Tones 
and vibrations echoed in his mind and the problem of relaying them to his hand and fingers simply 
vanished, and the dark presence moved closer. 



 Tommy started to play arrangements and chords that had at one time escaped him.  He could 
feel a sensation for the music that he had never experienced before.  With a new speed and a new 
sound the music melted from his fingers. As a musician, he soared to new heights.   It was electric as the 
sound danced in the air.  A growing feeling of excitement pounded his heart with every beat.  In his 
mind he could see the crowd and hear the cheers.   He was playing like he never played before, and now 
the dark presence was standing behind him, and with a single note it all stopped. In the air lingered a 
feeling or a concept that one could not quite reach, like the words to a song that one couldn’t 
remember, or someone’s name that has escaped his mind was how he felt.  It was there.   He could feel 
it, and with excited anticipation he would try to reach for it, the completion of his thought, but it would 
escape him for now. 

 Along with this feeling came another.   It was an unsettling feeling, almost a panic that froze in 
mid account.  It was there, halted, he could sense it; an irrational fear that began and ended at the same 
moment.  It was there with the unfinished thought, both etching their way in time, in his mind, in his 
being.  He needed to reach for the feeling of relief, the moment of realization for the answer to the 
question that was plaguing his mind.  The frozen panic and fear was the cause of this need.  What was 
it?  Suspended in air this thought that he couldn’t reach, a thought just out of his grasp, an unnerving 
prolonged fear masked in uncertainty.  And now there was a second presence in the room, and Tommy 
remained unaware. 

 The second presence brought a different kind of fear, a fear that had eluded Tommy for.  It was 
a fear of conscience, of guilt, a fear for the consequences of his actions, but all this lingering fear had not 
yet reached Tommy’s mind and all that he knew of was a thought not yet complete, an unfinished song 
floating in the space of his mind.  He headed for the shower. 

 As the weeks went by, Tommy’s playing greatly improved. The hours he practiced each day 
brought a new confidence that he had never seen. The songs were rolling from his fingers - cover songs, 
new and original melodies, and his own songs. There was nothing that he couldn’t play, and play very 
well he did, all but one original song.  This one song was giving him much concern, and both of their eyes 
watched from a slight distance. 

  The beginning was slightly fast with too much to say.   The middle was something that didn’t 
belong to the song, and as far as the ending, there was not a note that fit with the rest.  His frustration 
would lead him to another song, so he would put this piece of music down.  The song would represent 
the thought that he couldn’t reach.  It was a piece of a puzzle that wasn’t finished in his mind.  The last 
piece would bring a feeling of relief to a finished work, but what was this completion to his thought?  
What was this part of him trying to tell the others?  He would pick up this song many times and put it 
down many times. This song would be his burden.   As he fell in love with the first few chords, it would 
taunt him with its unfinished wish.  His heart would race as he would try to express what the song was 
trying to say. The song would become his master and Tommy its slave, and the presences would watch, 
one with fire and one with a tear, the demon and the angel.  

 Tommy’s return to the café after the holidays brought a new respect and fever.  Glen and Mary 
noticed the change from his first night’s performance.  Tommy’s confidence was reaching new levels 
and his playing brought shock and pleasant surprise to Mary and Glen.  The patrons would leave fulfilled 
and awed by such a performance in a local café. Crossroads was doing a better business as word of 
mouth spread about a local musician who was someone to hear and see.  Tommy was finally being 
recognized for the talent he was becoming, as borrowed as it was. 



 With word of mouth spreading, the buzz had reached the ear of a city agent looking for new 
talent and always keeping an ear open for the next new sound.  The agent’s name was Franz Crowley 
and he and his brother were starting a new recording label.  Franz was thirty, a well groomed man with 
short black hair and blue eyes.  He stood six feet tall and kept his body in good shape with a run every 
morning.   Just starting out, the label had signed three other musicians and with high hopes they always 
kept their eyes and ears open for another.  Franz was the mold for the term “mover and shaker,” and 
Tommy would like him immediately. 

 Three weeks would pass before Tommy would meet Franz at Crossroads.  During that time he 
would remain practicing and working at the factory.  His songs were getting tighter and his voice was 
getting deeper and more distinct.  The cover songs he was playing were now charged with a new edge, 
his edge, his version and his interpretation, a task that had escaped him before.  The only burden and 
thorn in his side was the unfinished, unworded original that captured his mind at least once or twice a 
day.  He would unofficially call it his “Masterpiece”, a song without a middle, an end, words, or a title.  
There would be time, or so he thought. 

 As Tommy prepared for his last night’s set of the week, he noticed a gentleman in the back.  He 
didn’t know who he was, but something told him that he was important to his future.  He cleared his 
throat, spoke his name, and hoped aloud that all would enjoy what he was bringing to the evening’s 
setting. After the first three songs, a fire started to erupt in his soul. He was singing and playing like a 
man with a mission, and the mission was to ignite the souls of everyone in the café, especially the man 
in the back.  Now as he was finishing for the night, the last song, his song, brought Franz, who enjoyed 
everything to this point, to a place inside that moved his being.  The words and melody, the 
arrangement of the tone, Franz knew this could be a new sound that could sell.  Something old, but 
something new.  He stood up with cheers, applauding louder than the rest, who were equally pleased 
with Tommy’s performance.  Tommy stood and thanked the crowd and the dark shadow moved back 
from Tommy, hovering three steps back. 

 “How do you do, Tommy?  My name is Franz Crowley” he said with his hand extended.  Tommy 
looked him over as he reached out his hand.   

“Nice to meet you, Franz.  Did you enjoy the show?” he said, knowing there was no way possible 
that he couldn’t.   

“Yes, I did very much.   You have a great talent that I think could only get better,” Franz said, 
looking Tommy in the eye with his arm holding Tommy’s shoulder.   

“Thank you again.   I really appreciate that.   If the crowd doesn’t like it, well, I guess I’m not 
doing my job, right?”   

“That’s true Tommy.  Believe me, they all liked it.”  They both moved to the table in the back.  
“Please Tommy, sit.  I’d like to talk to you about your future. ”  

“Okay Franz.   What did you have in mind?”  The cold, dark shadow moved closer to Tommy and 
Tommy could feel a shiver down his spine.   

“Well Tom, like I said, I think you have talent and I think with the right people you could go 
places, I mean really go places.  Would you like that Tom?”  Tommy had waited for this moment for a 
long time.   His heart was racing and all he could see was his name in lights, cheers from the masses and 
dollar signs.  But something was amiss as he was listening to Franz explaining the hard work and 



dedication he would need to make this dream come true.  There was something not right about the 
feeling inside, a feeling that something was missing.  The unfinished song danced in his mind.  The 
thought not yet complete rang in his mind.   It was there, for he could feel it as he listened to Franz. 
Tommy felt very uncomfortable and very excited.  “Tommy, what I want to do is have my brother listen 
to you next week, and if he hears what I hear I would like to sign you to our label.  It’s not much.   It’s a 
small label, but I think we could really go somewhere.  How does that sound?”   

“It sounds great, Franz.”  

“Good, Tom.  Why don’t you take my card and I’ll see you next week at the same time.”   

“Sounds good. I’ll look forward to it.”  They parted for the night and Tommy sat for a moment 
looking at the card with anticipation, wanting this moment more than anything in his life, but there was 
something not right.   He could feel it.   It wasn’t the way he thought it was going to be.   There was 
something unreal about it, like he was watching himself watching the moment and it wasn’t quite as 
good as he thought. The second presence moved back and the unfinished, unworded song played in his 
mind.  He shut down for the rest of the evening, bewildered. 

 Tommy went home tired with the news of next week’s coming meeting with Franz. He went 
straight to his bed and lay with his eyes closed, trying not to think about anything.  For forty minutes he 
remained and then with a note ringing in his head and a call from the guitar, he rose.  The unworded, 
unfinished song called to him like an old friend he hadn’t seen in the distance of his mind. He could do 
nothing but answer. He strummed some cords, the beginning cords of this piece that had become his 
master.  Trying to think and get a feel for the flow of the arrangement, he immediately hit a wall and 
stopped suddenly. He started again with the same first cords with eagerness for the next bridge into the 
song.  Again he hit the same wall.  He stopped, and with a deep breath and determination he went at it 
again, this time from a different angle and with more speed and once again he hit the same wall hard.  
This time he barked one word aloud, “FUCK!!!”   He would not be beaten tonight as he tried again and 
again. Time went by and as midnight approached, Tommy Soulson hit a single note and the second 
presence in the room came closer to him, for it was time.   The alignment was perfect, and the 
unfinished, unworded song was here to be revealed.  The piece of the puzzle was to be exposed.  The 
thought that he couldn’t reach was now going to be in his grasp and the realization of his fate was now 
before him. 

 With the hitting of the note and the call to the second presence, a presence of light, Tommy hit 
the wall one last time.  This time the wall crumbled before him and the flood gates opened. The pouring 
of relief to the unfinished thought had reached his mind.  The final piece of the puzzle echoed with one 
word, ringing, a word that had escaped him, a word that had meaning from a childhood thought, a word 
that would now change his life yet again---eternity.  Fear like he had experienced once before came back 
to him, a mind bending fear that drew the blood from his face, leaving him white and shaken.  Thoughts 
like damnation and torture and the underworld and hell and soulless and forever and fire and 
godlessness and blasphemy and heretic had flooded his mind.  He became frantic and confused as the 
presence echoed the final thought in his soul. The blood drained from his face with the word echoing in 
his mind… eternity….eternity….eternity.  The dark shadow cringed in the corner. 

 As Tommy lay his guitar down and headed for the bed the world around him seemed very cold 
and unwelcoming. The moment had passed and the echo of the word rang faintly in his heart. He was 
too tired and too beaten to think of the consequences of his actions.  He had been playing for hours and 



his body and his mind needed rest.  But the seeds were planted and the word would be forever 
engraved on his soul. He closed his eyes and drifted off to another land. 

 It took him a short time to dream. In the dream, he found himself in a small boat with the soft 
current leading him downstream.  The air was pleasant with a cool breeze and the smell of the outdoors 
and sounds of the wild soothed his mind.  The trees were strong and firm, there was a  depth to the 
woods as he passed with quiet awe through the landscape.  The birdsong was like the sound of an 
orchestra playing in his mind.  The pace of the stream was slow and calming and in the boat he noticed 
an oar for paddling.  He smiled and reached for the oar, carefully placing it into the water as his heart 
felt at peace with all around him. 

  The thought of the word slowly inched its way into his thoughts and with this came a change in 
the distant surroundings. As the word reached his mind he could see the stream dividing into two.  With 
one current leading to the left and a second current leading to the right, the speed of the stream began 
to change, faster and slightly violent. The river to the left was filled with darkness and an unholy glow as 
the river to the right was more of the same from which he came. The pace of the stream started to 
move faster and faster as he tried to maneuver the small boat. Thrashing the oar to the left and to the 
right the river was now in control as the speed and choppy waters tossed him about.  As he approached 
the divide the current took him to the dark left, and with all his strength he willed the boat to the 
pleasant right, only to fail due to strength of the waters.  As he passed the dividing woods of the two 
streams, the current and flow of the river calmed.  He became tearful with the word…., eternity. 

 The darkness of the stream was now more visible. The trees were rotting and dead with bent, 
distorted branches, barren and cold. There were no sounds to be heard as the sad silence echoed with 
the one word in his mind. The smell was that of something old left to rot, something unwanted and 
unneeded, tossed aside with no value or hope. It was a foul stench creeping its way into his senses and it 
was then he realized he had smelled it once before. The darkness ahead was thick and darker than the 
place he was now and as the darkness grew in his mind, so did his surroundings.  A cold shiver went 
down his spine, for he knew and he waited. 

 The boat glided with ease about a hundred feet into the darkness.  Ahead, Tommy could see a 
thick gray fog and could make out nothing else. The silence was unbearable as the temperature started 
to decrease.  The hairs on his arm started to stand up as he approached the current’s final destination. 
The boat had reached the thick, gray fog.  The dark trees were engulfed and for another quarter of a 
mile Tommy could see nothing.  The temperature was dropping with each forward motion. 

 After another two hundred feet with the fog so thick Tommy couldn’t see two feet in front of 
him, the boat hit land and stopped. Tommy’s body was shaking from the cold as he tried to see the land. 
He carefully got out of the boat and started to walk.  The land was cold and hard, stony with a rough 
surface. As he patiently made his way through the fog, he began to hear a sound.  At first he couldn’t 
make out what it was, but it was there, straight ahead.  As he grew closer it started to become more 
distinct. It was the faint moan of another, and with each step it was becoming more and more audible, 
joined by the moans of many others, calling out in pain in a slow, unimaginable tone. The fog was lifting 
with each step. The cold was mind-bending as he approached his destination. 

  With the lifting of the fog, Tommy could start to make out some shapes and forms in front of 
him.  There ahead was what looked like a mountain, a large mound tall enough to be intimidating but 
not close enough to be seen. There were other dark mounds over the landscape. As he approached, the 
moans increased.  He could hear the souls calling out and with three more steps a stronger smell of 



excrement smacked him hard in the face. Through the cold and the smell and the slowly lifting fog, 
Tommy approached the belly of the underworld. 

 With the fog lifted, Tommy could start to see the souls crying out in pain. There before him was 
the body of a man lying on the ground. The ground was hard and rough, cold and eldritch. The man’s 
body was deformed and mangled. His arms were in a visibly uncomfortable, twisted position. Covering 
his entire body were sores and boils with yellow pus flowing from the open wounds. His face was in a 
state of shock, blank with disbelief, his eyes barren and void of any life or hope. Tommy gasped with 
deep fright as he stared at the man moaning in everlasting pain.  A dark shadow hovered over the man. 
And as Tommy lifted his head, he could see what appeared to be thousands across the terrain, all in the 
same condition, each with a shadow hovering over them, with a deep, dark, damning presence. 

 Then insects were swarming in his face, so he took his hand numerous times and tried to swat 
them away, but there were too many. The underground land was infested with them. The buzzing sound 
they made, along with the moans of the tortured souls, became a state of madness for Tommy. The 
insects were the largest he had ever seen, infesting the wounds and the air. Tommy started to cough 
from the deep smell of excrement, swatting at the abnormal insects, when three entered his mouth. 
Choking, he fell to his knees, the rough surface ripping the skin, and then the rains came. 

 The rain, along with mild thunder and lightning turned this ungodly land into more of a living 
nightmare. Tommy’s sanity was slowly leaving him. The lightning would light up the sky making it more 
visible to his eyes. Still fighting the smell and the insects, he could see the dark mound in the distance 
and on the mound a figure. With each wave of lightning and thunder he was able to make out the 
shape, and what appeared to be the features of the dark master. 

 Through the insects and the rain he tried to stare at the ruler of this land.  Massively built, he 
stood taller than any man, a dark, strong figure holding what appeared to be a staff of some kind. 
Tommy could see Satan. He swallowed the contents of his mouth. Through the rain which was growing 
heavy, through the swarm of insects which was growing thicker, and the lightning which was lighting up 
the sky brightly, Tommy could see the face of darkness. As their eyes met, the rest of Tommy’s sanity 
left him.  He lowered his head and under his voice, in a slight whisper he spoke two words, “Dear God.” 
And with the words a stroke of thunder, louder than ever, exploded in the sky, shaking the ground on 
which he stood. The thunder and lightning was so fierce it brought Tommy to the edge of madness, as 
the darkness smiled.  Laughing deep and dark, almost a laugh of madness, the dark one spoke, laughing 
aloud for all in the land to hear, “GOD’S NOT HERE, TOMMY!”  The moans became louder and the buzz 
of the insects became louder and the lightning and the thunder became almost unbearable. And again 
he spoke, his laughter echoing in the underworld.  A clap of thunder burst, and aloud he spoke it again, 
“GOD’S NOT HERE, TOMMY!!!!” And with the laughter and sounds and smells and vision and words of 
hell, Tommy awoke in his bed, never to be the same again, changed for eternity by the dream. The 
archangel smiled in the corner of the room, for Tommy’s fate was being changed, yet again. 

 Tommy awoke in a pool of sweat. He could still hear the words, the laughter deep and dark. He 
could see the souls and the colors of the underworld.  He could smell the foul stench and began to gag 
on the aroma he brought back with him from his dream.  As he ran for the bathroom he noticed that his 
knees were bruised. They had what appeared to be marks on both, and he remembered the cold hard 
surface of the ground. Hugging the toilet he started to remember the old man saying, “Do you know 
what you’re doing?” and at that moment he knew he didn’t and never had.  For the first time in his life 
the thought of being rich and famous brought nothing but apathy. And in the corner of the room, the 
dark shadow angered. 



 For the next few days Tommy experienced a slight depression. The dream began to grow faint in 
his mind as time ate away at its contents. There would be moments that would trigger a flash of smells 
and sounds. The images would flash before his mind.  A slight fear began to grow in him,  causing a 
nervous twitch at certain sounds, smells or images, but he was totally unaware of this change. The 
dream had rooted itself in Tommy’s subconscious mind and heart. But consciously they had become 
faded images only surfacing with a flash. Time had become the healer of a very disturbing night. The day 
was growing near for his meeting with Franz and his brother, with his soul teetering on the fence 
between the light and the darkness. 

 The contract he had made was not yet sealed. He waited for the part of the bargain from  a 
record deal  to be put into motion. The beginning of the twenty years had not yet begun and would only 
begin with the signing of the contract with Franz. The deal was not yet sealed. It would be the next step 
on the road to Tommy’s dreams. But something had changed Tommy.  The dream in his mind was 
altered and the fiery desire had diminished in his heart. The only part untouched was his love for music, 
the sound and its magic. So there his soul would sit on the fence between light and darkness, waving 
back and forth with the wind of his destiny, as the night of the sealing of his fate grew near, and no man, 
angel, or demon would be capable of changing Tommy’s final decision.  He waited.  

 

     June 1980 

 

 

 With the night here and the meeting with Franz and his brother at hand, Tommy walked slowly 
to Crossroads. The air was crisp and pleasant. His mind was unclear as he walked, passing numerous 
people, all the while looking for the old man. It was the presence of the old man along with what he 
said, and his eyes so dark on that night, staring through Tommy as if he knew all there was to know. His 
past and his present were as open to him as if reading a page from his life and his future, a river which 
the old man could dip his finger in from time to time to see Tommy’s fate. As he approached the café 
Tommy took a deep breath, a small part of him wishing Franz wouldn’t show for the beginning of his life, 
or in his tainted eyes, the end.  He felt a strange struggle start to build inside as he walked through the 
door.  Determined to play his heart out with no reprisals, he stormed the café, wearing a mask of 
indifference. And the dark eminence delighted. 

 Concentrating on nothing but the music, Tommy took the stage. There was a fairly moderate 
crowd and Franz and his brother waited in the back with eager anticipation. Mary and Glen were excited 
almost beyond control as Tommy announced his name.  He started with a cover of the Rolling Stones 
“Jumpin’ Jack Flash,” altered to add his interpretation.  He was half way through when two things 
happened.  First, Tommy remembered why he was up there and how much he did indeed truly love 
music; he and the guitar were one. Second, Franz looked to his brother for a sign of disappointment or 
approval, and with his brother smiling and shaking his head, he knew it was the latter. The next factor 
was sealed, and with his brother’s approval, the Crowley brothers waited for their next discovery. And 
Tommy played on, with the dark shadow ever so near and ever so eager. 

 In his mind there was nothing but music, sound and form, words and lyrics, arrangements and 
melodies. The outside world did not exist, the people in the café mere figures with no face, meaningless 
in a  fog, worlds away from where Tommy was in his mind, his heart and his soul. A place as far away as 



one could be, there were no thoughts of Lucifer or damnation, there was no remembrance of a pact, or 
the dream of the underworld and the dark shadows, there was just a sound ringing in his mind and the 
notion of making that sound echo throughout the vast world. Tommy played like he had never played 
before, and all he could remember was his love for music and the sound it made, like a separate entity 
from his soul, separate but one with him, a master floating down a river and giving Tommy and all there 
a smooth, harmless, enriching ride, allowing the music to steer and take control and all the time Tommy, 
with no memory and no hindrance, stepping aside and letting it flow through him to a world of satisfying 
ecstasy, untouched by neither man, angel, demon or God.  The crowd erupted with delight with the final 
note ringing in the air, and Tommy smiled with no memory, moving ever so slowly toward losing a 
valuable part of himself….his soul. 

 Tommy left the stage to nothing but cheers and raves. Many wanted to shake his hand and 
more wanted just to touch him, pat him on the back and put their hand on his shoulder. From the back 
of the café Franz approached with a smile and his hand extended. Tommy’s head was spinning and the 
feeling of being intoxicated surged through his veins. Franz guided Tommy to the back table to meet his 
brother. They sat, with nothing but smiles and excitement for each other. The moment was here and it 
started with praise. 

 “That was really great, Tommy!  I can’t tell you how much I enjoyed everything,  your playing, 
your singing and your originals. I mean wow!  You really blew me away!!” said a Franz, hypnotized. 

 “I’m sorry. Tom, this is my brother Gus.” 

 “It’s nice to meet you, Gus.” 

 “Same here, Tom.  I really enjoyed what you had up there, really great stuff!” 

 
 “Thank you. Thank you both.” 

 “You’ve been playing a long time. It shows,” said Gus, with a lust for success dripping from his 
lips. 

 “Yeah, I’ve been playing for a long time, and a lot harder lately.” 

 “That’s good. It shows.  If you want to make it in this business you have to, right?  You have to 
give it all you’ve got, right?” 

 “That’s true,” replied Tommy, with a slight discomfort towards Gus’s domination. 

 “Tom, suffice it to say my brother loved it, and I think we should sit down and really talk about 
your next step” said Franz, eager to get Tommy’s signature on a contract. 

 “That sounds good, Franz,” Tommy replied with slightly fearful apprehension. 

 The café started to quiet down as the patrons left. 

 “Tom, here’s what I want to do after you sign the contract. We want to get you into the studio 
to put some tracks down.  I mean you and group of studio musicians could really put together something 
really great.  How does that sound?” 



 “Yeah, it sounds great.  Mary, can I get some water?”  A growing feeling of awareness entered 
his buzzing mind. Mary placed the water on the table and Tommy drank, unsure and slightly troubled. 

 “It’s a standard contract Tom, but I’m sure you’ll want to look it over.” Franz handed Tommy the 
contact and Tommy put down the water and started to read.  The dark presence moved closer to 
Tommy’s world along with the presence of light, and an inner struggle started in Tommy’s heart and 
mind. Tommy was having a hard time concentrating on what he was reading as he went back and forth. 
A few minutes turned into a long period of time as Franz and Gus looked at each other, for the 
expression on Tommy’s face was one of deep confusion and discomfort. Tommy was shifting about in 
his chair trying to understand what he was reading and it was then that Gus broke the silence. 

 “It’s just a standard contract, Tom.  Are you okay?  You seem a bit confused.  I mean you want it, 
don’t you?  Fame, fortune something more?”  

  The blood drained from Tommy’s face.  He turned ash white as the words opened the door in 
his mind.  Behind the door were his memories of what he had done…something more. The floodgates 
were released and the images of the past shook him. There before his mind in the cemetery was Lucifer, 
there before his mind were the souls calling out in pain, there before his mind were the dark lord’s 
words, echoing “GOD’S NOT HERE, TOMMY,” and there before his mind was the old man asking, “Do 
you know what you’re doing?” Tommy snapped inside as all these images had now taken over his mind 
and soul. His eyes started to shift slowly back and forth with a slow sweat coming to the surface. He 
grabbed the water as his sense of self and worth was almost nonexistent. Through the mist in his mind 
he recalled his dream that had been forgotten and with a flash from above his mind was there, the 
smells, the coldness and the sounds of tormented unsaved souls, bringing Tommy to the brink of 
insanity, and all he would need would be a slight push over the edge, and it would come in the form of 
one word…. a memory forgotten.  The word would come as a whisper in his mind… e….ter…nity. 

 Tommy threw the contract on the table and jumped up, pushing the chair back and causing it to 
fall to the ground. All could see he was visibly upset.  Franz and Gus stood with their arms extended. 

 “Tom, relax! It’s just a contract. Are you feeling alright!!??” 

 “I’ve got to go!!” 

 “Tom, wait!  You’re too upset.  What is it?  Is it the contract? Just sit and have some water. You 
just need to calm down.” 

 “Yeah, Tom, just relax and tell us what…..” 

 “No!  I really need to go. I can’t sign this now.  I have to get out of here…please.  I’ll call you,  
Franz   I…I ha…have your number” he stuttered, making his way toward the door, leaving the Crowley 
brothers discomposed.  

 Crying inside and dying inside is the best way to describe Tommy’s reaction to his transgression, 
for now he was troubled in his mind, saddened in his heart and broken in his spirit. A slight shadow 
formed over him as he walked home. He could sense that someone was angry with him.  Could it be 
Franz?  Could it be Gus?  He didn’t care if they were.  As he slowed his step down and turned the corner, 
the night’s darkness appeared in his mind, darker than most nights and his instinct was right, there was 
someone angry with him, but it wasn’t Franz, and it wasn’t Gus. It was the dark presence that attached 
itself to Tommy. Tommy had failed to live up to his end and the demon was angered, a cold patient 



anger, waiting for the right time to make its presence known. With the breaking of the contract with 
Lucifer, the presence of light rejoiced, the presence of darkness blackened, and Tommy’s trials had just 
begun. 

 As Tommy tried to put the key in the door he could see that it was already open. He didn’t know 
what to expect as he timidly walked through. He could hear the shower going as he put his guitar and 
keys down.  The door to the bathroom was ajar. He pushed it back and looked in with his head tilted, 
uncertain.  It was then he could see Cali’s firm, soapy, naked body. 

 “When did you get back?” 

 “Hi.  About two hours ago.  Would you like to join me?” she said as she stroked her breast. 

 “Not really, I’m kinda tired.” 

 “Is everything alright?” 

 “Yeah, I’m just tired.” 

 “How was your set tonight? Did you meet with that ‘Big Mogul?’”  asked Cali, the last of the 
soap draining from her body. 

 “Yeah, I did.” 

 “And are you signed?  What happened? Hand me the towel.” 

 “No, I don’t think it’s gonna work out.” 

 “Why not?  I know they like the music.  What went wrong?” she asked, drying herself. 

 “I really don’t want to talk about it.  How was your mother?” 

 “My mother was fine.  Don’t change the subject.  Why didn’t it work out?” 

 “It just didn’t.  We weren’t right for each other, that’s all.” 

 “Man, I really thought this was the one.   I could see it all happening. And did they like the 
music?” 

 “Yeah, they loved it!  I just couldn’t…..His brother was too eager, like an animal moving in for the 
kill.  It didn’t feel right.” 

 “There’ll be others” she said, stepping out of the shower. 

 “Yeah, I suppose.  I need a cigarette.” 

 He wanted to hold her and tell her, but he couldn’t. He knew how she would react. It would 
upset her. He wanted to tell her that he had made a very big mistake. He wanted to tell her how 
confused he was about the whole situation, that he felt like a part of himself was missing, how he felt 
that his life was changed forever and how saddened and scared he really was, but he couldn’t.  He 
wanted to talk about all that had happened and that he felt like something was really wrong with his 
mind, that his thoughts weren’t making sense, and how he wanted to get back to the place he was 
before all that had happened. He wanted to tell her that the music wasn’t that important anymore and 



that he had an epiphany. He wanted to ask her if she believed in heaven and hell and that he knew that 
there was an afterlife and we are held accountable for what we do. He wanted to tell her that he 
needed help and he felt out of his depth with all that had happened. He wanted to tell her all he had 
seen and who he had met and how truly upsetting and real it all was, but he couldn’t. He pulled her 
close to him and embraced her, softly and gently. He kissed her, long and passionately, then told her 
that he needed her, that he needed to feel whole again, and that he missed her and that he loved her. 
And it was then she knew that something was wrong, something had happened. Tommy had changed 
and she knew there was no going back, and now she was scared as well.  They fell into each other’s 
arms, now as one. And the dark shadow blackened. 

 

 

 

 

    August 1980 

 

 

 Tommy spent the last two months in a growing depression. The light inside of him was a dim 
spark. He picked up his guitar only twice, each time to play the unworded, unfinished song.  Both times 
made him upset and unsettled, but he still liked some arrangements in the song and it would become 
his only project. The rest of his time was spent at work and with Cali. Time spent playing his guitar 
turned into time spent watching television.  He told Mary and Glen that he couldn’t play in the café for 
personal reasons and he never called Franz back. There were messages that Franz had called, but all that 
would bring would be the shame of what he had done and a constant reminder of the darkness. Tommy 
was saddened, in limbo and unconnected from himself and the world. 

 His work in the factory had become mechanical and he started to eat alone and remain alone, 
saying as little as possible to anyone, including his father. He would do his job and nothing more, his 
light growing dimmer and dimmer.  The cutter was his station.  It was from the first day he started until 
present day. The steel pipes came in six foot long packets of twenty and it was Tommy’s job to cut them 
down to two feet. The cutter was very sharp, using extreme pressure to pierce the hardened steel. The 
machine was kept clean and in prime condition. 

 Tommy had just finished his last bundle when a new order came in. He unpacked the pipes and 
headed for his station when he almost dropped his load. A coworker yelled for him to watch it and wake 
up.  He grabbed the bundle and placed it on his station, taking the knife and cutting the plastic that held 
the bundle together. His mind was in a state of meltdown when it happened. It was a simple and almost 
costly mistake. 

 The blackened shadow moved ever closer to Tommy and with a flash Tommy remembered that 
night in the cemetery. The thought crept into his mind without warning and with a gentle breeze, like a 
slight sound echoing in the trees for no one to hear, heard but unheard by man, there but not there. The 
dark presence entered Tommy’s mind with a light wind, angered and cold  Tommy sank down deeper as 
he remembered that night and before he could stop he nicked his hand on the cutter. He yelled out as 



the cut poured blood.  He stepped back and the hardened steel fell to the ground. Three coworkers 
came and told Tommy he would need stitches, then they told his father about what had happened, and 
a broken Tommy left for the day. 

 It was strange, he thought, how it happened. One minute doing his job, and with a single 
thought, a deep cut on his hand. Like thinking about something and it appears, like a phone call from an 
old friend that one had just thought of a few moments before. It was strange, he thought. It did hurt, 
but it didn’t.  It was as if it was happening to someone else in his mind. He could feel the sting of the 
wound but it was like it wasn’t his, like it was all happening to a stranger he never met before, but knew 
all his life. In his mind he could see the darkness, pleased, a smiling Lucifer asking “Is that for me?” And 
with another gentle wind blowing, its departure, and Tommy left feeling empty, bleeding a spiritual 
blood of nothingness, and holding his bleeding hand. 

   

 

 

 

     October1980 

  

 

 The time was growing near to the anniversary of Tommy’s fall from grace in the cemetery, and 
with it a slight struggle began within. If being totally enlightened bore the light of seeing, understanding, 
and being able to solve the problem before him, the light in Tommy’s mind shed a glimpse of 
perspective that inside a slight struggle ensued. Far from being enlightened, and wearing a mask of 
spiritual sleep, Tommy could now begin to see a light in the distance and the darkness and light battling 
for the dominance of his soul.  Tommy could not see the magnitude of this fight and struggle. But the 
seed had now been planted as the light in the distance shone on him in the stage and field of an eternal 
struggle for supremacy. 

 Making its way to his conscious mind the darkness came in the form of a thought. It was a line of 
negative expression, a dark feeling, a primal response to an undesirable vision in his mind and heart. He 
would keep it all to himself, his discovery, his newfound perception of the world around him and inside 
him.  And a new stress would be another change in Tommy’s life, the burden of a fact his mind and heart 
would now have to bear. Tommy would take small steps into the world inside, knowing he was a 
stranger in a strange land, knowing the realness of his discovery. His anniversary was just a day away 
and the darkness began to play on his mind. 

 He would think of it only briefly in the morning, that which had transpired a year ago. He went 
about the day in a state of sadness, not knowing his sadness, for the state of his melancholy had become  
all too familiar and almost a part of his being, as if it had always been. He walked in after a day’s work, 
tired, with food in his hand and a new pack of cigarettes. The night was cold and the apartment heater 
was working off and on again. He put the food and smokes on the table as he changed into a new shirt 
and threw his boots in the corner.  At one time he would have turned on some loud music, and sang 
along with whatever was playing, but now times were different.  He sat in silence and ate his meal and 



lit a smoke afterwards. The silence began to weigh on his mind.  He took the ashtray to the couch with a 
half-smoked cigarette and a half-finished bottle of beer. The room was dimly lit as he stared into space. 

 The silence of the room now was pleasing to his senses. It was a comfortable ease to his heart. 
The silence of the room brought a silence to his mind.  His thoughts were faint, giving him an almost 
Zen-like state.  He felt at peace for a moment, so he closed his tired eyes, and then it happened.  As he 
was closing his eyes he could see a shadow move in the room, quickly stepping from one spot to 
another. He opened his eyes and sat up on the couch, trying to see it again.  It was too quick as it moved 
from one place to the other. It made his heart skip. He took a deep breath and put his head down, 
holding his head in his hands. The time was growing nearer and Tommy was unprepared for what was 
going to happen next, more proof of an unsettling nature, leaving him again in a world beyond his grasp.  
He sat back in his couch with his anniversary just a moment away. 

 Tommy Soulson lay back on his couch and closed his eyes. The shadow’s magnitude was a 
diminished sight compared to the cemetery and all he had dreamed.  He knew of the presence he had 
conjured.  He knew of the darkness he had experienced.  And he was beginning to know of the change in 
his soul.  But all of these images were turning into a forgotten dream, their reality erased by time.  It 
would take reminding for them to be alive, true and potent. The clock was growing near to the time of 
his self-degradation. 

 His mind was asleep and not asleep at the same time. His consciousness was in between the 
land of dreams and the physical world, and time stood still as the moment approached. There were no 
visual images in his mind, no shapes or forms, no distant lights or sounds; there was just nothingness, a 
void of colorless, soundless space. Tommy was floating in the mists of limbo, not knowing who he was or 
where he was or why. It was then that the clock sounded its yearly chime of fate. And Tommy, unaware 
that it had occurred, passed through a year’s time of his fall from humanity, his loss of faith in himself 
and his character, his folly of innocence and ignorance.  And the cold, blackened darkness approached. 

  A void of soundlessness surrounded Tommy, yet he could hear.  A thread of light had kept him 
awake when the darkness called, and floating in this state, the shadow came to claim what was his. It 
was the ownership of a bargain, a cold reasonable response to a dark night of foolishness. There were 
no boundaries as the coldness of the demon appeared to Tommy. Tommy couldn’t see the entity, and 
barely knowing where he was in his mind, the demon made its presence known, in the form of a 
whisper. 

  The words were slow, deep and drawn out. The voice was an unfamiliar tone of depth and 
darkness. They were repeated over and over again until Tommy could hear them, and once he heard 
them, repeated over again.  “Y…O…U’…R…E…..M…I…N…E” it said over again, falling on deaf ears, until 
Tommy could finally hear in his dreamlike state. “Y…O…U’…R...E M…I…N…E” the demon claimed, and 
with a shiver of fear Tommy could hear the proclamation, yet it was still in the distance.  As he opened 
his eyes, expecting it to be gone, or for a shadow to be with him in the room, Tommy sat up on the 
couch, awake and finally conscious of this anniversary. 

 The air had changed in the room. The thickness that was once before had changed to a lightness 
of being. Tommy was able to breathe as he watched for a shadow on the wall. The words uttered before 
remained with him as he stared into space. They were unsettling, the tone, the depth of their context, 
and the manner in which they were spoken. He was unaware at the time that these words would be 
engraved on his soul and the fearful image would drive him to seek help as the years would pass and his 
sanity slowly loosened from his grasp. It was now 12:15 am, October 23, 1980. 



     February 1983 

 

 

 Throughout the years that passed there were certain changes that occurred within Tommy. 
These changes were subtle at first, but over time they became more and more visible and transparent, a 
choice at first that one would think wouldn’t cause a great disorder in the balance of a world divided. It 
was a choice bringing one down a road and sealing one’s fate. These choices were ones that would have 
no immediate ramifications, but over time they would become a part of Tommy and who he had 
become as a man and a soul, split in two. 

 First there would be his relationship to his art, his music. The part of him that had loved the 
sound now would grow nauseous at the hitting of certain chords and notes. The ringing of a particular 
sound in his mind would leave him feeling worthless, used and numb. There were now certain songs 
that he couldn’t hear without thinking of what he had done and the fool he now thought himself to be. 
There were rare occasions at the factory when a certain song would come on the radio and Tommy 
would grow angered, spit on the floor, throw something across the room and storm out, like a child told  
he was being punished for what he had done. But these times were rare and few.  And there were times 
late at night that Tommy would think long and deeply about the choice he had made. And he knew, with 
the word ringing in the heavens…eternity, that he had made the right one, but there would be a price to 
pay for his ignorance, and he knew that too. 

 During the quiet times late at night he would pick up his guitar and over and over he would 
strum the chords and pick the notes to the unworded and unfinished song.  It was the only piece of 
music that brought him any personal relief. The song’s tone was a subtle magic in his mind, untouched 
by the opposing forces, and he would come to look at it as a gift from above, for it would bring him an 
inner peace. The way he would arrange the tones in his mind, it would grow in strength as the years 
went by, and it would change with Tommy. It would become more defined, tight and whole.  He would 
pick up the guitar only when his soul was his own, when the forces were asleep and dormant.  Not 
aware of this, Tommy would play when he belonged to himself and the unworded and unfinished song 
would almost be his sanctuary from his sins and who he had become, a walking ghost of his former self.  
This was one change that occurred over the years. 

 The second change came in the form of his relationship with Cali One could say that it started in 
the cemetery, and this one secret put the distance between them. It was slow at first but as time went 
on, Tommy grew further and further away from the woman that he loved. He couldn’t bring himself to 
tell her of the pact that he made, for he knew it would drive her away. Ironically, the very thing he didn’t 
want to happen did. He drove her away, yet another casualty from that dark night, and more of a 
burden lay on his shoulders. Often he would think how strange life could be.  If he didn’t do this, that 
wouldn’t have happened, and if he didn’t do that this wouldn’t have happened. The thought had 
become a puzzle in his mind that he couldn’t solve and the thought left him feeling humbled by life. 

 

 

 



 

     June 1983 

 

 By this point, time had eaten away at more of his memory and there were moments when he 
would think the devil and all that had happened was just a delusion he had had some years ago. Then he 
would remember the cemetery. And then he would remember the old man on the street and he knew it 
was all too real. The slight depression was now a part of his make up as a man. He walked around in a 
daze most times, and when at home he would mumble to himself in his mind. Not conscious of this 
newest change, he would have conversations with the thoughts in his head, answering back sometimes 
violently, not realizing, almost waiting for a response. And the dark presence would take pleasure in his 
folly. Tommy had now become a loner, with the dark and light presence his only companions. Tommy 
had also started to drink more than usual, grabbing a bottle of beer first thing after coming home from 
work. He would wallow in his depression, thinking of Cali, thinking of his music, thinking of the darkness. 

 He would go through the motions at work and then when returning home he would indulge in 
his inner and self songs of sadness and despair, self-loathing and contempt. The hole he had now dug 
was a comfort to his sins, a dark place inside his mind where nothingness stared back into the mirror of 
his former self. The hole of nothingness would be his home, the void of stillness in his progress as a 
human being.  He would sleep in this hole and eat in this hole and drink in this hole and pray in this hole. 
Then there were times he would come out from this hole a different person, someone new that he 
didn’t recognize, and he would play his guitar. The unworded, unfinished song would pull Tommy from 
this hole time and time again, and as he would strum the chords there would be peace and light, and he 
would savor each moment. The angel would smile as the light shined upon Tommy, and the darkness 
would wince at the light.  But these moments were rare and few, throughout the months past and the 
months ahead. For the darkness would call to Tommy, and he would find himself back where he thought 
he belonged, back in the void of nothingness, back in isolation, back in the hole, with nothing but the 
darkness and light as his companions. 

  

 

 

 

 

     October 1983 

 

 With the coming of another anniversary Tommy’s life had reached a plateau in his sadness and 
confusion.  Something new would come in the form of spells that he would have periodically. It would 
begin with a thought of the past and the meeting in the cemetery. He would try to remember the face of 
evil that night but he couldn’t, as time had its way with his mind. Then he would start to pace back and 
forth in his apartment like a hungry animal, caged and waiting for its prey.  His thoughts would become 
more and more confused as he tried to make sense of his life and the choices that he had made. 



Internally he would feel like he was bouncing off walls, trying to find a place in his mind where things 
made sense, frustrated that he could feel his soul being torn apart from the inside. Tommy was 
experiencing a dark night of the soul, but the intensity was mild and he could handle these spells with 
nothing but a beer, some smokes and a single voice inside his head saying, “It’s not real, it’s not real, it’s 
not real, it’s not real.” 

 In his mind and in a world Tommy couldn’t see, danced the dark presence. There was a cold fire 
and around it  danced the demon and the little servants of the dark. The demon’s eyes were fire red and 
the little ones, the black nature elements would echo with sounds of praise for the dark lord as they 
would dance, chanting and mumbling around the cold fire. Tommy would pace back and forth as the 
dance in the other world was reaching a faster pace, and with that faster pace Tommy’s pace would 
increase, with him unaware, blind, frantic, deaf, and numb. With a growing intensity in the pace the 
demon began his chant, with fast, quick spurts of words directed at Tommy. And with the his heart 
beating  like a drum Tommy began to hear the words again, faster  and faster, and with each word came 
a small cut into his soul.  He could feel himself start to bleed inside as the words would cut his soul, and 
the darkness danced with delight. “You’re mine!!” “You’re mine!!” “You’re mine!!” 

These were the same words he had spoken  to the day, but Tommy, unready for them then, was 
equally unready for them now.  His mind could begin to hear the sounds of the demon’s chant. It 
reached its peak at 12:05 and a tired and beaten Tommy sank into his sofa and curled up into a ball, and 
with a single tear running down the left side of his face, he closed his eyes. He could now see two dark 
red eyes staring back at him, and with that he found himself an inch further away from his hold, an inch 
further away from his light and an inch further away from sanity. 

 

 

 

    December 1986 

 

 

 

 Tommy’s downward spiral was slow over the years. The man who would smile with a wink and a 
cheerful joke did not exist anymore. What he was now was a very serious, very dark loner who was 
slowly turning into an alcoholic. The rain in his mind would be a constant flow, the clouds dark and the 
coldness year round.  Heavy downpours would come at night along with the extra amount of spirits in 
his system. The rain had become a comfort to the dark hole, an extra added piece to the self-destruction 
he had now planned for himself. The darkness of his mind was now home to Tommy, but the light had 
not given up. The light came in two phases. 

 The first phase was a damning light showing Tommy the error of his ways and calling into 
account the price he would have to pay for his sin. Showing Tommy himself in the mirror of his soul, a 
selfish, ugly greed stared back.  Inside, when this light was shown, Tommy would feel and see what he 
had become, and the drink would numb his vision.  His sanity would diminish slightly with every 
presence of this light, with Tommy unaware of both the light and the vision. 



 The second phase of the light would come in the form of peace. It was pleasant and calm and as 
this light rained down the clouds disappeared, the rain stopped, and Tommy stuck his head out of the 
hole of darkness, and there would be peace and forgiveness to a tortured and confused soul. But these 
times over the years were few and Tommy was unconscious of these as well. And these two phases of 
the light would came and went in Tommy’s world over the years. 

 The next four years would be the same: a circle of self-destruction, punishment and light, work 
and drink, damnation and mild redemption. The slow downward spiral would reach a change in 
Tommy’s world with the tenth anniversary of his transgression, for this year Tommy would have to 
confront what he had done, yet again. 

 

 

     October 1990 

 

 

 Tommy prepared for the tenth anniversary by buying some weed from a local dealer. The pot 
was of a high grade and smelled sweet.  He also had some beer in the fridge. He planned on smoking 
after a sandwich. He had already rolled it and would smell it on and off. The night was cold and dark 
with the rain and thunder coming on and off. He finished his sandwich and beer, grabbed another beer 
and the joint and headed for the couch in front of the television. The couch had a rip in it and he would 
place his hand in the rip for warmth. He turned on the TV and started changing the channels. The rains 
outside, as well as the ones in his mind, were coming down stronger by this time. His thoughts turned to 
Satan. 

 He could faintly remember the figure in the cemetery asking “Is that for me?”  The thought 
came to say “No! No, this isn’t for you!  Go away and leave me be.  You can’t have me.  I don’t belong to 
you.  I belong to myself.  I’m not yours!!!” But he recalled the meek scared yes that he had said and the 
smile on its face as it walked away. He feared for his life!  As he stopped changing the television 
channels, he grabbed his beer and drank. The rains in his mind were coming down stronger and the 
lightning lit the room with mild claps of thunder.  He finished another beer and started watching the 
local news. 

 Tommy began to slowly make love to the joint. Throughout the years he would smoke from time 
to time on rare occasions, but tonight would be different.  It would be the last time he would ever 
smoke. He started to feel the buzz right away, the weed being of a high grade and the force of his inhale. 
The news was talking about some vandals. 

 It was then he saw the cemetery and turned up the volume. Apparently some teens desecrated 
headstones at Tommy’s haunt. There were headstones turned over and written on in black spray paint. 
The Nazi symbol, a pentagram, 666, and “Jesus was wrong” were written throughout the graveyard.  
And a loud clap of thunder sounded, startling a buzzed Tommy. The television flickered with the 
lightning, and the night started to take a darker turn. 

 The door in his mind that he had opened ten years ago, and had remained open ever since, was 
unhinged and broken. With ease the dark angel could come and go, and on this night his presence 



would be felt and seen. Opening his mind more with the weed, the connection to the demon was easier 
and more fluid. The weed made that connection more clear and Tommy, unaware, would encounter his 
darkest night to date. The weed expanded his consciousness and made his psyche more susceptible to 
the influence of the room and its inhabitants. The dark demon would dance again as the angel slept and 
Tommy would be at the mercy of a broken door and a fragile and open mind. The rains started to 
increase, along with the lightning and claps of thunder.  With his mind opened to the demon, it began a 
dance. With his mind closed to the angel, Tommy began to weep. With the rains coming down in sheets 
the lights began to turn on and off, on and off again. With the clock approaching midnight, the night’s 
mission would be almost complete. 

 Tommy turned his attention to nothingness, to what he felt for himself, of himself and the 
future of what he was going to be.  He closed his eyes as he died inside. There was no light in his soul or 
in his mind.  Life had left him, as he could feel nothing for himself, his family or his future. Alone in his 
hole the rains poured and the thunder clapped.  His mind belonged to the demon as it danced a dark 
damnation.  A buzz in Tommy’s mind was a numbing fixation to his hold on reality, and the demon 
danced on.  The space Tommy’s mind was occupying was verging on a timeless motion and the darkness 
was claiming its own this night.  The lights turned on and off again from the storm, and with a loud god-
like clap, thunder erupted and the lights went out, for it was time for Tommy to pay some dues for a sin 
he had committed. The room was as black as night, being lit only by the lightning in intervals. 

 Tommy lay on the couch, buzzed, , his hand in the rip in the couch. He was staring into the 
room’s darkness watching the shadows on the wall from the lightning, and with another deafening clap 
of thunder, the demon made his presence known. The thunder clapped, and there, standing before a 
wasted Tommy, was a dark presence with deep red eyes. Tommy winced at the sight, closed his eyes 
and opened them again, but the demon did not disappear. His eyes were the only thing Tommy could 
make out. The rich deep redness of eternal damnation was an endless void staring back at him.  With 
another loud clap of thunder the demon spoke.  As clear to Tommy’s open mind as if someone was 
physically with him, the demon proclaimed “YOU’RE MINE!” and with another flash of lightning, Tommy 
could see a smile and a finger pointing. The room turned colder as Tommy closed his eyes.  Dead inside, 
Tommy could bear no more, and the demon danced.  He slowly arose from the couch and started to 
walk to the kitchen, and the demon danced.  He opened the utensil drawer and grabbed a knife, and the 
demon danced. He walked into the bathroom and as he lay in the tub, the demon danced, and on this 
cold, dark night of his tenth anniversary of meeting Lucifer, Tommy opened the veins in his wrists, and 
the demon danced once more. 

 

 

 Tommy woke in a hospital bed two days later. Both his wrists were bandaged and in a daze he 
looked around the room. For a brief moment he had forgotten who he was but it came a second later. 
His mouth was dry as he looked for some water. He was unsure of how he had gotten there, for the last 
thing he remembered was laying in the tub, and all the blood; there was a lot of blood. He remembered 
closing his eyes and that was all. It was then that a nurse came in with a warm greeting. She was very 
large with a pretty face and a sincere smile. 

 “You’re awake. That’s good.  How do you feel?” 

 “A bit confused” he said, the words difficult. 



 “Just relax, and everything is going to be okay.” 

 “How did I get here?” 

 “An old friend, who is very worried, found you and called right away for help.  You are very lucky 
she found you.  You lost a lot of blood, but you’re going to be okay. Now just rest,” she said as she 
pushed the ends of the bed sheets under the mattress. 

 “Can I have some water?” 

 “Absolutely.” 

  A soft knock came at the door. 

 “Can I come in?” 
 “Sure” said the nurse. 

 Tommy’s face fell as she walked in.  He hadn’t seen her for years.  She had aged and the look of 
compassion on her face brought Tommy to his knees, and tears began to roll down his face as he said 
her name, “Mary.” 

 At that moment he couldn’t help but think of the Virgin Mary.  The name rang true inside his 
mind as the tears flowed from his eyes. 

 “How are you feeling, Tom?” 

 “Very stupid, but okay.” 
 “You’re going to be fine, Tom.” 

 “You found me.” 

 “Yeah, it’s strange.  After we closed the café I thought I would never be in that part of town 
again, but on that night I was near your apartment when the car broke down, and I remembered you 
lived only a block away and that’s when I found you.  You gave me a pretty bad scare Tom, but you’re 
going to be okay. You lost a lot of blood and for a moment there I didn’t think you were going to make it, 
but the Lord came through for you, Tom.  You’re a very lucky man, do you know that?” 

 Tommy wiped the tears from his face. 

 “Thank you, Mary.” 

 “It’s going to be okay Tommy. Have some faith.  You’re going to be okay.” 

 “I think we’d better let him rest” 
 “That’s probably a good idea. I’ll come back tomorrow to see how you are.  Relax, Tom.”  Mary 
kissed Tommy on his head, held his hand and bid him farewell. She was halfway to the door when she 
remembered.  She turned and pulled out a small silver crucifix, placed it in his hand and squeezed tight. 
“You’re going to be okay.”  He started to cry again as she left. The angel danced in the corner.  It was the 
beginning of a new day, and Tommy was unaware, yet again. 

 A day later, after he finished a hearty breakfast, the nurse came in with some news.  Because of 
Tommy’s suicide attempt he would have to be transferred to a facility called the Center for Life. There 



he would work out his problems and talk about the reason for his attempt. The nurse told Tommy he 
would probably have to spend a little more than a week at the center and then continue with counseling 
on an outpatient basis.  She also told Tommy about a priest that was visiting the floor and asked him if 
he would like him to stop by and pay him a visit. Touching the cross around his neck, Tommy eagerly 
said yes to the visit from the priest, but was apprehensive about the Center for Life. Things were taking   
a new direction, and the angel danced, the demon angered, and Tommy remained unaware of his 
future. 

 It was one hour and ten minutes later when a knock came at the door.  It was Father. Johnson.  
He was a man in his late sixties, in good health with black hair and blue eyes.  He had a strong face, kind 
and welcoming.  He was a fine priest and Tommy liked him right away.   It just so happened that Father 
Johnson’s church was only five blocks away from Tommy’s apartment.  Father Johnson’s smile towards 
Tommy brought a light to Tommy’s eyes.  He could see the honesty and caring in the Father, a genuine 
concern and respect for Tommy, and all who crossed the Father’s path. In one hand the Father had a 
bible and he extended his other with a warm greeting. 

 “Hello I’m Father Johnson.   It’s nice to meet you.” 

 “Hello Father.  I’m Tommy Soulson,” he said with a break in his voice and a tear in his eye. 

 “This bible is for you, Tommy.  Are you religious?” 

 “Not too, Father, but I’m willing to change.” 
              “That’s a good start” smiled Father. 

 “Tommy, if there is anything I can do, I would be happy to help in any way.” 

 “I guess you know why I’m here, Father?” 

 “Yes, Tom.  Yes I do.” 

 “Can I ask you something Father?” 

“Sure, Tom.  You can ask me anything.”  Tommy paused with his eyes and head down, ashamed. 
               “Do you believe in the devil?”  

Father Johnson paused. 

“Very much so, Tom” 
“I mean Father, do you think he exists and walks the earth?” 
 “Yes Tom, I do very much.” 

“Do you think we could talk about this after I get out?” 

“Absolutely, Tom.   I understand you have to go to the Center for Life and after that why don’t 
you come to see me at my church.  It’s St. Mary’s on Lexington.  Do you know where that is?” 

“Yes, Father.  I’m familiar with that part of town. It’s not far from the cemetery” 

“That’s right. Tom, why don’t we bow our heads in prayer?  Do you know the Lord’s prayer?” 

“Yes, I do, but it’s been a long time since I repeated it aloud.” 



“Let’s say it together.” 

They started in a low voice, both with their heads bowed and both in the same tone.  In one 
corner of the room the angel danced and in the opposite corner the demon angered and made its way 
toward Tommy. As it approached, Tommy could feel a sense of fear approaching.  He was frightened for 
himself as his voice cracked and he found himself fumbling over the words. As they finished, Tommy 
thanked Father for the book and his time, assuring him that he would see him when he was released 
from the Center for Life.  Father Johnson left with one thought for Tommy to ponder before they met 
again. Quietly and very seriously he said to Tommy,” What shall it profit a man to gain the whole world 
and lose his soul?”  Tommy went ash white as Father Johnson left. He would ask himself the question for 
the remainder of the day…“Does he know?” The demon went dormant in his corner, as the angel of light 
danced on Tommy’s shoulder while Tommy looked through the Bible, with hope and awe. 

 

 Tommy went into the Center for Life with the feeling of not belonging.  He had heard about this 
place from someone from school. They had attended after having some mental problems and said the 
place was very caring and open.  But Tommy knew he couldn’t talk about that night so long ago and how 
he had come to be in the state he was in now.  He would save that conversation for Father Johnson.  
Being there he would only talk about his feelings on the surface, his loneliness and despair, his coldness 
and lack of true emotion, his feeling of worthlessness and his bleak outlook towards the future. He 
would try to make the most out of his stay, and looked forward to seeing Father and exposing his sins 
and his soul. 

 When Tommy arrived, the electronic doors slammed behind him. The nurse was carrying his 
belongings and told him that he would have to remove his shoelaces and there would be a time to shave 
and get cleaned up with someone monitored his actions.  At the front desk, the lights were bright and 
everything was clean and in order. There were two nurses behind the desk and a back room where the 
files and medications were kept. There were bulletin boards on the wall with daily routines and positive 
affirmations. There was a doctor holding a chart, talking to one of the nurses.  He was an elderly 
gentleman with graying hair and glasses. He was in charge of the floor. As one of the nurses turned to 
Tommy a loud screaming patient came flying down the hall.  “I DON’T WANT TO FUCKIN’ BE HERE, YOU 
BITCH!!!” she sounded off as she was running from the nurse.  She stopped in front of Tommy. “WHAT 
THE FUCK ARE YOU LOOKING AT?!!” Tommy was speechless, and a little excited.  “Doc, I don’t know why 
I’m still here. You said that I could go home by Friday.  This is all BULLSHIT!”  Tommy couldn’t help but 
look at her, her long blonde hair, her ample chest and harmless face, cursing like a teamster.  It was then 
the vision flashed before his mind’s eye.  She looked like the girl from the dream so long ago, he couldn’t 
believe he remembered something from so long ago. ”WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU LOOKING AT?  WHAT 
DO YOU WANT!!!?”  Tommy tried to speak, but he couldn’t.  It was then that the Doctor told the girl, 
Emily, to come into his office and they would discuss the matter at hand. She calmed down and went, 
but not before looking at Tommy with one more remark.  “FUCKING CREEP!!”  Tommy smiled and 
turned his head away, unconsciously scratching his arm and half expecting to see blood. It was then that 
the nurse showed Tommy to his room and told him lunch would be served very soon.  He sighed and sat 
on his bed.  The other bed was empty.  He started to flip through the Bible. 

 The dark shadow moved closer to Tommy as he looked through the Bible.  An uneasy feeling 
came over him as he worried how he was going to tell Father Johnson of his sin, wondering what he 
might think of him.  Tommy was never much of a religious man but he knew right from wrong and he 
knew the seriousness of his sin. Calling forth the devil, he thought to himself. How could he be such a 



fool? He was younger then and it was true what they said about the foolishness of youth.  Boldness 
without wisdom is a terrible mix and from his depths he was sorry, and he knew now it was a good place 
to start, so he started at the beginning.  “In the beginning God created the heaven and the earth…”  It 
was time to eat. 

 After lunch Tommy was instructed that a meeting with the doctor was going to take place at two 
o’clock.  It was only one and Tommy thought of lying down for the hour.  He closed the door to his room 
and closed his eyes.  While on the bed, Tommy felt his tiredness both outside and inside, a part of him 
and yet not.  He could feel the cuts on his wrist throbbing slightly.  His mind started to go into a daze as 
he drifted off to sleep, dreaming. There was darkness before the light, and Tommy awoke on the other 
side, unprepared for what he was about to see. 

 In a semi- large room there were two men at the far wall. They were stood over six feet tall, with 
gladiator bodies.  They were sculpted strongly with long hair, one with black hair and the other with 
gold. They were fighting with each other, their muscular, oiled arms grabbing each other in a wrestling 
pose. On their backs just below the neck were two tattoos. The gold haired man had a tattoo of a white 
dove, and the black haired man had a tattoo of a dark crow.  Both were of equal apparent strength as 
they pushed each other in a rocking motion to and fro.  It was then Tommy noticed a picture on the 
wall.  It was a picture of himself from long ago before his looks had lessened.  His hair was longer and his 
face younger. The picture was alive as he moved back and forth with the motion of the two men. The 
look on his face was one of despair as the men battled. Tommy’s attention turned toward the corner of 
the room, where there sat a broken guitar. It looked like his, but he couldn’t clam it as his own, for there 
was something unfamiliar about it.  It was then that he turned toward the opposite corner and there 
was a small child, clothed in a fine suit of gold with curly locks, holding a staff, laughing at the two men 
fighting. Tommy turned his head to the floor and before him was a flower, like none he had ever seen. It 
gave him a sense of peace.  He thought of picking it but he would not dare.  Then, Emily walked through 
the door of the room. She stood naked, her hair flowing, her breasts erect, holding a crying baby. 
Tommy was excited by her presence. Then he noticed a tear running down her face; the tear was blood, 
a single stream.  He felt saddened because he wanted to comfort her and the baby but didn’t know how. 
The two men raged on harder with a fiery strength and the child in the room laughed louder. Tommy 
became confused as he didn’t understand the state of the changing room.  Emily turned toward Tommy 
with her hand extended. The baby was crying harder, and then finding her breast to suckle on, the baby 
quieted down. Tommy extended his hand to touch hers when the two men banged against the wall.  The 
room shook as Tommy turned from Emily toward the two figures.  It was then that the child in the 
corner burst into hysterics, laughing harder and harder.  Even more confused, Tommy didn’t know what 
to focus on.  His mind began to race… soft Emily, who was a moment away, or the two men turning the 
room upside down. It was then that everything got quiet. The men stopped fighting, Emily took a step 
back, the child stopped laughing and a single string of peace filled the room. Tommy’s attention turned 
to the child. He walked slowly to the guitar, which was now unbroken.  He picked it up softly and started 
to play, his hands making a touching motion without handling the instrument.  It was then that Tommy 
noticed the sound he was creating. It was the beginning of the unfinished and unworded song!  It was 
his song! His heart started to race and a tear ran down his cheek as the angel-like child smiled at 
Tommy. The notes rang in his head and then he awoke. 

 At 2:00, the doctor instructed Tommy to sit as he reviewed his file. Tommy began to absorb the 
room.  It was a modest, fair sized room with a wooden desk and bookshelves.  As he glanced at the 
shelves, he saw there were books by Jung and Freud and some others that he had never heard of. There 
were pictures on the wall of places like Paris and Italy and of course, the doctor’s diploma. Tommy was 
getting slightly agitated and then the doctor broke the silence. 



 “Tom, the first thing I would like to do is get you on an antidepressant. With your suicide 
attempt it is fair to say that you’re suffering from depression.  Is that a fair statement?” 

 “Yeah, I guess I am.” 

 “Good Tom.  Now let me ask you, are you experiencing anything like manic highs or hearing 
voices? Do you see things that aren’t there? Are you hallucinating?” 

 At that moment Tommy didn’t know what to say and he became fearful.  At his apartment there 
were moments of extrasensory perception. But to say they weren’t real would be a lie and to tell him 
the truth would only bring about a whole world of different trouble.  For a brief moment there was a 
panic and trying his best to contain it, Tommy turned and wore a mask of serious contemplation.  The 
angel of light moved to Tommy’s shoulder, and Tommy spoke. 

 “No, I’m not experiencing anything like that.  I think I’m just depressed.” 
 “Okay Tom.  I’m going to start you on an antidepressant, and for now let’s talk about your 
depression. What seems to be the problem?” 

 Tommy tightened the mask he was wearing. The last thing he wanted was to talk about a 
problem that didn’t exist, and even more so he didn’t want to lie to the doctor, who seemed genuinely 
concerned about his well-being.  It was then that a nurse burst in and told the doctor that he was 
needed immediately; there was a problem with another patient. The doctor left abruptly and told 
Tommy he could go back to his room and his counselor would have a meeting with him where he could 
discuss the matter at hand. Tommy felt relief as he headed back to his room. He could hear the screams  
coming down the hall from another room. And then he could see the others.  

 There before him was another patient. He was walking in a bathrobe, holding his hands to his 
face and talking to himself. He was wearing glasses and had a long beard and long knotted hair. As 
Tommy walked by he could hear the man’s words. “He knows what you did. He knows. You think he 
doesn’t know.  Well, let me tell you, he knows alright.  You’re his now. You belong to him and there is 
nothing you can do about it!” The man started to laugh and Tommy became paranoid for a brief 
moment. The words “you’re his” brought back the words “you’re mine”, and a sinking feeling of horror 
and death washed over his soul. He turned away from the man and walked further down to his room. 
The screams were getting louder and louder as he could hear the commotion of the doctor and nurses 
trying to calm a patient down. He saw another patient at the end of the hall. She was also in a bathrobe, 
pale, with no expression on her face, staring out into space, numb from the meds, he thought. She was 
not there in body mind or soul.  A strong feeling of nurturing came over Tommy. He wanted to hug her 
and tell her it was going to be okay, even if it wasn’t. The angel of light sparked.  There was an 
understanding that was taking place in Tommy, one that wasn’t there before, and a deeper level of truth 
and compassion made its way into Tommy’s mind and a seed was planted.  Tommy was unaware of the 
slightest change. The demon angered and the screaming reached a new height that scared the patients, 
all but one. 

 “This happens all the time, it’s nothing to be worried about,” said Emily as she walked up behind 
Tommy at a fast pace. 

 “It sounds like they’re killing her in there,” said Tommy quickly, surprised by her presence. 

 “Naw.  Now they’ll give her something to calm her down and make her sleep and you won’t 
hear a word from her for the rest of the day.” 



 They walked past the room and could see her lying in restraints on the bed.  Emily grabbed 
Tommy by the bandage on his wrist and pulled him toward the room with the television and tables and 
chairs. He pulled back at first, and she apologized for touching his wounds. They walked into the 
community room.  It was empty and the television was off. 

 Tommy and Emily sat at a table in the back of the room. There was a rather large window with a 
view of the street below and some trees and another building. Tommy spoke first. 

 “So, why are you here?” 

 “I’m a manic depressive.” 

 “That’s like with really big highs and bad lows right?” 
 “Yeah, are you married?” 

 “No.” 

 “You?” 

 “No.” 
 “How old are you, Tom?” 

 “I’m thirty.” 

 “You?” 

 “Twenty seven.” 

 “I can see why you are here.  Were the cuts really deep?” 
 “No, not too.” 

 “So why did you do it, if you don’t mind me asking?” 

 “I was really depressed and I thought it was a way out.  It seemed there was nothing to live for, 
just the same old shit day after day, no future, and no present.” 

 “I can see that.  What do you do?” 

 “I work in a factory.” 

 “What did you want to do?” 

 “I play the guitar.” 

 “So I guess you wanted to be like some big rock star.” 

 “At one time.  Now I just want some peace.” 

 “To be free of the demons?” 

 “Yeah,” Tommy turned his head down and tears filled his eyes. 



 “It’s gonna be okay, Tom.  I had a friend who killed herself.  She was in a really bad way and one 
day she was gone and the trail of pain she left behind was sad. She was manic too; her highs were too 
far and her lows, well, she was nonexistent, and then one day she decided to end it and hung herself in 
the closet.  When her mom found her she had a nervous breakdown. I think that’s what we forget at the 
time.  It’s not only you but the people around you that you hurt.  When you’re wrapped up in your own 
turmoil you can’t think beyond yourself and the effect it has on others.  It’s sad, ya know.” 

 “What do you do?” 

 “Well, I try to even out the highs by not letting them get too high, and when the lows come I tell 
myself that they will pass, and after a while the demon leaves and I find myself in a better place in my 
mind.” 

 “That’s really good! You sound like you have it together.” 

 “Most of the time, but I still have my moments.” 
 “Yeah, I guess we all do.” 
 “So what’s your demon, Tom?” 
 At that moment Tommy didn’t know what to say.  He wanted to tell her but he had just met her. 
She was not the wild woman he thought her to be. She was confident and bright not to mention 
compassionate and optimistic.  He wanted to break his silence about that night, when the demon 
angered in the corner. Tommy could feel the fear slowly entering his mind and soul; it was slow at first 
as the life drained from his face.  It was then he decided to tell her and the dark shadow came alive. 
Without warning, just before Tommy was ready to open his mouth, something odd took place. The 
television turned on and the sound was loud. It startled both Tommy and Emily.  Emily laughed and 
Tommy shut his mouth. 

 “Isn’t that weird?” she asked, smiling. 

 “Yeah.” 

 “It just came on like that with nothing.” 
 “It must be broken, the on and off switch.” 

 They both rose from their seats.  Emily went to turn the sound down when she stopped to look 
at the screen. There was an old song playing and right away she said that she loved the song and started 
to dance.  Her smile was the only thing Tommy could see, making her face light up and shine upon all 
around her, the glimmer in her eyes seeing all the beauty in the world and knowing there is peace and 
beauty and sometimes one has to look hard for it but it is there to be found. She called to him to dance 
with her and he complied. They danced until the end of the song.  After, they embraced, and as they 
touched there was a strange sensation coming from Emily. Tommy couldn’t explain what it was, but it 
was there; something off, something not right.  It was then that she turned the television off and they 
headed for the window. Tommy decided to go and get some water from the fountain outside in the hall. 
Then, he noticed her face.   The light had gone and she looked pale, and when he asked her if she was 
okay, she just nodded.  As he walked out of the community room he could feel her on his clothing. There 
was something unclean about the touch.  He slowly walked past the room with the woman in restraints, 
when something caught his eye.  Her clothing was almost identical to Emily’s.  He slowly walked to the 
door and noticed her hair; it was almost identical to Emily’s.  And as he looked on in horror, he could see 
her face.  It WAS Emily in the restraints, and all that he knew left him.  Her face  was pale, her eyes 
closed and dead.  He turned to run back to the community room and it was empty. Everything that was 



real wasn’t as he staggered back to the room where she was.  He looked inside and there she was, 
bound, and riding the edge of insanity. White, with the blood drained from his body, he looked down 
the hall, and he could hear the old man again, “You’re his now. No gettin’ away.  You’re his.”  Tommy fell 
to the floor in shock, without a trace of emotion or thought. 

 Hours after, Tommy woke in his bed, and for the remainder of his stay he barely spoke.  He did 
what was expected of him and dared not mention the night years ago and what had happened.  He 
would wait for Father Johnson as he walked in between the land of the living and the land of the 
sleeping, an unsure and empty shell. 

 

 

 

 

 

     December 1992 

  

 

 

 

 With a new lease on life Tommy fell back into his world when he left the Center.  In the back of 
his mind he wanted to see Father Johnson, but there was something holding him back.  It was the dark 
angel. When his thoughts of going to see him entered his mind a profound fear and sense of shame 
absorbed his being.  Always telling himself there was time and planning on going, he started something 
new when this feeling came over him, something he hadn’t done for some time.  It was something he 
loved and something he came to with a new respect.  He started to play his guitar, nothing formal and 
no songs that he had heard before, just the unfinished, unworded melody that he heard in a dream.  It 
had captured his soul and would now bring him peace. 

 It was three days before Christmas and Tommy decided to take a walk by the church. He walked 
slowly, apprehensive with an almost child-like faith, putting his foot in the water to feel if it was too hot 
or too cold. There was an iron fence around the entire church, as old and strong as the church. There 
was no one to be seen, but the gate was open. He walked back and forth in a state of confusion and 
wonder.  His hands were in his pockets to keep warm from the cold. 

 Out of the corner of his eye he saw a figure walking down the street.  It was too far in the 
distance for him to make out if it was a man or a heavyset woman.  For some odd reason the figure 
brought fear to Tommy as he walked back and forth, trying not to look at the approaching person. He 
wondered if the person was even real. How could he be sure?  He stopped at the front of the gate and, 
taking his hands out of his pockets, he brought them to his face and began to blow some warm air onto 
them, keeping one eye on the approaching figure.  He or she was getting closer.  A cold, mild wind 



began to blow. Tommy’s face was facing front toward the street, but his eyes were on the approaching 
figure.  He could see now it was an elderly man.  A strange feeling came over Tommy, almost a feeling of 
joy. The feeling was one he hadn’t felt for quite some time, but he remembered the light and the 
energy. It was a relief from the worries of life.  It was a feeling of hope and all was right within. As the 
man came closer Tommy started to make out his face. The stranger spoke first.  “Are you coming in?”  
“Yes, I think so,” Tommy said with respect.  “Good, now you know what you’re doin’!!” replied the man. 
The world in Tommy’s mind exploded with lights and comets and galaxies dancing on the head of a pin.  
“It couldn’t be!” he thought…the man from so long ago; the man on the street then and this man.  His 
sense of wonder diminished as he thought to himself that the possibility was a slim one.  He smiled 
though, following the old man into the church. Tommy changed in the old man’s presence.  He felt 
wiser.  Following, he felt humbled if it was the old man, and humbled if it wasn’t.  As he approached the 
doors he could feel the change.  It was sacred space he was entering. The air was different.  It was holy 
and welcoming to all and it was then that Tommy knew he was going to find something here, and the 
angel of light, close to Tommy, sang on Tommy’s shoulder and bells rang in heaven.  

 The church was old and in need of some repair.  As they both entered, Tommy unzipped his 
jacket. The statue of Christ hanging on the cross behind the pulpit was larger than life and in Tommy’s 
mind it became all.  He subconsciously touched the cross around his neck. There were lit candles to the 
left and an organ to the right. The stained glass windows with the saints were very clean and the light 
emanating from them was very soothing. The air was crisp from the cold and easy to breath. There was 
calmness around this church and Tommy could feel and sense it as he walked with the stranger. There 
were only two elderly women there, with scarves around their heads and holding rosary beads, kneeling 
and praying in the front. The old man turned to Tommy and broke their silence. Tommy immediately 
thought of Satan. 

 “I take it, my friend, that you want to see Father Johnson.” 

 “Yes I do, if he isn’t too busy.” 

 “Well he is always busy, but I’m sure he could make time for you.” 
 “That would be great!” 
 “There is something you should know about the Father.  He is a very spiritual man.  I mean there 
are priests and then there are PRIESTS, and Father Robert Johnson is a PRIEST, do you understand?” 

 “Yeah, I think I do.” 

 “He is very honest and can smell a lie a mile away, so don’t waste his time if you’re not going to 
be completely honest with him.  Do you understand?” 
 “Yeah, I understand.” 

 “Good, the next thing you should know is the fact that the Father loves his fellow man, almost as 
much as he loves the Lord God.  There is almost nothing that he wouldn’t do for someone in need.  He 
would bend over backwards for someone who he knew deserved it, and what makes him a priest is that 
he would bend over backwards for someone who didn’t deserve it either.  Do you understand?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “I’ve known the Father for many years and I’m still in awe of his faith and his ability to juggle. 
Father is the finest man I know and you’re very lucky to see him.   He will help you, but there is 



something else you should know.” 
 “What’s that?” 

 “Father has lost his faith in his fellow man.  He believes in God the Lord and he loves his fellow 
man, and will help his fellow man, but he doesn’t believe anymore in man.  Do you understand?” 
 “Yeah, I think so.” 

 “So whatever your problem is, just remember that Father’s reaction will more than likely be one 
of disgust.  Don’t get me wrong.  He will help you in any way he can, but he will most likely be sickened 
by your sin. Why don’t you sit down and I’ll go to the back and tell him you’re here.  I’m sure he’ll be 
happy to see you.” 

 Tommy sat and began to feel uneasy. How could he tell Father of this abomination that he had 
committed. He was a man who has no faith in man, a man who sounds to be one who deserves the 
utmost respect and honor. What would he think?  The thought of leaving entered his mind, and at that 
moment he could hear laughter outside in front of the church. It was cold and dark and demonic. He 
shivered because he couldn’t tell if it was real or in his head.  He bowed his head to God and knew he 
couldn’t leave.  It was then that Father Robert Johnson walked out of the back alone, with a warm and 
welcoming smile, as if to meet an old, dear friend, who was a stranger. 

 Tommy stood as Father approached. They both extended their hand. The first thing Tommy 
noticed was the suit Father was wearing.  It fit like it was tailor made and he looked more like a model 
then a priest.  With his good looks and the way he handled himself, Tommy felt intimidated by the 
Father’s presence.  He could still hear the laughter from outside St. Mary’s.  Father broke the silence. 

 “Tom, let’s sit for a spell and talk about what has brought you here.” 
 “Okay Father.”   Tommy lowered his head and started talking very softly, almost in a whisper.  
He could barely look Father Johnson in the eye. 

 “It was ten years ago, Father, that I did something I’m not too proud of.  I was just a stupid kid. 
God, how stupid I was!” 

 “It’s okay, Tom.  We all sin.” 

 “It’s more than that Father.  You see….man, this is hard…I can’t seem to say the words….” 
Tommy teared up as he turned his head away from Fr. Johnson. 

 “It’s okay, Tom.  Just think of the Lord and the words will come.” 

 “You see Father…. I wanted to be a musician… I play guitar… and I bought this book, and… it was 
a book about pacts with…” 

 “Tom, did you call up the devil and make a pact with him?” 

 “Yes!!” Tommy’s head was now down on his chest as the tears flowed from his eyes.  He dared 
not look at the Father.  Father Johnson put his arm on Tommy’s shoulder and turned his head in disgust. 

 “That’s a terrible thing, Tom, a very terrible thing, and from then on your life has been a walking 
hell…” 
  “Yes, Father.” 



 “Tom, you’ve done something very foolish!  You don’t just call the devil and then when you’ve 
changed your mind ask him to leave. You’ve opened a door in the spiritual sense and in a psychological 
sense, and a dark presence has now attached itself to you.  These are things that one shouldn’t get 
involved with unless one knows what he or she is dealing with.  Do you understand?” 

 “Yes Father, I do.”  Tommy stopped crying as he turned to look at Father Johnson. 

 “Let me ask you this, Tom.  Are you seeing things that aren’t there?” 
 “Yes, I am.  I’m seeing things and hearing things.” 
 “Let me tell you, Tom, I take it by the fact that you’re not a big rock star that the pact was not 
fulfilled.  it was broken in some way.” 

 “Yes. “ 

 “Well that’s good, because then you would be in a world of trouble, not just in this life but in the 
next.  Do you understand?” 
 “Yes, Father, I do.” 

 “It’s like space and destinations here on earth.   You go to the destination that coincides with 
what you’ve done here on earth.  It’s karma, Tom.  And hell is the absence of God’s presence, and I think 
you’ve had a taste of that, haven’t you?” 

 “Yeah.” 
 “I’m not going to tell you it’s all going to be okay.  Your soul is going to have some dark nights.   
You’ve done something very bad and you’re going to have to pay for your sin, but God will be there for 
you and so will I.  Just remember when the darkness comes that it will end, and you will get through it, 
but you have to pay the devil his due.   Did you ever hear the expression “you’ve made your bed?” 

 “No, Father.  I haven’t.” 

 “Well it means that we all make choices in life and we have to live with the choices we’ve made 
and we have to sleep with those choices, and we’ve made our beds.” 
 “I understand, Father.” 

 “Tom, listen, I want you to try to think along these lines.  There are Ten Commandments, seven 
deadly sins and four tools to deal with them all.  Do you know the commandments and the seven sins?” 

 “Yes, Father.  I think I do.” 

 “Let’s go to the back. There is another book I would like you to have.” 

 In the back room something happened that Tommy had never experienced, a sensation that he 
had never felt.  For the first time in his life he felt the passion of being truly free.  His soul had no bonds 
or chains.  He was in a state of grace, removed from the world’s channels and surrounded by light.  His 
heart raced as he felt truly alive and awakened. The passion lasted for a moment, then another, and it 
was then he knew what the stranger meant when he said there are priests and there are PRIESTS, and 
he knew what he meant when he said that Father Robert Johnson was a fine man and he was lucky to 
have seen him and spent time with him.  And he knew he was right, that there was something to be 
found here, and he did. Then Father handed him the book. 



 The books title was “The Ten Commandments, The Seven Sins and What We’re Supposed to do 
With Them.”  Father told Tommy that he should read it carefully and take time to absorb its contents. 
He said it was a fine way to think about life and the way we conduct ourselves.  Again he assured him of 
the darkness and the nights when his soul would be thrust into the abyss.  And again, he assured him of 
God’s grace, and Tommy thought of his sin and his battle.  It was then that Father said something 
Tommy would never forget. 

 “Tom,” he began as he put his hand on his shoulder and began walking him out.  “I think it very 
important that you come to mass and receive the host.  There is something else… there are those who 
serve the Lord and there are those who serve the devil, and then there are those who, let’s say, play 
both sides… Do you understand?” 

 “Yes, I think so, Father. 

 “Good, Tom.  It’s going to be a long road for you.  What you did is going to take time to live with, 
but at least now you know what you’re up against.  Tom, there are some questions one should never 
ask, some doors one should never open, and there are some places the soul should never go, and only a 
fool would have attempted all three, and you, my son, are king.”  Tommy could hear the disgust in his 
voice. They approached the front doors of St.Mary’s. 

“Suffice it to say that I’ll see you at mass on Sunday?” 
“Yes, Father, I’ll be there.” 

“Good.  God bless you, Tom and hang in there.” 
“Thank you, Father, for your time and the book.” 
 “It was my pleasure.” 

It was when Tommy started to walk home that he turned and heard the laughter again.  It was 
cold, dark and demonic.  He turned to look at the Father but, he was gone, and it was then he heard a 
cough.  He held the book tight and walked home at a fast pace.  There was much to remember, but for 
now the only thing that remained on his mind was the phrase “The beds we made.” It started to snow 
lightly. 

 When Tommy arrived home, the first thing he did was to take out a piece of paper and write the 
words “The beds we made.”  And it was then in his heart that the unfinished, unworded song had a title.  
It would be too soon for any other lines to follow, but he had a title, and it was a title that fit well with 
him and the world that he was now entering. He picked up his guitar and began to play the unfinished 
song, and an angel began to sing. 

 After an hour of playing Tommy decided to read the book Father had given him.  At first he 
skimmed through the pages, trying to get an overall view of its contents.  Then he began to read, “The 
Ten Commandments, the Seven Sins and what we’re Supposed to do with Them.”  He read passionately 
into the night. 

 The book explained the Ten Commandments and seven sins and the approach one should take 
when dealing with each.  As a decision is to be made, one must ask oneself about the application of 
each.  Is it a sin?  Am I going to break one of God’s laws by doing such and such?  And from there one 
could proceed to make a final judgment.  The book went on to explain that one should check the clarity 
of the mind before making a decision, for the fog and clouds of one’s thoughts often lead to a wrong 
choice.  Tommy absorbed its contents and started to grow weary after 3:00 a.m.  He placed the half read 



book down and stretched his arms out.  His mind grew tired as he decided to prepare for bed.  It was 
then that he looked across the room to notice a chair in a strange position.  He didn’t recall leaving it at 
such a strange angle from the table.  A slight breeze of fear swept across the room, and with no sound in 
the room or in his head, he heard it again.  It was the words that brought an emotional collapse to his 
mind and his soul. They whispered softly in the air “Y…O…U’…R…E…..M…I…N…E!”  The light drained 
from Tommy as the blood  drained from his face.  He swallowed the saliva in his mouth, touched the 
cross around his neck and turned the light out, saying aloud with a new strength “That’s enough for 
today,” and headed for sleep as the battle waged on. 

 

 
  

                                                               October  1997 

 

 

  For the next five years Tommy spent his time working, playing the now titled song, going to 
church and trying to walk the path that God had laid out for him.  The dark shadow would always be a 
breath away from his newly constructed mind and spirit. 

 “The Beds We Made” was the only new piece of music that Tommy worked on.  He carved it 
from fine stone and sand and polished the framework with a great and gentle ease.  He painted each 
part with care and grace, making sure each piece fit.  In his mind it would be his masterpiece, so he 
tookcare not to rush nor force a single note out of place, but to let them be oiled to a fine perfection, 
making each of them a comfort to the ear, to be savored and sipped like a fine wine, with each note 
ringing in his heart, sounding in the dense forest, and bringing the angels peace in the highest heavens. 
There was something new afoot, and Tommy was finally aware of this change, in himself and in the 
heavens. 

 “When the day is done  

  Do I think of the songs I’ve sung 

 

  A song for today, a song for tomorrow 

  It’s the songs of yesterday that bring the most sorrow 

 

 With a broken deal 

 And a heavy heart 

 Do I steal my soul? 

 Where angels part 



 

 A part to the left 

 And a part to the right 

 With the grace from the Lord 

 Do I now have them in my sight?” 

  

 

 Tommy would leave the lyrics as they were for now.  He would go back and arrange them 
differently, making sure the tone of the guitar was right for each syllable as he sang them. The song was 
years in the making and Tommy maintained his newly found patience for each chord, each word, and 
each letter. 

 Another, and probably one of the most important new aspects of Tommy’s spiritual change, 
came in the form of an inner self observer.  A small part of Tommy remained detached from the 
workings of the mind. It was a small piece that would only grow over the years to come, but it was a 
most important start, for as the observer saw, it would become easier and easier to spot the trappings 
of sin, and to see the darkness as it approached in his mind and soul.  For now the light was dim in his 
mind, but it was a start and without Tommy knowing, a new part of himself was born, a new seed 
planted in the landscape of his mind, a new power to aid him along the journey of his tortured soul, 
something as simple as an observation. 

 The landscape of his mind was now dimly lit. The light shined on the inhabitants of a land he had 
now been occupying for almost twenty years. A due had been paid for this light to shine, the price of 
pain and suffering, insanity and despair, loneliness and isolation, and with this new light, Tommy 
Soulson would navigate through the storms, waver through the dark nights and maintain a small balance 
on the ship called his soul.  

 With Tommy turning his attention toward God and doing realty checks on his mind and 
thoughts, a new and exciting experience started to unfold in the form of illumination. This light was 
different from the light of observation. This light  put things into a different perspective.  It gave him a 
clarity that left Tommy in silent awe of the world around him. This light reinforced the belief in a God as 
he began to see the world with humility. He looked at God’s creatures, great and small, with wonder.  
He saw the world’s plan and design, and with shame in himself he felt God’s undying love for all. This 
illumination planted seeds in Tommy’s soul, and they grew as he tended to them, but the darkness 
would not be done with Tommy, for there was still an anniversary coming in just a few years, and a final 
confrontation.  It would be twenty years to the day, but now Tommy had something he hadn’t had 
before. It was small in its quantity, but it was there; Tommy now had faith. 

 The final construction of the song, “The Beds we Made” would come calling to Tommy late one 
night after he thought the day was finished. The air was calm and the night still, and it was easy for the 
words and tune to come. They flowed like a river.  The song was solid, deeply rooted in the finer things 
of what is, what should be and what should never be questioned. Tommy sang the song  from a part of 
himself that knew, a part that knew of pain and folly, a part that knew of loss and gain, a part that knew 



of sin and redemption,  and a part that knew of mistakes and forgiveness, not only God’s forgiveness, 
but forgiveness of one’s self. 

  “When the day is done do I think of the songs I’ve sung? 

   A song for today, a song for tomorrow 

  It’s the songs of yesterday that bring the most sorrow 

 

 

  With a broken deal 

  And a heavy heart 

  Do I steal my soul? 

  Where angels part 

 

 

  A part to the left 

  A part to the right 

  With the grace of the Lord 

  Do I now have them in my sight? 

 

 

  A darkened call in the middle of the night 

  Damning my conscience 

  To what is wrong 

  And what is right 

 

 

  Out of the corner of my eye do I now see 

  What it truly means to be free 

 



  To go back and change a choice we’ve made 

  To set the course of our fate in a different direction 

  To bring about a new life with a timeless resurrection  

 

  So hear these words and be sure of this 

  There is a price to pay for your soul’s wish 

 

  For a soul to be saved 

  From a choice one’s made 

  A song must be played and played and played 

 

  Be sure of this, there is a price to be paid 

  For the choice we’ve made 

  For the games we’ve played 

  And eternally the beds we’ve made.” 

 

 And with that the song would now be finished, eternally. 
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 7:00 pm 

 

 

 

 Tommy was enjoying his new home. After getting the manager’s job at the factory, Tommy 
moved into a larger apartment some months back and he was enjoying his new surroundings.  At this  
eye on the local news.  It would seem that some kids had vandalized a local cemetery, the cemetery. The 
thought would be there in his mind, in the back of his mind, and he would not let it come to the surface. 
That night, the anniversary, the cemetery, it would all be behind him, he would leave that thought to a 
place in time that he would just rather not visit.  But on this night the choice would not be his.  It would 
lay in the hands of the powers that be, and Tommy would have to visit that place, one last time. 

 The air in the room claims no one or nothing there.  It engulfs its space as freely and naturally as 
a river flows and as a wind blows.  Air has many faces and many sides in its arsenal. It can be thick and 
hard on one’s chest.  It can be tense and fearful to a stranger entering.  It can be light and pleasant to 
the rooms touch.  Or it can bring the smell of death, a nonexistent space and time where nothing and no 
one can build or add to the structure and forward motion of that which is life.  It is a void of nothing. In 
Tommy’s living room the air was standing still, and on the verge of a change, Tommy was unaware.  

 

 

 

 

 8:00 pm 

 

 

 Tommy ran through the song one time, singing and playing to the best of his ability.  In his mind 
he pictured himself in a room full of people.  There was nothing but dead silence as all listened to every 
note and word with a quiet awe. Tommy played that song in his mind to no one. He did not care for a 
response; all that mattered was the love he had for the music. There was nothing else. It was then that a 
breeze came through the room.  The air had changed. 

 The song was becoming more than a song.  It was becoming a testament to the trials of the past 
twenty years.  In his mind it would represent his failure as a spirit and his redemption as a human. The 
dark shadow would always be with him in his mind. It was a constant reminder of the folly of youth, and 
the awakening of the spirit to truth and light. The song would ease his soul.  It would tell him of God’s 
love for him and His forgiveness of even the most horrible transgressions. It would tell him of the price 
we pay for our sins against God and nature. “The Beds We’ve Made” would be a piece of Tommy, 
perhaps his finest piece - a piece of his essence, and a piece of his immortality. 

 



 

 

 

 

9:00 PM 

   

 

 

 

 

 With the coming of a cold breeze that swept throughout the room, an awakening of the 
darkness in the far corner occurred.  Consciously, Tommy was unaware of the change.  He placed his 
guitar down and finished the remainder of the soda in the can next to him.  A blanket of sleep covered 
his eyes. They were becoming slightly heavy as he watched the channels change on his old television. 
The darkness watched Tommy’s every move with piercing intensity, and it was then that music started 
to play in the other world, for all to hear. The darkness started to sway back and forth while smiling at 
Tommy. When one makes a deal with the devil there is a price to be paid, and when one breaks a deal 
with the darkness there is a price to be paid, and tonight, the time had come to square all transactions, 
ready or not. 

 Tommy slept on the couch with the television playing softly in the background. What remained 
with him was a slight light of consciousness as he started to cross over.  He stared at the darkness in his 
mind as the darkness continued to sway to the music in the corner.  Like a jolt, two angry deep red eyes 
woke Tommy.  They looked at Tommy with a murderous force, and awakened inside a primal fear to 
begin the night, “a price to be paid” was the only thought that entered his mind. 

 He brought the fear back with him as he awoke and jumped from the couch.  It was then that he 
noticed the change in the air in the room. Satan smiled in the corner, swaying to the music with three 
demons to the left of him and three demons to the right. The music was soft, edgy, and floatable. Three 
drums of different tones banged in an off key procession. Two cymbals touched slightly with every wave 
of Satan’s finger.  Flutes, oboes, saxophones and other instruments played with the wave of its arms. 
Back and forth the demons swayed with elation as Satan looked to Tommy with ownership and 
damnation. Tommy started to become aware. 

 With the awakening of the inner observer Tommy could feel the darkness begin in the room, in 
his spirit and in his mind.  His thoughts started to race slightly. His eyes started to shift back and forth. 
His heart started to race as the devil began his damnation.  He tried turning his thoughts to God, but it 
was too late, for the word of damnation had been spoken. He rose from the couch and headed for the 
kitchen for a drink of water, his thoughts pressing hard on his mind and a weight pressing hard on his 
chest. Tommy told himself he could handle this and went back to the couch.  He turned to look at the 
clock; it was 9: 57. 



 

 

 

 

 

10:00pm 

  

  

 

 

 With the beast chanting and dancing in the corner of the room, Tommy rose from the couch and 
started his own motion.  It came in the form of a light pace back and forth in front of the television, his 
mind a race of thoughts as he tried to solve a piece of the puzzle that had eluded him until this moment.  
“What is the price to be paid for breaking a deal with the devil?” Tommy spoke aloud. “My God, what 
did I do?” An eruption took place in the corner as the devil laughed aloud and the demons celebrated.  
For a brief moment the singing and dancing grew louder, then returned to a mild frenzy. 

 The angel of light waited in the opposite corner, dormant and watching. The river of time was 
now being filled with dark images as Tommy walked back and forth. Slightly cold thoughts flowed down 
the river as Tommy tried not to pick them from the water, but not for a lack of trying.  The thoughts 
were planted in his mind, adjusted to fit his spirit, and dark enough to make his pace slightly faster. The 
angel of light waited as Tommy looked at the clock.  It read 10:57. 

 

 

 

11:00pm 

 

 

 

 As the devil started to dance faster and faster with each passing minute, Tommy began his pace 
faster and faster with each motion. It was a mild pace in the early hour as the devil watched Tommy and 
the angel of light lay dormant.  Then, as it got closer to midnight, the devil and his demons began their 
mission. With a cold stare Satan sent one demon at a time to Tommy. The first held Tommy’s left ear 
and whispered dark thoughts of damnation and cruelty, hellfire and eternity, and insanity and madness. 
Tommy’s thoughts grew darker and darker with each step. And with another moment passing, Satan 



sent another demon to do his bidding. This time a demon was sent in front of Tommy and the smell of 
the room changed to a putrid, foul odor and Tommy, unaware of the smell, kneeled and listened only to 
the voices that had surrounded him. With the clock moving faster still and the hour of that sinful night 
approaching, the dark lord sent a final demon, and this demon made its presence known in the form of 
visions planted before Tommy’s inner eye -  visions of the dream of the underworld.  It was sounds of 
the underworld and smells of a place Tommy had consciously forgotten.  As the hour approached 
Tommy’s steps grew faster. The pace was that of a caged animal, back and forth, with confusion in his 
mind, torment in his spirit, and damnation ringing louder and louder in the remains of his soul.  Satan 
and his demons began a faster dance, slightly louder and with more intensity. Tommy’s pace increased 
as well, along with the darkness in his mind. The clock read 11:51 pm. 

 With the clock hitting 11:59 pm, an explosion took place. Satan and his screaming demons had 
taken over, yelling and chanting, dancing and mocking, and Tommy, a lost child, paced faster and faster, 
his breath becoming short and his heart pounding harder and harder, as the room spun in his mind.  His 
thoughts were frantic and fast.  Holding his hands pressed against each other with force, he turned to 
face each wall.  Caged and on the brink of madness, he started his final pace faster and faster.  A 
demonic party at its peak sounded in the room and in Tommy’s mind. Dark laughter sounded in hell as 
the devil was claiming one of his own, but as the night reached its zenith and Tommy took his final turn 
and the devil made his final claim and the clock struck midnight, Tommy turned to his God and blacked 
out.  He hit the floor hard and everything in the universe suddenly stopped. It was 12:01. 

  Artificial peace flooded Tommy’s bent mind. The air had changed to a calmness that was 
waiting for the next stage. The air was leading and following at the same time. Tommy’s maze had 
opened in his mind. He was now free to move about, but all that he could see was a calming darkness of 
his mind. The peace now brought comfort. In his mind he could see nothing, smell nothing, but to his 
ears there was something in the distance, a faint sound, one that he could not make out, but was one of 
his own, something familiar to his ears, and between sleep and wakefulness he walked toward the 
sound, following it in the darkness. 

 As he made his way through the calming darkness, he noticed a light, and he let this light be his 
guide.  As he approached the light it changed in length and become vertical, and as he approached even 
closer, it took on a shape. It was the outline of a door, and as he approached, the sound became more 
noticeable to the ear, the sound of water running softly.  It was then that a vision flashed before his 
eyes. It was Cali, in his shower. The curve of her form and the beads of water running down her legs and 
the feeling of seeing an old friend made his heavy heart lighten as he made his way faster to the light of 
the door. He was elated as he approached, but without warning came another sound.  This time it was a 
buzzing that had captured his attention, and with the light shining he could see the source of the 
buzzing.  It was a fly the size of a quarter.  The fly was making its way in the air before his face, back and 
forth and back again. Tommy’s state of mind had changed as he looked at the fly; there was something 
familiar about its size and tone.  He proceeded on to the slightly opened door. As he opened the door 
the first thing he noticed was the redness on the floor.  He could see then that the water wasn’t on, but 
that the dripping was the sound of blood dripping on the floor.  As he moved closer he could make out 
the figure lying in the tub with its back toward him, an arm stretched out over the bathroom floor.  His 
heart sank into his chest as he turned to see the bloody figure was that of himself.  He let out a cry in his 
mind, heart and spirit, and  the room in his mind started to spin.  He could feel himself falling and falling 
into the abyss, his own face and the blood the only things he could see as he spun into nothingness. He 
was not prepared for what was going to happen next. The angel of light waited. 



` As he spun, his thoughts turned to the coldness. The air had turned and his soul had turned. He 
could see his breath in the darkness. The spinning in his head had lessened as he heard the buzzing  
grow louder and louder. By this time he was freezing as he approached his final destination, back into a 
dream and back into the darkness of damnation, a cold, ever turning, never changing torment that had 
captured his mind, spirit and soul. 

 He touched ground and felt the rough hardness of the surface. The sound of the buzzing and the 
bugs bouncing off his face and the surface brought the memory back.  He had been here before, and 
aloud he spoke, “NO” softly under his breath. The moans had increased with his spoken word. The 
strong smell of excrement produced a gag in his throat as he could feel himself ready to vomit.  He 
turned his head and coughed and meekly spoke the name of God.  It was then with great force that a 
clap of thunder and a bright bolt of lightning illuminated the land. Tommy could see the dark lord on his 
hill, could feel his presence, cold and angered, the moans drowning out his thoughts.  He began to gag 
on the vomit in his throat. 

 Loneliness, fear and isolation swept through Tommy. His mind became a thick fog, surrounded 
by the darkness, with a deep sleep a part of his way of dealing with the darkness. It was a cold, hard 
machine running on the fear and damnation of souls. It twisted the souls in hell, a cold non-feeling twist 
of compassion, understanding and love, a seed of all three being broken in a man’s heart, leaving 
nothing but a cold void of darkness, without love, without compassion, without understanding, and 
most important, without God.  And for Tommy, the inner sleep would be the best way of dealing with 
the loss of humanity and the loss of light. An angel waited, dormant and watching. 

 Satan began laughing as the demons danced and the mortals moaned.  Tommy started to 
change into an almost zombie-like state as hell was claiming him as one of their own.  He stared at the 
ground and its hard, firm surface, and as he stared he could see his feet almost becoming a part of the 
land, engulfing him into its landscape. Satan began laughing deeper, and the demons began dancing 
faster, and the moans of the mortals sounded louder, and Tommy began to die in his dream, ever so 
slowly. 

 Tommy began his dance of mortality, lifting his legs up and down as not to be forced into the 
landscape.  Asleep, he would pull himself up and down, back and forth, and to and fro, his mind fixated 
on not becoming like the others, part of an eternity of the damned.  He could hear the sounds of the 
land louder and darker.  He could hear Satan’s laugh, deep and dark, but as he pulled his legs out of the 
land he would close his eyes to the darkness.  And as moments passed and the cold became almost 
unbearable, a light began to shine on Tommy, bringing an emotion to the surface; the emotion….fear. 
Satan laughed aloud and called to Tommy, “YOU’RE MINE!”, and Tommy began to squirm.  Again he 
called to him, “YOU’RE MINE!”, and Tommy began to awaken inside his mind and inside his dream, to 
the darkness dancing, the moans growing louder, the cold unbearable, and Satan laughing louder and 
louder, “YOU’RE MINE!”  As the party raged on, Tommy regained his consciousness.  He pulled out his 
left foot and stared with force at the devil.  He started to mumble some words under his breath as the 
anger grew.  Again he mumbled the words, mustering up enough courage to speak, the words would 
come.  Louder he spoke them, and louder still, until finally he yelled them from the depths of his soul.  “I 
DENOUNCE YOU!!”  It was then the lightning slammed the landscape with thunder that shook the 
heavens and the angel of light made its presence known. The sky opened up with light as the demons 
turned fearful and Satan sat on his throne. Tommy could see the light in the sky.  He screamed again “I 
DENOUNCE YOU!!”  The angels of light swarmed around the land, and Tommy’s thoughts of God 
released him from his bond.  The light brought a new shadow to the older light and Tommy could hear 
the laughter. This time it was the laughter of children. The faith of a child came across his mind as the 



devil began to wince on his throne, the children’s laughter cutting the Dark Lord and Tommy free, as the 
angel of light approached. The bond was broken as the archangel illuminated Tommy, and then he 
spoke. Tommy looked at the angel and said aloud, “It’s over,” And then Tommy woke, changed, 
transformed and free. 

 

 

 

 It would be some years later that Tommy would find himself a married man, happy with his 
wife, with a child on the way. The darkness was a faint light in his mind as he discovered how to live.  It 
would be more years that Tommy’s song would get noticed by some powerful people and it would climb 
the charts. The song “The Beds We Made,” would stay on the Pop charts at number nine for twelve 
weeks, and Tommy could care less. Tommy would find himself some years later playing at a local club. 

 

 “Hello!  My name is Tommy Soulson and it took me a long time to get here.  It took me a long 
time to find out there are some things that you can’t put a price on; inner peace, a true friend, a healthy 
mind and body, a true love, and your soul.  My name is Tommy Soulson and this is for those who have 
been to the edge, for those who have made it back and for those who have not. This is for those who 
believe and those who don’t, and for those to the left and those to the right, for those who have lost 
their way and for those who have found it.  My name is Tommy Soulson and this is a part of my soul. 
And this is for those at the end of their journey and those at the beginning.  Personally, as time has its 
way with me, I feel like I’ve just begun. 

(Cough, Cough). 

 

 

 

     THE END 

  

  

 

 

 

     “A GOOD DEED “ 

 



 The best of good deeds come with no one knowing that they were done. They are done 
anonymously. They are the best of deeds, for they go unnoticed by all, leaving no room for vanity and 
self-praise. Truly good and selfless acts are accomplished without any hope for reward. .  They live in the 
shadow of the unknowing as their acts are the purest of selfless love.    Brandon White was taught about 
good deeds by his parents and this is his story. 

 The apartment building was declining in its upkeep.  Located in the town of Old Road, the years 
were weighing heavy on the building.  Bricks were coming undone and the green paint in the hallways 
was chipped from time. The tiles were loose, and many a time someone lost their balance carrying 
packages from the ground floor to their apartment. There were twelve floors of small sized living 
quarters.  People would come and go of course, but there were the ones who stayed for the long haul, 
mostly old timers. For the most part the younger ones would stay a few years and then leave.  On the 
seventh floor there were  families who occupied their apartments for more than ten years.  One family 
was the Whites, a father and mother of two, the next was Maggie and Fredrick Clasp. Maggie died in 
her early sixties, leaving Fred alone with his thoughts.  Fredrick R. Clasp was a Captain in the Marines 
and seeing battle left him with a tic in his right eye. His eye would flinch when thoughts of the time in 
the service would slip into his conscious mind.  He had many good years after returning home.  Although 
they never had any children, the time spent with his wife was worth more than any gold to be found.  
When she passed he was devastated, heartbroken and a part of him died with her.  She died at 3:00 pm 
on a Thursday.   She was sixty-one, and Fredrick was seventy, but that was seven years ago and Fredrick  
just celebrated his seventy-seventh birthday alone, with just a birthday wish from Brandon White. 

 Fredrick R. Clasp’s mind was now shadowed by the past.  Thoughts of war and thoughts of his 
wife would now be how he spent some hours of the day. Standing at just five foot six with balding gray 
hair and blue eyes, his age was now getting the better of him. Some things would be clearer and some 
would be a tainted memory of what was. The memory would be there but it was shadowed with time, 
and although his mind was on a decline there were some things that would never leave and were as 
clear as crystal. They were mostly of his wife and the war, pieces of heaven and pieces of hell.  These 
were the memories rich and alive in his mind, mostly from two to four in the afternoon.  It was this time 
that his thoughts and memories were most active.  He would also have a visitor at this time. Every day 
just before three, Brandon White would spend time with Fredrick. 

 With the clock approaching 3:00 pm, Fredrick would turn to his bedroom and disrobe.  From his 
cluttered closet he would take out his uniform and lay it on the bed. Thinking of old war buddies that 
now have passed, his demeanor would change from that of a frail old man to that of a war hero.  Putting 
on his dark blue pants with red stripes going down the side, his mind would turn to the day he received 
his uniform.  How young and proud he had been, how full of life and hope.   It was an honor to serve his 
country.   He teared up, thinking of a day in the past, a day of hell.  He buttoned up and strapped on his 
black belt.  Standing proud, he saw himself in the mirror.  He saw who he had been. 

 The gun was old but kept clean and polished every day.  He never thought of the heaviness until 
he grew old.  It was lighter in his youth and now it had more weight than he ever thought.  He did what 
had to be done to protect the country from its enemies and he had no regrets.  He thought of the day, 
he thought of hell and his eyes welled with tears.  It was heavier; the weight of the gun and the weight 
he had been carrying all these years, rocks of brick and stone.  For a fragile old man, if there was one 
memory to forget, to erase, to leave his heart, it would be that one. He placed the gun on the table next 
to the chair, next to the glass, next to the shot of whiskey. It was almost 3:00 pm. 



 Brandon knocked just before 3:00 pm and Fredrick let him in, saying what he always said, 
“Didn’t think you’d make it today.” And Brandon replied like he always did, “It’s almost 3:00, time for us 
to talk.”  At this time as always, Fredrick would say he had to go to the bathroom and Brandon would 
say he would wait.  As always, Brandon would go to the chairs, Fredrick’s chair and the one beside the 
table and as always Brandon would take the gun and remove the one bullet, the only bullet in the 
chamber. He knew what it was for and he knew the Captain.  He would remove his way out from this 
world; he would remove the bullet.  Fredrick would come out every day at 3:00 and tell Brandon the 
same war story, and Brandon would listen every day at 3:00 with the bullet in his hand, and this was 
Brandon’s good deed.  Not a common deed, but a deed that needed to be done for a hurting war hero.  
No one knew but Brandon, the way good deeds are meant to be. 

 “Did I ever tell you about when I saved my best friend?” 

 “No, Captain, tell me.” 

 “Well, we were under heavy attack and bullets were flying, the trees lit with the eruption of fire. 
Men were dropping all around us.  The only advantage we had was the fact that we were on the top of a 
small hill as the enemy fired hard.  My best friend Dallas, (we called him Dallas because he was from 
Texas and he was a short fellow, but strong and funny), he would have us laughing all night long with his 
stories about the people he knew and where he was from.  He was my best friend in the service. We 
were tight, as good friends should be, and loyal, not like today.  Today no one gives a shit. So anyway, 
they were firing hard at us and we weren’t taking any shit from them.  It was then a shot hit Dallas!   
Well, I saw the whole thing.  Got him right in the upper leg, and he fell hard.  It was hot and we were on 
the move, and some men weren’t able to move and Dallas was one, so, under fire I picked my friend up 
and carried him back to safety.  Man, was there a lot of blood ‘cause they hit a vein. Saved his life that 
day! They gave me this medal. Best thing I ever done, wouldn’t change a thing!”  He teared up, thinking 
of another day - the day in hell. 

 “That’s a great story, Captain.” 
 “All true!  Not a word of bullshit.  Okay son, you better be goin’.  I have some business to attend 
to.” 

 “Okay Captain, I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 “Yeah, yeah, see you tomorrow.” 
 And this is how it would go for Brandon and Fredrick every day at 3:00 pm.  After Brandon left 
each day, Fredrick took his shot of whiskey. Thinking of his wife, thinking of the day in hell, he would 
pick up the gun, put it to his head and pull, once.  With nothing but air in the chamber, thanks to a good 
deed, he would reply softly to himself, “Not today, not today” and with his eye twitching, “Maybe 
tomorrow, maybe tomorrow.”  He decided to rest. 

 But after the most recent visit, for the next three days a slow boil started to simmer inside of 
Fredrick. It wasn’t his wife that was before him, it was that day that he would never forget.  As he aged, 
the vision got stronger. Throughout his life it was always there but it was a burden he lived with and a 
secret he kept even from his wife, but as he aged the vision was now too strong and the weight of this 
vision was becoming more and more clear in his mind.  At night he would cry to himself, in his bed 
alone, staring at hell, and during the day he would have eruptions of anger, throwing dishes and glasses. 
Damning the war and damning that day, he was breaking on the inside and he knew the time was near.  
Brandon would arrive at ten minutes before 3:00 pm. 



 As Brandon entered he could sense something was wrong. Everything was in its place, the gun, 
the shot glass and the bottle of whiskey, but it was Fredrick that was amiss. His uniform was barely 
buttoned and hanging from him like he had slept in it.  Brandon could see the unease in his eyes as 
today would be the start of the end.  Fredrick told Brandon to sit as he went to the bathroom.  As 
always, Brandon removed the bullet, looking inside to see if the gun was fully loaded; it wasn’t.  Fredrick 
came out and sat down, staring into space.  The burden was now going to be lifted.  It was time. 

 “Did I ever tell you about the war?  About my sorrow?” he asked, looking out into space, with his 
head up. 

 “No Captain.”  At that moment Brandon was as serious as he had ever been in his life. 

 “I, or should I say we were in a village, all the men from my platoon. There were people looking 
at us like we were coming to burn the place down. They were full of fear.  Some of the men in the village 
had nasty looks for all of us, but because we were armed they made no move. There were women and 
children, men and boys and animals running about. They had next to nothing.  They were poor and  had 
just enough to get through the day.  I remember the smell.  It was like cheap pine, or something not out 
of the ordinary. I remember the smell.”  His eyes filled. 

 “Well, there was a fight between one of our men and a local.   I mean, it was so stupid that I 
don’t even remember what it was about, so the men from the village were yelling and we were yelling 
and then they started pushing and of course we pushed back. The women were crying and holding their 
babies close.  Just when the pushing was getting out of control, I tried to stop it.  I tried, BUT THAT SON 
OF A BITCH PUSHED ME!!”  Tears began to flow from his eyes. 

 “ So, he pushed me, and my rifle went off, and this child, this innocent child fell to the ground 
with blood coming from his head, so lifeless, so small, so innocent.  It’s all I see! His face, blood, death, 
the women crying, and myself, as dead inside as the child.” He wiped the tears from his face. There was 
silence. 

 “It wasn’t your fault Captain. It was an accident.”  Brandon reached out and touched his hand. 

 “Yeah, tell that to the dead kid.” There was a pause. 

 “Captain, it’s time to let this go and forgive yourself.  It was an accident.” 
 “I never told that story to anyone son, not even my wife.” 

 “I’m honored, Sir, that you shared your burden with me.” Brandon’s eyes filled.  There was a 
prolonged silence. 

 “You‘re a good kid, Brandon.  Now get out of here.  I have some business to attend to.”  He 
wanted to tell him to put the gun away and that he knew, but he thought he’d been through enough. 

 “Are you going to be okay?” 
 “Me?  Hell, I’ll be fine.  Go.  Go.  I’ll bet you have a pretty girl waiting for you. Go!” 
 “I’ll see you tomorrow, Captain.” 
 “Yeah, yeah, tomorrow.” 

 Brandon left and Fredrick took his shot of whiskey.  On this day he poured another and drank. 
The weight was lifted, but the vision remained…dead children, bodies lying on the ground.  He could see 
the boy, his black hair with half of his brain exposed, his mother sobbing and holding him, the yelling 



and the smell.  He picked up his gun and put it to his head and pulled, once.  With nothing but air in the 
chamber, he spoke softly to his wife, “Not today, not today.  Maybe tomorrow.”  He was done for the 
day.  It was 3:15 pm. 

 The next day brought the air in the apartment to a thick silence.  Fredrick walked about in a fog.  
His mind was failing.  He had a small sandwich and watched the clock.  It was time to get ready.  He 
disrobed and put on his uniform, standing proud, as he should.  Staring into the mirror, he was a soldier 
and he fought for his country and he should be proud as every solider should, for what he was was a 
part of something that had great meaning and honor.  But for Fredrick Clasp the vision of the boy was 
too great and the words Brandon spoke fell on the deaf, for he couldn’t and didn’t forgive himself.  After 
buttoning the last button he went to the table and placed the gun where he always did.  He poured 
himself a shot and looked at the clock.  It was almost three. 

 On this day Brandon lost track of time.  It was later than he thought and when finally seeing the 
clock and the time he started to run. His heart was racing.  With Fredrick and the dead boy flashing 
before his mind, he ran frantically through the streets.  As he entered his building he slipped on the 
loose tile and fell to the ground.  Flying up the stairs, he could sense it and as he approached the door 
with his eyes filled.  He banged on the door yelling “Captain! Captain!”  He sank onto the ground with 
tears flowing from his eyes.  He could smell the gun powder, and with one long yell he called to him, 
“CAPTAIN!!” 

 Even with the best of good deeds there is lifespan and fate. That doesn’t mean that they 
shouldn’t be done, for with every good deed there is hope, hope for change, and hope for a release of 
someone’s pain.  Even if it ends badly it was a good deed that brings out the best in the race, the best in 
humanity.  But sometimes the powers that be have a different plan, but that doesn’t take anything away 
from the good deed, and this was a lesson that Brandon learned.  He did something of importance for a 
man in pain, and he gave him time that maybe he would never have had, and he did it the way all good 
deeds should be done, without looking for praise; for the love of his fellow man.  It was a lesson he 
learned from his father and from his mother…selflessness. 

 

 

             THE END 

  

 

 

 

 

     

“A BIRTHDAY PARTY” 

 



 

 

 It was late in June and the day’s possibilities were boundless. Some days have a feel for a 
moment, a premonition in the mind that such events are going to take place, a feel for the day’s 
predictabilities, a notion for a day’s happenings.  And then there are those days without a script, a day 
with endless possibilities, a day that is boundless in its unpredictability. Today would be one of those  
days. 

 The temperature was high for the time of the year, bringing a slight, undetectable delirium. The 
heat pressed forth on the senses, leaving the town a bit agitated and beaten. Stepping back one could 
see the heat rising from the black pavement, gleaming in the light, making waves in the air and burning 
the thoughts of overheated minds. The day’s possibilities were boundless. 

 Ben was bestowed the nickname Butterfingers Benny when he dropped the ball on a simple 
breaking and entering.  The case was simple enough but the obvious answer escaped him and from that 
day on, behind his back, the other detectives dubbed him “Butterfingers Benny.”  The other detectives 
lost more respect for him when he started to drink, letting himself go, not combing his hair, coming in 
unshaven and working on a slight stomach for the winter.  It was obvious how they felt and 
Butterfingers Benny tried his best to do his job and not let the remarks and snickers get under his skin. 

 It was one afternoon when his noontime drink led him to spill his coffee all over his shirt and 
pants and brought laughter and the call of “Butterfingers” to his attention.  It was on this particular day 
that Ben yelled and stated that if anyone would like to call it to his face he would be outside and would 
love to settle the matter.  There were no takers and from that day on the respect Butterfingers Benny 
had for his fellow colleagues was mutual.  So Ben went on doing his best, saddened and disgusted for his 
fellow workers and for himself. 

 Ben awoke and arose from his king sized bed at six am on this boundless June day.  He turned 
and looked at the spot where his wife had slept. It had been three years now after her death and still he 
missed her more than ever.  A fan in the corner of the room had stopped in the middle of the night, 
leaving him sticky and agitated.  His thoughts turned to the day. He sighed, thinking of another day with 
the same people, and the desperate need for a change entered his mind along with the thought of some 
bourbon. It was too early and he decided on a shower before getting ready for work. Something was 
amiss. There was something about the day that was off, something out of place, and he could sense it; 
something about the day didn’t seem right. He shrugged it off and attributed it to the heat.  He entered 
the shower, wishing the day had already passed. 

 After the shower and before breakfast two emotions started pushing their way into Benny’s 
mind.  The emotions were edging their way toward each other, one armed with the loss of his wife and 
one armed with the fond memory of who she had been, the woman he married and why he married 
her, her sense of humor and poise.   That emotion, with a fond memory, won the battle. 

 It was during a church service that an embarrassing moment rose to the surface.  As all were 
gathering and taking their seats, an unsettling pocket of gas made its presence known and without 
missing a beat, the woman he loved more than life itself, commented on the fact that she couldn’t take 
him anywhere.  Ben smiled and his eyes filled for that moment and with that the second emotion, 
armed with the loss of his wife had taken over; the latter emotion would stay with Ben most of the day, 



a sadness of loss for what he once had and what he now had.  He sipped his coffee and strapped on his 
gun, unaware and not ready for the day’s possibilities. 

 Summoning his courage for yet another day, Ben proceeded to his daily route.  He stopped at 
the mailbox on the corner and dropped off some paid bills, said hello to his neighbor Jessica as she was 
getting into her car, took a quick peek at her legs and proceeded to get into his car and headed off for a 
day without a script.  As he was driving, he noticed the empty bottle on the seat beside him.  Instead of 
a right for the police station he took a quick left for the liquor store.  They knew him there, probably 
better than they should. 

 As Ben was pulling into a spot he noticed a man with a long beard and hair, thin and elderly, 
yelling at the people in front him, demanding they get out of his way. The youngsters in front proceeded 
to laugh at the gentlemen, pulling at his graying hair, pushing and taunting the elderly man. The man 
went into the liquor store and after a few minutes Ben followed. 

 In the store the man went to the back and picked up a six pack as Ben said hello to the store 
clerk and grabbed his bourbon. They both arrived at the counter at the same time.  “ After you.” Ben 
said politely.  “Give me a pack of Camels too!” barked the man.  The clerk rang up his total and told the 
man to have a nice day.  The man turned and telling the clerk not to hand him that bullshit, he stormed 
out of the store.  “Who was that?” inquired Ben.  “That’s Arnold, a local drunk” said the clerk matter-of-
factly, “a nasty man with a bad temper. That temper of his!  He’s gonna hurt somebody someday!”  Ben 
took notes in his mind, paid for the bourbon and left.  He could see Arnold speed away, yelling in his car 
at the people on the road.  Ben turned and wiped off the sweat on his head.  And now it moves to 
another. 

 Arnold lived about a mile and a half from the store.  As he drove he could be seen yelling at the 
cars in front of him, cursing and pointing with a demonic look on his face.  He had to swerve to miss a 
cat that darted out in front of his old blue Ford.  His demeanor then changed, for he recalled the 
accident that had happened a year and a half ago.  He had told no one, and explained that it happened 
in a parking lot and someone must have hit him.  Because Arnold was old, no one pursued the matter 
any further, but the incident had an effect on Arnold.  It left him with a fear for his own mortality, a fear 
each man should face. 

 The accident took place in the dead of winter and Arnold, needing more beer, found himself out 
on the dark icy road making his way toward the liquor store.  Because he was drunk, he turned down a 
one way and seeing his mistake, hit the brakes hard, forcing the old blue Ford to completely turn around 
and hit a parked car.  From that moment on the fear of his own mortality had been intensified.  He was a 
bitter old man hiding in his beer, hiding from himself, hiding from others, and hiding from the inevitable: 
his slow demise. 

 As Arnold was making his way toward his new home, his sister’s three bedroom ranch, a voice 
whispered, “A birthday party.”  With Arnold being so self-absorbed and needing a beer, the voice’s 
petitions fell on deaf ears.  His thoughts went to his sister, Liz.  He knew she didn’t want him there and 
to be painfully honest, he wanted to be nowhere else, for he knew she would care for him.  She would 
cook his meals and clean his clothes and listen to his drunken ramblings.  He also knew that she despised 
his drinking and the way he treated people, especially her son, Leonard.  

 Never having had any kids of his own, Arnold had a hard time showing and expressing his 
feelings.  He never had any words for Leonard except to bark an order.  Arnold’s cold demeanor could 
be traced back to his father, and for that reason alone his sister Liz accepted Arnold for the man he was, 



and with nowhere else to stay she welcomed him into her home at the expense of herself and her son. 
And now it moves on to another. 

 Liz was in her well-kept kitchen when Arnold walked in with his beer.  “Can’t go a day without 
it,” she said as she folded the napkins for the party.  Arnold said nothing and went to his room. She took 
the napkins and headed out the sliding doors into her back yard where the party would be held. 

 The back yard had a well-trimmed, rich, green lawn with a nine foot wooden fence around the 
entire property. To the right was another house with a family that kept to themselves.  To the left was a 
vacant lot under construction, the framework for a new house underway. There was no grass and 
mostly sand and dirt covered the entire landscape.  There was a picnic table covered with a cloth, chairs, 
balloons and streamers and party favors in Liz’s back yard.  Because of the heat she thought of giving the 
party indoors, but because of the mess she decided on the back yard. There would be only five children 
and with her best friend Natalie there, so she thought it would be an easy afternoon. The guests would 
arrive at noon and there would be hamburgers and hotdogs for all.  Placing candy and chips in bowls on 
the table, Liz went over everything in her mind--the cake, the rolls and condiments, lighting the fire on 
the grill.  All was done, she thought. The afternoon would be a good time had by all she smiled inside. 
The only unacceptable thing would be the heat. She wiped her forehead and went inside. 

 One could say Liz wasn’t all there in her mind. The truth was that Liz had a problem with 
priorities. What should matter didn’t, and what did took a place on the back burner; she would give it 
thought only when the pot started to boil over.  More concerned with a temporary fix than handling the 
problem as a whole, Liz’s life would often spin out of control, and the casualties would be her husband 
and son.  Today was a day for some spinning and turmoil. The temperature started to rise. 

 Liz stood about 5’9” and weighed more than she should, with short, dirty-blonde hair and thick 
glasses.  Her husband was also large in appearance with thinning hair and glasses. Today he was out of 
town on business and for Liz this temporary absence would give her the chance to feel in control, if only 
there were something to do with Arnold.  And now it moves to another. 

 Leonard came running out of his room excited beyond control, for today was his birthday, the 
day he turned nine.  Leonard was small and thin for his age, his hair cut a little too short and his white 
socks a little too large.  Tan shorts and a green shirt was the outfit Liz picked out the night before.  
Leonard didn’t like his clothes, but at this point he knew the fight would be lost.  “I want a tootsie roll!” 
he barked at his mother.  “Here” she said to quiet him.  A moment later he demanded another, stating it 
was his birthday, and with that she handed him the bag, and for the rest of the day Leonard walked with 
a smile and a large bag full of candy, for today was his birthday.  Today, Leonard turned nine. 

 The guests arrived one at a time. Children’s mothers or fathers told them to have a good time 
and to be sure to behave. The children were eager for fun, food, and frolicking.  Liz started the grill and 
the smoke filled the back yard, to the delight of everyone.  Leonard held tight to his bag of candy and 
when others asked for a taste he generously granted them a favor.  The heat was bringing an unsettling 
sweat to all. 

 Leonard was pleased with the guest list his mother had arranged. Of course there were more he 
would have invited, but her choice was a fine one. He liked each of his classmates. There were his good 
friends Brad and James, both eager to make their friend’s birthday a memorable one.  Then there were 
Cindy, Marla and Sue Ann.  Leonard knew all of them from earlier years of school, all but Sue Ann. She 
only arrived in the middle of the year and Leonard thought he could teach her about the ways of the 



school and being a good friend. The party was well under way and all were laughing, eating and making 
it a memorable occasion. 

 After lunch had ended the children started to give their birthday gifts to Leonard.  Leonard was 
excited but not surprised, for he had told each what he wanted, including his mother, so all the gifts 
were no shock. There was one gift that didn’t meet with Leonard’s expectations. The gift Sue Ann gave 
was a ninja warrior, but the color was blue and he did in fact want the black one.  He looked at her and 
saddened.  It was then that Uncle Arnold came down from his bedroom, drunk and looking for 
something to eat. 

 Liz instructed Uncle Arnold to sit and she would fix him a burger.  She asked very sternly if he 
had even wished her son a happy birthday.  With that he yelled “Happy Birthday” aloud for all to hear 
and louder he added “You little pain in the ass!”  All got frightened, especially Leonard, and it was then  
that Liz ordered him to behave or back to his room he would go.  She instructed the kids to ignore 
Arnold and go back to their games. Brad turned to James, friends from school,  said with innocence, “I 
think he’s drunk.”  No one heard except Leonard and he turned away with fear from his friends, staring 
at his Uncle Arnold.  The sun was beaming overhead. 

 Natalie arrived late and started complaining right away about the heat.  With that both Natalie 
and Liz went inside Liz’s home for a brief moment. The children were playing a game and Uncle Arnold 
was drinking a beer and eating his second hamburger. What Liz didn’t realize was that she and Natalie 
were in the cool house for more than a brief moment, and when they returned there was something 
amiss.  The temperature was still on the rise.  And now it moves to Liz. 

 Liz did a quick head count and noted that there were five children, but what she didn’t notice 
was that she had counted her son as a guest, and with her miscount she went along her way.  It was only 
moments later that Brad said, “Where is Sue Ann?”  The other children noticed as well and finally Liz 
became aware, saying, “She is probably in the bathroom,” and asking Natalie to check on her.  Moments 
later she came back, with no sign of Sue Ann.  It was then that Liz began to call her name aloud.  “Sue 
Ann!” she yelled, still not aware of the problem.  Uncle Arnold drank his beer as the other adults, and 
now the children, started looking and calling for the missing Sue Ann. 

 After some time with the search bringing no success, Liz and Natalie started to panic.  With Liz’s 
instruction Natalie took the kids to the table in the yard to keep them occupied.  With Leonard still 
holding his bag of candy and Uncle Arnold nursing his beer, the other children were unaware of the 
severity of the situation.  After another long search with Sue Ann still missing, Liz started to spin out of 
control, becoming more and more frantic.  She started to yell and look down the street in tears, and 
after more time had passed her only conclusion was to call the police.  And now it moves to Ben. 

 Ben and another detective arrived first, and then four uniformed officers showed a brief 
moment later.  Right away the other detective took over the whole situation, asking when the last time 
was that Sue Ann was seen and who was with her last.  The patrolmen started to search the perimeter 
as Liz was coming unglued.  And now it moves to Liz. 

 As Liz’s frantic mind was racing at the circumstance of Sue Ann’s disappearance, the detectives 
were questioning Arnold and the children.  Liz’s heart was throbbing as her mind was moving from one 
scenario to another.  Did someone come and take her?  Did she wander away on her own? It was at that 
moment that she saw Arnold and a flash came across her mind’s eye. With a sick feeling in her stomach 
and her mind filled with a disturbing image, she yelled out his name. 



 “Arnold!!  It was you, wasn’t it?  You took her and did something, didn’t you?  I just know you 
did!!!” she yelled as she made her way through the yard toward him. “I just know he had something to 
do with this.  He drinks like a fish and his mind is as dark as night. I see the way he looks at my friends, 
not to mention the children. He’s sick!  He hasn’t even been with a woman for years.  He just sits and 
drinks and passes judgment on the whole world!  WHERE IS SHE? YOU SON OF A BITCH!!  WHAT DID 
YOU DO WITH HER?” 

 The detectives held her back and instructed her to calm down, assuring her they would handle 
this and get to the bottom of Sue Ann’s disappearance.  Arnold, drunk and confused, maintained that he 
didn’t know where the girl was and furthermore didn’t even remember her being at the party.  He held 
firmly onto his can of beer.  And now it moves back to Arnold. 

 The two detectives moved Arnold to a corner of the yard.  Natalie was with the children at the 
table as Liz followed the detectives.  Ben tried three times to interject a question, but the other 
detective would only cut him off.  Agitated, Ben started looking to the ground as Arnold was sweating 
and maintaining his innocence. 

 “So, where were you when she went missing?” the detective asked. 

 “I don’t know!  I was just eating a hamburger and having a beer.” 

 “What did you do with her?!” barked Liz. 

 “Ma’am, please.” 

 “I just know he had something to do with it.  He’s a sick drunk who…” 

 “Shut up!  You don’t know what you’re talking about, you bitch!” 
 “You see, he’s a pig!” 

 “Do you like young children?” asked the detective. 

 “No I never…” 

 “Have you ever been arrested for…?” 

 “I have never been arrested for anything.” 

 “That’s a lie!   He was arrested for causing a disturbance one night.” 
 “So, you were arrested.” 

 “Yeah, I forgot about that.” 

 “What else have you forgotten?  Do you know what happened to Sue Ann?” 

 “NO!  I told you I don’t remember even seeing her at the party!” 

 “He’s lying! He always lies!” 

 “LIZ, SHUT UP!  FUCKING BITCH!!” Arnold commanded. 

 It was then that a call came from across the fence. The one officer yelled across the yard that he 
had found and the detectives should come right away.  .     Both detectives and Liz opened the back gate 



and walked quickly to the construction site next door.   With horror and anticipation they approached 
the officer standing over a mound of fresh brown soil.  And now it moves to Sue Ann. 

 As they approached the soft, rich, brown soil, they prepared for the worst, their minds racing 
from the excitement and burning from the heat. They could all see that the soil had been freshly moved 
to cover an object.  It was then that the officer pointed, without saying a word, to the top of the mound, 
where they could see a small finger pointing up out of the mound.  All began a slight meltdown in their 
mind, in their body, and in their soul.  Sue Ann had been found. 

 As they all stood in silent shock, Liz began again. She turned to Arnold and asked, seriously 
“What have you done?”  At the sight of the girl’s body the officers and the detective, excluding Ben, 
began to reach a boiling point, grabbing Arnold and forcing him to look at what they assumed to be his 
worst.  A slight eruption took place.  And now it moves to Arnold. 

 “Do you know anything about this?” asked the detective angrily. 

 “NO!  I know nothing about this little girl.” 

 “I think we need to take him down to the station.” 

 “That’s a good idea.  Arrest the son of a bitch!!” Liz said, crying. 

 “I didn’t do anything! I would never…” 

 “I think you know exactly what happened to this little girl, and furthermore I think you’re a sick 
coward.   I had…..” 

 “I never hurt that little girl!” Arnold said still holding his beer. 

 “How could you, Arnold?  She was just a little girl!” Liz said, sobbing. 

 “Once we get him down to the station we’ll clear this whole thing up.” 
 “I DIDN’T DO ANYTHING!!”  And now it moves to Ben. 

 As they were yelling at each other Ben was looking and walking around the body of the little girl.  
He could see some wood nailed together, some buckets, a stack of two by fours, some bricks for a 
foundation and a tarp covering more wood.  About ten feet away he noticed the brick, covered with 
blood.  He had found the murder weapon.  But that didn’t disturb him.  Along the rim of the soil where 
the body was, something disturbed him to his core.  It was a candy wrapper; the same wrappers that 
were all over the yard.  He yelled, distraught, and in visible pain.  He yelled for everyone to shut up! 
They could see the pain on his face.  They all knew he had found something. It was then that the other 
detective asked what was wrong.  Ben could did not say a word; he just picked up the wrapper and 
walked back to the yard.  They all followed. 

 Ben walked up to Leonard and said very meekly, “Come here, kiddo. I want to talk to you.”  With 
his hand on the child’s back he walked him to the corner of the yard.  Leonard still had his bag of candy 
and with a piece in his mouth he followed Ben.  Ben was having a hard time putting his words together 
as all the adults were standing over little Leonard.  He finally asked with simplicity, “Do you know what 
happened to Sue Ann?”  The adults were all in shock as little Leonard said, “As a matter of fact, yes.” 
Ben proceeded to ask Leonard to tell him and it was then that it now moves to Leonard. 



 “Did you hurt Sue Ann?” 

 “Yes” Leonard said with no feeling. 

 “Why?” 

 “Well you see, she got me the blue ninja and I wanted the black one, so I had to learn her” said 
the child, then laughing, he finished, “And I learned her good.” 

 The adults went into complete meltdown as Liz began sobbing.  Arnold threw his beer to the 
ground, walked slowly to Leonard, and gave the child a hug. The detective walked away with the other 
officer and said silently, “He ain’t Butterfingers no more.” All were in deep shock, saddened, with no 
words to express a feeling that rips away the fabric of reality and the knowledge of good and of evil. The 
temperature had reached its peak. 

 A spotlight shines forth upon us all on the stage that is life. The light brings the truth of each 
soul.  A mask is ripped away and the light shines, showing the truth of each soul, at our best and our 
worst.  And now it shines and moves to another. 

 

 

 

     THE END 

  

  

  

  

  

                                                                 “A Simple Life “                                                                                                          

 

      Jed lay on his bed smoking a Marlboro, the ashtray positioned in the middle of his chest, a stern 
look on his face as he thought about the past.  A vision came across his mind of a child laughing, the 
smile on the child’s face bringing one to his. Then thoughts of wonderment came.  “How did I get here?  
What events led to this place?”  The child with so much hope became crushed by fate.  As a younger 
boy, he recalled his wish for a life with no complications, no clutter.  A life with happiness and love, a 
normal life, a simple life. 

           The child he recalled was full of hope and innocence, always obeying his mother and father, not 
getting into too much mischief, remaining an average student at school and always cleaning his plate. 
With the thought of his plate a twitch came over his eye followed by more confusion as to how this had 
happened.  How did I get here?  Logically, he thought, I’ll think about it logically, back to the beginning. 
As a child he was one of obedience, even with the Delorenz incident. 



            He knew the day was a Sunday because Dad was watching football and Mom was doing her 
normal routine. It was sunny and there were no clouds to be seen.  Max and Jess were over and the 
seeds of boredom were beginning to take root so they decided to go on an adventure.  All three boys 
grabbed the pointed sticks that they had carved during a previous time of boredom and set out in search 
of danger.   

“I think we should head up to the top of Max’s street,” said Jess. 

 

               The others agreed, and with sticks in hand they jumped and ran through the quiet Sunday 
neighborhood headed for the top of Max’s street, hitting the shrubs and trees along the way, stabbing 
the air and killing the evil pirates. 

              “Death be to you, Captain Hook!” yelled Max as he jumped and thrust through the air. 

             “To all who challenge us there will be death!” yelled Jed.  
 

The boys going half the full speed tackeled the neighborhood, their imaginations dripping with the clarity 

of what they were thinking. The evil pirates stood no chance against these mighty warriors. As their minds viewed 

the scenes of battle, their attention to where they were headed became lost. They found themselves at the place 

where they were never supposed to go: the Delorenz house.  Every neighborhood has one.   

This was theirs.  The rumors about the old woman that lived there were to the adults just a fable, but to the children, 

rich with imagination, this was the personification of evil. The boys froze. 

              “Oh shit! Look where we are!” observed Max. 

                

“I don’t care,” said Jess. 

 

“This is my neighborhood too and I’ll go anywhere I want to!” 

 

Jed just sat silent with a look of uncertainty on his face, remembering the hard words of his 
father. The words echoed in his mind. “I better not catch you at that house.  I’ll beat the shit out of ya’.”  

                “Let’s get out of here,” Jed said as if this was no big deal. 

            But with the adrenaline still flowing from the battle with the pirates, the bravery in the other two 
began to surface. 

          “I think we should go up there.  This old witch doesn’t scare me,” said Max as his voice shuddered. 

         “Yeah, I’ll go,” said Jess. 

 

          “Not me!  No way!” 



 

            As boys will do, they gave Jed a hard time.  The “calling of the names” was always a factor. The 
exception was Jed, for the voice of his father rang louder in his mind than the voices of his peers. 

     As Jed walked home alone in silence, a feeling of sadness and triumph came over him. He had done the 

right thing in his father’s eyes, but the sadness he felt was the fear of having to do the right.  More comfort would 

come when the day was over and Max and Jess were caught by the Delorenzs and his father questioned him.  The 

smile appeared on his face as he lay in bed that night thinking that Jess and Max got caught.  A feeling of pride came 

over him, and he thought “I did the right thing.  I did what my father wanted. I was a good kid.” 

 As a 39 year old, Jed lay on his bed thinking of the 13 year old Jed and a tear ran from the side 
of his eye.  “How did I get here?”  I’m going to be 40 this coming year and along the way things must 
have changed,  I must have lost something, something must have happened.  That 13 year old child was 
calling his name in his mind, yelling, “What has become of us?  How did you get there?  How could you 
let yourself get to this point?”  A second tear rolled down Jed’s cheek.  A look of determination came 
over him.  He was going to find out how he got to this point in his life.  He was going to going to examine 
his life and the people in it, to make sense of this chaos. 

 

 

 

 

             Part 2 

 

 

 

                   Going back to his childhood, Jed thought of the major events that had taken place. One of the 
first memories was that of his sister, Sally. She was a fine young woman, he thought, with smarts and 
fire in her belly.  “I loved the way she laughed,” he said aloud, with a smile on his face.  She was one of 
his fondest memories. 

  The kitchen was on the small side with wallpaper with ducks and bunnies. Sally was five years 
his senior and she always made him feel safe and loved. The time that came to mind was one of her, 
himself and their father.  It was after school during the time that their Dad was laid off. Sally was fixing 
something to eat for the two of them when their Dad came in for another beer. The kitchen was 
positioned in a way that he had to pass them to get to the refrigerator.  He was in a somber mood as he 
patted Sally’s long blonde hair. 

“How you doin’, Dad?” 

“Yeah, I’m doin’.   Havin’ some turkey, huh?” 

 “What time is Mom coming home?” 

“About the same time.” 



 

While Sally continued to fix the sandwiches, Jed was focused on what he was going to do next.  In his mind 

he was planning to go his room and read Marvel comics. As Dad grabbed the beer and turned around Jed was right 

there and both dropped their contents.  The sandwich and the beer both went to the floor and the expressions on both 

of their faces was frightening to Sally. 

       “You stupid son of a bitch!” yelled Dave as he grabbed Jed’s arm and smacked him across his face. 

     “No, dad!” yelled Sally, trying to get her father off of Jed. 

 

  “I'm gonna beat the shit out of you!” 

 

       Jed's insides were in a knot and he tried not to cry as he took his father’s whipping. Sally finally 
managed to get their father off of Jed.  Both were screaming at each other as Jed hid behind his older 
sister.  With the words “There’s more damn beer in the fridge and it was an accident!” the dispute was 
ended.  Also ended was She was now his sister, his friend and most important, his protector. 

               There were many times as the years went by that Sally was there for Jed.  Those late nights 
sneaking home, the times he needed an extra dollar for the movies, the times he needed advice about a 
woman, and especially in dealing with his stern father. The relationship that he had with his sister was 
different. He cherished it and kept it in a very special place is his heart. 

    Christmas came to mind and brought another smile. The tree was decorated as it was every year, as he 

couldn’t tell the difference from one year to the next. The presents lay under and to the side of the tree wrapped in 

colorful paper and ribbons. That year Jed looked at the presents with sadness, for the gift that he wished for he knew 

would never come.  At fourteen Jed was getting interested in music and a stereo was on his wish list, but because of 

the financial situation of his parents, he knew that it could never be. On that Christmas morning after the presents 

were opened and everyone was relaxing, Sally called Jed over to her room. When he saw the stereo, again things 

changed. Yes, he wanted the stereo, but there was something more.  The sister that he loved became more of an idol 

and the generosity he saw left him awestruck.  The gift mattered.  He wanted it, but the generosity left more of an 

impression on him.  If things could be laid in stone and the foundation of a relationship could have a final security, 

this would be the point that he knew Sally would always be there for him, as he would her. 

 Jed got up from his bed and went for another smoke.  Instead of lying down he 
rested his back against the wall, the ashtray on the white blanket.  His thoughts continued with his 
sister. “I hope she is doing fine,” he thought.  The man she married was okay, a hard worker and a good 
father, but there was something about him he didn’t trust, something shady. He chalked it up to a 
suspicious mind. His sister was a smart lady who knew how to take care of herself. He instantly 
remembered the summer of ‘the wise’. 

  During this summer there was a boy that lived down the street from Max’s. This boy 
was named Steve, a name that Jed would not forget.  During one summer afternoon while playing a 
game of wiffle ball, Jed and Steve were at odds. 

 Sally was on the sidelines reading while the boys played in the street. The street was 
set up so that not too many cars passed by and it didn’t disturb that many neighbors.  On this afternoon 
the boys were in rare form and Sally knew that something was going to erupt. Keeping one eye on Steve 
and Jed and keeping the other on her Mark Twain book, Sally intervened when she saw the boys 
beginning to quarrel, but she knew the peace wouldn’t last. 



 Steve was really getting the better of Jed with taunts and accusations.  At the 
beginning the name game was pretty even until passing by, Jed’s father yelled from his car, “Don’t be 
late for dinner again!”  With those words Jed dropped and the edge belonged to Stevie.  Sally knew what 
was happening, for she saw it coming as soon as she saw her father’s car.  It was then that she decided 
to introduce Jed to the ”knowledge of the wise.” 

 Steve was pitching and the taunts were running rampant. The cap he was wearing 
was turned to the side and his shirt read, “I’m with stupid.”  It meant nothing to Sally, but in Jed’s mind 
these tools of distraction seemed large and enhanced the taunts.  The count was 2 balls and 2 strikes on 
Max, and Jed was getting nervous just thinking about his next time at bat.  The expression on Max’s face 
was that of determination. The pitch came and with a swing Max connected and ran safely to first base. 
The pressure would now be on Jed to get him home and put his team in the lead.  As he approached the 
plate the taunts became louder from the opposing team, but the one voice that stood out was Steve’s.  
By the expression on Jed’s face Sally could see that Steve was trouble. She thought for a moment and 
then said “Time out!” as she called Jed over to her.  Jed came over reluctantly, as this game was the 
most important thing in his young universe. 

  “What Sal?” he said with a look of defeat and disgust. 

 

 ‘‘Just a short story.’’ 

“Make it quick” he said with a sigh. 

 

 “These two old men were playing chess. One man was really trying hard and looked at the game as a 
form of revenge, calculating his every move and beating himself up in the process, while the other man 
was enjoying the afternoon with not a care or worry in the world.  He just sat back and let the game 
unfold and expected nothing, thinking one day there would be another game.’’ 

 Jed followed Sally down the road of the story and at the end there was a smile of 
understanding. 

“That, my good boy, is the knowledge of the wise’’ Sally said as an initiation. 

 Jed walked back to the plate with a smile and a peaceful feeling. 

 

 

 

The 39 year old Jed smiled at the memory of the 13 year old him and the wise 18 year old Sally.  
The game lost all meaning throughout the years and as for the outcome of that pitch, he couldn’t 
remember if he wanted to.  What he did remember was the first encounter of the ‘’knowledge of the 
wise.” 

 Jed got up from the bed and went to turn on the radio on a white shelf on the 
opposite wall.  He kept on one station most of the time only changing it when frustrated. The station 



was a local one that played the oldies, not too much talk, just good music. That new stuff, “It’s shit,’’ as 
he would put it.   Just the first three words brought Jed back to Mrs. Hookner’s class with a smile.  It was 
a class with lots of laughter. 

 Mrs. Hookner’s class was the third of the day and as much as he enjoyed it because 
of the friends in there, he dreaded it because of Mrs. Hookner.  Max was there of course and so was 
Jess, along with two others they picked up along the way. Strategically the boys took over the back 
corner of the room.  Jed was in the corner, Max was in front of him with Jess to the side and Chris and 
Charlie were in front of Jess. The horseplay was legendary in Jed’s mind. They would push Mrs. Hookner 
to the point of insanity with their rude behavior. Jed would always be the audience as the others took 
center stage. Quietly he would laugh at the antics and keep one eye on Mrs. Hookner.    
  

 On this one day, Mrs. Hookner wasn’t feeling in the mood for any antics and disruption in the 
classroom. Unfortunately the boys didn’t share the same view.  Max started the ball rolling with a slight 
tease to Donna, who sat in front of him.  Mrs. Hookner flew into a rage at Jed, often the innocent 
receiver of the blame in her angry outburst. 

 ‘‘I’ve have had all that I can take from you Jed Walker. This is it you little son of a 
bitch!  Get your ass down to the principal and tell him you’re not welcome here anymore!!!!!’’ spewed 
Mrs. Hookner, with a venom that Jed had never seen before.  

 The entire classroom was in a total state of shock, no one more so than Jed. His 
jaw hit the floor and any kind of speech at this time was purely fantasy. He slowly rose from his chair as 
his head sank, trying not to look anyone in the eye, particularly his friends and Mrs. Hookner.   As he 
walked out of the room, teachers opened their doors to see, as Mrs. Hookner’s shriek was heard by all 
the adjoining classrooms. 

 He smirked now at the memory of Mrs. Hookner, thinking back so many 
years and moons later.  He wondered what had become of her, the old witch, his mind still in her class 
on another day, with another shriek. 

 This time the day was light and Mrs. Hookner was in a good frame of mind. 
The test the class was taking brought about a silence and inner peace to the entire room. As all had their 
heads bent taking the test, there came a loud shriek from the classroom across the hall. Without 
skipping a beat Max proclaimed, “See what happens when you don’t do your homework!’’  The class 
laughed along with Mrs. Hookner. 

 A thirty-nine year old Jed smiled as he listened to the radio playing ‘’Charlie 
Brown.” 

 

 

                                        Part 3 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

                                         A slight depression came over Jed as he remembered the kindred souls from his 
past.  Funny, he thought, as the years go by and people come and go in our lives, perhaps too fast 
sometimes to really appreciate the value of each soul. 

 

 Drawing his attention back to his childhood again he began to look at the relationship 
he had with his father. Typical, like any other child, filled with admiration, fear, resentment, competition 
and hero worship. There were great times with his old man, moments of laughter and idealism. 

 His father was a proud, strong man, quick-tempered at times but always there for his 
family. The tattoos that his father  had on his arm always lifted him up as a child, the way the flag was 
held in the arms of a woman that Dad called his girlfriend in case Mom got out of hand, had always 
made the impressionable child laugh. The tattoo always brought back the war where Dave first 
experienced the color art, women and life. 

 Dave was only twenty when the papers came.  His parents were quite distressed about 
the news.  Dave, on the other hand, was exceptionally excited. Visions of being the hero flashed before 
him, charging the hill and saving the platoon, coming home to girl he loved and a welcome banner. 
These notions of the solider would be crushed on the third day of combat when the hard reality of war 
would scream his name. 

 Going through basic training, Dave met up with an old friend from high school 
named Skip. They immediately hooked up as partners in this mission.  Back in high school both had a 
mutual respect for each other; it would carry over to the fields of action.  “A real good guy” was how 
Dave described Skip to anyone who asked.  He was quiet and shy, always there if anybody needed him, 
with the manners of a priest.  Dave felt safe with Skip as his partner. His back would be covered and 
there would be no slacking from Skip. The only concern was a lack of communication that would 
sometimes transpire.  It didn’t happen that often but it was there enough for Dave to be aware. 

 The men were dropped off in a small field in Korea. They had to make their way 
over a hill and a stretch of land to meet up with another platoon. The land was laid with the fields 
behind them and the woods in front. The hill was in sight as they approached the woods. The other 
platoon was just over the hill, the men thought. 

 Silently, they made their way through the forest.  As each man moved, his eyes 
scanned the terrain looking for anything that moved.  A shuffle was heard off to the left and a bullet 
followed from a timid solider. The others froze and looked around. With no other movement heard, a 



soldier closest to the anxious man softly yelled, ‘’Idiot!’’  No one thought twice of it except Dave, who 
was 50 yards away.  It was Skip. 

 As the men pressed forward slowly, the clouds began to form and each knew that rain was 
in the future. The bottom of the hill was almost in sight and their tension eased as they had almost 
reached their destination. Close enough for most to hear a man quietly said, ‘’Lions and tigers and bears 
Oh my!’’  With the lazy laughter of the men who had heard, an enemy pineapple came flying over a 
small hilltop section. With no warning, danger had found them.  And as one solider put it, “We’re  off to 
the races, boys.”  The destination was just past this small hilltop, so they would have to kill whoever was 
standing in their way.  As most took cover behind trees that were available, three hit the ground just 
under the hilltop. With the last grenade flung over the hill the men remained silent to hear any 
movement or retaliation. An eerie silence fell over the land and all trapped in it. 

 Dave was surprised at the reaction he had to the whole excursion.  He had found courage 
in places he never though he would.  It was as if there was another part of him that surfaced and took 
control, and he noticed for just a brief moment.  Without knowing, the Dave that he thought himself to 
be began to melt away and a man began to arise. 

 

 The three men positioned just underneath the top of the hill were the only candidates to 
make the first move. They knew it and the rest of the platoon knew it. As they lay waiting in the silence a 
deeply uncomfortable imagination began to play with their minds.  The ‘’what if’’ game started.  What if 
there were more than we expected, what if the other platoon was not there, what if we were wiped out, 
what if we were captured?  As the moments grew longer the men in the rear started to feel anxious, 
whispering for someone up there to look over the top and make a determination. The three elected 
Mac, since he was the keenest eye, and reluctantly he agreed. 

 

 Mac’s position was in the middle of the other two and with his mind racing he decided it 
would have to be one fast move to see the enemy’s stand.  As he picked himself up and over the top of 
the small hill a ray of gunfire was set off.  Mac’s chest opened as he fell back down the hill. The wounds 
on his chest were almost completely ignored as the men began yelling and firing for a frantic moment. 
After the initial shock subsided, the men looked at Mac.  Lying dead, with half his face caved in, the 
separation began.  The majority of the men began to harden and the rest began to soften.  Dave started 
to worry a little more.  Skip softened. 

 

 The platoon leader ordered the men to get real serious because nobody else was 
going to die on him.  It made him look bad.  He ordered two men on each side to circle around and see 
the position of these animals. The two to the right were Dave and Skip.  As they crept through the 
woods Dave tried to assure Skip that all he had to do was be strong and keep his head together. 

 

 The order was to find out their position and report back so the Sarge could 
determine exactly what form of action to take.  Since the team from the left was taking longer than 
expected, Mac and Skip reported to the Sarge. 



 

 “From the angle I was at I saw at least seventeen to twenty guys.’’ 

                 

“I think I hear the other two coming.’’ 

                       

               “They were all laid out on the ground, some covered in some shit!’’ 

 

 The Sarge kept looking at Skip as the other two approached. 

 

                     ‘’You okay, kid?’’ 

 

                      ‘’Yeah, he’s okay,’’ said Dave to assure the Sarge and Skip. 

 

               The other two came in looking grim with the news that they only spotted twelve men but they 
both could sense that there were more.   

                     “They were scattered around, covered in some shit.’’ 

 

    “Yeah, they are Sarge.’’ 

 

                   Skip remained silent, standing and softening as the others were waiting for the Sarge to make 
a call.  Thirty-two men all scattered over that hill could lead to a blood bath that he didn’t want. The 
best plan would have to be sending men around both sides and keeping some in front. 

 

 ‘‘Here it is.  Seven of ya’ are goin’ to the left and seven to the right.  The rest are gonna stay 
in front as a target.’’ 

 

                  The word target didn’t sit well with the men as their faces dropped and they gave Sarge a 
look.  He immediately corrected himself with the word “mark.” 

 



 As the men swept around to the sides, waiting for the three shots in the air from Sarge, Skip 
began to show signs of impending disaster. In a deep voice, with their position ready and waiting, Dave 
whispered to Skip to ‘’fucking grab it.”  With that Skip sucked it up, put on his face and was ready to take 
the life of another human being. 

 

 On Sarge’s order, with the three shots in the air the men in front were going to fly three 
grenades in the middle, exactly in the middle, for fear of hitting their own troops on the sides.  And the 
bells of hell were to be rung. 

 In  the Sarge’s mind, the plan would work to perfection, leaving as little casualties as 
possible. The only thing that he didn’t count on was them making the first move, and they did. The 
grenades were thrown but they were Korean-made and the four men, along with Sarge, were nothing 
more than bloody pieces flown across the woods. 

 

 As soon as the grenades were thrown only a handful of men knew that something was 
wrong. Dave was one of them, but Skip wasn’t.  Two men had the presence of mind to carefully float 
two grenades at the Koreans. As the others began firing, blood was shed on both sides. The gunfire  ‘’the 
good Lord provided.” 

 When the last wave of gunfire stopped there were four men standing, three from Dave’s 
outfit and one scared Korean. The men looked at the bloodbath with quiet awe.  As they walked around 
looking at their buddies lying in their own blood, a feeling came over them.  This was wrong, very wrong. 
When Dave approached Skip he saw that half his lower arm was severed, laying three feet from his 
body. Skip’s bloody face with his open eyes was Dave’s inner breaking point.  He didn’t let the others see 
the tear as it rolled from his eye, but he was sure the others’ feelings were mutual. A silent prayer was 
said by the three for the lives of their friends and the lives of these men who did absolutely nothing to 
them. 

                      As the men returned to the outfit they were granted a three day leave.  From the moment 
they were issued a pass the drinking and numbness began. The three became instant buddies and 
vowed not to think or talk about what had happened for the three days.  In a little town with women, 
food and liquor they made their temporary home. It was there that a drunken Dave accepted the 
challenge to get a ‘’meaningless tattoo.’’ 

 The story of war that Dave shared with his son didn’t end there in Jed’s mind, for he was 
there for his father’s depression, mood swings and finally his break down. 

              Jed sat up in bed and his eyes started to move back and forth as he thought of the night 
his father snapped. The fear he felt that cold stormy night was a fear that haunted him to this day, a fear 
he would never forget.   

 

 It was a cold day in December that he remembered because Dad wasn’t there that Christmas.  It 
was the only Christmas from his childhood that his father wasn’t there.  As everyone lay in bed sleeping, 
Jed was the first to hear the noise coming from his father’s room.  As he thought about it, he didn’t even 



think his mother heard first, sleeping right next to him. A groan awakened him; yeah, it was definitely a 
groan. 

 That night became clearer as he thought about it.  His father started with sounds in his sleep, 
soft at first, then growing increasingly louder, until he burst into a frantic rage, arising  from the bed and 
yelling things that had no bearing on anything that was happening that day in 1973. 

                   ‘‘Get them, the sons a’ bitches, they’re gonna grab the dice!’’ 

                    ‘‘Look at them. Look at them. Will ‘ya just look at them!  They’re 

         all over the place.  Don’t just stand there.  Grab them!’’ 

               As my mother tried to calm my father down, my sister did the same with me, with tears rolling 
down our faces.  Dad began to get louder flailing his arms around the bedroom looking at something 
that just wasn’t there. 

                   “They’re grabbing it! They’re grabbing!  Don’t let them fucking grab it!!!!” 

 As Dad reached his climax something snapped, the raving maniac gave way to a confused, sad, 
delusional man I call my father.  As he sat in the corner of their bedroom with my mother holding him he 
continued in a soft, confused voice to mutter about his life.  My sister was told to call the hospital for 
our father. This was the day I found out that my father was human and this was the day I discovered 
evil. 

  Sadness stole Jed’s soul. 

 

                                                                               Part 4 

 

 In the corner of the room was a book on the shelf with the portable radio.  The ‘book’ 
was the Bible.  “It’s a best seller” he thought.  As a child he had some schooling with the church, but 
nothing too serious.  Father Francis was the local pastor, a man that Jed admired and respected.  As a 
priest, Jed thought that he was going to turn out to be stiff collared and hard to communicate with. With 
Father Francis the case was different. On the second day of their meeting the father told Jed a joke that 
left an impression on him.  As he remembered he laughed out loud. 

 The church needed some work done, so Jed’s mother volunteered him, without any 
question. The yard needed tending to and some spots needed to be painted. The church wasn’t a 
cathedral like the ones in the big city.  It was a simple place of worship that Jed’s mother looked forward 
to attending, so when Father asked if she knew anyone who could help she immediately thought of her 
reluctant son. 

 It was a hot summer’s day.  Jed thought to himself that he could be playing with the 
boys as he raked the leaves. The father, seeing the lack of enthusiasm in Jed’s face, decided to give him 
a break with some iced tea and a good conversation.  Jed was shy at first. 

 ‘‘So Jed, my boy, what do you think of all this church business?’’ 



                            ‘’It’s okay, father,’’ he said, not wanting to hurt the father’s feelings. 

 “You know Jed, there is more to church than people think.  It’s very serious, but there is 
a lighter side of enjoyment and laughter.’’ 

 ‘‘Let me know if you heard this one.  One day Mary Magdalene was being stoned.  
Along came Jesus and said, ‘’Let he who is without sin cast the first stone.”  Out of the crowd came an 
old woman who picked up a stone and threw it, so Jesus turns around and says, “You know, Ma, 
sometimes you piss me off!’’ 

 Jed was in shock for a second, not believing the words had come from a priest’s mouth. 
Then realizing the humor in the funny story, they both began to laugh.  It was that day that he took the 
church seriously, thanks to Father Francis. 

 Maybe there should have been more time devoted to the church.  Maybe I should 
have spent more time with the father. Then I probably wouldn’t be in this mess. As he remembered 
Father Francis, a peaceful feeling came over his heart. The man was full of kindness, laughter and service 
to all. He admired the father, more so after Mrs. Hielly’s tragedy. 

 The fall days were full of storms and high winds in his town. Everybody was talking 
about the weather that seemed to want revenge on everyone. The storms were of a brutal nature, the 
winds taking down trees and power lines. The rain would last for days on end, blinding anyone out in it.  
Mr. Hielly was an elderly man and some said it was because of his eyes that it occurred.  Jed thought  it 
was the storm. 

 It was an afternoon that the storm had let up, so Mr. Hielly decided to get the 
groceries done now before the bad weather came back.  He took his car down the same route that he 
had always taken, the back street to the market, ‘cause the highway was a bit too fast for him, as he 
used to say.  As he made his way down the turn on that slick road, Mrs. Baxter said it was a dog that he 
didn’t want to hit, that’s why it happened. It was a dog.  Mr. Hielly died instantly on that day, leaving his 
elderly wife with more than she could handle. 

 Word got out around town about Mrs. Hielly’s troubles, and most folks said it 
served them right. The Hiellys were not the favorites of this town. They were angry people who didn’t 
want anything to do with anyone else, cursing anybody who came near their property and not lending a 
hand when one asked for it. With this tragedy, most said that it served them right, especially after the 
way they treated the Father.  

 It was just after their son died that the Father decided to offer some solace to the 
Hiellys, but the bitterness and anger had taken root too fast for the Father to change their minds. The 
Hiellys damned God and the Father for the loss of their son and the whole town knew it. They publicly 
humiliated the Father at the funeral and told all to leave them be, not wanting anything to do with 
anyone.  At the time folks said they would come around and gave them the excuse of their son’s death. 
But as the years went by things had gotten worse and the bitterness and anger toward the town grew. 
With the passing of Mr. Hielly, Mrs. Hielly had more than enough on her plate, with bills to take care of, 
errands to run and chores she couldn’t do, and everyone in town refused to lend a hand. 

 It was Jed who spotted him first, coming out of her house in clothes of the everyday 
man and a box of tools.  He was in shock to see the Father, this man who had been ridiculed and 
humiliated in front of the town by the Hiellys.  He was in no shock to see Jed as he walked proudly.  The 



praise spread like wildfire as the town found out what this man of God had been doing.  It seemed that 
this person who hadn’t attended church for years and damned the whole community was getting the 
help of Father Francis and getting more than some think she deserved.  The Father would do the chores 
and errands, and to top it off he would help with the bills out of his own pocket. The town was blessed 
to have Father Francis and everyone knew it. 

 Jed remembered when he heard the news that the father had passed.  As he held 
the Bible he said ‘’Rest in peace, Father.  You were one for the books.’’ 

 

 Randomly, he opened the Bible.  He started to read a page.  He came upon 
Proverbs 28:6, “Better is the poor that walketh in his uprightness, than he that is perverse in his ways, 
though he be rich.’’  It took Jed a moment of reflection, but he remembered.  

 It was the end of spring and the end of the school year and Dave thought it was 
time for Jed to get a job.  Mr. and Mrs. Bundle owned a small farm about one mile from where Jed lived. 
Always on good terms with them, Dave decided to see if they needed help with the chores.  Mr. Bundle 
was getting up there in age and this might be an opportunity for a job.  Mr. Bundle lways thought highly 
of Dave, who fought for his country and treated Mr. Bundle with respect They agreed Jed would start 
immediately. 

 The farm was ideal, the beauty of the land a godsend, something lost on a fifteen 
year old Jed. The home had years that showed but nothing that couldn’t be repaired.  Mr. Bundle had 
some men to take care of the heavy work, leaving Jed to do light work, stacking the hay, feeding the 
animals and so forth around the barn and the house.  Mr. Bundle and the farm were perfect for an 
inexperienced boy, with many lessons to be learned, but not the ones Jed thought. 

 

 The road that led to Mr. Bundle’s farm was in the opposite direction from Dave’s job.  
At the fork in the road, Dave would drop Jed off and he had to walk the rest of the way.  Rising at 7:00 
am and starting work at 8:00 am, Jed took his stroll down Mr. Bundle’s road as if he was walking in the 
park on a lazy day.  It was 8:23 am. 

 ‘‘So glad you could make it, my dear boy,’’ smiled Mr. Bundle. 

 

               Jed’s face was that of lazy redness. 

 

 ‘‘You can go home now,’’ Mr. Bundle said, smiling. 

 

Jed felt his stomach drop as his mind started to race. 

 



 ‘‘Work starts at 8:00 sharp. It’s almost 8:30.  Man’s got to be reliable if he’s gonna work 
on my farm. Come back tomorrow at 8:00.” 

Jed dared not talk back to the man his father held in such respect. 

 

As he walked away, thinking about what his father might do, he heard the hands laughing and playfully 

mocking him. 

 

 “Hey, he’s a good worker, huh.  Look at that.  Just came in and already he gets the day off.  
He is definitely executive material.’’ 

 

“I think Mr. B is gonna give him a key to the wash room.’’ 

 

 

 

 It was a long walk back to the house and an even longer wait until his Dad got home.  He 
wondered how was he going to react to his tardiness, knowing that he had plenty of time to arrive on 
time.  His imagination gave way to a beating and grounding. The last beating was for the remarks he had 
made in school.  That was worse than this, he thought. The grounding he could deal with, spend some 
time with Sally.  But the beating, the beating would leave him ‘’half crocked.”  The rest of the day was 
spent awaiting sentencing, depressed and disgusted. 

 As the truck pulled in to the driveway Jed knew one of the first things out of his father’s 
mouth would be about his day at work.  His nerves started to dance. 

 The screen door slammed and a ‘’Helloo!’’ came as his father put down his keys and 
lunch pail.  “Where is everybody?” he yelled as he went to the table, sat and started to go through the 
mail.  Jed slithered out. 

 

 ‘’ Hey!  The workin’ man!” he said, anxious to hear about the day. 

                ‘’So, let’s hear it.  How did you like earning your keep?” 

                 “Well, Dad, something kinda happened,” said a scared Jed.  “You see, I kinda’ got there a little 
late and Mr. Bundle sent me home……… I can still go back tomorrow…He said to show up at 8:00.’’ 

 Silence fell.  Dave looked at Jed, and with a smile and a laugh he said, ‘’Butthead.” 

Jed was in a mild state of shock and calmness fell over him. 

 

 



“Mr. Bundle’s not gonna take your shit!  He believes what he believes and you’d better produce 
or you’re out.’’ 

 ‘’I thought you’d be mad.” 

“I’m not happy, but you just got your first lesson.  Might be more important than a day’s work.” 

“I’ll get there on time tomorrow, I promise.” 

 

“I know,” said Dave with a smile. 

 

 Jed walked away, looking forward to going to Mr. Bundle’s farm the next day.  He had 
something to prove to his father, to Mr. Bundle and without knowing, to himself.  

 

Mr. Bundle glanced out the kitchen window and there was Jed sitting on his white fence at 7:45.  He smiled 

and thought to himself, “I got him.’’ 

‘’You have breakfast?’’ he yelled from the window. 

Jed replied with an obedient ‘’Yes, sir.’’ 

With that Mr. Bundle knew the tone of the relationship that was going to follow. He looked 
forward to it, just as much as getting the work done. 

 The men walked up to Jed, leaning on the fence.  JJ was the man in charge with Ned and 
Chad under him.  Jed picked that up right away as he could see the way they answered JJ.  A fair man for 
a boss, he hoped. 

“Hey, it’s the executive!’’ smiled JJ.  The others grinned. 

‘’Don’t worry kid. The work won’t be that hard,’’ said Ned. 

‘Yeah, right,’’ JJ came back. 

“Old man is gonna run him into the ground.’’  JJ smiled and winked at Jed. 

Jed thought his hopes were answered.   He didn’t know how much until the middle of the summer. 

 

Mr. Bundle came out at 8:00, instructed the men that they knew what they had to do and to get to it.  Jed 

was told to stay around the house as he had some things for him to do. It was customary for Mr. Bundle to have a 

talk with the new men and lay down the terms, and in his mind Jed was a new man just like the rest of his workers. 

Jed liked that. 

‘‘Well Jed, here it is.  It’s gonna go like this.  I’m gonna give you the respect that I give any of my 
workers, treat you like the young man that you are, not going to ask you to handle the really hard work 
that the others do…not yet,” he smiled.  “You’re gonna give me the respect that I give you.  Don’t treat 
me like an old fool.  I’m old, but the good Lord knows that I ain’t no fool and you should know the same. 
Don’t lie to me, I won’t lie to you, and I expect the same.  I’ll give you a day’s pay for a day’s work, no 



more, no less.  As far as the men go, they’re good men, solid workers.  Treat them right and they will 
treat you right.  JJ is the boss under me.  Listen to what he says and what I say and you’ll do okay.  
Maybe you’ll learn something, Oh, before I forget…very important.  If you have a question, don’t be 
afraid to ask. There is no crime in not knowing, just a crime in not caring and doing a shitty job… sound 
reasonable?” 

 “Yes, Mr. Bundle.  It sounds reasonable.” 

“Mr. Jed, do you know the men’s names?’’ 

“No sir, not yet. ‘’ 

“Well let’s go and do the introductions.’’ 

 

While a tired fourteen-year-old Jed lay in bed on the night of his first day of work, he recapped the day’s 

happenings, proud that he had made his father happy and comforted that he knew what to expect from his new boss 

and his fellow workers. Tired, but still a little wound up, he recalled the day’s highlights. 

The talk he had with Mr. B really left Jed at ease from the very beginning.  Mr. B treated him like 
a grown man and he responded as one most of the time, he thought.  But as he thought of the paint can 
incident, his face dropped. 

 The day was filled with painting the porch to the house white, to go along with the faded color 
of Mr. B's modest home.  From the beginning Mr. B. told Jed that it would take at least two full days, an 
overestimation.  Jed said that he only saw one day’s work there.  He might have agreed to the two days 
labor, but the taunts from Ned gave Jed something to prove. 

 With fire, he decided that he was going to paint this porch in a day, working at a pace that 
bordered on fanatic.  Mr. B. decided to put a stop to this.  As he approached Jed the boy became 
startled and over went the can of paint.  As the embarrassed Jed tried to apologize and explain his 
actions, Mr. B pulled him off the porch and said something that Jed tried to live by while working. 

‘’First off, you got nothing to prove to no one but yourself.  Second, when doin’ a job, do it once 
and do it right, period.  You understand?’’ 

Jed nodded. 

‘‘When somethin’s worth doin’, you take time to do it.  You do it right, you do it once and when 
it’s finished you look back on a job well done and you feel good.  You understand?’’ 

Jed nodded. 

Without even knowing, there was something about Mr. Bundle that made Jed want to please him.  He 

listened to his words carefully and they sank in for years to come. 

 The next event that came to mind was the afternoon meal, served every day by Mrs. Bundle, a 

woman as sweet as a rose and as good as gold.  She would place sandwiches, lemonade (in the summer), and fruit on 

the table for the men to enjoy. The men treated her with the same respect as they would their own mother. She 

wouldn’t tolerate anything less. 

On this day the men were feeling favorable.  The sky was clear with a friendly sun and they had a new 

member to welcome to their daily routines.  JJ was getting instruction from Mr. B while Chad was being treated to a 

joke from Ned.  Sitting at the table, Jed was told to start eating by Mrs. Bundle.  “Help yourself! Don’t wait for 

them.”  Jed’s “Yes, ma’am” gave her a smile. She knew where he stood. 



 ‘‘Well, you see there was a rabbi, a Buddhist and a priest that went fishing.  It was getting hot 
so the rabbi walked across the water, got something to drink and walked back.  Then they needed more 
bait, so the Buddhist walked across the water, got the bait, then walked back.   The priest, looking 
shocked, said he needed his hat, stepped off the boat, and sank into the water.  Then the rabbi turns to 
the Buddhist and says, “You think we should have told him where the rocks were?’’ 

                    The men laughed as Jed smiled.  Mrs. Bundle though, with a stern look on her face, yelled at 
Ned and said, “What the hell is that, making a mockery of a man of the cloth? You should be ashamed.’’ 
With this, Ned’s face dropped and silence came over everyone. Politely Ned expressed his deepest 
sorrow and Mrs. Bundle responded with a simple “It’s okay, Ned.’’  Grabbing the pitcher, she went back 
inside with a wink at Jed.  Loud enough for the others to hear, Mrs. Bundle let out a laugh with the 
phrase, “Where the rocks are!’’ that left the men laughing under their breath.  A shocked Ned was left 
with his mouth open.  Mr. B turned to Ned and said, “Women!  Go figure.”  During this ride Jed didn’t 
make a sound, for he saw the grandmother he never had and had always wanted. 

 

 

 That night when Jed got home he told his family at dinner of the joke and Mrs. Bundle’s 
reaction. His father was in hysterics and his mother nearly wet herself at the thought of her face and 
Ned’s.  It was a good dinner. The food was good, everyone treated each other as an equal and they 
enjoyed each other’s company.  It was a good day and a good night. The thirty-nine year old smiled 
fondly. 

 JJ was a good man, he recalled.  It was that summer that Jed began to feel his inner 
power, maybe too much so.  He was working and making his own money, his dad was proud of him and 
he had a good tan that a girl named Jessica thought was very attractive. The boy was on top of the 
world, so the only place to go was down. 

 A beautiful summer night was at hand with his best friends. The moon was almost 
full and there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. The air was crisp and it smelled of the end of a summer’s day. 
Wanting more, the boys were feeling bored with the night; ideas started to run across their minds. 

 

‘’I think we should go find Charley.  He is always good for a laugh and a goof,’’ said Max. 

 

“We can’t.  He went to his grandma’s for the weekend.” said Jess, disappointed.. 

“Come on, man.  I want to do something fun, something we never did before,’’ Jed exclaimed with 

excitement.  

‘‘What do you want to do’’? 

‘’I don’t know, something good.  I don’t have work tomorrow.  I want to do something good.’’ 

“Ooh, the working man!!!’’ Max and Jess said, laughing. 

 “Come on, I’m serious!’’ 

Maybe it was his subconscious and the idea of working and the vision of a man, strong not 
taking any guff, but the idea came to Jed and it was an idea that the others would really stand behind. 



Funny how things happen…one wrong word…one wrong decision, and the road changes.   For Jed and 
his friends that word was “beer.” 

“I know my brother will get us some,” Max said proudly. 

“I don’t have any money.’’ 

               “I have money, I have money!’’ responded Jed with the excitement of a kid at Christmas. 

 “The working man!” said Max and Jess at the same time. 

 All three burst into laughter, and went to search for Max’s older brother, Jimmy. 

 Jimmy was Max's older rebel brother who would take delight in corrupting his younger sibling. 
Every Friday night jimmy would be with his buddies at his girlfriend’s house, which was always free. 
When the kids showed up, Jamie was reluctant to let them in but then she saw Max, whom she adored. 
The standard banter went on how his younger brother wanted to get some beer along with laughter. 
After a few minutes of this Jimmy told his friends he'd be back, gave his girl a kiss, and drove the ‘’young 
men’’ to the store.  Max, Jess and Jed waited in the pickup truck. 

 

 ‘’This is really cool.’’ 

 

                    “I told you my brother would do it.  He loves this stuff!  It makes him closer to me and away 
from Mom, who he can’t stand.’’ 

                         The boys listened like it was history class. 

 ‘’Where we going to go after we get the beer?’’ 

 ‘’I don’t know.‘’ 

 They thought for a while and Jess came up with the football field, not too dark, so they 
could see, and not too light, so no one would see them. They all agreed it would be perfect.  Jimmy 
dropped them off at 8:35 with the beer and words of wisdom, “Don’t get caught and don’t puke.’’ The 
boys felt the rebel in each of them coming to the surface, the thrill of doing something they weren’t 
supposed to and the sense of being different, like everyone else. 

 They chose to sit in the middle of the field, filled with their manhood and rebellious spirit. 
Jed was the first to crack one open.  They had all had a taste of beer before, but this was the first time 
that they had their own, unsupervised.  As they drank the first two down like quenched combatants 
fighting their childhood, the effect of the spirits began its dance on Max and Jess’s heads. 

 “Do you think Mary Sue likes me?” 

 “Ahh, you like Mary Sue?  She’s a bean pole.’’ 

 ‘‘No, she’s not, man.  Don’t say that!’’ 

 “Yeah, she is. She looks like Olive Oyl.’’ 



 ‘‘Olive Oyl, ahahahahaha!’’  Jed could not contain himself. 

 “Well, look at you Jed. You like Jessica MacDonald,’’ rebuked Max. 

 ‘’So!  Jessica is a hottie!’’ 

 “Yeah, she is man,” supported Jess. 

 She is starting to get these boobies, ohh man!’’ 

 “Yeah, she is man, that’s true, that’s true.’’ 

 They all started laughing the laugh of pre-drunk adolescents who were in for more than 
they thought. Three beers later the tone and handle began to take a very reckless turn.  Louder they 
spoke and less careful they became as they felt they were the only ones on the planet. The laughter 
became more child-like as two more beers went down.  Jed was holding himself up better than the 
other two as shirts came off and peeing in the field became the new trick.  

 That night Jimmy took the role of predicting the future, as his warnings would both 
manifest.  With no sense of time, the boys didn’t realize that officer Kank would be making his rounds at 
ten thirty, and as he shone his spotlight on the field and on the boys, Jess and Max where too far gone 
to even care, but Jed, having half his wits, saw Officer Kank’s vision. 

 “Well, well, well.  Look at what we have here. Hello Max, Jess, Jed.” 

 Jess and Max were beyond the point of any composure as they laughed and stumbled 
about. 

 “Hello, Officer Kank,” replied a frightened Jed.  

 “Kank!!’’ exclaimed Max with laughter and folly. 

 “Like canker sore,‘’ Jess let out, and the two boys were rolling. 

 “Did you see his wife?  Man is she ugly!’’ 

  With that Jed’s jaw dropped to the ground while the boys laughed in hysterics.  With a 
smile, Officer Kank, who was just going to take them home, decided to bring them in to the station.  As 
the boys approached the police car, a very bad feeling came over Max, his head spinning and his 
stomach turning.  The officer instructed Max that if he was going to “lose his lunch” that he’d better do 
it now.  A defiant Max assured the officer that he could hold his liquor with the best of them.  Halfway to 
the station a drunken boy’s words came back to haunt him and angry, officer Kank became very 
disturbed.  After the display of Max’s dinner, the boys knew they were in for trouble, the one part that 
pleased officer Kank. 

 

 The police station was positioned across from the local store and at this time Jed’s guardian 
angel just happened to be getting a pack off smokes. 

 “Hey Bill, what you got there?’’ called out JJ. 



 “Just some fools who are in a heap of trouble.’’ 

  As JJ approached, Jed’s head sank once again and the boys just held their stomachs. 

  “Do you believe this?  I would have expected it from Max.  That Jimmy is a handful.” 

 “What do you have to say, Jed?” asked JJ. 

 “I don’t know. I made a big mistake.’’ 

 “Damn right!  And this other one puked in the damn car, and he is going to clean it up too. 
Ain’t that right, Max?” 

  As Max agreed, JJ decided to pull Officer Kank away to see if he could help out his fellow 
worker.  He proposed that Jed, being as drunk as he was, was still a good kid who wouldn’t do it again 
and if he could let him come home with him he would be much obliged. Thinking that it wouldn’t be fair 
to the other two offenders, Kank hesitated, then remembering the comment that Jess had made about 
his wife and Jed’s reaction to it, he decided to do JJ a favor, noting that he owed him one.  JJ took Jed to 
his truck and Jed saw himself still a boy. 

 The ride back to JJ‘s was a long one for Jed, not knowing what he was going to do next. 
During the ride JJ decided to treat Jed as one of his own kids, which made Jed very comfortable. 

 “You know every teenager has tried booze once in a while.  Shit, I drink, but it doesn’t make 
you anything, especially not a man.  There is more to being a man than just doing what everybody else is 
doing.  It’s responsibility, doin’ what’s right.”  JJ rubbed his beard as he spoke. 

 “I don’t want to preach to you, or tell you what to do, ‘cause when I was your age no one 
could tell me what to do either.  It’s just like this.  If you’re going to do something then think about what 
you are going to do.  What’s gonna happen if I do this?  What’s gonna happen if I do that?  Get my 
drift?” 

 ‘’Yeah, I think so,’’ Jed replied, half conscious. 

 ‘’ Yeah, I’m probably wastin’ my breath. You’re half crocked.’’ 

 “No, no… I’m listening.’’ 

 “Ok, here’s what we’re gonna do.  You’re gonna come to my house and spend the night.  
You’ll call your father and tell him I got some work for you to do tomorrow real early, ‘cause if you go 
home stinking of puke and beer he’s gonna kick the shit out of you.  Got me?’’ 

 “Yeah.  Thanks JJ.’’ 

 It was then that Jed knew that he had a friend in JJ, not just a boss but also someone who 
would watch his back. Word got out around town about some boys who were caught drinking, but no 
one really paid it any mind. This summer held more than Jed expected, with yet more to come. 

 

 



 

                                                                                  Part 5 

 

 

 

 Jed started to think more intensely about his time with Mr. B and JJ, still looking for where 
he went wrong in his life to make him turn out in such a way.  A good influence he accredited to Mr. 
Bundle and JJ, both good people.  As an adult and a father he realized the important of the influence on 
a child.  Jed made up his mind at this point that he had had a good childhood and upbringing and the 
memories of those happy days began to fill his mind. 

 He smiled as he thought of his 8th birthday. There were balloons everywhere, blue, green, 
red and orange, with streamers along the walls of his mother’s dining room. The table was set with 
plastic forks and knives atop a plastic tablecloth filled with clowns riding little bikes. The room was 
dazzling to a boy of eight. 

 The guests arrived at 1:00 pm.  There were his close friends, Max and Jess, and then there 
were his friends from school. The total number was thirteen, and then there were his parents and of 
course, Sally.  Everyone was dressed well.  Mom took out her good floral dress and each of his friends 
had on their “Sunday best.” 

 The afternoon began with some games that Mom had arranged: pin the tail on the donkey, 
hide and seek, and to top it off Dad bought a piñata.  The guests and adults were having a fine time, and 
after the games they all returned to the dining room for some cake. 

 As the children sat around the table enjoying their cake Jed’s father entertained them with 
the balloons. 

 “What are you doing?” inquired Jed’s mother. 

 “I’m having fun,” laughed Dave. 

 Dave proceeded to take the helium filled balloon down from the ceiling and untied it. 
Getting ready to speak, the kids all became quiet to see what Mr. Walker was up to. With a high squeak 
he uttered his first sentence. 

 “Are you good little boys and girls?” 

 The children roared with laughter as they looked with awe at their new god.  Some jumped 
up to go to him to see if they could do the same thing.  Excited, they each began to speak with this high 
pitch.  Mr. Walker was having as much fun as the kids were as Jed looked on. 

 Jed sat back and watched his father entertain his friends; at that moment, his dad was his 
hero.  During the festivities his mother said something that Jed never forgot: “Hey, a birthday to 
remember.”  His father laughed along with his mother and the children and Jed agreed, saying, “Oh 
yeah, Ohh yeah! It is a birthday to remember.” 



 A 39-year-old Jed had a tear run down his face thinking of that good time as he lay back on 
his bed, smiling for the past. The pride he felt for his father was probably at its climax; at that age what 
child’s isn’t.  

 

 

    An early morning fishing trip came to mind. That was the first time he and his dad had 
awoken early before everyone else. Naturally Jed was keyed up, rising before the sun.                           

                       The stream in which they would fish was located in the woods behind Mr. Bundle’s farm. 
During this morning the air was favorable and the trees whistled with a welcome. An area was cleared 
by Dave and his friends for their pastime.  Jed looked forward to the day. His mother packed a good 
lunch for the two and his father was going to teach him how to catch fish.  As they approached the 
stream, a young Jed eagerly waited to see the spot his father went off to every Saturday morning. With 
eyes filled with anticipation the area became as big as a mountain when he saw the landing. 

 “This is where you come every Saturday?” 

  “Yep, this is where I come,” confirmed Dave. 

 “What do we do first?’’ 

 “Well, the first thing we got to do is get the poles set up and the hooks baited.’’ 

 “Okay, what do you want me to do?” 

 “Why don’t you get the line from my bag and I’ll show you how to thread the pole.’’ 

 After setting up the poles, Dave taught Jed how to cast a line.  Fumbling at first, the boy 
felt embarrassed, but with his father’s reassurance, he tackled it like a pro. 

 “So, now we wait.’’ 

 “Now we wait.” 

 “So what’s goin’ on in school?  You doin’ okay?’’ 

 “Yeah, I’m doin’ good.  I was having a problem with math, but Mrs. Kluxen helped me with 
it after school.’’ 

  “Sometimes math is hard. I had a problem with math myself.’’ 

 “Yeah, you did?  No foolin’?’’ 

 “Nope, no foolin’.  Your old man couldn’t stand math, and there was this teacher who was 
such a pain in the ass…Mr. Blake.   He had these big ears.  Me and my friends said one day he was going 
to flap them and fly away.’’  Jed laughed at the picture of Mr. Blake with those big ears flying away.  He 
had never felt this close to his father and was savoring every second. This fishing trip was a great idea. A 
tug came on his line. 

 “What do I do? What do I do?’’ 



 “Okay, easy, easy, just reel him in slow and pull the pole upward.” 

 “Like this?” 

 “That’s it.  You got it! You got it!” 

 As the fish approached the surface a smile came across both their faces. 

 “Hey, you did it! Look at that and it’s a nice one!” 

  “Yeah, is it a good one?” 

 “You bet it’s a good one for your first fish!  It’s a damn good one. Wait till we show your 
mother.’’ 

 That was a fond moment in the mind of the 39-year-old Jed. The way his father looked at 
him when he caught that fish was frozen in his mind for all time. He felt at ease remembering that day. 
He lit another cigarette. 

 

                                      Part 6 

 

 

 Jed’s past memories of his childhood confirmed in his mind that those years were ones 
of happiness and joy. The time spent with his family left him with a feeling of inner delight. Fondness 
came over him for his mother. 

 The memories of the days he returned home from school to his waiting mother brought 
more smiles.  At a young age he was eager to come home to a waiting snack and the smiles of his dear 
mother. 

 The time was about 2:45 and the bus stopped at the end of his street.  Max and Jess got 
off one stop earlier, leaving Jed to imagine what food awaited him. Some days his mother would 
prepare freshly baked cookies.  On other days there would be a piece a cake waiting.  Joy and security 
would come to mind to see his mother’s face and feel her warm embrace. 

 Upon entering the house Jed laid his books on the table in the hall, greeted Fred the dog 
and headed for the kitchen, where he found his busy mother.  During the morning Betty worked for a 
local seamstress, and was always home for Jed by mid-afternoon. The two cherished their time 
together. 

 His mother’s soft hands would always be a resting place in Jed’s mind.  When he 
returned home from school his mother would always touch his cheek, gently assuring Jed he was home 
and safe. 

 “So, how was your day?” 

 “Good Mom.  How was your day?” 



 “My day was fine.” 

 “Did you work for Mrs. Johnson today?” 

 “Yes, I did.” 

 “Is that chocolate chip?” 

 “Yes, it is.” 

 “Can I have some?” 

 “Yes, you can.” 

 “Can I have some milk?” 

 “Yes, you can.” 

 “Can I have a new bike?” 

 “No, you can’t.” 

 They both laughed. 

 As Jed ate his milk and cookies, Betty started to get dinner ready.  They both inquired 
about the events of each other’s day. 

 “What did you learn in school today?” 

 “I started to learn multiplication.” 
 “Oh, really!  What’s two times two?” 

 “Umm, four.” 
 “Wait!  One, two, three, four.  Yeah, it checks out.” 
 “Mommm!” 

 “Jeddd!” 

 They both laughed. 

 “Do you have any homework that you need help with?” 

 “Yes, I do, please.” 

 “Well, finish up those cookies and we’ll get started on it.” 
 Jed smiled yet again, fondly thinking of his mother with her short brown hair and 
compassionate eyes, the way a dimple appeared on only the left side of her cheek when she smiled, the 
love she gave to him…a very special love, a mother’s love.  Betty was a simple dolce woman who catered 
to her children. She kept her house clean and her husband happy and taught her children values and 
respect. She was always on time for work and getting the kids off to school, never demanding and never 
without patience. Attentive was a word that came to his mind when he thought of his mother. 



 Thinking back, it could have been the heat that day that started the fight between Sean 
and Jed.  Nevertheless, both boys suffered wounds to their face and limbs. The raging battle that took 
place between both boys lasted for a long nine minutes, leaving the boys exhausted and disoriented.  It 
was a long walk home for Jed that afternoon, but what eased the pain was knowing that his mother was 
at home, waiting for him to return. 

 As he approached his front door he took a deep breath, knowing that she was going to 
get upset. His eye was black and blood dripped from his nose and the side of his mouth.  There were 
abrasions on his arms and legs and his clothes were tattered.  He put on a mask of bravery, turned the 
knob and walked in. 

 “Mom?” he called out soulfully. 

 “I’m in the kitchen.” 

 As he approached the kitchen, a feeling of disappointment came over him. He knew she 
would not approve. 

 “You’re home kinda early,” she said without looking at him. 

 “I guess.” 

 With the tone of his voice her instincts kicked in, and as she looked at her bloody son a 
little bit of life ran from her body.  A part of her knew he was okay, but the maternal part was not there 
yet. 

 “Jed, what happened?’’ she asked. 

 “I got into a fight with Sean.  It wasn’t my fault, I swear!” 

 “Look at you.  You’re a mess!  Your nose isn’t broken, is it?” 

 “No, I don’t think so.” 

  “Come on.  Let’s go to the bathroom and clean you up. Mom will take care of it.” 

 After getting to the bathroom, Jed took a seat on the throne and Mom opened the 
medicine cabinet. She took out some ointment and Band-Aids, along with a wet rag. 

 “Ok, Mr. Lewis, let’s see what we’ve got.’’ 

 “Who?” 

 “Joe Lewis! You never heard of Joe Lewis?” 

 “No.” 
 “Jeez, kid!  Joe Lewis was one of the best fighters of all time.  He had it all.  He could 
dance and move, he could gab, he could throw rabbit punches, kidney punches…you name it.  This guy 
was a champ. Before you could blink, he would throw two punches without you even knowing it!’’ 

 Without Jed even knowing it, his wounds were almost all cleaned and bandaged. His 
mother’s nursing skills were that of a pro.  She instructed him to change his clothes and come to the 



kitchen for something to eat and Jed complied with a feeling of gratefulness and obedience.  He had 
gone into battle and lived and was now at home safe with his mother. 

 Jed’s eyes twinkled as he thought of his mom and that afternoon and the feeling he had 
as a boy with her. He got up and walked to the mirror on the wall, saying out loud, ‘’Hey Ma, Joe Lewis!’’ 
as he made a fighter’s stance in the mirror. Self-loathing engulfed him. He spit as his reflection. 

 

 

                                           Part 7 

 Staring at his reflection, the thought came to him.  “I’m a good looking guy.”  His mind 
started back to high school and to the lovely Miss Peggy Lyn.  “A vision” was the first thing he thought as 
he saw her standing in the cafeteria… “a vision”. 

 Jed thought to himself that he must have her. The long blonde hair and ocean blue eyes 
filled his every thought. The curve of her body left him in silent awe. It would be weeks before he could 
even get the nerve to utter a word to his vision. When the words came he was a calm and poised 
gentleman. 

 “Peggy Lyn?” he spoke as she stood in the hall, about to walk to class. 

 “Yes.” 

 “Hi!  My name is Jed.  Do you have Mr. Blake now?” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “Can I walk you to class?  I have to go down that way,” 

 “Sure, Jed.  Do you have Mr. Blake now too?” 

 “No, I’m across the hall in Mrs. Waters’ class.” 

 “Are you going to the game Saturday?” 
 “No, I don’t think so.  It’s too early in the morning and it’s too cold.” 

 “Yeah, I don’t blame you.”   

Jed smiled at her reply. 

 “Well, maybe they could bring the game over to your house in the afternoon.” 

 She laughed and smiled at Jed and as their eyes met his heart stopped and he knew she 
would. It took a long time for him to muster the courage to speak to her, but when she laughed and 
smiled at him he knew she would be his. For one moment, one flash, one second, he saw that she was 
attracted to him, by the way she talked, the way she held herself, and the way she tossed her hair back. 
When she smiled at him and their eyes locked, at that moment he knew she would. 

 



 In the coming days before their date he spoke with her twice, and each time was filled with 
magic that left Jed drunk with her presence. The date, in his mind, was the biggest thing in his life and as 
much as he wanted to think himself a Don Juan, a part of him was as nervous as a little boy. He would 
pick her up at 8:00 on Friday night. 

  Jed arrived at her house promptly at 8:00 pm.  Her father greeted him at the door, 
welcoming him with a firm handshake. 

 “Come and sit down, my boy.  Peggy Lyn will be down in a moment. “ 

 “Thank you, sir.” 

 “So, you go to school with my Peggy. “ 

 “Yes, sir.” 

 “That’s good. Do you enjoy school, and are you doing okay?” 

 “Yes, sir.  I like it very much.” 
 “What do you think you’re going to do when you graduate?” 

 “Well, I plan on going to college for business, maybe.” 

 “That’s a great idea!  Sweetheart, bring Jed something to drink!” 

 “No sir, that’s okay.  We should be going.  The movie starts at 8:30 pm.” 

 “You sure?” 

 “Yes, sir.  Thanks.” 

 “Okay.  Let me see what’s keeping my little flower.” 

 Jed thought to himself, “flower, yes, flower indeed!”  As she came down the stairs, he saw 
she wore a dark pink sweater and jeans. She looked amazing and she knew it.  He thought to himself 
that she could have worn a brown paper bag and she still would have looked just as good to him. He 
humbled himself. 

 “You look great!” 

 “Thanks. So do you.” 

 “Now you kids get home nice and early.” 

 “Ohh, Dad!’’ 

 “I will sir.  I’ll have her home by midnight.” 

 The ride to the theater was awkward at first for the two, and then a song came on the radio 
that they both liked.  Jed started to sing aloud first, then Peggy Lyn chimed in and before he knew it they 
were singing very loudly and laughing. The mood of the date turned positive. 

 “I really like that song,” she stated. 



 “Yeah, me too.  The words are good and the beat is good.  You should sing for the school.  
You have a good voice.” 

 “Thanks, but I couldn’t get up in front of all those people and sing.” 

 “Well, you sang in front of me.” 

 “That’s different.  I feel comfortable around you.” 

 “Really?  That’s good,” he said aloud. “Yesss!!” he said inwardly. 

“You have a good voice too. You sound like a bull frog.” 
”Hey, wait a minute.  That’s not a nice thing to say!” he smiled. 

“Well you do!” she laughed. 

 They pulled up to the theater, both feeling very at ease and enjoying their time 
together. They sat close to each other in theater, holding each other’s hand. They blamed it 
on the horror that was on the screen, but actually the screen could have been blank. That 
evening went just as Jed had hoped. The conversation was enjoyable and the closeness that 
he had hoped for came naturally. The laughter from the beginning of the night gave way to a 
silent ride home with Peggy Lyn sitting close to Jed with his arm around her.  He walked her 
to the door. 

 “I had a really good time tonight,’’ she said seriously. 

 “Yeah, so did I.” 

 They held each other’s hand as they walked to the door. 

 “The movie wasn’t too bad, right?” said Jed. 

 “No, it wasn’t. It was pretty good." 

 “I was just glad to be with you.” 

 “Yeah, me too.” 

 As they approached the door both became filled with anticipation for their first kiss.  He 
knew she would let him, so half the concern was decreased.  She wasn’t concerned about her father, for 
she knew he was in his study.  He held both her hands as he tilted his head for the first time.  As they 
embraced, Jed started feeling that this was an old friend that he belonged with. His mind became crazed 
with ecstasy. She was humbled.  As they said their final goodbye for the night and Jed walked back to his 
father’s truck, he had one expression and thought, “I had touched the almighty.” A tired Jed lay 
back in his bed thinking of Peggy Lyn and what had become of her. Somewhere along the road he had 
heard that she had married and had two children.  He hoped she was doing well, as she deserved to be.  
He lit a cigarette. 
                                                         Part 8 

 



 A 39-year-old Jed walked to the picture of his wife and child. A wave of emotion came over 
him as he began to sob uncontrollably. The picture of his love staring back at him smiling was more than 
he could take at this point.  He sat in his chair and wept for his wife and child.  After a solid ten minutes 
of sobbing he put the picture back and sat on the floor against the wall. His mind went to college, where 
they had met and fell in love. 

 Upon entering college, Jed vowed to himself that he would devote his years to his  
studies  and spend not a moment on socializing and philandering.  The courses he had taken were hard 
in their own right and the tuition was going to be financed by a loan and his own sweat at the book 
store. Those years were fond years for him, not only because he had met his wife, but because of the 
interest he had in learning. 

 The book store was a gift, for there he would find knowledge, some peace from 
school and the woman he would love.  He awaited each day’s work shift with eager anticipation, for 
seeing this woman was enough to get him through the day. 

  

 

 It was the third month of philosophy when he noticed Jeff with a strange curiosity. 

He sat almost directly opposite him, always with a confused look on his face. The questions he asked 
brought about a sigh from most of the class that was paying attention.  An odd fellow he thought, but 
harmless.  It wasn’t until he saw him speaking with Alice that there was any concern. 

 

 As he made his way into the bookstore he prepared himself with just the right 
words to inquire about Alice’s relationship with Jeff. 

 “Good afternoon, Alice,” he said, without a care in the world. 

 “Hi, Jed!  How are you doing today?” 

 “I’m good.  Got a light load tonight.’’ 

 “That’s good.  I wish I did. I’m swamped.’’ 

 “What do you have, a biology paper?” 

 ‘Yeah, Professor Handson has been really riding us hard this semester.’’ 

 “I heard a lot of people complaining about her. She’s tough.’’ 

 “Yeah, she is.” 

 “Isn’t Jeff in your class?” 

 “Jeff. Jeff who?” 

 “Jeff, that guy with the blue backpack.” 



 “Ohh, Jeffery!  And yeah, he is in my class.  How come?” 

 “No reason.  I’ve just seen you with him.” 
 She smiled at Jed and he found out the new meaning of busted.  At that moment 
the relationship started down another path.  The conversations would be different and the time spent 
together would glow.  Looking back, it was one of the happiest times with his future wife. 

 Jed became relaxed when he realized the relationship between Jeff and Alice was 
not romantic.  She took the role of adopted older sister to a very confused and worried brother who 
needed someone to lean on.  On many a night to come the couple would let Jeff tag along, as he didn’t 
have many friends.  Jed grew fond of the way Alice took care of Jeff; her nurturing side was obvious and 
he respected it. 

 

 A cold winter night came to Jed’s mind, a good night, one that made him smile with 
delight. The college’s football team was finishing up a winning season with the final game at home. The 
students thought it was mandatory to attend, team spirit, including Jed, Alice and their loyal sidekick 
Jeff. The night was especially cold with a wind that sent a shiver to the bones.  Jed took this opportunity 
to embrace Alice for the night and a part of them was grateful for the cold.  Jeff, feeling the coldness of 
the air and the loneliness of seeing Jed and Alice’s embrace, took the opportunity to let loose. 

 “Hey man! It’s cold as shit out here, huh?’’ 

 “Go get some hot chocolate, Jeff,’’ said Alice in her motherly way. 

 “Nah, hot chocolate gives me the runs.” 

 “What?” they both said amid the noise. 

 “I SAID HOT CHOCOLATE GIVES ME THE RUNS!!” 

 Laughter overcame not only Jed and Alice, but many that were standing around them. 
Unfortunately, the choice of seats that night was poor, sitting next to the announcer’s booth. 
Unfortunate again was the timing of the game as the players were in half time.  A voice came over the 
speakers with the tone and seriousness of a car wreck.  “LADIES AND GENTELMEN, I HAVE AN 
ANOUNCEMENT TO MAKE.  JEFF CANNOT DRINK HOT CHOCOLATE, FOR IT GIVES HIM THE RUNS!’’  This 
night’s cheers for the football team reached their peak.  Jed and Alice smiled at Jeff as he outwardly sent 
his salutations to the crowd, inwardly dying the death of a fool. 

 The night was one Jeff would remember for weeks to come, having hot chocolate left 
for him wherever he went…his classes, his dorm room, the cafeteria.  He tried to look at it as Alice had 
said “just some good natured ribbing.” 

 

 The bookstore found itself slow on Wednesday night as always.  Mr. Brown, growing 
weary of his occupation, unknowingly made Alice and Jed quite uncomfortable. It seemed that his age 
and his mind were beginning to fail him.  Having lost his wife some seven years ago, the thought of going 
home to an empty apartment yet again was more than a 72-year-old Mr. Brown was capable of on this 
slow and tiresome night.   



 “What are you doin’?   Come on, we got work to do.” 

 “I was putting away the new arrivals,” replied Alice, confused. 

 “Putting away the new arrivals!?  You can do that later.  I want to re-inventory Science 
Fiction.” 

 “Mr. Brown, we just inventoried them Monday.” 

 “Hey listen, Missy!  I run this place, not you, and when I say I want to inventory a section 
we do it, you understand!  Don’t give me no guff about it.” 

 As Mr. Brown’s voice began to rise Jed lifted his head to see the problem.  In the 
months he had been working he had never heard Mr. Brown raise his voice to anyone.  He thought to 
himself that if he didn’t raise his voice when Mrs. Crowley caused that major disturbance, there must be 
something really wrong now.  He cautiously walked over to lend support. 

 “Is everything okay Mr. Brown?” 

 “What?  Of course everything is okay! Why wouldn’t it be?  What are you doing?  Why 
aren’t you getting those orders ready for tomorrow?  You know people come here and they want what 
they ordered. They don’t want to wait for kids like you.  Don’t you two like your jobs?  I can get 
someone else, you know.  I don’t need to take this shit from two smart ass college kids!’’ 

 As he finished his last word his faced became flushed and his breathing became 
irregular. With one hand he opened his collar, and with the other he leaned on Alice. The two became 
very concerned and came to his aid.  Alice guided him to a chair while Jed retrieved a glass of water. 
Within moments he began to regain his composure.  

 “Mr. Brown, are you okay?” 

 “Do you need some more water?” asked Jed, showing deep concern. 

 “No, No children, I’m fine, thank you.” 

 “Maybe we should call a doctor.” 

 “No, no, really I’m fine!  Don’t worry. I just need to relax and catch my breath.” 

 “I think maybe you’re doing too much. You need to give yourself a break.” 

 “What I need is more to do!  I have more to do, but this old body won’t let me.  There 
are seeds to plant, and weeds to pull.  There is more to do.” 

 The two looked at each other, perplexed.  His tone and mannerisms weren’t normal for 
him.  They weren’t quite sure what he was trying to say. Then he said it. 

 “FOR WHEN A MAN IS OLD 

 HE THINKS OF WHAT HE SPUN 

 AND WHEN A MAN IS WEARY 



 HE THINKS OF THE YOUNG 

 WHEN THE END OF THE ROAD HAS COME TOO SOON 

 WITH THE FLOWERS STILL IN BLOOM 

 HE COMES TO KNOW WHAT WORKS IS UNDONE 

 AND LONGS TO SEE THROUGH THE EYES OF THE YOUNG.” 

 “Is that Keats?” asked Jed. 

 “No. Charles Montgomery Brown.” 

 As they looked at each other, they understood deeply. 

 As the time spent with Mr. Brown went by, a closeness neither expected came about. 
They came to respect him and learn about him. They enjoyed his stories and his laughter. Once a week, 
rather than doing inventory until late, Jed and Alice treated him to a late dinner. They learned about 
each other and were pleased with what they learned. Alice and Jed’s love bloomed at Mr. Brown’s store, 
along with a love for Mr. Brown. 

 

                                                                                    Part 9 

 

 

Jed was eager to get to his philosophy class. Professor Winters assured them that today they would have an 

open discussion on what they thought about truth, the meaning of life and the existence of God. More than half the 

class that day refrained from speaking, due to their timidity.  Jed was one of them, at first. 

 Professor Winters, a man rigid in his beliefs, put away the books, took off his sports 
jacket and sat among the students, as if he had jumped right into the depths of the ocean. 

 

  “Well, why are we here?  What is the meaning of this existence?” 

  “I think we are here to experience life, to live,” said Nancy assuredly. 

  “There is no reason we are here. There is no master plan, and there is no purpose to our 
existence,” replied Alex. 

  “How can you say that?,” said Professor Winters. “There must be a purpose to being 
here.  There is a purpose to everything. There has got to be a master plan.” 

  “Some believe that we are here to serve the universe and be served by the universe,” 

added Jay. 

  “Don’t give me that metaphysical crap, and the cosmic Om.” 
  “I think the purpose of being here is to learn about life and each other and grow, like a 



school.  I mean, we come here, we get these bodies and we are confronted with these lessons in life and 
we have to learn from them to grow, and then move on to the next lesson, right?  Didn’t someone say 
that, Professor Winters?  Who was it?” asked Nancy. 

  “Oh, I can’t say. That’s the last trimester,” he said as he smiled devilishly. 

  “I know I heard it somewhere.’’ 

  “Okay, what about things that happen for no reason, senseless stuff, like the Nazis and 
the Holocaust.  What was the reason for that?” 

  “I don’t know, but I think God had a purpose for it,” said Jay. 

  “God!  Jeez, here we go with this God crap again!” 

  “What?  You don’t think there is a God that created this all?’’ asked Nancy. 

  “No, I think there is no God, no heaven, no Jesus and all that other crap.” 

  “There has to be a God!  How did we all get here?  Where did it all get started? Who 
made all of this?” asked Jay. 

  “Look at the hell the world is in, and you’re going to tell me that there is a God.  You’ve 
got to be kidding me!  You’ve got wars all over the damn planet, people killing each other for no reason, 
robbing each other, lying through their teeth to get what they want, sleeping with their best friends’ 
wives, cheating on their taxes and then going to church on Sunday like they did nothing wrong at all!  
God!  Give me a break.” 

  “That’s people though; what we do down here is not God’s fault,” said Nancy. 

  “Then whose fault is it? It’s not mine.  Why does He let these things happen?” 

  “Free will; the right to choose,” replied Jay. 

  “It’s not that guy’s free will to have seven kids and a shitty job with a wife who can’t 
stand him, or that kid who has leukemia, or that woman who has been sexually abused and that five 
year old kid who is being tortured by his stepmother for no reason! Where is their freewill, their 
choice?” 

  “You can’t just look at the dark side of the world, you have to look at some things that 
are good, too,” Nancy replied.   

  “I think there is a wonderment in God’s creation that we see only when we find it in 
others and ourselves that leaves us breathless when we discover the truth,” added Marc. 

  “Ohh, the truth!  Now, that’s another can of tomatoes,” smiled Professor Winters as he 
sat, silently enjoying every minute. 

  “The truth depends on who is looking at it and the amount of information they have. 
They have to judge by what they see.” 



  “Bull!  Bull!  Bull!  There is no truth. It’s all a bunch of self-generated illusions, designed 
to make ourselves feel and cope better.” 

  “How can you say that? My truth isn’t different from your truth.  It’s one and the same. 
There’s an eternal truth for all, not this subjective nonsense.”   

  “Listen!  My truth is that the world is a cold, heartless place where you have to step on 
your neighbor to get what you want, period.” 

  “And my truth is that people, for the most part, are good and decent, and would help if 
someone needed it.” 

  “Yeah, tell that to Christ, as they nailed him to the cross.” 

  “Listen, you arrogant son of bit…” 

  “Okay! Okay, easy… easy.  Let’s not take this too personal.  These are just our opinions, 
not the gospel,” spoke Professor Winters with authority. 

  “Come on, what is truth?  Jed, you haven’t said anything.” 

  “I think truth is seeing what is, without blinders.” 

  “So you think that we hide behind blinders?” 

  “I think all of us get caught up in self illusion.  You know, thinking of yourself in one way, 
when you are really not, or thinking of someone else in another way, when they are really not.” 

  “And how important is it to see through these eyes?” 

  “I think it is very important. You need to see things and people for what they really are, 
and yourself too, for that matter.” 

  “And if you don’t?” 
  “Well, then you’re just kidding yourself and living in a dream world.” 
  “It’s like it’s not reality,” chimed Jay. 

  “Aha! reality.  What is reality?  Is it a flowing motion of what is real, or is it like an 
immovable mountain?” 

  “I think reality is the mountain that doesn’t move.  You break the law, you pay the price. 
Reality, period.” 

  “Reality is just an illusion.” 
  “Here we go with that cosmic shit again!” 

  “No really, your reality is not mine, and mine is not yours.  What you perceive to be true 
may not be true for me or for her.  You may look at it like the glass is half full and I may see it half 
empty.” 

  “What is the answer?  What is the eternal answer!?” 

  “There is none!” half the class responded. 



  “Or is there?” asked Professor Winters with a devilish grin. 

  The class looked on in bewilderment as the bell began to ring. 

  “I CAN TELL YOU THIS. THE REALITY OF IT IS THAT IF YOU DON’T HAND IN THE PAPER, 
YOU WILL FAIL.”  He laughed the laugh of the man with the final word. 

  The 39-year-old Jed laughed out loud thinking of Professor Winters and the fun he had 
had in his class.  He lit a cigarette as he undid the button on his pants.  He admired Professor Winters 
then, but now he respected him differently.  He remembered the way he could work the room and 
capture everyone’s interest, the way he had seemed to have it all together, responsible, determined, 
not a man who had lost his way in life.  He was a man who knew where he was going and did what he 
had to do to get there, not a man with a problem that he could not handle, like himself. 

  That was a joyous time for Jed.  Graduation had come and his degree in business shone 
in his father’s eyes. With the accepted proposal of marriage from Alice, his mother was high in the air 
with him. They had planned a late summer wedding after graduation and after Jed had gotten settled in 
his new position. The new town awaited them. With one weekend left for the wedding and bachelor 
party, the old town started to feel different, like it was their past. 

  The bachelor party was held on Friday evening at JJ’s home.  Jed’s father attended along 
with Max and Jess.  Ned and a few others took roles in the evening.  Mr. Bundle and Mr. Brown 
attended the wedding only, leaving this night for the “kid stuff.” Jed anxiously awaited the meeting 
between Mr. Bundle and Mr. Brown, for he was sure they would bond, if he knew people at all. 
Excitement and anxiety filled him as the weekend arrived. 

  Everyone arrived at JJ’s at eight, ensuring an early evening and an early rise for the big 
day ahead. Traditionally, a keg of beer was on tap along with food from the local eatery.  Aware of the 
guest list, Jed expected no surprises, but to his shock, out of the corner came Max and Jess. 

  “Hey! Hey!” Jed yelled. 

  “Hey! Hey!” Max yelled. 

  “Hey! Hey!” Jess yelled. 

  “What the hell are you two doin’?” 

  “What are we doin’?  What are you doin’?” 

  “Getting ready to join society, huh?” 

  “Yeah, somebody’s got to set these people straight.” 

  “Ah, they’ll throw you back in a week.” 

                          As Jed remembered his childhood friends, laughter turned into softness, with fond 
memories of his childhood. Time revealed that Max would own his own business and Jess would find 
himself doing construction work. The party would turn into an evening of time, remembering the past 
and thinking of the future.  It turned into a night just as JJ and Dave had planned, drinking but not to 
excess, with playful and enjoyable laughter.  Jed appreciated his night of “freedom with the boys.” He 
looked back on it with a fond smile.   



  As Jed looked back on those years he assured himself that it was nothing from that time 
that caused the trouble he was facing. That time was a time of laughter and learning.  The years before 
were a time of growth and understanding.  A smile came to his face as he lit a cigarette and thought of 
his wedding day, with satisfaction. 

                         The morning at his father’s was filled with an anxiety that he could not forget.  As his 
mother’s nervousness was apparent, his father did his best to settle them both. 

  “What is the matter with you?  Can’t you see that the boy is getting upset?” 

  “I just want to make sure that he eats something before the big day.” 

  “Just let him be.  He’s a grown man, for Christ sake!  He doesn’t have to eat if he doesn’t 
want to.” 

  “He has to eat.  It’s the morning of his wedding day and he can’t have a headache at the 
damn altar.” 

  “You know, that’s your problem.  You don’t leave the boy alone.” 

  “Hello!  Remember me?  The groom?” 

  “Jed, how you feelin’?  You okay?” Dave asked, fatherly. 

  “Yeah, I’m okay, but my stomach is turning.” 

  “Well, maybe you should have something to eat,” said Dave with his shocked wife 
looking on. 

  “No, that’s okay. I’m not hungry.” 

  “Come on, have something. You’ll feel better,” said Dave. 

  “I think you better have something. You’re bouncing around like a rabbit!” 

  “Yeah, I think you’re right.  I don’t know if I can handle this,” replied Dave as he sat 
down from exhaustion.            

  “Listen, I want to tell you something,” stated his father seriously.  “If you ever need 
anything, me and your mother are here. You need some money or advice, if you have a problem with 
anything, just let us know.  We’re here, and just because you’re moving away, it doesn’t mean you have 
to be a stranger.  You got me?” 

  “Yeah, Dad.  I understand.” 

  As Jed looked at his father he could see his eyes filling.  He would dare not mention it or 
even give it a sign of acknowledgement.   His father was proud of him, he knew.  He showed it, and Jed 
felt it.  Jed could feel a chapter of his life closing.  Major changes were going to take place…a new job, a 
new wife, and a new home.  The direction his life was taking was as he had planned.  He thought of 
Professor Winters. 

 



 The summer day was beautiful; just what they had hoped for.  A cool breeze filled the 
air as well as the church. The church glowed with righteousness for the right time and the right place. 
With all the guests arriving, Jed’s anxiety began to mount, more so because he hadn’t seen Alice since 
the morning before.  An emotion grew for the need to see her, with passing time and growth of this 
feeling, an insight revealed that it was right…the wedding, the move to a new town, the position, the 
house he intended to buy, the color of the drapes, the shag carpet, the caterer, his life insurance, the 
gift to her parents, the honeymoon reservations, and the color socks he planned to bring.  With these 
thoughts running through his mind, he popped, unsure of everything. 

 

 As the music began to play and everyone took their places, his eyes beheld a miraculous 
vision. Her quiet softness left him knowing that this was the best decision that he had made in his life. 
The angelic look of Alice, as he saw her for the first time in her wedding gown, closed out the world 
around him.  As she approached the altar, the smile on their faces was the first photo for their album 
and their future together. The room filled with quiet and gratitude. 

 After the church a parade of cars headed for the local lodge for the reception. 
Everyone’s spirits were high, feeling happy for Jed and Alice and looking forward to good food and drink. 
The lodge was halfway across town and some of the locals were giving Jed and Alice cheers and 
congratulations, making them feel warm and blessed. The reception would be memorable. 

 The lodge’s decorations were beautiful thanks to Sally, who really put time and effort 
into them.  White table cloths with centerpieces of flowers covered each table. The band was located to 
the right of the main table where the bride and groom and their families were seated, overlooking the 
dance floor. The food was being served buffet style in the back of the room next to a table with the 
drinks - beer and wine for the adults and soda for the minors.  It could have been held in a tent in the 
rain with sandwiches and water and would have still been wonderful, for Jed and Alice were in a blissful 
fog. 

 As the band started playing just as everyone walked in, the young people went straight 
for the dance floor and the older folks headed for the liquor.  Alice was with her friends by the buffet 
table and Jed with his by the liquor table, both glancing at each other and smiling in between 
conversations, each thinking about a wonderful honeymoon. 

 It was at this point that Jed saw his father and Alice’s father getting into a conversation. 
He could not make out all that was being said, but he heard his father mention the war, and that was 
enough for Jed to have some concerns and head toward the possibly explosive situation.  As he 
approached he could see his father’s face starting to turn red and the gleam in Alice’s father’s eyes as he 
pushed his buttons.  Pulling all attention to himself with a few words about just being married, the two 
men forgot what was being said. The situation was defused and Alice and Jed looked at each other from 
across the room, each with a tiresome sigh. 

 The band was exceptionally good that night. Two of the members knew Jed from high 
school. The rest were eyeing the ladies in the bridal party, trying to make an impression. The music was 
lifting their spirits higher, and the beer and wine wasn’t hurting either. The women were dancing with 
each other when the men grew tired and the children kept themselves busy and entertained.  Alone at a 
table sat Jacob, Alice’s father, watching his daughter.  Jed, noticing his face, decided to join him and 
assure him of his daughter’s security. 



  “How you doin’ Mr. Williamson?” 

 

                             “Jed, my boy, come and sit, and its Dad now, son,” Jacob said with a soft smile. 

                       

  “Okay, ‘Dad’.” 

                           

 “She looks beautiful, doesn’t she?” 

 

  “She sure does. She is the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.” 

 

 “Yeah, we’re real proud of her, her mother and me.  She is a good kid…smart, caring and 
she takes no crap from people. It’s going to be hard letting her go.” 

  “You’ll see her, Dad.” 

 Jacob smiled at Jed, and thanked him for letting him know that she’d still be a part of his 
life, knowing inside that it would never be the same. 

  “You’re a good guy, Jed. You got a good head on your shoulders.  You’re honest and 
sincere.  I like that in a world of bullshit artists.  You make sure you take care of my girl.  Don’t lie to her, 
don’t cheat on her and don’t ever hit her.  If you do, I’ll fucking slit your throat!” 

  A shiver went down Jed’s spine, leaving him with his mouth open wide and scared 
motionless. 

 “Mr. Williamson, I would never touch your daughter!” 

 Jacob smiled at the expression on Jed’s face. 

 “My boy, I know.  Relax.  I just wanted to put the fear of God in you, and let you know 
that my daughter means a lot to me and her mother.  My wife’s father said almost the exact same thing 
to me on our wedding day. I never raised a hand to my wife in 42 years of marriage. There were times I 
wanted to, God knows I wanted to, with the bickering and nagging and the times she was just plain 
mean.  Those times I would take a cigar and walk around the block, maybe go to the tavern.  My 
daughter is a lot like her mother.  When she don’t get her way she can be a handful.” 

 Jacob pulled out a cigar and handed it to Jed. 

 “Take a walk around the block.” 

 “I’ll keep my cool, Dad.  You don’t have to worry.” 

 “I know, son.” 



 “I’m gonna go get a drink.  Do you want something?” 

 “No, my boy.  Thanks.  I’m gonna go dance with my wife.” 

 Alice, having seen the conversation between the two, approached Jed by the bar. 

 “So, what were you two talking about?” 

 “Wife beating.” 

 “Ahh, are you for it or against it?” 

 “Me, I’m all for it, but it seems your father has a problem with it.” 

 “It’s the old school, you know.” 

 They smiled at each other, embraced and shared a long kiss.  The room filled with 
cheers, yelling and elation. 

                      Alone, a 39-year-old Jed looked longingly at the picture of his wife, as a tear ran down from 
his eye. He took a final drag on his cigarette and put it out. The smile on that woman’s face was the 
smile of the woman that he loved, a woman that he would have died for, a woman that he had lost.  His 
mind went back to June 22nd, the day of his wedding. 

                   It was time for Alice to throw the bouquet, the eager maidens lined up in front.  As her arm 
was just about to release the prize, Jed’s mother said to Jed that she wanted to have a word with Alice 
before they left. The bouquet landed on the floor.       

 Alice met Jed’s mother outside when the sun was just about to go down and a cool 
breeze filled the air. 

                         “Mom, you wanted to talk to me?” 

 “Yeah, Alice come.  Let’s go sit on the bench under that oak.” 

 Jed’s mother put her arm around Alice and guided her to the bench. 

 “The sun is beautiful this time of night, isn’t it?” 

 “Yeah, Mom, it really is.” 

 “I like the fall a little better than this time of year, but this is nice.” 

 “Yes, it is.” 

 “The meal was good Mom, wasn’t it?” 

 “Yeah Alice, it was. They have good food at this caterer. Speaking of food, when you 
cook for Jed he doesn’t like very spicy food.  It upsets his stomach, all the acids and all.  He likes a good 
meatloaf and chicken, but he doesn’t like his steak well done.” 

 “I know, Mom.  We’ll find out each other’s likes and dislikes.” 



 “He likes potatoes, but not sweet potatoes, and he loves string beans.  Ohh and…” 

 “Mom, don’t worry. I’ll take care of him. We’ll be okay.” 

 “Oh, I know.  A mother never stops worrying about her children, but you’ll find that out 
soon…I hope, I hope, I hope.” 

 “Mom!” 

 “I know, I know, but a child is a joy to a family.” 

 “We have time, Mom.” 

 “Yeah, I know.  What, a year or two maybe?” 

  Alice laughed and pulled her mother- in- law off the bench and brought her back to the 
lodge.  Jed was looking for his new bride, winding up at the front entrance.  He looked at his wife and 
mother with uncertainty. She pointed to her cheek and expected a kiss before she returned to the 
reception.  Jed complied and walked with his wife to the fountain in the front of the lodge. 

 “So, is everything okay?” he asked, unsure. 

 “Yeah, everything is fine.” 

 “What did you talk about?” 

 “Eating and children.” 

 “And are we for eating the children?” 

 “Ohh, absolutely!” 

 They smiled and held each other’s hand. 

 “You have been married for three hours now. How does it feel?” 

 “It feels like I made the worst mistake of my life.” 

 “Yeah, me too.  I think I’ll go after your cousin.” 

 Jed and Alice embraced each other deeply in front of the fountain. The moment was 
captured by Jess with a picture, along with the comment, “Save it for the honeymoon.”   Jed loved that 
picture and what it represented, the beginning of life with the one he thought the world of, the one who 
would be the mother of his future children, Charles David and Jamie.. 

 

 Sadness filled Jed’s heart as he thought more about his wife and children.  Emptiness 
filled him.  He became determined to think about his life and the cause of him being in this situation at 
this point in his life. “Thirty-nine,” he thought.  He should be settled in his job and with his family. His 
childhood was fine, his teen years were good, and his college years were excellent, so where did he go 
wrong?  What road did he take where he should have made a right instead of a left?  What decision did 
he make that landed him in this awkward position?  He smiled as he thought of his wedding.  He became 



proud as he thought of his children.  He lit a cigarette as he remembered the day Alice told him he was 
going to be a father. The day was burned into his mind. 

 Arriving home from work at the usual time left him tired and looking forward to dinner 
and love from his wife. Pulling up in the driveway, the thought of a quiet evening was appealing. The 
thought of the same routine felt comfortable and right.  His tie in one hand and briefcase in the other, 
he walked in at 5:43 pm. 

 “Alice, baby, I’m home.” 

 

   There was no response. 

 

 “Alice, where are you honey?” 

   

  

There was still no response.  He went for the mail and a drink of Dewar’s and cream, so tired that he began to talk 

aloud to himself. 

 “I don’t know where she could be.  She’s usually home by now.  Look at this phone bill, 
the electric bill, and the gas bill all in one shot!  You think they would spread it out over a week or 
something, but no, they hit you with it all on the same damn day.  Alice, where are you, baby?  
Something smells good.” 

 Jed walked away from the living room with his drink in hand.  He went to the kitchen to 
see what the intoxicating smell could be. The dining room was set for a romantic dinner for two.  He 
smiled, pleased.  He thought to himself that she must be upstairs. Worn out from the day, he strolled up 
the stairs calling her name, half of him thinking of her sweet touch and the other half thinking of the bills 
that came.  He called her name one last time. With no response, a trickle of worry entered his mind. 
After checking the bedroom with no luck, his imagination started thinking… accident, something 
happened, hospital, burglar, blood.  He called her name yet again, getting no response.  He went 
downstairs angered and worried. The answer for now was scotch, a double.  He sat in the living room 
chair drinking and smoking, waiting and simmering.  It would be their first fight, and he looked forward 
to it, unknowingly. 

Alice walked in at 6:19 pm with a loaf of garlic bread in her hand, unaware. 

 

“Where the hell have you been!?” Jed lashed into her. 

 

“I went to the store to get...” 
 



“I don’t give a shit where you went!!  You don’t leave a note, and you don’t let me know!” 
 
 “Hey, don’t you yell at me!” 

 

“I’ll yell at you all I want when you make me go out of my damn mind worrying about you, thinking 

something happened!” 

“Stop yelling at me!” 

“Why didn’t you leave a note?” 
 “Jesus Christ!  I’ve been gone for twenty minutes.” 
 “Well, how the hell was I supposed to know that?  I don’t have a goddamn crystal ball!” 

“You are blowing this way out of proportion, and on top of that I think you had one too many 
while I was gone, you damn drunk!” 

“Don’t you call me a damn drunk.  I have one drink after work, that’s it.  Today these drinks are 
your fault.” 

“Ohh, you’ve got to be kidding me!  Don’t blame me for you being a little whacked.” 

“I’m not whacked!  Don’t change the subject. You should have left a note.  I started thinking 
some sick shit.” 

The tone of Jed’s voice dropped, along with his face.  It was then she knew that he was 
genuinely worried and frightened. She touched his cheek softly. 

“I had you scared, huh?” she smiled playfully. 

“Don’t give me that.” 

“I’m sorry.  It was my fault.  I didn’t mean to worry you, but don’t you yell at me like I’m your 
property.  That shit is unacceptable.” 

“You’re right.  Our first fight, huh?” 

“Yeah.” 

“How did it feel?” 

“You know, it felt pretty good. I kinda enjoyed it!” 

“You’re a bad girl.” 

Jed and Alice put dinner on hold so they could take to properly make up. Their explosion had 
drawn them closer, but Jed came to realize how far he could go and Alice realized the same.  Dinner was 
heated up and a different kind of bond was beginning to form. There was respect between the two but 
somehow it deepened and grew.  If there was ever a time for Alice to share the news, there was no time 
like this night. She gently took the bottle and Jed’s hand and led him to the living room. Jed knew that 
she had something on her mind. He eagerly awaited her thoughts. 

“Come and sit.” 



“Yes ma’am.” 

“Do you want something more to drink?” 

“No babe, I’m good.  What do you have in mind?” 

“Me?  Not a thing,” she said innocently. 

“There’s something going on.” 

“What? Well, there is something I want to talk about.” 

“Here it is!”  He smiled. 

“I think we’re at the point that we need an expression of our love.” 

“What do you have in mind, a diamond?” 

“No, something more valuable.” 

“OHH, babe, we can’t afford a child right now.” 

“I think we can.  You’re making good money and we just won’t buy the extras every month.  
We’ll cut back.” 

“You’re serious? 

“Yes, very.” 

“When did this stir up in you?” 

“When I found out that I’m pregnant.” 

Jed stopped talking and his face went blank.  He was going to be a father!  The thought of being 
a good father screamed in his mind. Would he make a good father? Could he handle this? They were 
just married seven months ago.  Did he know enough about Alice?  He was going to be a father. If it was 
a son, he could teach him to fish and tie his shoes, how to do the right thing, to respect women and 
work, to have honor and values.  “Maybe he’ll be a lawyer or a doctor, or maybe a bum who does drugs?  
I’ll break his ass!” he thought.  “A son of mine doing drugs!  Who the hell does he think he is?  Boarding 
school, that’s what I’ll do.   I’ll send him…maybe a girl. Wow!!  A girl, that will…girls are good.  My wife is 
a girl.  So is my mother.  Girls are good, unless she comes home pregnant!  I’ll break his head, touching 
my daughter.  Little punk!”  It was then that Jed realized that he was out of his mind with anxiety and 
excitement.  He rose from the couch. 

“Are you sure about this?  You’re sure you’re pregnant?” 

“Yes, Jed.” 

“Ohh, Alice, can we do this?  We just got married less than a year ago.” 

“Do we have a choice?” 

“Yes!  No!  I mean, I think I want it if you do.  Hell, Alice!” 



“Jed, I want it!  I’m keeping this baby.” 

“Of course, of course, I didn’t mean that you shouldn’t.” 

“I know.” 

She got up and touched his face, and they fell into each other.  Charles David was born on 
February 23rd at 3:17 in the morning. Alice and Jed would call him Charley. 

The birth was as clear in his mind as if it was yesterday.  He could remember how calm Alice was 
and how frantic he was.  He smiled thinking of that day and how concerned he was for the health of the 
baby and his wife. He had never talked to God so much in such a short period of time.  After the birth, 
and after the assurance of the health of his wife and child, the inner glow that he had seen in Alice was 
there in him now also as he remembered the day and the gratitude he had felt that everything was fine. 
He smiled wide for that day, and also for the birth of Jamie two years later on June 10 at 7:27.   His son 
would have a sister. 

Those years when the kids were small were full of excitement and wonder.  He could remember 
driving home from work with enthusiasm to find out what the children did that day. Each day they did 
something new, a first word, a first step; it was like Christmas from morning until night. The day of 
Charley’s first word was a Saturday in the Fall a surprising Saturday in the Fall. 

 Alice had been awakened at 5:00am. by a screaming Jamie, which in turn woke Charley, which in 
turn woke Jed.  Jed decided to make the most of it and to cook an early breakfast and spend some 
“good time” with the family.  Alice was taking care of Jamie, so Jed had Charley.  As Charley sat in his 
high chair, Jed spoke to him as if he was an old buddy. 

 “So what do you think… some eggs and pancakes for Mom and me?  No one, and I mean no one, 
makes pancakes like your dear old dad.  I learned this recipe from an old Chinese man named Su Fung.  
This man was as wise as the hills. The secret is you have to leave the batter in the fridge for one hour, so 
that gives us time to take care of what you need, okay sport?  Don’t tell your mother about the secret 
from the master, Su Fung.  She couldn’t handle it.  Nah, you won’t say nothing, right?  Right.  How about 
some juice, apple, ala Dad?”  Jed took out a plastic cup for his son, poured the juice and put it on the 
high chair tray. 

He then proceeded to tell him about the mechanics of hanging the blinds in the upstairs bathroom, 
something he wasn’t quite sure of himself. 

 “What you have to do when hanging blinds is to know where you’re going to mount the 
brackets. That’s the most important part, that and keeping your mother downstairs.  Once you have 
done those two things, you’re okay.   First, you’ll need a pencil, a hammer, a screw driver, and of course 
the screws.  Then you make your mark on the wall where the screws are going, then………Charley, don’t 
do that!”  

 Charley, not at all interested in hanging blinds, decided to make a puddle on his tray so he could 
see the juice and inspect it.  This seemed far more important than the hanging of the blinds.  Jed 
grabbed a towel, cleaned his tray and continued to teach his son about blind hanging.  “The next thing 
you have to do is to drill a hole for the mollies for the screws on the spot where you marked with 
thepencil.  Are you getting this?  One day you’re going to have to do this for your wife too.  Where did I 



put the butter?  Charley, don’t do that!  Your apple juice is for drinking, not making puddles.  Have some 
pity on old daddo.” 

  “DADDO!” Charley exclaimed with confidence and recklessness. 

 “HEY!  DADDO, that’s right.  Holy shit!  DADDO.” 

 “DADDO!” Charley exclaimed again. 

 “ALICE!  You gotta’ come hear Daddo!” 

 Jed jumped around the room, pleased as a child, calling his wife and proclaiming DADDO with 
his son, who was jumping in his high chair. When Alice entered the room and heard the two screaming 
their primal cry, “DADDO!” she became as happy as the two of them.  The first word.  Jed, deciding that 
this was one for the grandparents, phoned and let his son yell his first word.  All parties were elated. 

 Thirty-nine year old Jed started to weep for his family.  Daddo.  He thought of the way his son 
looked on that day, and the happiness he felt for his family.  How things could become so chaotic, he 
thought.  How he missed them all. That was the happiest time of his life, he thought, reflecting now.  He 
lit a cigarette and began to pace the floor, his mind nervous with thought. 

 The winter came to mind, a cold winter that almost took his daughter. The temperature was 
below freezing with a wind that cut through the skin.  “The house was well heated,” he repeated to 
himself, trying to understand how she could get so ill. The doctor assured him it was nothing that he or 
Alice had done to cause her state, but the words fell on deaf ears. Two weeks before Charley’s birthday, 
late in the morning, things took a turn for the worse.  Jamie woke screaming, with a fever that sent a 
chill down Alice’s spine.  After speaking to the doctor they did as he instructed and took Jamie to the 
hospital, where he would be waiting, concerned.   

The sickness that was disrupting their lives had already claimed two, a child of nine and an 
elderly man of seventy-four.  The rapid pace of the declining health of the nine-year-old was a cause for 
alarm.  Her fever had grown and disorientation had set in and within hours she was gone. There was 
much concern for Jamie, more than the doctor would reveal to Alice and Jed, or even to himself.  

The emergency room had three people waiting, all minor cases.  Upon Jed and Alice’s entrance, 
the nurses were instructed to take Jamie, and let the doctor know of their arrival. The doctor wanted 
Jed and Alice to wait while he took care of Jamie alone.  At first both refused, not wanting to leave their 
daughter, but with persuasion they agreed. 

Jed took the opportunity to get them some coffee and phone their folks.  Alice’s mother, along 
with Jed’s, decided to come, offering support and help.  Charley was staying with a neighbor.  Jed tried 
to comfort Alice. 

“She is going to be okay.” 

“Yeah, she is.  He is a good doctor.” 

“Yeah, he is one of the best in town.” 

“It’s just that her fever was so high.  It makes me nervous,” said Alice. 



“The doc knows what he’s doin’.   He’ll break the fever and get rid of the cough.   It’s just gonna 
take some time, that’s all.” 

“I felt bad for Charley, bringing him over Jane’s house.   The little guy didn’t know what the hell 
was goin’ on.” 

“He’s okay.  He likes Jane and Ted. They treat him good.” 

“Yeah, they do.” 

“Our parents will be here tomorrow, so it’s only for a night.” 

“Yeah.” 

The unthinkable thought entered Alice’s mind. 

“What if...” 

“Don’t, babe.  Just don’t.  She is going to be okay.” 

“Her cough was so bad.  God, I never heard that before out of a little baby.” 

Alice took a turn, while Jed stayed on the road of faith and hope.  He could see she was 
beginning to come unglued.  Her coffee container fell to the floor, and it was then that she lost her self-
control. Curling into Jed’s arms, she began to sob for her daughter. 

Jed and Alice’s mothers arrived just before dinner the next day.  Alice stayed at the hospital 
while Jed fed and took care of Charley. Both were pleased to see the ladies.  After the initial fussing over 
Charley, they asked about Jamie’s condition.  Both were more concerned than they let on.  Jed’s mother 
decided to entertain Charley while Jed and Alice’s mother had coffee in the kitchen. 

“Don’t worry, Jed.  She’ll be okay.  Alice had something similar when she was just about Jamie’s 
age.” 

 

“She did?  I didn’t know that.” 

 

“Oh sure, she was too young to remember.  Her father and I were out of our minds with worry, 
just like you two, and look, she is as healthy as can be.” 

 

 

Jed didn’t say it aloud, but it eased his mind. 

 

“How is your husband?” 



 

“He is okay. He has too much time on his hands with the retirement.  He wanted to come but I 
thought it best if he stayed home.” 

 “Yeah, Mom thought the same about Dad.” 

“Your mom is a good woman, with good common sense.” 

 “Thanks.  I think I’ll keep her.” 

 Alice’s mother smiled.  There was something about Jed that she liked, and something about Jed 
that she was unsure of. She trusted her daughter, but she always felt that there was something about 
Jed that was different. She made up her mind to like him, for Alice. 

“Can I get you more coffee?” 

“No, thanks dear.  Too much gives me the shakes.” 

“Charley seems to be doing well, growing like a weed.” 

“Yeah, he knows something is wrong, but not what.  He keeps asking,  “Where’s Mom?” 

“My grandson is smart for his age.” 

“Yeah, he is.”  Jed smiled proudly. 

“Jed, let me ask you a question.  I don’t want to pry, but is everything okay between you and 
Alice?” 

“Yeah, Mom.  Why?” 

“Well, I was on the phone with her just before Jamie got sick, and there was something that just 
wasn’t right with her.  I could hear it in her voice.  You two weren’t fighting, were you?” 

Jed did not like where this was heading.  First off, this was none of her business.  Second, he 
could feel the seeds being planted and the distance she was trying to create between him and his wife. 
Third, the timing stunk, with his daughter in the hospital.  Fourth, this was his house.  Fifth…he caught 
himself. 

“No, Mom.  Everything is okay.” 

“Yeah, now when me and her father fight, he just goes for a walk around the block, maybe down 
to the local pub.” 

“Yeah, I know Mom.  He told me.” 

“He told you?  Well, what did he say?” 

Maybe it was the stress, maybe it was her tone of voice, maybe it was the fact that he had a 
total of six hours sleep in two days, but whatever it was, Jed did something that bordered on unholy 
ground in the mother/ son- in- law relationship.  He said what he thought. 



“He told me that if I hit your daughter he would slit my fucking throat.” 

“How dare you speak to me with that language!  I have never been so…” 

“Mom, I’m sorry.  I had no…” 

“You got some nerve sonny boy!” 

Just then Jed’s mother entered the room to see what the commotion was about.  She could hear 
them getting loud and could tell that Alice’s mom was very upset. 

“Mom, I didn’t mean it.  I’m sorry.” 

“You should be sorry to use that language and that tone of voice with me.” 

“Hey, hey!  What is the problem?” asked Jed’s mother with authority. 

“Your son has the manners of a goat!” 

“I’m sorry! I’m worried about Jamie and I haven’t slept.” 

“What did he say?  He said that my husband said that if he hit my daughter he would slit his 
‘Fucking’ throat!” 

“Well, he should slit his fucking throat if he hits Alice,” confirmed Jed’s mom. 

Alice’s mother stood in shock until she saw the look on her face after she said it. It was the look 
of a woman who needed some understanding for herself and her son. The only daughter of a very tired 
and stressed man was in critical condition, and they didn’t know if she was going to make it. The tone of 
the room began to change immediately. 

“I’m sorry, Mom,” Jed said sincerely, giving her a kiss on the cheek. 

“Apology accepted.  Just remember who you are talking to,” she said, squeezing his face. 

 

After Jamie got well, Jed began to be more concerned with things that really mattered, and less 
with those that didn’t.  After almost losing someone very close to you, things begin to take on a 
different perspective in your life. The things that mattered yesterday seemed to melt away and new 
meaning surfaced.  He and Alice were very grateful to God for not taking their only daughter. Their 
appreciation would show, for a moderate period. 

 

 A thirty- nine year old Jed could recall the time that he and Alice had changed after the 
almost tragic circumstances, but time had her way with them and old patterns and old shoes became 
home.  Jed thought to himself that it was a time where he took a left when he should have kept going 
straight. He was sure there were others but he didn’t want to acknowledge them, for he was not ready. 
He lit a cigarette and drank some water. 



He put his cup down, put the cigarette out and tried to relax on the bed, letting his mind go blank. Thoughts 

of his wife and children lingered, though, as if waiting to form a scene from the past.  Pulling them together,  he 

conjured a day from the past. 

Alice was in bed with a minor cold, ruining their weekend plans and leaving Jed with the house 
and kids to look after.  Reluctantly, Jed did what he had to do, without any choice in the matter. The top 
priorities would be to tend to Alice, keep the kids entertained and clean, get his files to his clients, pay 
the paper boy, make the meals, do a small load of laundry, and if he could find any spare time, to keep 
the cat from killing Charley’s bird.  A cocky Jed assured Alice that he could handle the tasks hands with 
ease.  Alice smiled knowingly. 

Even Alice had to admit that the morning was running smoothly.  The laundry was done, she had  

received her medication and her meal, the dishes were all cleaned and the cat had not laid a paw on 
“Chester,” the meek and loveable parakeet, but with a cry from another corner of the universe, the 
game had changed.  Enter two minor players: a grumpy five year old and an extremely restless and 
taunting three year old queen with the attitude of “You can’t tell me what to do.”  Alice thought to 
herself, “Gentlemen, start your engines.” 

  The beginning of the afternoon started with minor commotions.  Charley refused to eat 
and Jamie kept throwing her toy, and unfortunately a minor skirmish occurred with Chester and 
Snowball, but a fast Jed was on top of it this time.  Late afternoon calm soon settled in, leading Jed to 
believe that this day was reaching a quiet end.  Charley and Jamie seemed to be settling down, the 
courier was on his way and the evil Snowball was fast asleep. 

 With the ringing of the bell, round two started.  Jed gave his file to the courier, instructing 
him that it had to get to a potential client by 5:00 pm.  Jamie, the master locksmith, found the key to 
freeing herself from a soiled diaper. Charley also discovered that it was quite easy to pull the wallpaper 
down from the kitchen, since it was freshly applied.  The smoke alarm started after the neglected stew 
began to burn, and the hell-sent Snowball awoke from her nap, feeling hungry and determined. 

 Jed, keeping his head, told the courier to come in for a minute, as he had to tend to the 
chaos.  First he had to put out the minor fire, then grab the nude and free spirited Jamie, stop Charley 
from destroying the place where they lived and get that courier out before the client left. 

 Within minutes the fire was out, Jamie was in his arms, Charley was released from his 
new demolition position, and the courier was on his way. “Done,” he thought.  With the smoke clearing 
from the fire, holding a freshly diapered Jamie, a feeling of accomplishment set in, perhaps too soon, for 
a cry from the kitchen immediately conjured the unholy word in an otherwise peaceful mind… Snowball. 

 The thirty-nine year old Jed looked back on that day, remembering the feelings of stress 
and internal struggle he had having to do seventy things at once.  It was so much all at once that he felt 
like his head was going to burst. The day’s horrible climax was the death of an innocent parakeet and 
the wailing cries of his son.  A new appreciation for his wife started that day, a day he wouldn’t wish on 
his worst enemy, but a day he would give his soul for today.  

 In his mind he could hear a child cry. He thought of his own, for there were many times 
his children cried, as many children do, but this cry wasn’t his children, even though it was familiar.  The 
part of him that knew who it was wasn’t ready to share.  He wasn’t ready to go down that road.  He 
didn’t want to. The corner of his left eye started to twitch.  He let out a sigh, getting up from the bed 
and grabbing another cigarette.  He acknowledged it in his mind; the cry was from Sally, a cry that made 



him shiver. He didn’t want to think about it, didn’t want to acknowledge it.  He fought with it. He tried to 
think about something else, something pleasant, but the powers that be would not let him. The road 
was dark, cold and lonely and he was headed down there with no turning back. He dragged hard on his 
cigarette. 

 The thoughts of Sally’s pain brought a tear to his heart. It was the summer that he 
worked for Mr. Bundle that the change in his sister began. She began to isolate herself, not sharing her 
words or caring for the rest of the family’s concerns. It was then that Jed knew something had happened 
to Sally. She finally confided in their mother months later. He could hear them whispering and see the 
looks on their faces.  When he asked if there was something wrong he would get the standard “nothing 
for you to worry about, dear.”  He had no choice but to let it go, until an afternoon in spring when the 
situation revealed itself. 

 

 A thirty-nine year old Jed’s eyes started to shift back and forth and he smoked hard. 
He didn’t want to think about his childhood in this light. It was a good childhood, he assured himself, but 
in the back of his mind he could hear Sally crying. He went back to that day, unwillingly. 

 After the second scream he jumped from the kitchen chair and ran to her room. The 
door was already open, because their mother had gotten there first. Sally sat naked.  The shock of 
seeing his sister nude and yelling made him freeze.  He died inside hearing what she was yelling.               

 

 “This is what he wants!!” she yelled, grabbing herself. 

 

 “This is what he wants, that sick son of a bitch!” 

 

 “Sally, don’t, baby, don’t,” said her mother, trying to help her to gain control. 

 

 “This is all he wants!  He doesn’t give a shit about me, the patriotic solider, that bastard!  
I can’t stand him, that son of a bitch!” 

 

                      Her mother grabbed some clothes, trying to cover her daughter with no success.  Jed stood, 
dead, turning his head away from his sister and trying not to listen to what she was saying, closing his 
eyes and hugging the wall. Sally, refusing to put on the clothes and pushing her mother away, continued 
with her breakdown. 

 “No, I’m not putting on any clothes.  I’m going to be just like I am when he  gets home.  
This is what he wants, that fucking son of a bitch!” 

 The words echoed in the mind of a thirty-nine year old Jed, his faced dropped lower and 
sadness began to settle in his heart. Numbness filled his mind as he began to remember his father and 



the way things were.  In his mind, Sally was never the same after that day.  She became harder, with 
apathy. He started to think of his family and his childhood.  He sat on the bed, arms resting on his knees, 
his head hung low, lightly smoking a cigarette. His mind went back to that fishing trip. 

 The day he remembered just hours ago wasn’t exactly the way he thought it was. Yes, 
he went fishing with his father and yes, his mother made some lunch and yes, they went to where his 
father went with his friends, but the details of the trip started to come back without Jed wanting them 
to, again. 

 The morning of the trip he had awoken first at the time that he and his father had 
agreed upon, but the man recovering from a hangover from the night before decided that 6:00 was just 
too early and that 7:00 or 8:00 would be better, leaving a very excited Jed waiting.  After falling out of 
bed at 8:30 at the request of his wife, a reluctant Dave grabbed the fishing gear and told his son to get in 
the truck. 

 Not a word was spoken on the ride to the fishing hole, except for Dave informing Jed of 
his need for smokes and something to drink.  Jed waited in the car, thinking to himself that he would 
rather have gone with Max and Jess to the ball field.  Not daring to share the revelation with his father, 
Jed sat quietly until they reached the fishing hole. 

 The words his father spoke at the hole ran through thirty-nine year old Jed’s mind as if 
he was observing two people he had never known, or wanted to know.  His slightly numb mind watched 
as he and his father went fishing, hoping that it would end soon.  Acknowledgement was something far 
from reach in his denying state.  It was just two people that he might have known somewhere at some 
time.  He listened. 

 “So this is where you come, huh?” 

 “Yep, this is where I come. Watch where you’re going.  You almost tripped over that 
stump. What the hell is the matter with you? “ 

 “Sorry! Jeez!” 

 “Listen pal, we could head back right now.  I’m not in the mood for your shit today.” 

 “Okay.  Okay, I’m sorry.” 

 “Let’s just get to the spot.  We’re almost there.” 

 Jed and his father came to the landing where Dave and his friends went fishing.  There 
were empty beer bottles and cigarette butts all over. There was no one to be seen for miles and the 
smell of dead fish lingered in the air. Jed felt sick as soon as he arrived. 

 “You know how to bait a hook?” 

 “I think so.” 

 “Well, get your worms out and do it up.” 

 Dave looked over at his son trying to put this creepy little worm that he wanted no part 
of onto a hook.  As pieces of the worm fell to the ground wasted, Dave began to get disgusted. 



 “What are you doin’?  I thought you said you knew how to bait a hook?” 

 “I do.” 

 “Yeah, that’s why half is on the ground.  You’re just like your mother, not good for shit!” 

 “Don’t say that about Mom!” 

 “Hey listen, kid, I’ll say anything I want about her.  She is my wife.” 

 “Well, she is my mother.” 

 “Do you want to go home, you little mommy’s boy?” 

 He did.  He wanted to go home more than anything, but he would not give his father the 
satisfaction.  He stood his ground with him, strong on the surface, but dying inside. 

 “No, I don’t want to go home.” 

 “Well then, shut your mouth and watch me bait this, ‘cause I’m not going to show you 
again.” 

 After remembering the twenty minutes of silence, and the way he felt at that fishing 
hole, a thirty-nine year old Jed started to remember those two people, and started to care. His father 
went for his third beer. Jed thought about asking if he could have one.  He didn’t want one, but 
something inside told him to ask.  Something pushed him to ask and he did. Thinking back now, he 
shouldn’t have asked for that beer.  Thinking about where he was today, he shouldn’t have asked for 
that beer. 

 The silence that afternoon broke with a pull on Jed’s line, but it turned out that it was 
just one that got away with Jed’s bait.  After baiting the line again and sending it out, the silence came 
back.  At this point Jed really wished that he were home with his friends and away from this killing 
silence.  Another pull on the line brought some excitement to the morning. This time this fish was his. 

 “You know what you’re doin’?” his father asked. 

 “I think so.” 

 “You gotta pull it back, then forward, then back again.” 

 Jed didn’t listen to his father and proceeded to reel in the morning’s catch, handling the 
line like a pro. He worked that fish like he had to have him, for his father, for the point of the morning 
and for himself.  As the fish came to the surface, fighting all the way, Jed’s eyes lit up and the smile on 
his face could not be replaced. This silence-breaking fish was one of the biggest he had ever seen. His 
father knew it, and Jed knew it. 

 “Look at him, he’s a good one, huh!  Look at the size of him.  This is the biggest fish I’ve 
ever seen!” 

 “Yeah, he is a good one.” 

 “A good one?  He’s huge!” 



 “I’ve seen bigger.” 

 “Come on Dad! You never brought a fish home this size.” 

 “Give me a break!  You make it sound like it’s a whale or something.  I’ve caught bigger 
fish in the bathtub.” 

 He couldn’t give it to him, whether he had it in him or not.  His father just couldn’t give it 
to him. Thinking back to that day and how he wanted it so bad, how he yearned for it like for survival, 
for his health of mind. His father just couldn’t give it to him. A thirty-nine year old Jed remembered how 
he felt that morning after catching that fish, how elated he was in one moment, to be crushed in the 
next.  He dragged hard on his cigarette, angry.    

 The past wasn’t altogether the way Jed remembered from before.  He didn’t want to 
think of it still, but traveling down the road he was on, he had no choice about where it led. Sometimes 
there are bumps in the road, and sometimes there are detours. Half of him being angry and half with a 
tear in his eye, he proceeded down this road, not sure of the driver and not sure of where he was going. 
A part of him was scared of what he would remember next. He said a small prayer, a late prayer. 

 

                      Part 10 

 As the road veered slightly more to the left, thoughts started to enter an empty mind. 
They drew him back to his childhood once again. He took another cigarette and lay on his bed, letting 
the visions and the past take over his soul. 

 It was his 8th birthday, the one he recalled from before, but this time things didn’t look 
the same. This time things looked different, darker and colder.  He could barely acknowledge it in his 
mind, so he lay in his bed watching it, as an observer. 

 The banners seemed darker in his mind, and fewer. He could see his father sitting in his 
chair watching the television and drinking a beer. His mother seemed sad and despondent as she put 
out the utensils for the cake. Sally was the only one with any life in her. Looking back, he was amazed. 

 “Come on kiddo, your guests should be here soon!” she exclaimed to her brother. 

 “Jed, go downstairs and get another bottle of soda,” said his mother. 

 “I’ll go Mom.  I’ll go get it.” 

 “Jed, what you could do is go get your old man another beer,” shouted Dave. 

 Jed felt a little worried about the day because of his father. His face sank a little lower 
and his spirits dropped. As a thirty-nine year old Jed watched this child, his heart sank into his chest. He 
wanted to yell to him to run away, to get away from that house and that man.  He could do nothing but 
watch. 

 Time started to go by and his mother was worried about the guests showing. She knew 
that Sally would keep Jed occupied, make him laugh and amusing him. It was almost twenty minutes 
past the time they were to show.  At this point she felt worried for her son, and relieved when the bell 
rang. 



 Max and Jess entered as if they had done something wrong. Pleased, his mother greeted 
them with warm hellos and hugs. Jed’s father responded to their greeting with a flat, “Hey boys.”   

 Jed was pleased to see that his best friends were there for him, but a little concerned 
about the time and the arrival of his other guests.  He wondered aloud were the others were. 

 “I don’t think that anybody else is coming,” Max said sadly. 

 “Why not?” asked Jed, with his mother and Sally eagerly awaiting an answer. 

 “I don’t think that their parents would let them.” 

 “Why?  What did I do?” 

 “You didn’t do anything, Jed.   I think...”  Max stopped in mid-sentence, looked at Dave, 
dropped his head and sat at the table. 

 “You hear that you son of a bitch?  No one is coming, you goddamn drunk!” 

 “Mom, don’t!” pleaded Sally. 

 “What? What is your problem!?” 

 “No one is coming to the party because of the way you acted at the funeral, drunk and 
out of your mind.” 
 “Give me a break!  I wasn’t drunk.  I just had a few beers!” 

 “A few beers!!?  You goddamn alcoholic.” 

 “You call me another name and I’m gonna send you flying across the friggin’ room!” 

 “I’m not afraid of you.  You ruined the kid’s birthday party!” 

 With that the kids sank lower. They knew it was true but to hear the words made it final. 
The mood changed in the room. Sally became angry, his mother became bitter and his father became 
guilty. 

 “No, no, I didn’t ruin the kid’s day, just cause all the friends didn’t come.  He’s got good 
friends here.  Look, it’s Max and Jeb.” 

 “It’s Jess, you fool,” Jed’s mother said sadly. 

 “We could still have fun.  We got cake and games to play.” 

 The children began to sink even deeper, with no life support in sight.  Jed at this point 
drowned in his parent’s lack of consideration. He didn’t feel like he could survive the humiliation.  The 
boys responded to his father that they thought they should be on their way. With the look on their faces 
and the tone in their voices no one in the room could imagine stopping them.  Jed decided himself that 
he just wanted to go to his room and lay down, after being alienated by their words. 

 After the dust settled from the war, with Jed barely breathing and his mother and father 
severely wounded, Sally took it upon herself to tend to her dying brother, letting her mother and father 
bleed to death. She knocked on his door. 



 “Jed, can I come in?”                  

 

 “I just want to be alone, Sally.” 

 

 “Come on, I want to talk to you. “ 

 

 He opened the door. 

 

 “How you feeling?” 

 

 “I’m okay.” 

 

 “Yeah, right.  Let me tell you something that the grown-ups say, and it fits right now. 
‘SOMETIMES LIFE  

SUCKS.’” 

 An eight-year-old Jed had never heard Sally speak that way to him. She treated him as if he 
was an adult.  The thoughts of the day began to melt and a slight breath of life came back to her 
brother. 

 “So come on, say it.  ‘SOMETIMES LIFE SUCKS’.” 

 Jed had never spoken to his sister in that way.  He did not speak those words in front of the 
three other members of his household.  He smiled. 

 “SOMETIMES LIFE SUCKS!” 

 “That’s damn right, kid.  Now get your shit together!  We’re going out to eat and see a 
movie.” 

 “What about Mom and Dad?” 

 “The hell with them!  It’s still your birthday, right?” 

 “Right.” 

 “Well then, let’s go!” 

 A thirty-nine year old Jed sank into the bed as he remembered the horror of that day, his 
father and mother’s words, his friend’s faces. He saw his sister as this godsend, this wounded angel that 
was sent to make things right in his life. “Where is she now?” he thought.  “Come and fix my problem. 



Make the pain go away and set things right.”  With a look of confusion and despair on his face, he stared 
at the ceiling and called her name, “Sals.” 

                         Part 11 

  Jed’s state of mind began to decline. The feeling of failure began to grow and his lack of 
self-worth began to rise.  He loathed himself for being where he was in life and he despised those who, 
in his mind, helped him to get here.  He didn’t want to think about anything or anyone, but his thoughts 
began to form again and Peggy Lyn’s body started to form in his mind; meeting her, and seeing her for 
the first time came to the surface again, but differently this time. 

  When he had first seen her, his heart raced and a weakness in his legs gave him cause to 
worry. Who was this witch that had this power over him, that he must have her? What legion was she 
with that had captured his soul? He must speak with her.  He must have her. 

  As he approached her in the hallway, she was talking with a friend. His legs were as 
weak as ever and there was a dryness in his mouth that really distracted him. She leaned against her 
locker holding her books, her hair glowing and a spark in her eyes.  As he began to approach, he could 
feel the anxiety starting to mount and he shook inwardly. He would do his best not to let these feelings 
come to the surface, but he would fail. 

  “Peggy Lyn?” he uttered with all the courage he had. 

  “Yes,” she replied, unsure of who he was, but having an idea what he wanted. 

  “You have Mr. Blake now?” 

  “Yeah.” 

  “I was wondering if I could walk you to class.” 

 His voice had cracked, leaving him looking the fool, her girlfriend laughing, and Peggy Lyn 
taking sympathy on this boy who looked like he was going to break down. As he walked her to class not 
much was said. She could see that he wanted to ask her something and she knew what it was but the 
time went slowly as they approached Mr. Blake’s class. With the final steps Jed knew that it was now or 
never. He took the leap. 

  “Peggy Lyn, I was wondering if….”  

  “What is it, Jed?” 

  “I wanted to know if you would go out with me Friday night.” 

  As it sat there lingering in space, Jed was blank waiting for her answer.  If she said yes, 
he would let out a sigh of relief. If she said no, he would be bruised for some time to come, looking the 
fool to himself and the friends he had told. Time stood still.  Her mouth began to open and words 
started to come out, but not the words he had wanted.  “I really don’t think so, Jed.” As he heard these 
words his face dropped.  She could see she had crushed him.  Not knowing what to do, feeling like she 
had kicked a puppy, she turned around and decided to go with him. They both agreed on Friday night at 
8:00 pm. She assured him it would be fun, as he assured her.  He walked away with one word on his 
mind…damn! 



 Waiting for Friday to come, Jed became filled with a mounting anxiety.  At night he 
would sweat just thinking about Peggy Lyn, but during the daytime he would keep to quietly to himself. 
It was Thursday night and he half thought about calling to cancel, but the part of him that wanted her 
wouldn’t let him didn’t do it. School that day was a blur.  They had confirmed the date at lunch and that 
was the last he had seen of her until that evening. 

 Arriving at 8:00 pm, Jed’s heart raced as he thought about what he would say to her 
father and then to her during the course of the evening. Telling himself he would be fine, he relaxed and 
rang the bell. 

 “Why hello, my boy,” her father greeted Jed.  “Come in, come in.” 

 “Thank you, sir.” 

 “Peggy Lyn is upstairs getting ready. She’ll be down in a minute.  Let’s sit in the parlor.” 

 “Okay, thanks.” 

 “So, you go to school with my daughter?” 

 “No sir!” 

  Jed, in his scared and intimidated mind heard her father say that he was going to 
“seduce his daughter.”  After seeing the look on his face he realized what he had really said, and feeling 
ashamed, he corrected the misunderstanding.  Peggy Lyn’s father proceeded to look at Jed with the eyes 
of a father.  Jed, knowing that he thought her caller a fool, decided to start a conversation.  This turned 
out to be unfortunate for Jed. 

 “So sir, do you like the team this year?” 

 “What team?” 

 “The high school football team. They look pretty good this year.” 

 “No, I’m not following them.” 

 “You really should.  We have a good quarterback.” 

 “No, I’m not really into football.” 

 “You should come to a game.” 

 “My boy, what part of no don’t you understand?” 

 “I was just saying that you should go to a game and maybe you will like it.” 

 “I don’t like football!  Are you dense?” 

 “No sir, I’m not.” 

 “Honey, tell Peggy her date is here!” 



 Peggy Lyn’s father got off the living room chair and walked to the kitchen, telling Jed it 
was nice to meet him. “Nice as meeting a tax audit,” he thought to himself.  If she falls for this one, he 
would kill.  Jed knew that this wasn’t going too well.  He sat back waiting, hoping that she hated her 
father.  After a few minutes she came down and her closeness to her father was apparent. The look she 
was wearing that night, breath taking, left Jed very shy and insecure. He ordered himself to handle it. 

 The drive to the theater was silent, Jed not knowing what to say and Peggy Lyn wanting 
to be somewhere else.  As they got their tickets and went inside to their seats, Peggy asked for some 
popcorn and something to drink.  As Jed left the theater and headed for the concession stand, the movie 
began and the lights dimmed.  Heading back to his seat near her the darkness left him unsure of his 
whereabouts.  Seeing her hair, he walked cautiously toward her. He tripped as he walked down  the 
aisle and the popcorn and soda fell to the ground, causing an uproar of laughter and taunts. Once again, 
Jed wore the face of a fool. 

 In his mind and in hers, the evening was at an end just as it began. They waited for the 
night to be over.  Peggy Lyn thought of what she would do at the night’s end.  Jed thought of ways to 
redeem his character.  Anger grew inside him at himself, at the movie, at her father and unknowingly at 
Peggy Lyn. 

 The ride home was just as awkward. They pulled up in front of her home. She didn’t want 
to kiss him, but she felt that was the least she could do.  As she leaned over, Jed became 
overenthusiastic and forced an innocent kiss on the cheek into something she did not want.  Jed was 
totally oblivious to her reaction to his advances.  She began to yell as he pulled her closer and closer. 
With a smack to Jed’s cheek and a push to his chest a bell went off in his mind, making him realize what 
he was doing. With a few choice words and the slam of the door, Jed realized his date was over, along 
with his reputation and character. He drove away, bleeding inside. 

 A thirty-nine year old Jed put out his cigarette, confused about his past and his life.  The 
fog grew in his mind  upon seeing the truth. Self-loathing gained ground and a hatred for the past 
surfaced again.  It wasn’t like that, he assured himself; it wasn’t like that at all.  As he lay on his bed he 
began an inner and outer skirmish, not wanting to see and listen to the past, not wanting to think of the 
present and damning the future. He turned and faced the wall. 

 

                                         Part 12 

 

 Jed, growing weaker, stared at the blank wall, still not wanting to remember the 
past in this new and honest light.  Assuring himself that things didn’t happen that way, he scrambled for 
a picture of happiness, a pleasing picture, one that would make him feel better than the way he was 
feeling right now.  He was unsuccessful. 

 His mind wandered to the day he was coming home from the fight he had had 
with Steven. The day seemed darker now with more fear after the fight than during it. The worry about 
his parents’ reactions seemed more of a concern as he made that long walk to his home. The fight was a 
blur at this point; he didn’t even remember who had won.  Part of him had hoped that no one was 
home, giving him time to clean himself up before anyone could see.  Seeing his mother’s car in the 
driveway, all of his hopes were crushed. 



 As he approached the door, something told him not to go in, to go to Max’s and 
wash up there with no one the wiser, but something pushed him through the door.  He could remember 
it clearly now.  Some force, or fate, he did not know what it was, but something pushed him into the 
home where his mother waited. He took a deep breath as he entered. 

 “Mom?” 

 There was no answer.  He hoped she was asleep. 

 “Mom?” 

 “What?” 

 “I’m home.” 

 “I’ll tell the paper!  Where were you?” 

 “I was at the ball field.” 

 “Did you take out the garbage today?” 

 “No, not yet.” 

 “Well you better take it out before your father gets home.” 

 “Yeah, I will.” 

 Jed planned to sneak past the kitchen into the bathroom before she could see 
him, get cleaned up and then give her a kiss. The plan failed.  As he started to dart past the kitchen, she 
saw him out of the corner of her eye, calling his name and stopping him dead. His face dropped and his 
heart just sank. He knew it would come now. 

 “Hey, where is my kiss?” 

 “Sorry.” 

 “What the hell happened to you?” 

 “I got into a fight with Steven.” 

 “You know how I feel about fighting. Why did you let this happen?” 

 “It wasn’t my fault.  He started it.” 

 “Yeah, and I bet he is telling his mother the same thing right now.  I told you a 
long time ago that I won’t have you fighting.  Look at yourself!  You’re all bloody and your clothes are a 
goddamn mess!  Wait till your father hears this!” 

 “It wasn’t my fault, I'm telling you.  He started it.” 

 “I don’t care who started it!   You’re not to get into fights with anyone.” 

 “I’m sorry.” 



 “You damn well better be sorry!  Go and clean yourself up and you’re gonna be 
grounded this week.” 

 “But I was going to the fair with Jess and Max!’’ 

 “You were going to the fair with Max and Jess.  Now you’re grounded!” 

 “You got to let me go!  We’ve been saving up for it.” 

 “I don’t have to do a damn thing, and if you keep it up you’re gonna be grounded 
for two weeks.” 

 Jed didn’t say a word. He began to get mad. Sometimes in life a word is all it 
takes to change things.  This was one of those times. As Jed turned to walk away, bushed from the fight, 
hurt from his mother’s anger, and disappointed for his broken weekend plans, a word came from his 
mouth, a word he didn’t want his mother to hear, a word he also wanted his mother to hear, until he 
said it. 

 “Witch!” 

 “What did you say?” 

 “Nothing, I didn’t say nothing!” 

 “You little son of a bitch!  I heard you.  I’m a witch, huh? I’ll show you a witch!” 

 “No, Mom, I didn’t say that.  Really!” 

 “You talk to me like that!  I’m your goddamn mother!  Don’t you ever talk to me 
like that again!” 

 Jed proceeded to take another beating, this time not able to fight back. Looking 
back now, his mother had overreacted.  Looking back now, he should not have called her a witch.  
Looking back now, he should have gone to Max’s house.  He remembered the feeling he had that night 
lying in bed listening to his father and mother fight about him, and the tiredness he felt from his fight 
with Steven, the beating from his mother, and the slap in his face from his father. Thinking back, that 
was when the coldness started in his heart.   

  

                             Part 13 

 As Jed stared at the blank wall he decided to get under the covers.  He pulled the 
blanket over himself, assuring himself that there were those out there that had a worse situation than 
him, that this bind he was in was not that bad, that some were in a worse position in life. Sure he had 
made mistakes, but the situation wasn’t that bad. His mind went back to college and Jeffrey and the real 
memory he had been supressing. 

 The night was like many others.  He and Alice were going to get Jeffrey and go 
out to dinner, then to see the game.  Part of him wanted to be alone with Alice, but the mood she was 
in, she needed some relief and excitement. The plan was to meet Jeffrey at Alice’s dorm room and go to 
dinner from there.  Jed was not happy about the evening’s plans.  



 “Do we really have to do this?” 

 “Yeah, come on.  It will be fun.” 

 “I'm just tired of these games, the same old people, same old game.  It’s like they 
made one game and just played it over and over again.” 

 “You’re just tired.  It will help lift your spirits.” 

 “My spirits are fine, thank you very much.” 

 “Hey, don’t give me any crap!” 

 “And can’t we have just one night without Jeffrey the wonder nerd?” 

 “I like Jeffrey.  He is a good guy, so don’t talk about him like that!” 

 “Well, he is always around.  We can never have any time to ourselves.” 

 “We spent the whole day together on Sunday.  You’re just in a bad mood, and it’s 
starting to piss me off!” 

 “Hey, listen.  You can be replaced.” 

 “In your dreams.” 

 “It’s just when he gets in those moods, I want to wring his neck.”  

 “Your mood right now isn’t so great either there, pal.” 

 “Oh, come on!  You can’t compare my mood to Jeffrey’s.” 

 “Listen, I’m going to the game and to get something to eat.  If you want to come 
fine, if not, well that’s fine too.  At this point I don’t care what you do!” 

 “Speaking of, where is Jeffrey?  Late again!” 

 Alice decided to go get Jeffrey at his dorm.  Jed reluctantly tagged along, giving 
her more of the same complaints as before. Alice didn’t pay any attention to him, thinking about her Bio 
class and the laundry she had to do. They casually strolled across campus headed for Jeffrey’s room, 

Jed stating that he might not be there, and Alice assuring him that he would. After approaching his 
room, Alice insisted on knocking, for she had no wish to see him naked. They called his name. 

 With no response, they decided to walk in, thinking he was there in bed and just 
asleep.  Alice fell into Jed’s arms weeping as they both stared at Jeffrey’s body hanging from the ceiling, 
the rope firmly around his neck.  They both broke down.   

 A thirty-nine year old Jed began to sob for his friend, this innocent young man 
who could not take it anymore, this gentle soul who let the things in life that weren’t important become 
important.  He sobbed for his friend’s life, and he sobbed for his own. 

  



                                   Part 14 

 

 The road started to wind once again to the left and visions of the past began to surface. 
Thoughts that formed in his mind did not make sense.  Pictures flashed before his eyes.  He saw his dad 
laughing, his sister weeping, his mother yelling and he saw himself scared and confused.  He tried again 
to look or to listen.  He tried again not going where the road led, but when the road calls you can do 
nothing but follow, for the driver is your conscience and the road is the past, spilling memories. 

 It was a day like any other as Jed came home from school. This day there was a fine mist in 
the air.  He took his time, for he liked the rain, and it made him feel safe.  As always, he wasn’t sure 
whether his mother was home or not.  Some days, she would be there and some days not.  He didn’t 
mind when she was home, but he liked the run of the house when she wasn’t. This day she was home.  

 As he came around the corner he saw her car parked in the driveway.  He felt a little sad. The 
afternoon was planned out.  First, get something to eat, take the garbage out, change into his play 
clothes, then to head to Max’s.  But things took a different turn. 

 Walking into the house, there were no sounds or signs of his mother, which he thought odd. 
He put his books down and headed for the fridge.  After a few minutes and still no sign of his mother he 
decided to go look for her.  Seeing her bedroom door slightly open, he poked his head in.  From the 
sounds he heard and the motion of the bed and no sign of his father, he knew something wasn’t right. 
He recognized Mr. Williams’s boots on the floor, and his mother saw his face peeking in.  This situation 
needed immediate attention. 

 Jed closed the bedroom door fast and ran to the kitchen.  His mother put on her clothes and 
ordered Mr. Williams to do the same, directing him to leave immediately. The thought of her husband 
finding out sent a shiver down her spine and brought images of blood to her eyes. She needed to handle 
this. 

 Jed sat at the kitchen table, his head hung low with shame.  He did not want to look up, but 
could see Mr. Williams walking by quickly out of the corner of his eye.  He prayed he wouldn’t say 
anything to him and he didn’t. Three minutes and thirty-three seconds later his mom came into the 
kitchen, obviously uncomfortable.  Jed did not raise his head. 

 “Hi baby,” she said, like nothing had happened. 

 “Hello,” he replied with his head hung low, still not looking at her. 

 “How was school?” 

 “Good.” 

 “Any homework?” 

 “A little.” 

 The air was awkward and tense.  She couldn’t let it go, for fear of her husband finding out. 

 “I think we should have a talk.” 



 She sat at the table. 

 “I really don’t want to,” Jed said, as he tried to hurry and finish his plate. 

 “Well I really think we should.  I know you looked in the bedroom but it wasn’t what you 
think it was.” 

 She tried desperately to change what he had seen; for her own sake, for his, for her 
husband’s and for Mr. Williams’s life. 

 “Mr. Williams was trying on clothes that your father didn’t want.” 

 A now angry Jed didn’t like being the fool and blurted out what was on his mind. 

 “You and Mr. Williams were having sex!” 

 “What!?  No we weren’t!” 

 “Yes, you were.” 

 Her hand was played and a young Jed began to get angry with her, for lying to him, and for 
betraying his father.  He looked at her coldly with four aces in his hand. The cracking in her voice gave 
her away even more so, the manner in which she spoke even more. The power struggle began.  First, it 
was with a bribe, offering him late nights and a present.  With that his eyes glared through her with a 
stern look on his face. Second, she tried to turn the tables, telling him that if he told she would give him 
a whoopin’ that he would never forget.  His eyes squinted, and leering at her he remained motionless 
and speechless.  He was cold and she would have to break it.  

 “Okay, here it is.  Do you want your father to hit me? ‘Cause if he finds out he’s going to beat 
me like crazy and then he’s gonna have to go back to the hospital.  Is that what you want?  So what’s it 
going to be?” 

 “I won’t say anything.” 

 “You promise?” 

 “I promise.” 

 “Good.” 

 “I don’t want to see Mr. Williams here anymore.” 

 “Okay, you won’t.” 

 “I want my curfew raised to 11:00 pm.” 

 “Okay, you can have your curfew raised.  It’s almost time for that anyway.” 

 “And I want a new bike.” 

 “What?  You’ve got to be kidding me!  There is no way.” 

 “And it’s going to be a good one likes Max’s with the good gear changer.” 



 The coldness and the tone of her son’s voice made her head spin. She wanted to tell him that 
there was no way she was going to buy a bike like that, but she couldn’t. She wanted to tell him to go to 
his room and never talk to her that way again, but she couldn’t.  He rose from the table, threw his dish 
in the sink and walked out of the kitchen.  As he walked out the front door they both knew that their 
relationship would never be the same.  He damned her for it. 

 A thirty-nine year old Jed sobbed more, thinking of his mother. Curled under the blanket in 
the fetal position, hiding his head in the pillow facing the wall, he could think nothing but “Why?”  Why 
did she, why did Jeffrey, why did his father?  What happened to Sally?  Why, why, why? Not knowing 
where he was, his mind spun in a frenzy of emotion, twirling back and forth, up and down, leaving him a 
wreck, until a voice rang out loudly. 

 “LIGHTS OUT, TEN MINUTES!” 

 Jed snapped up, realizing where he was, the coldness of the cell bringing him back, the iron 
bars confirming in his mind the reality of today, the cold walls screaming to him of his guilt. The chatter 
of the convicted criminals brought his mind back to today. Today screamed his name. The search for the 
past and its meaning dripped away like it never mattered.  The quest to see where he went wrong fell to 
the floor like it never mattered. The cold hard guilt of today and that night and what he did screamed, 
“Mattered, mattered!” 

 

  His mind went back to the past one last time. He was frightened to think of it, but down this 
road there were no turnoffs, no detours, no thoughts of the way he wanted things to be, and no 
thoughts of what others had done to him in his life, just thoughts of what was and what is. The cell 
seemed colder and darker. 

  

                           Part 15 

 

 His mind was forced to that night, and as a cold observer he watched this man, the stress 
he faced and the problems he had.  He had seen this man like he had never known him; a stranger.  
Someone else was occupying his body. It was his face and his features, but this man was not him.  He 
was sure it was not him. 

 He recalled the heat of that day, the temperature breaking a hundred.  A pathetic part of 
him tried to blame it on the weather, but he couldn’t.  The loss of his job and the mounting bills added 
to that night’s frustration, along with the problems with Alice, her thinking of leaving him. The weight 
was too much that night.  He could not lift it.  He stopped trying. 

  That night, as he sat in his chair floating down the river of despair, dark thoughts 
entered his fragile mind.  He was losing himself with each thought in the ripples of the river.  He stared 
into space, holding a sixth glass of scotch.  As he finished it, it happened.  It had taken over his mind. 
Without knowing, he put the glass down, went to the den, took out his gun and with no feelings at all, 
went up to the bedrooms. 



  Not knowing who these people were, and not knowing himself, he entered Alice’s 
bedroom first.  After putting a bullet in her head, he went to the children’s rooms.  He coldly took their 
lives, never feeling a thing.  He went back downstairs and poured his seventh glass of scotch, oblivious 
to what he had done. 

  A thirty-nine year old Jed watched in horror as he faced himself that cold dark night.  He 
began to shake inside, thinking of his family.  All that he had known was gone. All that he had been was 
gone, too.  What he thought himself capable of at one time was nothing more than an illusion.  He knew 
that the wrong people died that night.  Those bullets were meant for him, for his failures, for his 
weakness, for his inability to cope.  The thoughts of Alice’s face and the children laughing took Jed’s 
sanity away from him.  He began to laugh and cry in a state of hysteria.  He knew his guilt and he knew 
the future awaiting him.  He went blank with the thought of the day of his arrival, remembering a bible 
quote,    “Seeing his days are determined, the number of his months are with thee, thou hast appointed 
his bounds that he cannot pass.”  

Jed lay facing the wall, shaking, blank, numb and guilty.   

 

     The End 

 

 

 

 

           “A CASE OF MADNESS” 

 

 

 

Textbook 

 

Schizophrenia: A general name for a group of psychotic reactions characterized by withdrawals, 
accompanied by the presence of hallucination, delusions and progressive deterioration. 

 

 Webster’s dictionary defines reality as “the quality of a state of being actual or true.” Is one 
man’s reality the same as another? If one man is coming from one place in space and in time and 
another is occupying and coming from another space and time , would both perceptions would be 
altered and each experience a different reality? 



 If a “reality” exists where other unseen worlds are experienced as true and actual with a cast of 
beings, angels, spirits, demons etc., would this world be considered “reality”?  Furthermore, what if 
there was a fragment of this “unseen” world that bordered on hallucination and delusion? Would one 
be able to tell the difference between the “real’ and “unreal”? Or when this fragment of an unseen 
world brings about a psychotic reaction to the point of hallucination, delusion and a mental breakdown, 
could a deteriorating mind tell the difference between the fragment and reality? 

 

 

 

     THE ILL ONE 

 

 

 James Minesad was a paranoid schizophrenic. To all those who knew him, he was Jimmy. Some 
were sympathetic to his illness, some weren’t. Some wished him well, some didn’t. Some were his 
friends, some weren’t.  Jimmy, being a paranoid schizophrenic, couldn’t tell who was who. Welcome to 
Jimmy’s world, a world in constant motion, and a world forever changing in his mind, a world not for 
many, but for an ill few. 

 Jimmy’s schizophrenia started early in his life for a schizophrenic. At seventeen, he began 
showing signs of the illness, hearing things that weren’t there, seeing glimpses of lights and shadows 
that belonged to another world. Becoming distant from his family and friends, he hid himself away 
where nothing or no one could pray on his insecure mind. 

 Jimmy stood 5’10” with dirty brown hair and gray eyes. His face was semi-chiseled with high 
cheek bones and a rather large mole on the left side.  Jimmy’s eyes would begin to shift back and forth 
as the illness took over full force in his mind. The shift would be slow. The illness was always prevalent in 
his mind, as there were times it would grow slightly dormant and other times it would be full-scale.  

 Schizophrenia comes with certain distinctive characteristics.  First is the tendency to withdraw 
from people.  Most schizophrenics are introverts, keeping to themselves and socializing as little as 
possible. In Jimmy’s case both points were true and prevalent.  Second, a schizophrenic will distrust 
even his closest relation and friend. Suspicion will always be there, a constant reminder that he or she is 
after something or wishing the ill one harm, a constant thought in the mind of the paranoid.  Third is an 
imagination that has a force beyond the ill one’s control.  A single thought could escalate into a series of 
mind bending delusions that sends the ill one to another sphere in the cosmos. A single thought, if not 
caught in time, could set the delusion and hallucination into motion, grabbing the ill one by his soul and 
bringing forth an illusion, leaving him confused, insecure and numb to himself and those around him. 
Jimmy possessed all three of these characteristics. 

 

 

 



 

     THE SETTING 

 

 

 The guests would arrive at 8:00 pm, Jimmy included. The home was owned by Jimmy’s 
counselor, Steven. It would be a small gathering of five. Steven’s home was a modest two story house in 
a calm neighborhood. Most of the homes on the block had the same vinyl siding.   Steven’s house was 
painted a light yellow with brown shutters and the inside was carpeted a light brown. The walls were 
painted off-white with various paintings hung on them. Jimmy took his time admiring the paintings, each 
hand-picked by Steven. Steven was an admirer of the arts. 

 There was a dark brown coffee table with various books on art, architecture and the history of 
language lying in a fan-like fashion. The blinds on the windows were draped with see-through, light 
brown lace. The sofas were worn from use and very comfortable to the touch. There were two easy 
chairs positioned on each side of the larger sofa, both comfortable and worn.  A closed entertainment 
center was positioned on the far wall, containing a stereo and a television. Of all the times Jimmy had 
visited Steven’s home, he had never once seen the center open. Tonight would be no different. Steven’s 
home was modest and comfortable for a small gathering of five.  Jimmy’s mind would often crack with 
delusion and hallucinations at Steven’s home.  Tonight would be no different. 

 

 

 

 

 

    CAST OF CHARACTERS 

 

 

 Steven would be the host this evening. Steven lived alone, accompanied only by his cat, Max. 
Steven was thirty-nine years of age with a brown beard with slight gray streaks. He stood 5’10”, and he 
was working on a warm stomach for the winter.  He was fond of who he was and what he did.  His 
service started years after high school when he decided to help the mentally ill. Service was a passion 
that lasted during his daylight hours and well into the night. Steven was admired and loved by all those 
who knew him. 

 Steven…much could be said about Steven, but we won’t, for all would be lost to the mind of an 
illness that bends and folds reality to the point of obscuring its very foundation and fabric.  All would be 
lost to see a picture in motion, flowing to lose the essence of what it once was, comprehendible. Steven 
was admired and loved by all those who knew him, and at times, Jimmy too fell into this category. 



 Lily was on the guest list. Being a member of the group Steven held with Jimmy and several 
others, she was often invited to Steven’s home for a quiet evening. Lily, how appropriate a name for her, 
for she was as soft spoken as a flower.  Meek, and humbled by others and her illness, Lily suffered from 
panic attacks.  Mostly these attacks would worsen when in a group.  That being so, Steven always 
wanted her to face the problem with a few others present.  She barely spoke and mostly kept he eyes 
on Steven, who by this time she had developed a slight crush on.  She admired the way he spoke to 
others, with care and attentiveness. This evening she wore a special floral dress for Steven.  She shone in 
her mind, with her dirty blonde hair and blue eyes, she shone for him. She was beating her illness, 
looking forward to the evening and silently shining. 

 Faith was Steven’s oldest and dearest friend.  In her mid-fifties, she had known Steven for more 
than half her life. With graying hair and much character in her face, she was adored by Steven.  Her 
husband Angel, an English teacher, and she, would frequent Steven’s gatherings as often as possible. 
Both conscious of his guests’ illnesses and quite sympathetic to their maladies, they both made Jimmy 
uneasy. 

 This evening there would be five, a small number, just enough for Lily and the others, but a 
number too high for Jimmy.  In actuality, any number exceeding one was too high for Jimmy. The guests 
arrived at 8:00, Jimmy at 8:15.   Let the games begin. 

 

 

    A NORMAL WORLD 

 

 

 As the guests arrived, Steven greeted them with a warm smile.  Lily’s heart slowed with his 
warm greeting.  Politely, she kissed Steven on the cheek, along with Faith and gave a firm handshake to 
Angel. They were all pleased to see each other, for it had been some time since their last meeting. The 
evening was under way. 

 Jimmy rang the bell with apprehension as he stood in the cold looking at the mat on the ground. 
It was a prolonged time, a time suspended.  Steven did not hear the bell.  Jimmy began to feel awkward 
as he waited.  He rang the bell again.  This time Steven heard it and answered with a smile.  Jimmy 
smiled back, as he felt comfortable with Steven for that moment.  They both smiled and shook hands, 
and Jimmy entered. 

 Politely, the guests greeted Jimmy, all inquiring about each other and how they had been since 
their last meeting. The meeting and greeting was mastered by all, a program that all knew and were 
quite familiar with.  It was perfect. 

 Jimmy took notice of Steven’s tee shirt.  It was black with white letters that said two simple 
words, “IT’S OKAY.”  He smiled as he read it and thought of the countless meanings.  He thought about 
bringing up the comical approach to his wardrobe.  Then Lily beat him to the punch.  She spoke softly 
saying, “It is alright, isn’t it, Steven?”  Steven replied with a warm smile and said, “Yes, it is.” Jimmy felt 
at ease with the words, with the setting, with the people, with the time, with the block, with the 
neighborhood, with the country, with the universe and with himself.  He would enjoy this “normal 



world” for as long as it would last. The guests and Steven decided to sit in the living room.  It was 
perfect. 

 It was ten minutes into the evening.  All smiled and exchanged pleasantries as they sipped their 
drinks and filled themselves with chips and what have you.  With grace and ease they all exchanged 
smiles, laughter and small talk.   Then, Jimmy began noticing things about his company.  His mind was 
dulled by his senses and little things began to stand out - mannerisms, gestures and tones.  Being a 
participant in a “normal world,” these gestures seemed quite sane and normal.  The flailing of an arm, a 
peal of high pitched laughter, an elongated pause at the end of a sentence; all of this seemed quite 
acceptable to a normal mind in a normal world.  Its perfection started to decline slowly in Jimmy’s mind, 
without observation. 

 Jimmy couldn’t help but notice the spark in Faith’s eyes when she spoke to Angel. There was a 
hint of magic surrounding the two as words flowed like a river with an air of mystery; they spoke a 
language no one else was privy to.  She would reach out her hand and touch his arm as she tried to 
recall a past friend’s name or a local shop where they bought their first framed Picasso.  Jimmy couldn’t 
help but notice the depth of their relationship.  He began to shrink in size. 

 Jimmy’s thoughts turned to Steven.  He watched his counselor’s gentle concern for the people in 
the room.  His thoughts shifted to Steven’s face and back to the shirt, “It’s okay.”  He was okay, Jimmy 
thought.  Steven was better than “okay;” he was great, a kind, gentle man, firm in his being, firm with 
the world, and firm with what he knew.  He began to admire Steven a little more, beginning to see what 
Lily saw.  Again, he began to shrink in size. 

 How Lily gazed at Steven while he spoke, how she sparkled with the end of each sentence, how 
she remained quiet and listened attentively, and how she was beating her illness in his presence, not for 
herself only, but for the man she was falling for, all became absorbed by Jimmy.  Jimmy remained quiet 
as his size shrank down to nothing, falling, without awareness, into the void.  Jimmy’s illness was starting 
to activate, without him knowing.  The “normal world” was taking a turn 

 

 

            ELEVATION OF CONSCIOUSNESS 

 

 

 Jimmy’s world began to change.  His consciousness started to elevate to a different plane of 
existence.  The connection to himself and his center began to be removed.  Still able to maintain his 
composure, he sat and listened to the conversation.  Growing smaller still, a small haze began to fill his 
mind, a cloud of an unknown element.  Helpless, he could do nothing but watch the others as an 
unknown change filled his mind. 

 The others had no idea of the change in Jimmy’s behavior.  He sat and smiled politely as his 
world started to change. The others continued in their retelling of old stories, laughing, smiling, and 
snacking and drinking.  Jimmy breathed a deep sigh as a part of him knew that it was coming, and come 
it did. 



 

 

 

    DISTORTED PERCEPTION 

 

 

 As it came, a part of Jimmy knew what to expect.  His sense of self was barely existent and the 
others appeared to be giants in his fragile mind.  It started as a normal perception that began to 
diminish, their size growing with each moment that passed.  With each breath they grew to a mammoth 
size.  A small part of Jimmy remembered what to expect, for he had been here before, many times in 
fact.  His mind had split, watching both his mind’s perception and the others in the physical world - a 
small part, an observer, a watcher.  Jimmy was a mere flea in a world of giants. 

 Sounds began to take hold of his consciousness.  In the world they were normal sounds.  In a 
distorted mind they were ammunition firing at his protective field.  Laughter was a knife cutting the 
child within, so small and fragile, an innocent phrase echoed in a mind on the brink of insanity.  He was 
bouncing back and forth in the landscape of reason and distortion.  That small part of his 
unconsciousness, the watcher, knew, from past experience, that there was nothing to do but watch and 
wait, and wait Jimmy did, with eager anticipation for the next round of gun play, the next bomb from 
one of their arsenals, the next word without meaning, and the next word with two or more meanings. 
Jimmy sighed with concern and fear as he knew things could and would worsen. 

 The words of the others played in his mind, dancing, echoing and taking on different meanings. 
Jimmy maintained his distance from his mind’s illness, doing his best not to get caught up in the play in 
his mind.  With apprehension, he stepped his foot into the landscape of insanity, only to pull back, for he 
could feel the loss of self completely, the flea being nonexistent and Jimmy becoming someone he didn’t 
know.  A quantum trust of electric currency returned him to his flea status as he listened with warning 
to the play in his mind, a mental plane of echoing sounds, dancing with laughter, quarrelling with each 
other, bouncing off a ray of light in a mind that was not his own, but a landscape for paranoia and 
insanity. 

 Sparks of light began to dance on the landscape of his psyche, their flickering colors of red and 
blue leaving traces of streams across his crumbling mind.  In fact, Jimmy wasn’t aware of the lights 
consciously, keeping his attention on the thoughts rather than the visual. The lights streamed with each 
new wave of emotional breakdown... Jimmy’s resistance was slowly deteriorating with each new wave. 
It was time for the next phase of his illness, the confusion. 

 

 

    MENTAL CONFUSION 

 With his mind fixed on thought, he began his descent into mental confusion, a place he had 
been before, many times in fact.  The first phase of his mental confusion was the cloud covering his 



eyes.  A thick, dark covering left Jimmy unaware of his surroundings and himself.  A flea in an immense 
dark arena covered by a thick black fog, Jimmy did his best to listen attentively to the others as his vision 
was altered by the winds of the gods. The light was most unfavorable. 

 Jimmy, quite confused, tried listening to who was talking.  He could tell who it was.  He could 
see them and recognize the pitch of their voices, but the words they were uttering didn’t have any place 
in his mind, with no acknowledgement to their meaning and reference.  Jimmy found himself a priest 
living in biblical times, at the time of the tower of Babel.  He didn’t know how he arrived, or who sent 
him, but there he was, listening, listening to thoughts of others, thoughts that made no sense.  He 
couldn’t understand a word that was being said to him or to others, a most frightful state that he had 
experienced before, many times in fact.  A damned priest listening to the echoes of a world meant for 
someone else, a man without meaning, free from an illness that has captured his mind and soul. 

 Not there.  It was the only way to describe Jimmy’s state of mind, not there.  A rather large part 
of his mind and his soul weren’t present.  What was left was a shell.  In severe cases it is known as 
catatonic schizophrenia.  Jimmy’s illness was not heightened to that degree.  A fog of sleepy 
consciousness was his state, a mild case of being not there. 

 In a normal state, a person would have a sense of self, accompanied by a sense of time and 
space, knowing his surroundings, himself, and having a conscious awareness of time.  In Jimmy’s state, 
at the height of his mental confusion, none of these elements were present.  He would do his best to 
present the appearance of being normal.  He had been in this coma-like state many times, more than he 
cared to remember.  He was slowly becoming master, a master of an illness many succumb to, all with 
God’s mercy. 

 Like peeling an onion of the soul, Jimmy’s illness came with many layers, each phase a new 
world with different rules, different characters, a different light shining, and Jimmy himself a different 
perspective on a flowing river of abnormality. 

 

 

    THE RINGING OF A BELL 

 

 

 With the ringing of a bell came a call to another world.  Silently it rang, not meant for all to hear.  
It chimed in the distance on the landscape of Jimmy’s mind.  Not aware, Jimmy began to change and his 
soul began to journey to a different set of surroundings, cast by a different light and a different mode of 
consciousness.  Fearful, he could do nothing but journey and obey. 

 Cemented in realty, the cast doesn’t change, but in the world in his mind all changes, the light 
changing what he knew to be true to something odd and unfamiliar. Their mannerisms in realty have not 
changed; within his mind all had changed.  An illusion cast down, unaware they speak and frolic as if 
nothing were amiss.  In the mind of the schizophrenic all has come unhinged, causing fear, uncertainly 
and despair. 



 Jimmy’s consciousness turned inward.  He began to feel aware of himself, looking at the remains 
of what was, and what was left from the thief known as paranoid schizophrenia. He began to see himself 
distorted, not real, not human, a parasite from another land.  The light shining in his mind cast a shadow 
of a man with no hope, no moral righteousness and compassion for his fellow man – no dignity.  Jimmy 
became a man transformed into someone he didn’t recognize, all with the casting of a light and the 
ringing of a bell. 

 The fabric of reality started to crumble. The building blocks stretched along Jimmy’s psyche 
started a massive shift, leaving him confused and bewildered.  The math just didn’t add up, he thought.  
Two and two doesn’t equal five.  He could do nothing but ride out the wave in this new world, for he 
knew it could get worse, and worse it became, with the ringing of another bell. 

 

 

     DEMONS 

  

 

 

 The light had changed, and the once gross figure staring back at Jimmy in the mirror had turned 
to an angel-like presence. The glow of his face and the favorable light left Jimmy feeling at ease within 
the confines of his mind.  He was favorable in the eyes of the Almighty, he thought, for God had blessed 
his soul, and transformed him into something of value.  He glanced at the others in this favorable light 
and swallowed his saliva with fear, for they had been transformed as well. 

 Their demeanor had not changed again in realty, but in Jimmy’s mind all had changed yet again. 
They had turned into beasts and demons, all at once with the casting of a light. The way they laughed 
and carried on were the smell of a hell.  Trying to keep himself at bay, he watched with certainty the 
illusion of his mind, all being confirmed with each glance at the guests.  Jimmy had bought the delusion 
of his mind.  He could not tell the reality of the world in which he inhabited. The delusion had mastered 
him. 

 A foul smell had entered his psyche.  An odor of great offense crept into his consciousness as he 
waited for a confirmation of the delusion he was witnessing.  “There,” he thought, “why would this foul 
smell be present if these people weren’t ungodly?”  He watched with great care the tone and 
mannerisms of the newly found spawns of the devil.  He watched with fear. 

 With the calling of this new world and a new light there came a delusion, the very core of 
Jimmy’s illness an obscure element of reality.  For there are demons in the world which we inhabit, and 
a glance at the newspaper would prove this easily.  But in the delusion which Jimmy’s mind had 
projected was an element of the unreal in the unknown spiritual realm.  For at the core of this existence 
and delusion, Jimmy’s mind could not tell the real from the unreal and all would be cast as demons in 
the mind of this paranoid schizophrenic. 

 Things turned again and Jimmy started to fall deeper into delusion. Thought waves of paranoia 
flooded his already clouded mind.  All turned deeper and fouler, their words had taken on a dark 



meaning and Jimmy became more and more fearful as he confronted the demons on the stage of his 
mind.  He tried to focus and battle with his mind, but it was too late.  He had become psychotic and his 
mind was seemingly not his own.  It was then that he stared at Stevens’ shirt and all was not “okay.” 

 The words played on the field of his mind, they echoed in his psyche, loud and with damnation. 
“It’s okay , it’s okay , it’s okay, it’s okay, it’s okay, it’s okay, it’s okay, it’s okay, IT’S OKAY, IT’S OKAY!” a 
voice yelling to him, “you’re fucking OKAY!”  But he knew he wasn’t. 

 The bubble in his mind broke and Jimmy felt tired and defeated as the calm after the storm 
broke.  He watched the others as the illusion started to slowly fade into the back of his subconscious. 
There was a moment of relief that the illusion had ended.  Tired and broken, he sat sipping his soda, for 
he could feel the relief, psychically, mentally and emotionally.  With the moment of peace came the 
ringing of another bell and a call to another world.  And once again Jimmy could do nothing but obey 
and be swept away, for another light was timed to shine and yet another illusion called his name, “Jim.” 

 

 

 

     ANGELS 

 

 

 With this casting of a new light, Jim fell into another illusion, for this time the light cast the 
guests in a favorable glow and Jim’s reflection in the mirror deluded his mind into thinking it was he who 
was the beast.  The others’ words took on a new spin with warmth and caring.  A free spirit of love 
flowed into Jim’s mind as he knew once again everyone in the room cared for each other deeply.  He fell 
back into his seat with feelings of sorrow for the delusion he had had before.  Perhaps, he thought, this 
was reality, and it truly was him that was the evil one.  He sighed and broke into two. 

 Blue sparks danced in his mind. He watched the others with silent awe as they freely exchanged 
stories. The lights proceeded to engage in a symphony-like dance, corresponding with the exchange of 
words and tones the others were expressing.  Jim could do nothing but sit in silent awe of the show his 
mind was creating.  How lovingly expressive the others were!   There was indeed something holy about 
the exchange, something mystical.  It was then that he caught a glimpse of himself.  As he saw his 
reflection in the mirror of his mind again, he swallowed the saliva he had in his mouth.  What was 
staring back he could not recognize.  He thought of the others as he looked at himself.  He felt that he 
didn’t belong.  He felt dirty and in need of a shower, as the lights danced and the reflection silently 
mocked him and all he thought of was himself.  

 In a silent black and white image, the reflection stared back at Jim.  In Jim’s mind he kept one 
eye on the others and one on the reflection in his mind.  It did not speak, but just observed his 
observation. It looked at Jim with judgment and authority, staring at him without blinking, a reflection of 
Jim’s own reflection, someone with an agenda and an angered authority.  It was then that Jim turned 
angry at himself and the image in his mind spit at Jim and disappeared. 



 The strong scent of flowers filled his mind so forcibly that it left Jim in a state of confusion. 
Appealing to the scenes in his mind, he let himself be taken to where the scent willed. His demonic 
reflection was gone and he was surrounded by friends and with that he let his guard down. Once again 
going to the extremes, everyone would be sainted in his mind.  Granted, they were all very kind people, 
but once again the delusion had left Jim without reality, without truth. His mind was again creating 
delusion and casting Jim as the cosmic fool. 

 With reality flowing like a river, constantly changing in his mind, taking away the slightest shred 
of truth, Jim was left alone with his delusion, a pleasant delusion, but a delusion nonetheless.  He was 
tired, and a part of himself in the back of his mind, deep within the subconscious, knew that things could 
get even worse, and with that the reflection came back, angry, forceful, and with an agenda.  

 The dark force began to yell at Jim, demanding he do the force’s bidding.  A thrust of energy 
came for Jim to handle this current situation.  He watched the presence and he watched his mind and 
where his thoughts were taking him. The presence was growing more vengeful as Jim did nothing but 
watch.  He watched his mind, he watched the presence, and he watched the others.  He did his best not 
to get swept away with the force, for he knew where it would lead, to desperation, worthlessness, and 
thoughts of suicide.  He knew the only cure for the moment would be time.  Time would rid him of this 
influence, it would pass, and he would return to a better set of circumstances.  Jim grew tired and 
waited. 

 

 

 

     BAD TURN 

 

 

 Things began to grow increasingly worse, for by this time the delusion had engulfed Jim’s entire 
mind, leaving no thread of reality.  Putting it all into proportion on a scale, one being  firmly grounded in 
reality and ten being in a full rage of madness, Jim was holding on to a solid nine, his mind swaying in 
the wind, with each thought slamming into his ship, leaving him more and more confused about who he 
was and who was talking.  

 Like standing on sand, Jim knew he couldn’t rely on his mind or his perception, an unfavorable 
and dangerous place to reside.  Not being able to rely on one’s own perception of the truth and realty 
would leave Jim agreeing with any perception that was coming from his ill mind.  A master surgeon 
would be needed to separate the delusion from reality.  Jim was on his way to becoming this surgeon, 
but only when his disease was in the six to seven range.   A solid nine to ten, Jim would need help, and 
he would not ask for this help, for in this range the paranoia was fully active.  Jim had taken a bad turn 
and found himself in a bad place. 

 Jim’s sense of isolation began to mount, a sense of not knowing where he was or who he was.  
He fell back into a slight depression as he listened to the others, commenting with a word or two to hold 
his part in the evening.  The others were totally unaware of the dangerous place in his mind.  Anger 



started to grow as he knew what appeared to be, helpless in fighting his schizophrenia.  With the feeling 
a door opened, and the reflection appeared once again. 

 Demonic and angered, the reflection stared at Jim, pointing and yelling, damning him.  With 
orders and a deep and dark tone, the reflection looked for a moment of weakness in Jim, a slight 
moment where the reflection could enter into the realm of the physical.  Putting Jim in a position of 
danger and folly, the reflection of words grew deafening in his mind.  Jim did his best to remain centered 
and keep the force at bay.  The reflection grew colder and more coercive. 

 “You’re fucking nothing!!! Grab Her!! Push her down, you fucking loser!  Grab him by the fucking 
throat and squeeze!!! They HATE you, you FUCKING nothing!!!!  Look at them!  They are out to destroy 
you!!!  If you don’t do what I say I will FUCKING KILL YOU!!!!!!  Grab her by the TIT!!!! YOU FUCKING 
NOTHING!!!!!  THERE IS NO GOD AND NO HELP FOR YOU, YOU COCKSUCKING SON OF A BITCH!!!!!!!!!” 

 The rant went on for Jim for what seemed to be an eternity. The dark thoughts had forced Jim 
into a dark place, and he waited.  He waited for the light and he waited to be saved.  At times the light 
would come quickly, and at times the light would take time to appear, for again, he knew things could 
get worse.  So, he smiled politely at the guests, took a deep breath, and acted as if there was nothing 
wrong, while inside the hell of the underworld was cutting his tortured soul, for at this moment, a 
master actor was Jim’s only competition. 

 A consummate actor Jim had become, keeping up appearances with the others, not letting on 
that his entire foundation of reality was being stripped away, an inner turmoil that at one time would 
have left Jim running through the streets with madness. He could recall the days in the past that his 
illness had left him with nothing to hold on to.  He could recall the call of a wild man, an animal, listening 
to the reflection, not being separate from a primal instinct to bring havoc and pain and disorder.  He 
could recall it all.  

 With the help of Steven and an angel, Jim wavered between these delusions in his mind. There 
would be a thought that he would hold onto during these “spells,” a single thought from a mighty, loving 
angel from above that took pity on Jim and his sick mind. It was a single thought, given to Jim as a gift 
for all of his forbearance and patience, a thought that would keep Jim with half a foot on the earth as his 
world was tossed around and his mind was tortured.  “It will pass” was the tone echoed from the 
archangel,  a glimmer of hope in a situation which appeared on the surface to be hopeless. For the 
delusion could get worse in Jim’s mind, the foundation of reality totally stripped, leaving Jim waiting 
once again, for an even graver situation, or the light. 

 

 

 

 

 

    I REALLY AM ADOLF HITLER 

 



 

 

 The fog worsened in his mind to the degree that he didn’t know who he was, where he was or 
who the people were that he was with. The most dangerous state of all, the delusion had become his 
reality. The thick fog covered any sense of reality as he proceeded to listen to the others and also to 
listen to the voices surrounding his fragile mind.  There was no sense of Jim left.  The man who first 
walked into Steven’s at the beginning of the evening was gone and what was left was a man who truly 
believed, “I really am Adolf Hitler.” 

 The voices were dominating his mind, reminding Jim that people were not to be trusted and Jim 
agreed with all of his being.  The part of Jim that held a slight thread of reality had dropped the rope 
from which it was held.  And Jim, smiling with the others, didn’t know the ground he was standing on.  
At this moment Jim smiled proudly, as Adolf Hitler, knowing that the others were his soldiers and 
cabinet members, his private counsel in the Third Reich.  Jim gleamed as his world made perfect sense 
to his warped mind. The delusion had consumed his mind. 

 The delusion within the delusion was a matter of secret record, for he knew there were spies 
about, and to protect his secret identity he had to remain silent, for the house could have been bugged 
and to reveal his identity would mean death to himself and his private counsel.  Psychotic, neurotic and 
hallucinating, Jim smiled at the members of his “counsel.” 

 A false feeling of power grew in Jim as he knew that these members of his cabinet would surely 
die for their leader.  Adrenaline coursed through his veins with his newfound identity.  A false light 
glowed in his mind and the voices confirmed the delusion that had captivated his soul. He was so proud 
he had become the leader. “A great responsibility to lead a nation,” he thought.  He must have been 
chosen by the power of providence. The delusion had played in his mind, and for moments to come the 
voices, scattered, loud, and dominant, were as follows: 

 

 “They must protect their leader and they will.  The documents must get there by the fourth, for 
the documents are very important to the mission.  If they are read by any on the seventh floor all will 
surely perish.  I’m sure they won’t be.  After the documents are read and the orders carried out, the 
mission can go forth as planned and all will benefit from this new world order, for I am chosen to lead 
the new world.  I was chosen by providence, for I am Adolf Hitler.”  

 

 With the final thought the delusion broke.  Jim heard himself in his mind and the thought “I am 
Adolf Hitler” broke Jim’s delusion and his will.  Tiny threads of reality came to his mind and another 
thought echoed in the chambers of his psyche, “It will pass”, and pass it did, leaving Jim confused and 
tired, mentally, physically and spiritually. Time had become Jim’s ally in his fight for his mind, for time 
had brought a thread and the light. 

 

 

 



   “A BELL, A CALL BACK, AND A RETURN TO SANITY” 

 

 

 

 

 Many bells ring, each with a different purpose.  This one bell was for those who have lost their 
way, another bell is for those who need it at a time when the light is faint and hard to see.  A single bell 
for those who can barely hear their own voices, and one for those in turmoil, a bell for those without 
knowing, and a bell for those who  have strayed from the path.  It was a single bell ringing for Jimmy, 
and those alike. 

 Slowly, Jimmy started to move from one space in his mind to familiar surroundings. Solid and 
pleasant, the place in his mind brought comfort to his tired psyche. The faces of the others looked 
familiar and the reflection staring back at him was his own, someone he recognized and liked, someone 
he knew and someone who was there for him, someone he could trust…himself.  It was all with a 
favorable light. 

 The journey in his mind had come full circle.  He was back to where he was in the beginning of 
the evening, a little more tired and beaten, and perhaps a little wiser within.  A small part of him knew 
the delusion he had experienced.  He knew of the delusions the mind was creating and he knew himself 
to be ill. His eyes teared, not just for himself, but for others, and for some, he knew there was no return.  
They teared for those who could never return.  A bell rang in the distance. 

 

 

THE END 

 

  



 

“AFTER THE FACT “ 

 

 The patrol car was sitting under the light, while darkness covered the slow evening.  Hours had 
passed as the two officers sat sipping coffee and looking out into the slowness of the night’s activities. 
Both officers were feeling the effects of the night. Tired and yawning, their conversation had come to a 
halt as they decided to roll to a stop under the light in the parking lot of the local chain of stores. There 
was activity the previous evening, some teenagers and an open window, so for tonight they made their 
presence known, sitting and listening to the town’s uneventful happenings. The best night, they 
thought, quiet and safe, the town asleep. So they sipped their coffees and watched, unaware that it 
would be a night that would make the papers. 

 With the stillness of the night air, one officer rolled down his window, but there was no breeze 
and no release from the night’s slowness.  A single drop of rain hit the windshield. The officer looked to 
the skies, now seeing the clouds covering the moon and stars.  Drops of rain started to form on the 
window, then without notice a downpour consumed the town.  Immediately the officer closed the 
window and turned on the wiper blades, seeing the night consumed by the rain. The sound of the heavy, 
pouring rain and the force by which it made its presence known woke both patrolmen from the night’s 
slowness. The one-time, sleepy mind of each woke to alertness to their duties. The rain brought on a 
conversation. 

 “So Mac, last night after everyone had gone to bed I was surfing the channels, and as usual 
there was shit on - old movies that I had seen and new ones that looked God awful.  There was one that 
caught my eye, but the acting was so out of touch.  I mean, I could have nailed the scene better than 
these people.  So I stopped on the news, and of course it was the same: murder, theft, sexual predators 
on the loose, the president’s ratings and congress trying their quote-unquote best to reach an 
agreement on some new law.  But there was something else that made me take notice.  It seemed that 
this preacher in the Midwest was predicting the end of the world, you know…the apocalypse.  What 
caught my attention was the fact that they had predicted it before, and that the people who believed it 
gave up everything… their homes and possessions, bank accounts, the whole nine yards.  So this 
preacher, seeing the end, instructed all his followers to do the same, to give up everything, and of 
course, they did.  I just can’t see how people could follow something so self-destructive.  I mean, I 
believe in God and Christ and I give to the church, but I look out for myself too.  It’s the only way you 
have to survive.  I think the end will come someday, but these people, they think like it’s happening 
tomorrow.  The mentality, you get me?” 

 “You know what it is, Hank, it’s the cycle.  We live and we die in our minds.  But this cycle 
happens to everybody throughout life; we go through the phases.  We are born and we grow but inside 
there is a cycle that happens in the mind and soul.  We live and we die, and I think these people are just 
seeing their own end as the cycle goes through their lives, and they make it on a grand scale because of 
their own impending deaths.  Sure, one day the world will end, but it says in the Bible that no one knows 
the day and time and to be on guard.  So these people, seeing the cycle of life and death, think that the 
end is coming.  But it’s just a  delusion, you get me?” 

 “Yeah, I hear what you’re selling.  I just can’t see them going to the extreme.” 



 “It’s the mystical, man.  When you open the door to the mystical it starts to change you right 
away if you don’t know what to expect.  It casts a glow on you and alters the reality you’re dealing with.  
That’s why nuns and monks that leave the monastery have to go through training to help them deal with 
the world outside, because not everyone is on the road to sainthood. They get training to learn to deal 
with people so the mystical glow that they have doesn’t interfere with the reality of the world, you get 
me?” 

 “Yeah, I hear ya’.” 

 “But you got people in the world who love the Lord and praise the Lord, but have no common 
sense.  They give up their homes and minds like they are doin’ something holy and right for the Lord. It’s 
bullshit!  I don’t claim to know what the Lord thinks, but no one knows, and if they say that they do, they 
are living on another planet, out of touch with reality, ya’ know.  I heard about this group of people, I 
don’t remember who they were, but their boy was sick, had cancer or something and they didn’t get 
treatment for the kid. They said, “The Lord will heal him!”  Gimme a break!  It’s like the common sense 
was gone, turning their minds into space, believing what their holy guru tells them.  Long and short of it, 
the kid died and now the parents are up on child endangerment charges.  Common sense!  I feel as if for 
these people, it’s like the tools God gave them to deal with life are failing in some way.  Ya’ get me?” 

 “I hear ya’.  It’s like they are blinded by the mystical.” 

 “They really are.  Don’t get me wrong.  I believe in miracles, and I believe in the power of God’s 
healing, but you have to show some common sense and not have your head in the clouds.  You need 
your feet on the ground or you turn into a space cadet, ya’ get me?  They are a part of the extreme.  God 
gave us the Bible, but these people take it to another place, man. They believe in superstition more than 
common sense. Their minds become warped and they can’t see the forest for the trees.  Do I believe in 
the power of God and Christ?  Damn right, but you have to take responsibility for your own actions.” 

 “I hear what you’re saying, Mac.”  

 “Fanatics, religious fanatics, you have these groups that think that their God is the one true god 
and they wage war over it, not looking at the point that we are all God’s children and should respect 
each other.  But they become fanatics out of anger and greed, taking everything to the extreme, enough 
to kill for it.  I don’t think religion is a bad thing, but it’s the fanatics that make it the reason for the wars 
and killings in the world, ya’ get me?” 

 “Yeah, I do, Mac.” 

 It was then that they heard a cry in night. The tone was loud, and just clear enough for them to 
hear through the windows.  It was a single cry of two words and there was nothing after that, so they 
remained parked under the light. The words would stay with Mac the whole evening. Sometimes we 
hear things that stay with us, from a friend or loved one, and these words stayed with Mac in the back of 
his mind…“Crazy Bitch!”  He wrote it off, as did Hank, but the words would surface before the end of the 
night. 

 “Should we check it out?” Hank asked semi-concerned. 

 “If we hear something else we’ll check it out.” 

 The rain started to come down harder, leaving no room for voices in the night. 



 “Have you ever had a mystical experience Hank?” 

 “Me?  There was one time I think it verged on the mystical. It was after my father died and I was 
in my mother’s home.  Everyone had gone to bed and so had I, and for some reason I woke in the middle 
of the night and when I woke I was really awake.  It was like it was two in the afternoon and there was a 
glow around the bedroom and in my head.   It was then that I smelled him, my father.  I wasn’t alarmed,  
because it was his house, and his smell was all over the place. That wasn’t the mystical part. The 
mystical part was when I heard his voice in the other room.  I mean, I heard it as plain as day.  I walked 
to see if anyone else was awake, but they were all sleeping, and then I heard it again.  It was in the living 
room, so I walked there with my head spinning from the voice and the light inside my mind. My father 
and I had grown apart over the years.  You know how fathers and sons get along, well some anyway.  
For me and mine, we grew apart. So this voice, his spirit, led me to the mantle to a picture taken when I 
was young.  It was a fishing trip we had taken, and as I looked at it I remembered the trip. It was the first 
time I told him I was proud to be his son and it was the first time he told me that he loved me, I mean 
really told me. And as I watched, I remembered the words he told me, “a blessing from God.”  And as I 
remembered these words, I heard the words aloud, like he was there with me.  I sobbed like a child.  Still 
have that picture.  Never forget it. That was my only touch on the mystical.” 

 “Wow!  That’s something.” 

 “Yeah. The only other person I told that story to was my wife.  I think it would freak my kids and 
my mother out. What about you?  Any encounters with the mystical?”  Hank sipped his coffee. 

 “Me?  Well, maybe a couple times. The incident I am thinking of isn’t really a mystical one, or 
maybe it is, if there is a place for the darkness in the mystical.  It happened a long time ago, before we 
were partners. It stayed with me too.  As a matter of fact, I had forgotten it until now.  I was a young 
man and new to the force. It was late one night when I returned from my shift, and I was tired, dead 
tired.  I had a bachelor party the night before and then I had my shift, so my mind was numb and I don’t 
think I was ever that tired when I rolled in at the end of the shift.  My mind wasn’t functioning up to 
speed, so when the whole thing went down, when I saw what I saw, I didn’t tell anyone. I just shrugged 
it off, telling myself that maybe it was just my mind playing with me. You know how impressions 
happen, bordering on the truth, so I just pushed it aside, but I never forgot it. 

 “Detective Jackson.” 

 “Jim Jackson?” 

 “One and the same, been on the force going on twenty years.  Well, Detective Jackson was 
seated at his desk in the main room.  It was a slow night.  There were two people handcuffed to the 
desk, a male and a female.  They were together, both in their late twenties, and both needed a bath and 
an attitude adjustment. The room was silent when I walked in.  Detective Jackson was at his desk doing 
paperwork on the two when we rolled in.  He had picked them up on a breaking and entering, but they 
denied it from the start. Keeping their mouths shut the whole time, both shifted in their seats, looking at 
each other with a fiery anger for getting caught. Both looked like they were on something too, maybe 
some grass or pills.  Detective Jackson was at them, asking where the stolen property was, and they 
remained quiet.  I was doing my last paperwork when I noticed the silence in the room.  Now have you, 
my mind was numb from being so tired, but to me everything seemed to be happening in slow motion. 
The officers and detectives, the perps and the room, everything was like in was in slow motion. So I was 
doing my job, finishing up my final report when I noticed it the corner.  Now I know I was the only one 
who saw it.  I rubbed my eyes, thinking I was seeing things. But It was there, as clearly as I am seeing you 



now.  It was tall, slim and black, a shadow of what looked like a man, but it wasn’t.  I stopped what I was 
doing and turned my head in the other direction to see if it would disappear, but it didn’t.  Its face was 
drawn down and it must have been close to six feet tall and slim, with long arms like a basketball player. 
Well, I sat back and watched.  I wanted desperately to tell someone, but I could see my future in the 
psych ward, trying to explain this ghostly shadow in the corner of the room, so I kept my mouth shut 
and watched it.  I noticed it noticing me, and it moved, shifting about four feet toward the door. 
Thinking by this time that it would leave, I felt a slight relief, but it moved toward the center of the 
room, where Jackson and the two scumbags were.  By this time Jackson was getting annoyed with the 
two, telling, then screaming, that before the end of the night one of them was going to tell him where 
they stashed the stolen property.  So, I am watching this ghost or demon or whatever the hell it was 
moving toward the guy handcuffed to the desk.  Now this guy was on edge to begin with, but as I am 
watching this thing move toward him, he is becoming unglued.  Keep in mind that they still haven’t said 
a word to Jackson.  By this time the ghostly shadow is now hovering over this guy and this guy is about 
to lose it, and that’s when it happened.  The shadow puts its long arm on the guy’s shoulder and then all 
hell breaks loose. The guy starts yelling about his girlfriend, saying it was her idea and that the stuff is in 
the park under a bench. She is cursing at him, he is cursing at her, and this shadow is standing next to 
the guy with its hand on the back of his shoulder.  So I’m watching the whole thing, thinking that I must 
be mad, wondering if something was slipped into my coffee.   Now, everybody’s in the center of the 
room trying to calm these two down and this black presence takes its hand off the guy and like the word 
of God was spoken and the heavens opened up, the guy drops to his knees and shuts up.  And with a 
flash, this shadow was gone. The room quieted down and I finished my paperwork.  I walked out, never 
speaking a word of this to anyone.  I told myself it was just the lack of sleep and my mind playing tricks 
on me.  Never saw the shadow again.  Was it a mystical experience?  I don’t know, but it was real to me, 
scared the shit out of me.” 

 “Damn, Mac.” 

 With Hank finishing the last words about his past, the rain, like someone turned it off, stopped 
dead, and with the silence outside and the quietness inside the car, from the officers’ ways of thinking, it 
was time for the night to begin.  A call came over the radio. 

 “Sector Charlie 135, report of a missing child at said address, 12 Anderson Avenue.  Be advised 
to wait for Detective Jackson.” 

 “Let’s do it,” said Mac to his partner, closing out the previous conversation and resuming his 
duties. 

 The address was on the other side of town. Turning on the sirens and going at a heightened 
speed, the officers remained silent.  With the town asleep, they passed homes and apartments and local 
stores and office buildings. Seeing very little activity, they made good time approaching the 
neighborhood. Very few lights were on as they saw homes settling in for the night in the neighborhood 
that would be in the papers the following day.  Hank turned off the siren as they approached 12 
Anderson Avenue.  A chill came over them both.  “I have a bad feeling about this one,” Mac said to his 
partner.  Hank remained silent. All the lights were on in the home. 

 The home was an upscale three bedroom ranch. The landscaping was done by local gardeners 
and kept attractive for its owners and the neighbors on either side. The bedrooms were in the back of 
the house with a living room, dining room and den in the front. The kitchen was in between. Downstairs 
was a large unfinished basement, holding lots of property the owners had acquired over the years.  



There was little room to pass, but one could make their way if need be. The door to the basement was 
locked, as was one of the bedrooms.  Lights lit the home, all but the two aforementioned rooms. In the 
living room was a picture of Christ in a large frame. The mat by the front door read, “Bless this house,” 
and on the grass were two statues, one of a monk and one of the Virgin Mary. The front wooden door 
was ajar.  As the officers pulled up and waited, Detective Jackson immediately followed.  It was close to 
midnight and the blackness of the night blanketed the community, the town, and now the officers. 

 All three were standing next to the cars, watching the house.  Detective Jackson wanted to wait 
purposely, to see the reaction of the homeowner, Maria Santiago.  They waited and watched.  Jackson 
put out his cigarette and spit, as there was no one coming to the door.  He instructed officer Hank to 
blast the siren one quick shot, to make their presence known.  Detective Jackson wanted to see her 
reaction, to see her state of mind.  It was then that she came to the door, upset and crying.  She had 
passed his first test.  All three started their walk to the front door at 12 Anderson Avenue. They were not 
prepared for what they would find. 

 In the home was Maria Santiago, a woman in her late forties, with deep, dark eyes of green, and 
her black and gray hair held up by a pin.  Longer strands of hair hung loose on the sides and in front of 
her face.  Her chiseled features were hard, with protruding cheek bones and a well-defined chin and 
nose.  Her eyebrows were dark and wild.  She was wearing a flowered dress with white, black and gray 
colors.  On her feet were white shoes of shiny cloth.  In her hands were a wet white tissue and a set of 
prayer beads, and around her neck was a saint, Saint Michael.  She opened the door and said, “Thank 
God you are here!”  The three walked in, seeing her heartfelt, frightened, weeping eyes. 

 The first thing they noticed was the smell of the house.  It was poignant and hit them hard in the 
face.  There was incense burning on the table. The second thing that grabbed their attention was the 
elderly gentleman sitting in a chair in the corner of the living room. The chair was bright green and he 
was wearing just a white tee shirt and boxers.  He was in his late seventies and did not speak English. He 
nodded his head and smiled at the officers.  Hank and Jackson thought it odd, and it was.  Maria was 
coming unglued, speaking fast in a mixture of English and Spanish while pacing back and forth, throwing 
her arms in the air and calling the Virgin Mary. The detective took charge right away. 

 “What I need for you to do ma’am, is to calm down.  Can you do that for me?” directed Jackson 
with a loud note of authority, and with his words she changed, like a switch had been turned off.  All 
three noticed the change and thought it odd, and it was. 

 “Maria, what is your daughter’s name?” 

 “Elizabeth, Elizabeth Santiago, Lizzy. You have to find her. She is lost!” 

 “We will, we will find her.   I know it’s hard, but you have to calm down and tell me when the 
last time was that you saw her?” 

 “Here in my house.  I was getting her ready for bed, and then I went to my father to give him his 
medicine, and when I went back she was gone.  You have to find her for me, she is my world!” 

 Detective Jackson instructed the officers to search the house. They started with the back and 
the bedroom.  Finding nothing, they asked for the key to the locked bedroom door.  Maria, excited and 
scared, went into the kitchen to retrieve the keys.  She opened the bedroom door. The air was different, 
stale and cheap.  The officers noticed the bed was drawn down and clothes were moved around.   There 
were stuffed animals and the window was closed with curtains drawn.  Instructing Jackson that they 



found nothing, the detective told them to search the basement.  Quickly Maria told them that no one 
goes into the basement because of all the boxes and the mice.  Jackson told them to look anyway. The 
door was locked.  “I have the key, I have the key!” she proclaimed.  Mac and Hank noticed the musty 
smell right away. The boxes were stacked two to three high and the gray paint on the walls was 
chipping.  The lighting was dim, but the officers made their way through, finding old clothes and books, 
statues and magazines, Christmas decorations and Halloween ornaments, and the three windows 
boarded up and painted shut.  There was an old tub that looked like it had been filled with fresh water, 
then drained.  They thought it odd, and it was, but not worth mentioning. They reported back to Jackson 
that they had found nothing.  Maria was coming unglued and her father was still in the corner, with a 
slight grin on his face. 

 “Maria, please!  Tell me, why is your father smiling?”  Jackson was concerned with her father. 

 “Oh, he is ill!  He has the sickness.   It started not long ago.  You have to help my find my Lizzy!” 

 “What sickness?” 

 “He had… it started… the mind, when it goes,… sinil…?” 

 “Senility?”  said Hank. 

 “Yes, senility!  Why won’t you help me find my Lizzy?” 

 “Okay Maria.   Okay.   Let’s you and I sit in the dining room and we will help you.”  Jackson took 
her by the hand and led her to the table and chairs.  She was still holding her tissue and prayer beads. 
She placed both on the table and detective Jackson took her hand.  He took a deep breath and 
proceeded, looking her dead in the eyes.  She blinked. 

 “Hank, Mac, I want you both to go walk around the grounds and hit the neighbors.  Maria, I 
want to talk to you to about your daughter.  Do you have a picture?” 

 She went into the kitchen and looked at the pictures on the refrigerator.  She couldn’t decide 
what picture.  Her mind was racing and the tears started to flow as she looked at the one of her 
daughter smiling.  Taking that one, in a fit she threw her hands and arms at the rest, making them all fall 
to the floor. 

 “Maria, stay with me!  Come and sit with me!” said Jackson. 

 “Here, here is my baby!”  she cried, taking the tissues and wiping her eyes. 

 “She is a very beautiful girl, and we are going to find her, okay?” 
 “Okay.”   She composed herself. 

 “Maria, what I want you to do for me now is to tell me about your daughter.  Was she acting in a 
strange way lately?  Did she keep secrets from you?” 

 “My Lizzy!  No, she never keeps secrets from me.  I know all there is to know about my 
daughter!” 

 “Okay, what about her friends?   Does she have good friends?” 



 “Her friends are good girls.  I called them before I called you.  They didn’t see or hear from her 
either.  My God!   Maybe some sick man has stolen my Lizzy.  Maybe he is doing things to her right 
now!” she called out, in pain from the thoughts. 

 “Maria, let’s not get ahead of ourselves.  Does she wander around when you take her to the 
stores?” 

 “Yes, yes she does!  Oh, maybe she wandered from home like when we go for groceries!  Oh 
Jesus!  I will give her a thrashing!” 

 “Maria, please stay with me.” 

 Hank and Mac walked in, telling Jackson that they had found nothing outside, and after hearing 
from the closest neighbor that all was quiet throughout the night, Hank looked around the home again 
from the living room.  The old man in the corner had his head down and his eyes closed.  Maria was 
tearing up the used tissues as Jackson wrote in his notebook, but it was Hank who was losing his 
thoughts as his focus was on Maria, for he was blank in his mind and a little dazed.  He began to look at 
her, to look through her.  Jackson broke his trance. 

 “Maria, I want you to tell me about your daughter, any details, okay?” 

 “My Lizzy is a good girl.   She is the best of the best, always listens to her mama and gets good 
grades in her class. The teacher calls on her and she answers the questions right every time.  All the 
children love my Lizzy and the teachers tell me they wish all the children could be like her . She never 
gets into trouble at school and at home she helps me clean and tend to my father.  I never had any 
trouble with my Lizzy.” 

 “Ha!!” the old man in the corner cried, waking from his sleep and startling everyone. 

 “Why did he do that, Maria?” asked Jackson, waking Mac from his daze. 

 “I told you, he is an old man and he doesn’t speak or understand English!” she stated, raising her 
voice. 

 “Okay, okay, back to Elizabeth, back to Lizzy.  Stay with me.” 

  “My daughter!  My daughter!  I think some man has her and she is in trouble!” 

 “Why do you think that, Maria?” 

 “What else is the answer?  Where could she be?  She must be with some crazy man!” 

 “HA!!” 

 “OLD MAN, BE QUIET!” she yelled in Spanish, making the officers and the detective uneasy. 

 “Maria, did Lizzy wander away a lot?” 

 “Si, yes, all the time.” 

 “Now this question might offend you, but I have to ask.  Do you have any people in your life that 
might want to take Lizzy from you, any bad men, or enemies that might want to hurt you in some way?” 



 “What?  Me?  No, no, no!  All my friends love me and my Lizzy!” 

 “Okay, okay, I had to ask.   Now tell me more about Lizzy.” 

 “My daughter never goes anywhere without her animal, her bear.  It was a gift for Christmas 
years ago and she never, never goes anywhere without it, and it is here in her bedroom. That’s why I 
know something bad has happened.  I just know.” 

 A silence came over the room.  A breeze swept through the home and everyone inside became 
still and unaware. The gravity of the matter changed with the shift in the air.  All but Mac became silent. 
The officer started to cough as if something was stuck in his throat.  He excused himself and asked for 
some water.  Maria’s demeanor had changed, and so had her father’s.  Detective Jackson noticed right 
away. He was looking at her deeply. Officer Mac came back with his head spinning as Hank asked if he 
was alright. Tension started to mount at 12 Anderson Avenue.  Detective Jackson was starting to get 
angry. 

 “Tell me about your daughter, Maria.” 

 “I don’t know what else there is to tell.  She is a good girl and I am afraid.” 

 “So, your girl does nothing wrong.” 
 “NO! No!  I told you she is good.” 

 Jackson didn’t like what he was smelling in her words. They rang untrue. 

 “Maria, when was the last time you punished your daughter?” 

 “Punish Lizzy?  I never punish my daughter!” 

 The stench of her words was choking the detective.  Hank was becoming uncomfortable with his 
own thoughts, and Mac was in a daze looking at her, his mind becoming not his own.  

 “So, you’re telling me that your daughter never does anything wrong, that she is a perfect child! 
Maria, I have children of my own and I know, okay?  I know children get into trouble and need to be 
punished.   Not just mine, all children. So tell me, when was the last time you punished your daughter?”  

 “I never hit my daughter!  She is a good girl!  I have no need!” 

 Mac started to stare hard at Maria, the words in his head repeating over and over and over 
again, “Crazy bitch, crazy bitch, crazy bitch!” 

 “So tell me about your daughter!” Jackson barked, sensing and seeing her for the first time since 
his arrival. 

 “What!  What do you want me to tell you?  Lizzy was a good girl. She never hurt no one, until…” 

 “Until what, Maria?  Was a good girl?  You just said ‘was a good girl’, and ‘until’, until what?” 

 “Until?  I don’t know!  You are making me confused!” 

 “You said ‘was a good girl until’, until what?” 



 The words kept ringing in Mac’s mind over and over again, as he stared at her shoes.  “Crazy 
bitch, crazy bitch, crazy bitch!” 

 “UNTIL SHE CHANGED!” 

 “EL DIABLO!!” the old man cried from the corner of the room. 

 “The devil!  What does he mean by that, Maria?” 

 “SHE CHANGED, MY DAUGHTER.  SHE STARTED TO ACT STRANGE!  SHE WAS NOT MY 
DAUGHTER NO MORE!  SHE WAS DANCING WITH DARKNESS.  SHE LIKED TO PLAY TRICKS ON HER 
MAMA.  SHE WAS TURNING INTO THE BEAST!” 

 “EL DIABLO!” the old man cried. 

 “WHERE IS YOUR DAUGHTER, MARIA!?” 

 “Detective Jackson, that’s a drop of blood on her shoe,” said Mac, breaking his silence and 
breaking his trance. 

 “WHERE IS YOUR DAUGHTER!?” cried Jackson. 

 “I HAD TO! SHE WAS NOT MY DAUGHTER ANYMORE, SHE WAS SATAN. SHE WAS SATAN!!” 

 “WHAT DID YOU DO!!?  WHERE IS SHE?”  The detective rose and started to shake her violently. 

 “SHE IS IN THE BASEMENT!  She is in the basement,” she stated, collapsing on the floor. 

 Detective Jackson instructed Officer Mac to “stay with them two,” as he and Officer Hank went 
to the basement. Throwing boxes and disrupting the room, they finally found a door to a darkened 
room.  In it they found the bloody body of Elizabeth Santiago.  Her throat had been cut from ear to ear. 
Both detective Jackson and Officer Hank gasped at the sight and the expression on her small 
face…shock.  Feeling sick, Detective Jackson and the officer went back upstairs. 

 “Cuff her!” stated Jackson, saddened. 

 “I had to!  I had to!  Saint Michael told me I had to!” 

 Officer Mac turned her around and put the cuffs on her wrists.  He turned to his partner and 
said three words in disgust. “Fanatics, fucking fanatics.”   

 

 

              THE END 

 

 

 



     “DEATH BED” 

 

 

 Albert John Willington the third was eighty-nine years of age.  His father, Albert John Willington 
Jr. had been eighty-nine  when the angel of death made its presence known.  His grandfather Albert 
Willington was well into his nineties when he fell died.  As each of them approached the age of eighty 
their physical bodies started to decline, and slowly they began to shut down.  But with all of them, their 
mental sharpness was as keen as the blade on a knife.  The angel of death would linger with each man, 
some living years while touching the angel and others living only months.  His grandfather’s death came 
in four short months, while his son lingered for a time, but as with all, at the end, death waits for no 
man, woman, or child.  When it’s time, it’s time.  When the end came it came like a gentle whisper for 
the Willington men, all but Albert John Willington the third.  His end was nothing less than a disgrace, an 
abomination to all that was dignity, an abomination of selfishness.  For now we will start with who and 
what Albert John Willington the third was, and then leading to the present, his final days, the end in his 
home, in his bedroom and on his death bed.  

 The family money was handed down from generation to generation in the form of wills and 
trusts.  Dealing with major amounts earned by the founding father, each son was well off and taken care 
of by the preceding patriarch. The money was made from land and bonds many years ago by Albert 
Willington the first.  With a keen eye for business, he handled the first small fortune by turning it into a 
handsome mountain, then turning that into millions. Teaching his son very well, Albert Jr. turned the 
millions over and over, leaving Albert the third with wealth beyond his wishes.  Albert the third, 
heartbroken by his father’s death, but maybe not to the extent he should have been, secretly rejoiced 
when he inherited the family’s wealth, telling little but enough about his character as a man. 

 Albert John the third married early, pleasing his father and mother.  His wife, Sara, was three 
years his junior.  He stated that he loved her from the moment that he saw her and he knew that 
someday he would take her as his bride.  A June wedding was attended by all friends, family and 
business associates. His best man, Tom, a friend from childhood and a partner on some ventures, was 
there at the altar holding the ring.  Although Sara felt that she loved him, and did in a way that was 
unnerving, for her full heart was unsure, she had her doubts about the degree and purity of his love for 
her, suspicions that would later be confirmed in her mind and the mind of her child, Maxine.  

 Maxine was born eight and a half months later, after a week-long honeymoon on a secluded 
island. The honeymoon was very relaxing for Albert John and his new bride as they got to know each 
other more intimately.  A new side to her husband arose in front of her eyes, as he was very attentive to 
her needs. Honest and caring, he showered her with affection and a boyish charm, telling her over and 
over that he would take care of her and all her wants would be fulfilled. One could easily say she fell 
fully in love with the man on their honeymoon.  Unfortunately, the man who showered her with 
affection would only be seen on rare occasions over the years. 

 With the birth of Maxine, all changed for Albert John.  She was his heart in the early years, and 
one would have to say she was daddy’s little girl, for she adored him with everything she had inside her. 
Spoiled and pampered, for the first ten years of her life the child lived to please her father.  Absorbing 
every moment together, which were rare and few because of his business, the child ran when he came 
home. Often times waiting up late to see the man that became her world, she would sneak into his 
study with bright eyes and a full heart.  As she grew, that heart would be broken with two words.  He 



knew it would be best, and so did Sara, but for Maxine it was a rejection, and things would change for 
her and her father.  It turned frightening when he uttered the two words.  She grew frightened and ran 
after he said them without heart.  As if telling an employee to shred a document, he said the words 
“boarding school” to her.  And so things changed for her and her father. There was now a new element, 
a new factor in their relationship. There was now distance. 

 The distance he held with his daughter was different from the distance he held with his wife. 
The distance with his wife was more on a need for closeness when he felt her slipping away from his 
control, so then the man from their honeymoon would emerge. It turned into a routine and a habit for 
the two.  He would hear flashing signs in her mood and tone of voice, and like being on auto pilot, he 
would respond, but in truth, the distance was there from the beginning, unlike the distance with Maxine 
that grew as she did. This distance and space was planted there willfully by Albert John, and to make the 
situation more strained, Maxine knew this.  She knew from an early age the mechanics and control 
games her father played. What she didn’t know was when she was turned into a pawn. 

 One could say that Albert John didn’t know better in the light of day, for in his business his 
mechanics for the game, his willful maneuvering of people with his keen sense for manipulation was 
passed down from his father.  So one could say that it was this trait that he somehow edged into his 
personal relationships with his wife and daughter, and it would be this realization that would sustain 
Maxine as she grew.  He just didn’t know any other way. This thought would ring every time he would 
show his other side, but what Maxine didn’t know was that this other side was deeper and darker than 
she could ever have imagined, and she would see it, smell it and taste it on the final day of his life. 

 Albert John Willington the third was a master of his emotions and expressions.  He kept the 
darkness out of reach of his family and close friends. Showing only what he wanted anyone to see, he 
was a professional actor in every sense of the word, to the degree that there was a part of him that was 
unsure of who he was, but these thoughts didn’t worry him in his life.  It was only when confronting his 
mortality and death that he needed confirmation of who and what he was, and he would look to the 
only one whose opinion mattered to him…his heart, his soul, his Maxine. 

 Throughout the years of his life Albert John had many business dealings overseas.  Leaving his 
family for weeks and months at a time, he would extend his dealings for longer times of sightseeing and 
making contacts. His wife didn’t mind, for she didn’t know.  He would keep his secret life away from all 
that he was close to. This double life was where he would live in his mind, where he felt free to do 
whatever he wanted with no one the wiser, but as with many double lives, the truth would be revealed, 
and it would be by his own lips.  

 On some of his dealings, his best friend Tom would attend as his conscience. There were many 
times that Albert John would stop dead from what he was about to do because of Tom, seeing himself 
through Tom’s eyes and not letting his true nature expose itself to Tom and the world, but it was with 
these minor exposures that Tom would grow suspicious of Albert John.   With just cause, he would 
watch as the years passed, taking minor notes of his reactions and dealings.  It was at a party that he 
took note of Albert John’s relationship with Tom’s wife.  He didn’t confront either, but it was there, the 
flirtatious touching and smiling.  It would never be confirmed for Tom, but it was there in his 
mind…betrayal.  

 Over the years, Albert John the third drank a little more than he should have, smoked cigars 
more than he should have, and ate more than he should have, leaving him feeling sluggish in his later 
years.  His wife Sara, his daughter Maxine, and his doctor tried their best to convince him to take better 



care of himself, but being a stubborn man, he listened to no one, so sealing his fate.  In his late sixties he 
had a minor heart attack, which made him slow down a bit, but he still, when no one was watching, did 
what he wanted regarding his health.  Later, in his seventies, he collapsed one hot afternoon, and after 
being rushed to the hospital the doctor told him it was from exhaustion. So Albert John the third slowed 
down a little, giving more responsibility to his new son-in-law, Harold.  He spent more time with Sara 
and stayed home more often than he liked.  It was at eighty-eight that the combination of pneumonia 
and a failing heart brought on the final months of his life.  His eighty-ninth birthday was just a week 
away as the dark shadow of death made its presence known.  At this time Albert John the third was 
confined to his home and to his bed. The weight of the years and his actions now consumed all of his 
thoughts as he confronted death. 

 The master bedroom was overrun with hospital machines and oxygen tanks.  He lay dead center 
in the extra-large bed that only he occupied, as Sara now slept in an adjoining room.  The bed had a dark 
wood frame and the room was filled with antique furniture of mahogany and oak.   There was a desk in 
the corner and a table and chairs sat to his right.  Pictures of the family and works of art hung on the 
walls.  Deep, rich rugs from Persia lay on the glowing wooden floors.  And so this was the final setting for 
a man who was now meeting his final days.  He would not leave this room again.  He thought of his 
travels throughout the years.  It was in this room that he would confront who and what he was.  

 With a slow boil inside, his sins screamed to be released.  Not being a religious man, he pushed 
aside the thought of a man of the cloth. His wife Sara, being a gentle flower, was in no way capable of 
hearing his confession.  “His heart,” he thought, silently to himself and out loud, “his heart,” for he was 
sure of her love and sure of her acceptance of his transgressions.  Not giving thought to the burden he 
would be placing on his only child, his selfish needs won over the confusion in his mind.  He summoned 
her the day before his eighty-ninth birthday. It was a cold day in November. 

 Maxine arrived with Harold just after noon.  It was beginning to snow as she approached the 
oversized doors. She greeted the butler she had known all her life and went straight for her mother, 
who was now sitting in the enclosed garden.  She had a strange look on her face.  Staring out, she looked 
like a child, seeing for the first time. 

 “Hello dear!  Look, it’s beginning to snow!” she stated with wonder. 

 “Yes, Mother, I know.”  

 “Did you see your father yet?” she asked, in another world. 

 “No, I just got here.  How are you holding up?” asked Maxine, genuinely concerned. 

 “Oh, I am just fine.  It’s a part of life you know, you are here, you live, you learn, you do, and 
then it is your time.  I must say, I am going to miss him terribly.  Who will I have to take care of me?” 

 “You will have me and Harold, Mother, and of course the staff and your friends.  You will be just 
fine.” 

 “Oh, I know.   I am just going to miss him, his laugh, and his playful manner.   Oh, I know you 
didn’t see it much, but it was there when the lights were out.” 

 “Mother!” 



 “Oh, I know, I know, but there was that side to your father, kind and gentle, caring and 
romantic.” 

 “Like at the lake,” stated Maxine, frustrated by the situation, frustrated by losing her father. 

 “Now Max, that was only because he had too much to drink and you know it, lashing out at both 
of us was just the alcohol.” 

 “I never saw him hit you.” 
 “Well in a way he was right.  I shouldn’t have been gone for so long.  He was worried.” 
 “He was drunk.” 
 “Max, please, not today.” 

 “You’re right, mother.  I’m sorry.” 

 “Go!  Go and see your father.” 

 Maxine kissed her mother on the head and took a deep breath, not knowing what she was 
about to be subjected to.  Slowly, she walked the hall that led to the long, wide stairs.  She walked as 
slowly as she could, thinking.  Walking the hall, she looked at her old room, stopped at the door, and 
smiled.  So long ago, she thought.  She could recall staying up late to see him and how excited she was, 
being so naughty and free, how her heart stopped and sank, and how she ran when he said those two 
words, and how the distance was there ever since.  To be truthful, she did not know the man, and a part 
of her knew this, and it would be this part that would come to the surface.  She walked the hall and 
approached the door and knocked three times. The nurse let her in.  Her father was sleeping. 

 Maxine walked into her father’s bedroom somberly, knowing it would be the last time she 
would see him. With tubes coming out of his body and the machine beeping, she walked to his bedside 
and touched his hand.  It was cold.  Letting him rest, she went to the window and looked out at the 
snow.  It was peaceful, she thought, everything so white and covered with the sound of winter.  Her 
eyes filled with tears.  It was then that her father turned his head and opened his eyes and smiled. 

 “Hello, father.” 

 “There’s my little girl.” 

 “How do you feel?” 
 “Comfortable.  They can’t keep your old man down.” 
 “Just rest, Father.” 

 “My God, how you look like your mother!” 

 Maxine put her head down and reached out her hand to his. 

 “It’s true ya’ know.  You have her eyes and her dimple around her mouth.” 

 She smiled. 

 “There it is!” he said, pointing. 

 There was a pause. 



 “Is my son-in-law treating you good?” 

 “Always.” 

 “Good!  How is your mother?” 

 “Worried.” 

 “She’ll be okay.  She is getting rid of her pain, her pain in the ass.” 
 “Father!” 

 “Ah, she is stronger than you think.  Do you know that since she found out I was near the end 
she looks me in the eye with a strength that I have never seen before.  Did you know that?” 

 “No, I didn’t.” 

 “It’s true.  I’ve seen a different woman since this all began.” 

 “More like you then, huh?” 

 He went silent.  There was a pause. 

 “I am not a perfect man.  I’ve made plenty of mistakes in my life.” 

 “We all have, Father.” 

 “No Maxi, I mean…., if I could go back…..” 

 “Father...” 

 “Listen Maxi, there are things I want you to know.” 

 “I don’t think I want to.” 

 “Please Maxi… in my past I…., well, I did some things that I am ashamed of.” 

 She let him talk.  With her heart in her throat, she turned pale. 

 “I cheated some people over the years, took advantage of some who didn’t know any better, 
and it always stayed with me.  I never forgot what I did, and their faces are before me to this day.  There 
was one…Stew Whitmore.  He was elderly and maybe not altogether there, and I remember myself and 
how excited I was when he signed the papers, how I was like a feeding shark and this frail man was 
taken advantage of, and I was the man who did it.  His weak face is before me, now and then.  But then 
over the years I never thought twice…but now I ask what kind of man am I…. to do such a thing….What 
am I?” 

 Maxine fell into herself.  Not knowing what to say to assure her father, she tried to pass blame. 

 “Did Tom know?  Did he do the same?” 

 “Tom…, dear Tom…, the poor fool…, he knew nothing.” 

 There was a pause. 



 “I never meant to hurt her… I mean…, your mother… I never meant to cause her any pain. It was 
not what I wanted… and Tom… he was my friend.  It was only once… late one night.” 

 “Father, what are you talking about?” 

 “It was late and I was drunk… and it would kill me if your mother ever found out.” 

 “You slept with Tom’s wife,” she said in a low voice, pulling her hand away from his.  She turned 
toward the wall, not being able to look at him.  Her eyes filled with tears and she took a deep breath. 

 “Maxi.., Maxi.., I felt the burden all these years… I would never do anything to hurt you or your 
mother. You know that!”  He started to cough, hard and long. 

 “I know nothing of the sort!  My God, how could you?  Hasn’t mother always been there for 
you?  Wasn’t she a good wife?” 

 “She was.  She was.” 

 “That’s damn right she was!” she snapped back at him with a slight note of anger. 

 There was a pause as he spit the contents of his mouth into a tissue. The nurse came in and 
asked if everything was alright. They both went silent and turned their heads. The air in the room 
changed with the presence of the nurse.  Albert John the third brushed her away and she left.  Maxine 
turned to look out the window.  The snow had stopped. 

 “So let’s hear it!” she said, angry.  She pulled one of the chairs close to the bed and sat, hard. 

 “I mean, this is your confession, isn’t it!?  On your death bed…and I am your priest.  So, let’s 
hear it!”  She composed herself as he turned his head, not sure what to do, for there was worse, he 
thought.  And with himself at the end and the thought of no more life, he angered inside, wanting to 
scream, but he didn’t.  He composed himself.  He turned to his daughter and held back the urge to spit 
in her face, for he was Albert John Willington the third, a powerful and wealthy man. He sank into 
himself as he saw her eyes. 

 “You really do have your mother’s eyes.” 

 “My God, father… is there more?  Really, is there more?  Was that the worst of it?” 

 “I want you to hear what your father is.  I want you to know…if not anyone, you Maxi.  I feel the 
need to drop the weight that I have been carrying for so long.  I want to see God without the weight. 
Can you understand that?” 

 “I understand, but why didn’t you call for a priest?” 

 “Only you Maxi.., only you can absolve me… for it is your love that is pure… for I know of your 
love.” 

 She went silent. 

 “Tell me then, Father, but only God can give you absolution.” It was the last thing she could do 
for him and she knew this, as she listened, crushed. 



 There was a pause as he cleared his throat.  He turned and looked at the ceiling as if kneeling in 
the confessional. 

 “I was overseas on business where I was celebrating the closing of a deal that meant at the 
time…what I thought was a break…with the closing of this deal I wouldn’t have to deal with this 
company as much as I was…so at night I was celebrating…drinking more than I should, eating more than 
I should.  I met this young Korean woman…she must have been in her early twenties.  She was 
beautiful…long black hair with the most soulful eyes…and I was drunk. We went back to my hotel room 
to keep the party going; it was just her and I.  I made advances toward her… and when she rejected me… 
I… I …forced myself on her. The night was a fog in my mind, but I remember crying…I just remember 
crying.”  He turned his head higher to the ceiling as if reaching out for something, and a tear rolled down 
the left side of his face. 

 Pale and in a state of shock, Maxine cleared her throat with her eyes filled. 

 “So you raped her?” 

 “No!  NO!  I can’t remember…I was drunk and I can’t remember.” 

 “You remember enough…there was crying…this young girl was crying as you forced yourself on 
her…so you RAPED her!” 

 “NO! NO! YES! YES! Yes…my God, Maxi, you don’t know how sorry I am!”  Albert John Willington 
began to sob. 

 “Oh, this is just great…just FUCKING great…you sick animal!”  Maxine rose from her seat, 
pushing the chair back as her father let the tears roll down his face. 

 “WHO ARE YOU?!” she screamed. 

 The nurse returned once again, seeing Maxine’s red face and her patient in tears. 

 “I don’t think you should be upsetting him, my dear.  He is very ill.”  

 “Oh, he is ill all right.  You have no idea!  That’s okay, I’ve heard enough.  I’m leaving!” 

 “NO!  Maxi, NO!  Let us be!  Leave us!” 

 “You shouldn’t get yourself so upset,” said the nurse, defiant. 

 “I said leave us, or I will fire your ass!!” 

 The mood changed again as Maxi headed for the door and the nurse left.  Albert John made an 
attempt to try to get out of bed in a frantic call to keep his daughter, pulling at his tubes and calling her 
name louder and louder.  Maxine stopped, with her palm on the handle of the door. “Stop it!” she cried. 
“Get back in bed!”  In a calmer voice, he told her that if she stayed, he would comply. She did, and he 
got back into bed.  It started to snow again. 

 

 There was silence in the room for a long moment, silence and a familiar distance.  Maxine broke 
the quiet. 



 “Is that it, or are you a murderer too?” she said in a broken, hurt tone. 

 “No, I never….” He turned his head away, looking at the painting on the wall. 

 “Do you remember the summer we spent in France?” 

 “I have many memories.” All tainted now, she thought. 

 “We had a grand time!  I’ll never forget how excited you were, the laughter, staying up late, and 
you had your first sip of fine wine.  Do you remember that?” 

 “I remember.” 

 “I don’t think I was ever so happy.  I think it was the finest time in my life.  How I wish I could go 
back and do it all again.” 
 “Me too.”  She sank a little inside. 

 “Not knowing what you know now, huh?” He asked as her father, as a man. 

 “Is there more?” hurt and angered, she said as his priest. 

 There was a pause.  Albert John Willington the third stopped with the thoughts, “Do I dare?  Do I 
inflict more pain on my heart, on my only child?”  There was one act left, he thought to himself, and 
thinking only of himself, he moved forward.  He got angry as he thought of his impending death.  More, 
more, more life he wanted.  He wasn’t ready, he said to himself, thinking of himself, only himself.   

 “Do you remember Darren?” 

 “Darren Walsh?” She paused.  “Of course, he was my first love.”  She thought she couldn’t get 
any paler.  “What did he do?” she thought.  She was on the edge with his every word.  Darren Walsh was 
the first man she had ever loved.  He was the man she was going to marry, and he was going to be the 
father of her children.  He was perfect, she thought, but he didn’t come from money.  His family didn’t 
have the status that her father had, and more than that, he spoke his mind.  In shock, she let her father 
speak, and the air in the room turned cold with revelation and cold with truth.  She held onto her anger 
and died inside. 

 “I did what I did to protect you.  That’s the only reason.  You are my daughter and you mean 
more to me than you will ever know. Your mother never knew anything.  I never told her a word of what 
I am about to repeat.” 

 “WHAT DID YOU DO?!!” Maxine snapped sharply and lost her composure in a frantic cry. 

 “It was only after I met Darren, maybe the third or fourth time, that I made up my mind to stop 
what I thought to be a serious mistake.  I was protecting you.  He wasn’t right for you, Maxi.” 

 “Just tell me.”  She spoke in a soft tone of malice, staring through him. 

 “Do you remember when Darren told you that he was innocent of the charges of assault and 
that he didn’t rob those men?  Out of desperation, he told you that because you didn’t believe him 
when he said that the marriage was off and he never wanted to see you again.  Don’t you see that he 
wasn’t the man for you?  He didn’t love you, not like Harold, not like me.  His love was weak.  He wanted 



your wealth, my wealth.  He was a social climber, Maxi, that’s all. It would have been the mistake of 
your life, that’s why I did what I did.  I did it for you.”  He grabbed her hand. 

 “What did you do?” she said, with her heart on the floor. 

 “Darren was innocent.  He never assaulted anyone, and he never robbed anyone.  It was me, it 
was all me.  I arranged the whole thing.  I’m sorry, Maxi.  I’m so sorry.  I didn’t want you to get hurt and 
that man would have hurt you badly.  I was protecting you from him and from yourself. Can’t you see 
that?  I was just protecting my daughter.” 

 The silence returned as she pulled her hand away and turned toward the window.  The snow 
had stopped again.  Beyond the realm of anger, she searched herself.  Frantically her mind searched for 
something, something to hurt him with, something to make him bleed. This was not the time for 
forgiveness.  This was the time to inflict pain, she thought.  Dying or not dying, this selfish beast was 
going to hear something, something to make him bleed. 

 “So, here we are telling secrets.  Well, I have a secret to tell you too, father.  Do you remember 
the name Lance? She said coyly, with a devilish grin. 

 “Lance, the man your mother was dating before we married?”  Turning pale, he spoke as Maxine 
enjoyed his sweat. 

 “You do remember?  Well, I have a secret as well, you see.  Over the years, we kept it from you, 
mother and I.  The truth is that I am not your daughter.  My real father is Lance, Lance Williams.”  She 
smiled, wanting so desperately to spit in his face.  He turned white and sank into himself. 

 “YOU’RE A GODDAMN LIAR!!  YOU’RE JUST TRYING TO HURT ME BECAUSE OF WHAT I SAID!!” 

 “I’m afraid it’s true, and if you think about telling mother, she will be so hurt to hear your 
confession.  So I would think twice about what you do.  Do you understand?” 

 “You little bitch!!  How dare you?? I am about to see God!” 

 “Oh, you are not going to see God, father.  You should get that through your sick, selfish mind.” 

 “I’ll cut you off!  You won’t get a dime of my money!!” 

 “Hurts, doesn’t it?  When the ones you love betray you.”  Saddened for him, it was over. 

 “Get out!! Get out of my sight!  You make me sick!” 

 “You know something, Father?  You are the poorest soul I know, a soul without love, without 
true love.”  She turned and walked toward the door, and left him there, bleeding the blood of death, 
seeing himself, and his selfishness and disregard for the ones he loved.  Maxine Willington closed the 
door behind her, as if closing the past.  Now she would mourn  her father. 

 Alone, he began to think, to reflect, to go inward.  “How dare she, after all that I’ve done for 
her?  Ungrateful, she never did appreciate what I did for her, and she never will.  She will never know 
just how privileged she is.  There are children out there with nothing.  I gave her everything.  My God, I 
lost her!  Here I am at the end and she leaves me?  What have I done?  What have I done?  THIS IS NOT 
MY END!  I don’t deserve this. I took care of my family.  I gave them everything.  I don’t know what love 
is? MAYBE IT’S THEM.  MAYBE THEY DON’T KNOW WHAT LOVE IS!”  Faces now came before his 



eyes…Stew Whitmore, Tom, the Korean woman, Maxine.  “I wasn’t a bad man!”  A single tear rolled 
down the left side of his face.  His thoughts turned to his father.  “My father wasn’t a bad man.  There 
was distance, but he wasn’t a bad man.  Look at the people in the world. There are much worse… killers, 
child molesters.  My father wasn’t a bad man.  He was a cold son of a bitch!  Never gave a second 
thought about what I felt.  I wasn’t like that with Maxi.  I shouldn’t have told her.  She couldn’t handle it. 
She is goddamn weak!  I should have toughened her up more.  My God, what have I done?” 

 The nurse came in and asked if he needed anything.  His thought was, “Yes, I need a blow job,” 
and he shamed himself with the thought. The nurse left, knowing it would be soon. 

 “My God, what am I?  Who am I?”  Without showing it to the world, holding his composure, he 
began to sob inside.  After a few moments his hate drained, and so began his self-loathing.  “Nobody 
knows…nobody cares!”  Her words echoed in his mind.  “‘The poorest soul I know’…how could she say 
such a thing? There are poorer out there.  I have a family, friends, people who admire me, want to be 
like me and have all that I have. I should have called a priest, but it’s too late for that now.  I guess it’s 
too late for everything.  I AM NOT GOING TO MAKE ADMENDS!  I did what I did, as my father did what 
he did, and he didn’t apologize to anyone.  Fucking ingrates! They are all below me. They always were 
and always will be.  I will see God and he will forgive my sins, for I am just a man, flawed like everyone 
else. They weren’t perfect.  They committed sins.”  A wave of fear came over him. He recalled his father, 
recalled the beating.  That cold hearted son of a bitch!  He is the one burning in hell!  A vision flashed 
before him of the maid, and the day he lost his virginity. “Oh, how sweet!  I treated her like a queen.  I 
should have told Father to go and fuck himself when he fired her, telling me that she was beneath us. 
Where would I be today with her? There would be no Maxi.  GOD, I’M NOT READY!!”  He began to 
cough, and then he stopped.  He couldn’t breathe.  There was a weight on his chest, and then it 
stopped. 

 The weight was from the Korean woman.  It was her spirit before his eyes.  “I was drunk!  I 
didn’t know what I was doing.  My God, I never felt so in powered.   Little bitch.  I’VE HAD ENOUGH OF 
THIS!  I WASN’T A BAD MAN!!”  He saw himself as a child, commanding the neighbor’s daughter, telling 
her over and over to do this and do that.  He squinted inside, not knowing who he was or what he was. 
His heart started to beat faster.  “If I could just live till the end of the week, maybe I could make Maxi…” 
He stopped.  “I’m trying to make a business deal.”  He laughed to himself.  “And I have nothing to offer.  
I guess God won.  I guess they all won.  We all pay in the end, that’s clear to me now.  We all pay.  As if 
our deeds are etched onto our souls and at the end we have to look at them and be judged.”   And then 
he stopped.  “I am not that monster.  I am a good man.  I give more than I receive.”  His gluttony was 
before his eyes.  “More!   More!   More!  I just did what my father did and his father before him.  Maybe 
I should have said ‘enough’.”  Then he stopped. 

 “You’re not going to see God!”  Her words were inside his mind.  “Maxi.., Maxi.., what have I 
done to you?  She doesn’t know, she was sheltered all her life.  She doesn’t know the way of the world 
and how things are done.  The world is a cold, hard place where it’s eat or be eaten.  She doesn’t know 
this.  I gave her too much.  Maybe she should have been on her own to fend for herself; then she would 
know and she wouldn’t be so quick to judge.  MY GOD, I’M NOT READY!”  Then he stopped again. 

 “I know I did what I did for the best of all concerned.”  He thought of Tom and twitched.  “I 
know I am a reasonable man with a good amount of common sense, and I know what I know, like all 
others.”  He thought of Maxine and twitched.  “I am a man with flaws as all men are.  They are no better 
than I.  I wouldn’t change a thing in my past.  Everything happens for a reason, right?”  He thought of the 
Korean woman and twitched.  “My wife knows who I am.  She knows the kind of man I am, kind and 



warmhearted.  I never hit her once.  Sure, there were fights, fights that I won, for she knew I was right.  I 
think I was right most of my life.  I know I made mistakes, but hell, we all make mistakes.”  He thought of 
Stew and twitched.  “GODDAMN IT!  I AM A GOOD MAN.  My little girl is not going to convince me 
otherwise, no one will.  It’s not me, it’s them!  It’s not me, it’s them!  OH, Hell!”  His mind and eyes 
started to shift back and forth, searching, searching himself, but it was too late.  “I’M A GOOD MAN!  I’M 
A GOOD MAN!”  His heart was beating faster and with one last thought he stated, “FUCK THEM ALL!!”  
And so he died, with what he thought of as dignity and self-respect, delusional.   

 It was his eighty-ninth birthday, and just before sunrise Albert John Willington the third took his 
last breath.  He gasped at the light that was shining, for he saw himself, and he saw who he was.  He saw 
his reflection in the light. He was not the man he had thought; he was void of true love.  And as he 
gasped, he thought of his daughter’s last words, “The poorest soul I know.”  For Albert John Willington 
the third, his last day was a disgrace and a day reflecting his disgraceful life, thinking only of himself, and 
not the people who loved him.  He was consumed by more…more…more. The morning was cold and he 
was alone when death called.  His wife was sleeping and his daughter was in her bedroom. There was no 
one there but him, his selfishness, his sins and the angel.  He died alone with his thoughts of what he 
had done; thoughts of the life he had lived. There was only the smallest hint of coldness, too small for 
him to see, for to be truthful, he could never see.  Some go through their lives without knowing, never 
seeing others with feelings and emotions. Some go through their lives seeing others only as objects. 
Some lives never see and for Albert John Willington the third, his life was one. It was a life without true 
love and a life without sight. The snow was falling, hard, without conscience, and then it stopped. 

 

 

THE END 

 

 

  



 

“CAUGHT UP IN THE DEVIL” 

 

 We will call him Steve, for to be truthful his name doesn’t really matter.  He could just as well be 
a Frank or a Stan or a Jim, but for the purpose of our story and the account of his life and his mind we 
will call him Steve. The man who we will call Steve, and indeed he is a man, is more than that.  Under 
the looks of a man, a human with emotions and desires like the rest of us, dwells another and this mask 
is the mask that has more meaning than that of a human. For this is the mask of a human.  Under this 
plastic face of humanity lies the truth and the truth is that Steve is indeed a monster.  Now the notion of 
monster conjures up visions of some beast from another world, green, with fangs for teeth and pointed 
ears, but that is not the monster I wish to speak of now with Steve.  The monster now in question lies 
with the beast within us all.  It is a beast that most keep under control, a beast that harbors the dark 
quality of who we all are. It’s a darkness that each possesses and an underlying savage that has no place 
in our society, but is to be kept in the closet and under control. For some though, this beast is a present 
part of who they are.  So for Steve, the mask that he wears is the mask of a man, of normalcy and of 
being human, for he hides what he is.  He is a monster and a beast. 

 Like the rest of us, Steve has many sides to his personality and his mind. There is a soft, hidden 
side that experiences love, maybe not in the true sense of the word, but it is there.  The need to be 
appreciated and held, the need to receive a warm embrace, but with Steve even the acknowledgement 
of this need is beyond his capability, for to his mind he sees it as a weakness or defect.  So, the love he 
experiences is only the basic animal instinct of release and reproduction. The true sense of the word 
loses all meaning in his mind, for it escapes him and the need to give is only shadowed by the need of 
the love that Steve doesn’t not know how to give. The love he feels for himself is only a mask of self-pity 
and self-loathing, so for Steve the true sense of the word “love” is only an illusion. 

 The powers that be guide and direct the movie that is life. The gods damn and bless the knowing 
as well as the unknowing, for in life there is hardship and pain as well as joy and bliss.  It is up to each of 
us to accept our fate and count our blessings and waver through the hardships, doing our best not to 
dwell on pain, but to remember that there is much to be thankful for, for life is a gift.  For some the 
negative experiences that go along with life are far too many, and the mounting pain leaves them numb 
to God’s gift that is life.  But also with many, the hardship needs to be seen with an eye of faith and 
hope and it is with these tools that one turns their life into more.  And it is then that those like Steve, 
that never learned how to count their blessings and endure their hardships, let the darkness claim one 
of its own.  So, Steve goes through life blind to his blessings and blind to the truth.  

 Feeling a sense of righteousness through the darkness, he feels he deserves more at the 
expense of others, so to Steve, he is the only one that matters and others are nothing more than 
objects, without feelings or rights.  He sees what others have and what he doesn’t and that fuels his 
darkness and the coldness of his heart.  The high ideals that others possess only confirm in his mind that 
he is lesser than them and that they are more in society and more in his mind, bringing the coldness of 
his soul.  With blind eyes, he sees what the darkness dictates, fueling the rage that has been growing all 
of his life, waiting to explode in a violent act to make the world notice that he is not less, but more, 
much more, and the illusion that has been with him all his life will direct him into an act of savageness 
and an act of the beast.  What Steve doesn’t know and has never known, is the fact that the dark illusion 
that has been with him is just that, an illusion, and the mirror image of him as lesser than others is a 



blind veil of the darkness. But with Steve, as with the others, the veil is what they believe to be true, so 
darkness claims another, and the rage and brutality will find its way into another’s life.  That life will be 
affected by the darkness, and the beast will enter other’s lives, as well as Steve’s. 

 Let the child that Steve once was show the split in his mind. Clear and subject to the joy that is 
life, he plays with his older sister.  An innocent game of jacks and they enjoy each other’s company and 
they are innocent and they are free from fear and worry and his mind is clean. And for this moment in 
time, he is good in every sense of the word.  He is polite and respectful and his mind is clear, and the 
dark beast is only an observer, watching from afar.  For the child is with the angels, and this side of 
Steve, a side that would grow with him, as tainted and shadowed by life as it may be, will remain with 
him.  For even in the darkest of souls there are moments of seeing, moments of clarity, moments when 
the darkness is only watching from afar, dormant, an observer.  So, in that time, Steve had what many 
have… hope, clarity and self-love. 

 But coming in time and coming with life, the shadow of his once clean mind becomes a distant 
memory.  For with life comes pain, and the clean and innocent Steve becomes a distant thought in the 
mind of the gods.  And to fill the void inside comes the monster, to replace the pain and replace the bad 
memories. 

  A beating from the one who is supposed to protect the child has now brought a shadow to the 
innocent.  More than one beating, over and over again they come, and the child with hope and self-love 
dies with each. With the beatings come the words, almost as harmful as the beatings.  Demeaning, with 
hurt they explode in the child’s mind, leaving him with a void where the self-love once was. And as the 
beatings come and as the hurtful words tear into the soul of the once innocent child, it seals his fate, a 
fate that is damned.  

 But as for our fate, there is also a choice to make when choosing how we respond.  Steve is 
subject to the same rules as all, and as an adult he has a choice, but because of the damage he will 
always choose wrongly.  Even with the most damaged of souls, they are subject to the same laws that 
apply to us all.  For Steve, though, he will always pick wrongly and he will get caught up in his 
selfishness, in his hurt, in his destruction, in evil and in the devil.  He broke in to the Wilson’s home at 
11:49 pm; it was a Tuesday. 

 The home was located at the end of a busy street on the outside of a busy town.  It was modest 
in its size, but it was redone after Mr. Wilson received his promotion and a well-deserved bonus. So, the 
first thing on his list was to remodel the home, then to take care of his wife and put away some money 
for his daughter’s education.  The house was equipped with new windows and a new door.  All of the 
locks were new, except for the basement.  The renovation took months and he and his wife were very 
pleased with their new home.  It was what they had dreamed of: a pleasant and safe place to raise their 
daughter. The home was modernized, with the latest in kitchen and bathroom fixtures. The new paint 
on the walls and the new wallpaper made the home almost seem like they were living in someone else’s 
dwelling. When all was done, the painting and the appliances, the new television for their teenage 
daughter and the new windows and doors, the Wilsons celebrated with a fine meal.  They ordered take 
out from their favorite restaurant.  It was an early meal, at 6:15 on that fateful Tuesday. 

 Sally Wilson was a meek young woman who would be starting high school in the fall.  Her short, 
black, curly hair and deep blue eyes made her stand out in a crowd.  Because of her shyness, she would 
be the last to confess to such a compliment, making her all the more attractive, inside and out.  Loving 
to read and study, she had promise of becoming an attorney, and with her intellect and the sharpness of 



her mind, the road ahead would be handled with confidence.  Dating a boy from the neighborhood, she 
had now experienced some heavy petting, but that was as far as she wished to go and her boyfriend 
abided by her wishes, making the night even more tragic, evil, and a sin against all that is holy.  Sally was 
reading that night, enjoying a classic, “Crime and Punishment.” 

 Peggy Wilson was firm in her relationship with her husband.  She was sure of his fidelity, and 
because of her truthfulness with him, he responded to her with the same.  Watching carefully for signs 
that the bond between the two was diminishing, she would work on her marriage, setting a good 
example for her daughter.  She felt it important that her daughter see how to treat others, with respect 
and honesty, and with that thought to live by, she held firm in her beliefs.  When arguments arose, she 
would make it her point not to do it in front of their child.  Peggy Wilson was brought to the feeling of 
illness by violence, a harsh word, or even rudeness.  Her husband, knowing this, would protect his meek 
wife from the coldness in the world, making this fateful Tuesday all the more tragic. 

 Henry Wilson was by no means a strong man in the physical sense.  He was rather on the slim 
side, using his mind to win in an argument or disagreement.  With short, graying hair and glasses that he 
had worn all his life, he was by no means a coward, but like most, he wasn’t a hero either.  He knew 
what to do in most situations, and he knew how and when to act if the situation called for it. Henry, or 
as most called him, Hank, used his mind to advance himself to another level in business, in his 
relationship with his wife, as a father, and even at handball every Saturday morning with a friend from 
work.  Put in a situation that is by far the extreme in life, there are those that would lose their 
composure; Hank would use his mind, but sometimes when facing evil that isn’t enough.  Sometimes 
when one is caught up in evil and caught up in the devil the rational side is no more, and as for Hank, he 
would learn this lesson and it would be the last lesson in the classroom that is life.  He was nodding off 
in his new study when a strange sound coming from the basement woke him on that final Tuesday.  A 
cold shiver ran down his spine as his thoughts turned to Sally. 

 Steve’s mind was not conscious; it was in a mild fog of reality, distorted and with a frantic tic inside, 
going back and forth and not knowing right from wrong.  One could say this was always a problem for 
Steve, knowing right from wrong.  On an inner level when conscious, he knew, but for Steve, when 
caught up and in a fog, the darkness would always win his soul, and he didn’t care.  For right from wrong 
was just something to put him in his place as a child and now as an adult.  He broke in, in a fog and not 
caring, the beast and the animal mildly active.  Steve was carrying a knife, which he used on the 
basement window.  He also had a small, loaded handgun.  His mind was becoming less and less his own.  
Hank would be the first to meet his destiny. 

 With the knife at Hank’s throat, Steve took one quick step and yelled, “Move, and I’ll cut your 
fucking throat!!  His wife and daughter heard the yelling, but didn’t hear the words.  They called for 
Hank, asking if everything was alright. Steve instructed Hank to get them downstairs and to play it very 
cool, or else.  Hank called for his wife and daughter.  At the bottom of the steps, the girls approached 
slowly, now seeing the situation.  Hank, very seriously and very calmly and in a tone of surrender, told 
Steve that he could have anything that he wanted, that there was money and jewelry, and in a pleading 
tone, he asked him not to hurt his family.  Steve smiled and said, “Okay, Dad, whatever you say,” as he 
looked at Sally.  He put all three in the living room.  The end of the night had just begun. 

 His madness was evident.  It was there, staring at the Wilson family like an object in the room, a 
chair or an end table.  It was so there in existence that the fear they all experienced was a slow drip 
from their souls.  Sally held her mother, as Hank’s mind was looking for a way out, a simple solution to a 
problem, but this was not mathematics or cleaning a stain on the rug.  What he was faced with was 



madness and evil, and sometimes the rules don’t apply and the answer is force.  Steve paced and 
smiled, flicking the knife with one hand on the finger of his other.  He stopped as he drew his own blood. 
He laughed out loud and Sally drew closer to her mother, and softly and with fear, she said, “God.” 

 “I think we need some duct tape and rope!” Steve said, breaking the silence. “Do you have duct 
tape and rope, Dad?” he asked, pointing the knife at Hank.  Hank tried to bargain with Steve. with him in 
a tone of surrender.  

“Please,” Hank pleaded, “just take what you want and leave us be.”    

“Oh, I’ll take what I want, you can bet on that, Dad!”  He smiled at Sally. “But for now, I just want some 
duct tape and rope.”  He looked at Peggy and told her to go get what he wanted, assuring her that if she 
did anything foolish, he would cut the veins in her daughter’s throat nice and slow.  Peggy returned 
almost immediately with the things he had asked for. 

 There is always a moment in time when the road we travel has a universal split. The events of 
our actions could change the courses of our destinies.  We choose our roads, and our choices then 
choose our outcomes.  It would be at this moment for Steve, for Hank, for Sally and for Peggy that a 
choice would have to be made.  After securing the rope and duct tape around Hank and Peggy and only 
beginning on Sally, the moment had arrived.  Sally looked into Steve’s eyes and began to plead with him 
for her life and the lives of her family with tears and real emotion.   She looked at Steve and it was there, 
the moment, the choice, but Steve was caught in the trap of his own doing.  His mind at that moment 
could see clearly for a flash, a second or two, caught between both sides - doing what’s right or doing 
what his nature wanted.  He spit in her face and smacked her, telling her that he wasn’t an animal, 
yelling at her and asking her if she thought she was better than him. The darkness had taken over his 
mind, with the delusion, the psychosis, and the psychopath that he was and forever would be. He was 
now caught, caught up in the devil. 

 With Hank and Peggy sitting motionless on the sofa, he threw Sally to the rug, smacked her hard 
and ripped her shirt down the middle, exposing her breast.  He smiled, at her, at her father, and at her 
mother.  All three began their sobs, what would be their final emotions.  As he took off the rest of Sally’s 
clothes, her father began to thrash on the sofa.  Yelling, with the knife firm at his daughter’s throat, 
Steve told Hank that if he made another move, he’d watch her bleed.  In defeat, Hank closed his eyes as 
Steve violently raped his virginal daughter.  Sally was now emotionless, as the devil had now won, and 
Steve was no more.  After finishing he looked at the Wilsons on the sofa and spoke.  “What a good 
fuck!”   Filled with anger, he looked at Peggy.  By this time, Henry was thrashing on the sofa, not caring 
about himself. Screaming under the duct tape, he moved back and forth, to the left and to the right.  
The evil was not yet over as Steve’s mind descended more and more into the madness.  Fate was set 
into motion as Steve lost what was left of his mind.  As his psychotic delusion manifested, there was a 
flash in his thoughts.  Seeing for a moment the aftereffects of his actions, his soul was free from the 
devil for just a moment.  Steve saw what he had become.  He was evil. They found all three the next day, 
tied up, with multiple stab wounds and their throats cut from ear to ear. Two weeks later they picked 
Steve up, and hell found its son. 

 Steve didn’t put up a fight when the three police officers arrested him at a local diner.  That was 
only because of his visions. The dark deeds were now visible in the light of his mind.  Flashes of the 
night’s coldness shone in his view, and watching his acts of that night, a part of Steve felt sick. Granted, 
it was a small part, but a part nonetheless. This part, now active, with the devil lying dormant, watched 
in his mind the pictures of the night’s carnage.  And this small part of Steve, the part that watched 



himself, watched the other part of himself doing the ungodly, watched the images flash before his 
mind’s eye, this small part brought the light.  It brought a conscience. So when the three officers came 
into the diner late that evening, Steve gently stood and said in a low voice, “I’m the one.    I‘m the man 
you’re looking for.”  The officer put the cuffs on roughly. Steve was getting closer to his hidden desire, 
his hidden wish, and it was materializing before him, with the cuffs making it true. The police threw him 
in the back of the car, hard. 

 We all have unconscious desires deep within our minds.  They sometimes come to the surface, 
exposing themselves to us, and for Steve his unconscious true desire would absorb the rest of his being. 
Hidden, his true desire was there from an early age, stemming from the abuse and a feeling of self-
loathing.  Inside the cage of his mind, a cage of hate and terror, he awakened in the cell that his body 
had become. The darkness would have to be confronted inside. The darkness that had been with him all 
of his life, a blackness that he embraced and had come to love as comfort, would  turn on him with the 
vision of what he had done, and his final wish would be fulfilled.  No one would grieve for his soul, no 
one but Christ, for his last act and final mark on the world was a choice, a choice to do the devil’s work 
and a choice to do evil.  And with the needle in his arm claiming his last breath, he would pass to the 
other world and his true desire would be met.  He would meet the Father and judge of his actions, and 
for that moment “Steve” would be like us all.  For that moment in space and time, he would be like all of 
humanity, waiting to be looked upon, waiting to enter or be cast out, waiting for his final judgment. 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

  



 

“BELONGING TO JUDAS” 

 

 

 The mind thinks and wonders, leaving room for thoughts to enter and planting the seeds of 
mistrust, suspicion and paranoia. There are those who betray their own families, friends and lovers.  
They hide behind the walls securing their transgressions, living under the veil of truth that will not be 
found and revealed, and as the deception mounts, the lies and betrayal mount until, as always, the truth 
is heard, like a bell in the distance.  And so, the hands of justice come to all concerned. Justice is a living 
and breathing entity, covered in the truth, and although it sometimes isn’t heard or seen by man, it 
exists separately, watching and waiting to be touched by searching souls.  Tests come into our lives and 
relationships of all kinds and as these tests enter our lives, with their passing, comes a stronger bond, or 
with failure, distance and separation.  When one wrongs the other, justice and truth come calling, for 
the universe lives and breathes under its own laws.  They had been dating for two years and their names 
were Jill and Justin. 

 Jill was in the bathroom of the apartment she shared with Justin, staring at her reflection, her 
red hair held up and back with a pin, as she washed the makeup from her face.  There was something 
wrong inside, something amiss.  Letting it go, she thought of the night before with Justin, the laughter 
they shared as they held each other.  She loved his soft hands.  She had been with others, and their 
hands, rough on her skin, made her uneasy, but with her live-in lover, the softness of his touch made her 
weak.  She looked at herself in the mirror, her green eyes stripped of the dark makeup. She couldn’t 
decide if she liked what she was looking at or not; there was something amiss.  As she was thinking of 
Justin, he called for her to come to bed, and now a seed had been planted. 

 Jill lay in bed reading while Justin tried to sleep. The light in the room kept him awake, causing 
him to toss and turn.  Finally, he asked in a very kind and soft voice if she was going to read all night. Jill, 
not acknowledging his presence, continued to read.  Again he asked, and again she ignored him.  Putting 
his head under the pillow he yelled, “Jill, are you going to read that fucking book all night?”  Calmly she 
stated, “Just one more chapter, just one more chapter.” 

 It was the plot and story line that had absorbed her.  Finding similarities in the characters of the 
novel to the relationship between her and Justin, she was drawn into the story line, waiting and waiting 
to see the next step in their lives. Hoping beyond hope that the two lovers might seal their love with a 
ring, she turned the pages frantically, needing and praying that their love would be eternal.  And as she 
turned the final page of the chapter, she read her fears, there in black and white.  A new character was 
introduced: a pretty, young woman named Darlene, and it was her. It was like her friend, Natalie.  She 
gasped with the next paragraph, as the main character flirted with her friend. She could see it in her 
mind, Justin and Natalie holding each other and laughing.  She gasped, took off her glasses, put the edge 
into her mouth and looked at Justin. Seeds, seeds were planted as her mind wondered.  Justin snapped, 
“Jill turn off the fucking light and go to bed!”  And she did, with distance, suspicion and the growth of 
paranoia. Tomorrow she would need to talk to her friend, Natalie.  The play played on in her mind, with 
her the outcast, and Natalie and Justin intertwined in their lust. 

 Jill: “I met up with Natalie at the local coffee shop near my apartment. We started with the 
simple pleasantries.  I made it a point not to reveal too much and watched for any signs of deception. It 



was then that I noticed her turning away when I started to talk about Justin.  It was slight, with just a sly 
shifting of her eyes and the movement of her face and head in the direction of the window we sat next 
to.  It was there!  I know it was there.  I told her that I felt there was distance between me and Justin.  
Still looking for signs, I could see her feeling awkward, shifting in her seat, that little bitch!  She told me 
over and over again that he was a good man and that the distance I felt was always a factor in 
relationships and we would find each other again, looking out the window the whole time.  What was 
she hiding?  Was she sleeping with my boyfriend? That little bitch!  I felt like I was going to explode, but I 
kept my cool.  I decided I wasn’t going to let this tramp have the best of me.  I steered the conversation 
to her fiancé, asking how things were going with Donny.  With subtle softness, I let her believe that 
maybe he wasn’t the man she thought he was.  If she thought that she could sleep with Justin and have 
her heavenly dream with Donny, well she was in for a world of reality.  Coldly, I made remarks that I 
could see Donny as being overbearing with a hint of not being trustworthy.  It’s not like it was a lie, I 
mean I could see this, and it was verging on the truth.  ‘Let her simmer with those thoughts,’ I thought. 
She stopped me, and turned the conversation to me and Justin, asking when we were going to tie the 
knot.  I responded with the fact that I wasn’t ready and I wanted to be sure.  I told her that I wanted to 
have her and Donny over for dinner, and that the four of us hadn’t been together for quite some time. 
She was uncomfortable! I could see it!  She didn’t want to be in the same room as her lover and the man 
she was going to marry.  Oh, this little bitch!  Finally, she agreed and said, ‘How about Friday?’   I was 
taken aback and said, ‘Fine, that would be great.’  She said that she had to go and remembered 
something she had to do. I told her I had an appointment as well.  She gave me a phony embrace and we 
parted.  I thought, ‘Friday, with the two of them together, I’ll see it then.  I’ll see it then.’” 

 Jill went home thinking that maybe it was her.  Maybe she was just imagining the whole affair. 
She was unsure and restless.  The wondering of her mind and the images of the two had gotten the 
better of her, as she asked herself over and over again, “Is Justin cheating on me?”  She decided to clean 
the apartment, the whole time with her thoughts racing at the sight of the two together, in her mind.  
After vacuuming, she began to dust, first the living room, then the bedroom, with the two of them 
mocking her every move the whole time in her mind.  She dusted the dresser and stopped. The picture 
of Jill and Justin  on the beach made her snap. She threw the frame and snapshot across the room, 
breaking the glass. She could see their sweaty, naked bodies together, moaning and caressing. She 
grabbed hold of herself as she went to clean up the glass, telling herself… Friday…, Friday…, Friday. 

 Friday came and Jill’s master plan was to be executed.  She set the table and started dinner. 
Justin was out getting dessert while she prepared herself.  Her red hair was down and her makeup was 
flawless.  The outfit she picked was seductive, black and gold, and her earrings and necklace were 
shining, giving her a sense of superiority.  Everything was in place as the phone rang.  She immediately 
thought they were calling to cancel, but it was just her mother.  Justin arrived with the sweets while Jill 
was on the phone.  The bell rang as she placed the phone down. Unsuspecting, Natalie and Donny had 
arrived. The evening was about to begin. 

 With cat-like instincts she watched as they said their greetings. With a warm embrace, Justin 
and Natalie were center stage.  As for Donny, it was as if he didn’t exist at all.  Was the hug longer or 
shorter than she imagined?  Was there a state of silent awkwardness as he took her coat?  Trying her 
best to be in the moment as a social host, she watched them for the slightest sign. There was none. 
Justin thanked them for the wine as he politely told them to get comfortable while he retrieved glasses 
from the kitchen.  Natalie offered to help.  Was that a sign?  It was too early for Jill to come unglued, but 
she was.  It was a slow, nervous and angered meltdown.  All three sipped their wine, seated in the living 
room, while Jill attended to dinner, her ears fixated on the conversation just out of reach. 



 In the kitchen, Jill prepared the roast, knowing it would be another twenty five minutes.  She 
hurried to prepare the two side dishes as she tried to focus on the conversation in the living room.  She 
couldn’t hear, and the mashed potatoes were becoming less and less tasty.  Dropping the ladle, her ears 
were burning as she tried desperately to get a glimmer of the conversation.  As she turned to stir the 
side dish, the living room erupted with laughter, sending her to the edge, but she maintained her 
composure. With a loud and breaking voice she went to the doorway with the pot in her hand and 
proclaimed, “Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes!”  Worlds of questions came.  “Do you need any 
help? Is there anything I can do?”  Natalie came with her glass in hand.  Jill kept her composure. 

 Jill was working on her second full glass of wine when Natalie commented on her dress and 
earrings.  Because of the amount of wine she had drank in such a short period, Jill was feeling its effects. 
Jill, keeping the conversation going, gave Natalie the same comment, except with a twist. With a kind 
voice, filled with love and superiority, she stated that although the dress Natalie was wearing was of fine 
quality, it did make her look on the heavy side, also stating that she too couldn’t wear such a color with 
her hips.  She poured her third glass as Natalie excused herself and went to the restroom.  Jill toasted 
toward her back, raising her glass as she departed.  Loudly, and with a hint of anger, she called, 
“Dinner’s on!” 

 “Everything looks great, Jill!” said Donny, smiling. 

 “I hope it tastes good,” she said while pouring her fourth glass. 

 “I’m going to get another bottle of wine.”  Justin left the dining room. 

 “That’s a great idea!  Donny, would you like another glass of wine?  It will go great with the 
ghost, I mean roast.”  Laughing, she corrected herself. 

 “No, I better not.” 

 “Justin, bring in the knife for carving!  What Donny?  What did you say?” 

 `”I said I’ll pass on the wine.” 

 “And it is I who will pass from the wine!” she stated, laughing, making Donny, and now Natalie, 
who had returned from the restroom, uncomfortable.  Justin returned with the wine and the knife. 

 She began to see their faces at her statement.  She knew she was going over the top and 
decided to regain her composure.  She went silent as she sat at the head of the table. She took a deep 
breath and sipped from her glass, then pushing it away on the table, pulled her plate closer.  Needing to 
see, needing to know, she watched Natalie and Justin.  Donny became just a background prop.  Justin 
cut the meat as Jill asked Natalie to be a dear and serve the sides.   There was a meaningless 
conversation going on between Donny and Justin, one that Jill was paying no mind to.  She was piercing 
the flesh of Justin and Natalie with her eyes.  Her mind was numb from the wine. 

 “That bed and breakfast, the one in Maine.” 

 “What?” Jill came back to earth. 

 “Jill, the bed and breakfast, the one in Maine where we went for the long weekend.  What was 
its name?” asked Justin. 



 “Oh, yeah!  It was a name, a family name… Dawson, Robson… Oh, I can’t think of it!” 

 “Maybe some more wine will help,” Justin said coldly, giving Jill a quick look. 

 “It was Jacobson’s Bed and Breakfast,” said Natalie, saddened by the situation. 

 “And how would you know that!!?” Jill proclaimed in a loud voice. 

 “You told me when you got back.  You said it was very nice, and that me and Donny should go.” 

 “Jill, could I see you in the kitchen, dear?”  Justin pulled her from her chair, grabbing her arm. 

 “I think you are having too much wine!  Get it together!  This dinner party was your idea, and 
you’d better be a proper host to these people.  They are our friends, and I’ll be damned if I’ll let you 
treat them like shit, especially Natalie!  Do you hear me?” 

 “Oh, I have to be proper, now don’t I, ‘cause that wouldn’t look right!   You care more about 
what others think than I do, especially Natalie!” 

 “She’s your goddamn friend!  What’s wrong with YOU!?” 

 “Nothing!  Nothing!  I’ll be a good little girl, Daddy.  Can we go back to our guests?” 

 “I‘m sorry, you two.  I don’t know what has gotten into me.   Let’s just have a nice dinner.  
Please, eat before it gets cold.”  The mask was on as she poured another glass, receiving looks from 
Justin. 

 “The bed and breakfast was great!  It had a wood burning stove right in the room and one of the 
old fashioned tubs. They made the house up with all old furniture like it was dated back in the ‘20s or 
’30s.” 

 “It sounds great!  How were the owners?” 

 “Oh, just fabulous!  They were a sweet old couple, as nice as any you’d want to meet.  They  
were right there with anything you needed, day or night, either them or their daughter.  She was a 
lovely girl, wasn’t she Justin?  Didn’t you just want to eat her up?” 

 “Yeah, they were all great,” said Justin, looking at Jill with daggers. 

 “Yeah, Justin got along very well with the daughter, a pretty girl with the chest and legs of a 
goddess.   Isn’t that right, dear?” 

 “You just have to keep pressing and pressing,” Justin said softly under his breath, looking at her 
with rage.  “There was nothing going on between us!  Why don’t you finish the fucking bottle!?”  

 “Justin, Jill, please!  Justin, take it easy!” Natalie said soulfully, reaching out to touch his hand. 

 “And there it is!  Jill threw the glass of white wine in Justin’s face, proclaiming the word over and 
over and over again.  Judas!  Judas!  Judas!  All four of them stood up, as the evening was now over. 
There were still more words of anger as Natalie and Donny took their coats and went to the door.  Justin 
apologized for Jill’s drunken behavior as she ran to the bedroom in tears.  Jill slammed and locked the 
door as Donny said, “We should do this again,” rolling his eyes. All three smiled.  The next day, Jill would 



take action, with her next move, “an eye for an eye,” and the word “Judas” ringing in Justin’s ear, over 
and over again. 

 Jill: “I decided ‘an eye for an eye’ as I made my way to his apartment.  I knew he wanted me, and 
at this point I didn’t care.  I would let him have me. The picture of Justin and Natalie, naked together and 
feeling each other, was more than I could bear.  I rang the bell, hoping and also not hoping that he was 
home alone.  He was.  As we tore each other’s clothes off, and felt each other’s body, all I could focus on 
was his hands; nothing else existed.  His hands were hard and rough.  They were construction hands, 
with cuts and rough patches, hard and uncaring.  As he touched my body, I felt excited and nauseous. 
His lips were rough and I thought to myself, ‘What am I doing?’  I knew what I was doing; I was having an 
affair. The bed and breakfast came before my eyes as I saw Justin and I having a memorable time.  I 
wanted to break down as he kissed me, thinking of Justin, thinking that he was the man I was going to 
marry.  My lover’s hands on my back made me cringe, the opposite of Justin’s soft and caring hands.  I 
held myself together as I saw Natalie before me, thinking of her and our friendship.  I guessed that was 
over now… traitor!  Judas!  After he reached his climax, my heart was racing.  I felt revenge, I felt raw 
and I felt like I needed a shower.  I dressed quickly, needing to leave, not knowing what awaited me at 
the apartment…not knowing. 

 I was drained emotionally and physically.  I put the key into the knob when I noticed it was 
already unlocked. The apartment seemed barren, even though nothing had changed, but I guess all had 
changed.  I put my purse down on the table when I heard motion and noise coming from the bedroom.  I 
didn’t know he was home.   As I kicked off my shoes, I was feeling that this was the time for a talk.  With 
a heavy heart I walked to the bedroom.  I wanted things to be like they were, before.  It was then that I 
heard it.  I didn’t want to acknowledge them, but they were there, coming from the bedroom…moans.  I 
couldn’t believe it!  He was there, in our bed, having an affair!!  In our bed!  I pushed the door open and 
all I could see was white sheets and naked bodies, and I fell. Everything drained from me; my mind, my 
body and my soul. They were there together.  It was Justin and Donny.  All I ever was, and all I ever 
knew, was gone in that moment.   

 I am thinking about the whole situation now, after months have passed and Justin and I are 
over.  I am now looking at it with a different perspective.  I guess all of us want a place to belong, a 
home and a love, to say, “This is where I belong in life, with this person and this place.”  A place where 
one is loved and safe, and a place where one can be oneself, and free.  But we all belong to another.   I 
belonged to Justin and he belonged to me.  Donny belonged to Natalie and she to him.  But looking at it 
now, it was Natalie that didn’t belong.  For she was free from the wrongs, and seeing it now, we didn’t 
belong to each other, and it was Justin, and it was Donny and it was I that belonged to another.   We 
belonged to Judas.” 

 

 

 

      THE END 

 

      



 

     “GRAVEYARD “ 

 

 

 The moon was full, casting an eerie glow throughout the land. There was a cool wind from the 
south, just enough to make the night air pleasant to the touch.  Leaves of brown, red and orange lay 
across the ground in a picturesque snapshot of fall.  The barren trees were old and rich with knowledge 
and character. The branches on some turned and twisted, giving the ground and their surroundings an 
air of history.  It was a timeless vision of always having been, whether ten years ago, or a hundred.   The 
trees and the land laid as a backdrop to the scenery that was death, and with the graves recording the 
names, the cemetery brought into account each soul that had lived, recording their lives as a testament 
of having been, each with a story, each with sorrow and joy, each accomplishing good and evil and each 
leaving their mark on the world, as small or as large, their bones rotting, but their stories etched in time. 

 With each body comes a soul and with each soul comes a story.  A tale of love and heartache, 
joy and wonder, sins and virtues, and although each tale comes with untold chambers that are hidden, 
they are recorded by the watchers of humanity, for there are no secrets to the watchers.  They live and 
breathe, recording our actions, our transgressions as well as our virtues.  They are the recorders, seeing 
truth and morality, as well as sin.  There is no escaping their watchful eyes, for they live in the land of 
the dead, watching the living as well as the deceased, and sometimes when all is right and permission is 
granted, they cross over to the land of the living to make their presence known.  And so, on this night 
when the moon was full, casting an eerie glow, a presence would make itself known to two who 
wandered into the graveyard and this soul’s name was Gordon.  

 The wandering two were Clara and Ruby, teenagers who slipped through the locked gate and 
entered the graveyard.  Clara was seventeen with long, wavy, dirty-blonde hair that needed to be 
washed.  Ruby was her equal in all ways, her eyes as brown as Clara’s and her hair needing to be 
attended to.  The girls, dressed in jeans and green coats a size too big, made their way through the gate 
holding firmly onto their package.  A brown paper bag holding the night’s activity was their top priority. 
After slipping through, the girls started their walk along the dirt road leading up the hill to the graves. 
Stumbling along the way and laughing louder than they should, the two intoxicated nymphs awoke the 
sleeping spirits. 

 Laughing and drinking, the girls stopped at the top of the hill.  Now in the presence of the 
graves, the immature youths began their mockery of the deceased.  With arms waving and spilling the 
alcohol while calling loudly to her sister, Clara proclaimed, “This guy is dead! He will never eat peach 
cobbler ever again!”  Ruby laughing, saying, “Maybe he needs a drink!” with a slur, as she poured her 
beer on the ground near the tomb.  Clara shrieked, “No!  Maybe he doesn’t like beer.  Maybe he likes 
wine!  What’s his name?  Oh, it’s not a he, it’s a she!”  They both started to laugh, holding onto each 
other, and disrespecting the dead.  “Okay!  So maybe Miss Ronda Wallington likes beer!” 

 “Actually, she preferred a nice, white wine.”  Gordon spoke from behind the two, sitting on a 
fallen tree.  His hair and beard were long, and he was wearing clothes that needed to be washed. 

 “OH, MY FUCKING GOD!   YOU SCARED ME!!” Clara yelled, turning in shock as Ruby continued to 
laugh. 



 “Rhonda Willington liked a nice, white wine.  She never married and died alone at the age of 
sixty. There was no one there at her bedside and her last thought was how she never felt loved.” 

 The girls sobered up with the vision of a lonely, old woman with nothing. They both became 
quiet, staring at the grave. 

 “How do you know it was like that?” said Ruby with a tone of sincerity. 

 “How do you know it wasn’t?” 

 “Do you live here?  I mean, are you like a bum or something?” 

 “Or something.” 

 “Do you want a beer?” 

 “No, thank you, Clara.” 
 “How do you know my name?” 

 “I heard Ruby say it before,” Gordon lied. 

 “That’s so sad!  Can you imagine dying alone, with no one to love…that’s how I’m gonna end 
up,” said Ruby soberly. 

 “No, you’re not. You’re drunk.” Putting her hand on her shoulder, Clara comforted Ruby. 

 “Some people have no one; they never let another get close enough to be loved.” 

  The girls put the package down in a state of heightened awe.  Something overcame them. 
Maybe it was Rhonda Willington, maybe it was the alcohol or maybe it was Gordon’s presence.  Calmly 
and with care, the girls didn’t know consciously, but it spoke to them…his words, his presence.  They 
began to listen as if a teacher was speaking.  There was something trusting about Gordon.  There was no 
threat, no danger, just words, truth and light. They asked if they could sit, and he replied, “Please do.” 
And so began Gordon’s reading of souls. 

 “With each soul comes a story,” stated Gordon, and with his first words the girls’ imaginations 
were captured, looking out at all the graves and seeing lives lived, and tales of love and sorrow. 

 “Do you think Rhonda really died alone?” asked Ruby. 

 “Yes, I do.   Her life was one of great sorrow, for she didn’t know true love.  Her father was a 
very strict man who brought an enormous amount of stress into her early years, making it very hard for 
her to trust men.  But don’t think that the opportunities weren’t there, for God opens doors to a soul, 
and there were men in her life, good men, who would have turned her world around, filling it with love 
and children.  But for her, the vision in her mind’s eye won out over the truth, and the vision was dark 
and tainted by the fear of being hurt again.  A dominating male was her terror, for her father was that 
dominating male, making her timid of all men, and for her, trusting was out of the question.  You see 
ladies, what we do to each other has an effect, and especially on a child, the effect is greater.” 

 “I feel bad for her,” Clara stated with sadness. 

 “Me too,” added Ruby. 



 “Hey, not all lives are like Rhonda’s.  Do you see that grave there?  That was Mr. Donald Updike 
and his life was full of great joy and wonder.  He was a serviceman who was married early in life to his 
lovely but pushy wife Dina.  They had four girls and one became a doctor and another became a lawyer 
and with each soul that he touched, another was touched, and another, and another, making his time 
on this earth a grand exploration of humanity and love, and the Gods were pleased.  And to think it all 
started with his mother, a fine woman, teaching her son the values of caring and kindness and love for 
his fellow man.  There is no higher regard than to love.  It was crystallized when he was a boy and it 
came in the form of bullying.  Now at this time, Donald was picking on another smaller, weaker child and 
his mother, having seen this, pulled the lad aside one day and did the exact same thing to Donald. 
Donald was calling the child names because he was smaller, so on this day during dinner, his mother 
started to call Donald freckle face, because of his complexion, almost bringing the child to tears.  And so 
in a very loving and caring tone only a master teacher could muster, she so eloquently said, “It is not 
nice to call others names, for we all have feelings.”  And so it changed her son, and at an early age he 
learned love and respect for all men, and his life turned into a grand expression of the way we should 
treat each other, touching another, and another, and so on and so on.  He saved men in the army and so 
his daughter saved lives in her practice of medicine.  And his tale was one of grand expression; he died 
surrounded by his family and friends at the ripe old age of ninety-seven, a wondrous fulfilled soul.” 

 “Wow, ninety-seven!  I’ll never live to that age,” declared Clara. 

 “Only God knows of our fate,” responded Gordon. 

 “What about that one over there?  Miss Sally Dell,” asked Ruby. 

 Gordon just smiled. 

 “What!  What!  Tell us!” cried Clara. 

 “Well, Sally Dell was a free spirit.  In her early days she drank and partied and celebrated life, or 
so she thought.”  Gordon continued to smile. 

 “Oh, I get it!   Just like us!” said Ruby, smacking his jacket. 

 “Yes, just like you two.” 
 “So what happened to her?  How did she end up?” 
 “She ended up like we all do… dead!” Gordon replied, laughing. 

 “Come on!” 

 “Okay, so Sally Dell was a drinker.  She indulged almost every night.  She was young and carefree 
and thought she was having the time of her life, until one fateful night when she overindulged and 
found herself in a very compromising position the next morning.  She woke the next day to find she 
couldn’t remember the night before.   She woke in the bed of a man that, sober, she would be ashamed 
to sleep with, and on that morning she vowed never to drink again the way she had up to that point. On 
that morning she learned a very important and useful word that she lived by to the end of her days. She 
learned the word ‘moderation.’” 

   “Oh, so you think we’re sluts!” snapped Clara. 

 “Is that what you heard, really?”  Gordon’s demeanor changed. 



 “That’s not what he said, Clara.  He was talking about excess and going too far.” 
 “Thank you!  At least someone is listening.” 
 “Sorry.  So, go on.  How did she die?” 
 “Well, Sally died a very welcoming death. She died of natural causes late one night in the Fall, 
and she was seventy-nine.” 
 “Was she married?” asked Ruby. 

 “Yes, she was, and she had two children; one boy and one girl.  She was married for forty-six 
years to a very wonderful man.” 
 “Okay, move on.  What about that one in the back, Todd Unger?” Clara asked uncomfortably. 

 “Well, Todd’s death was a very tragic death, for he was only three when he passed, and his 
parents were heartbroken until their deaths some years later.” 
 “How did he die?” 

 “Todd was smothered to death by his older sister.” 

 “You’re lying!” 

 “No, it’s true, and no one ever found out.   Not her parents, or the police, no one.” 
 “What happened to his sister?” 
 “She went mad some years later, had to be hospitalized, until one day when the guilt was more 
then she could bear.  She took a razor and opened up her veins,” Gordon stated sadly. 

 “That’s fucked up!” Ruby said in shock. 

 “You see, girls, what we do to each other here counts in many ways.  The way we treat each 
other is more important than you really know.  Do you understand?” 

 “Yeah!” they both replied softly, with their heads down. 

 “Okay, there is one for you!   Bud Mistronie!” 
 “What was he?” 

 “He was a CLOWN!!” 

 “No he wasn’t!!” barked Clara. 

 “Yes, he was.  That was how he made his living.  He was a professional clown!  Now, that was a 
joyous life.  He brought smiles and laughs to people of all ages.  Ha!  There was one time he had a 
woman laughing so hard that she pissed herself, right there in the crowd.” 
 “No, she didn’t!” 

 “Yes, she did!  How everyone was laughing, and how mortified she was.  Now that was a life 
filled with satisfaction, bringing joy to little children, and making people laugh.  It is very important to 
laugh, especially at yourself.  And one thing about Bud was that he knew how to make people laugh.  He 
was always the life of the party, but for Bud there was sadness too.  He never married.  Deep down he 
never found love, and he never had children, and as he grew older, so did his sadness and loneliness.” 

 “The sad clown,” cried Ruby. 



 “Yup, the sad clown.  But there were other blessings in his life; just not that of a wife and child. 
You see, girls, there are many blessings and for each soul it is different.” 

 “I think we get it.  What about that one in the back?”  Clara pointed to a grave on a slant, and 
with her pointing at this particular grave, the wind started to blow cold, changing the mood. 

 “No, you don’t want to hear about that one.  There is one over...” 
 “NO! No! Come on, that one!” they both exclaimed. 

 “Okay, okay,” said Gordon, serious and disturbed. 

 There are some graves that are welcoming to the living and some that aren’t, to be truthful, 
wishing one thing, to be remembered, each soul breathing a life that was once lived.  But to be truthful 
some souls should be forgotten.  For some, their lives were an abomination of all that is right and good 
in a soul, and each grave drips with the memories of the departed, surrounding the cold marble; their 
deeds project from the stone, some good, some bad, some to be remembered and some to be 
forgotten.  The girls innocently picked the dark grave.  

 “Jacob Crowley.  Is that the one you are pointing to, Jacob Crowley?” 

 “Yeah, that one... man, you’re scaring us!” said Ruby disturbed. 

 “You should be scared!   There are people in the world, if you want to call them people, that you 
should stay away from.  They aren’t human.  They look human, like the rest of us, but they aren’t.  They 
are the darkness.  They are monsters.”  Gordon was never more serious. 

 “I don’t think I want to hear about him,” said Clara. 

 “No, I want to know.  We should know what’s out there.  It will make us stronger,” replied Ruby. 

 “Maybe you’re right Ruby, maybe you should know, maybe it will give you awareness.” 
 “Yeah.” 

 “Jacob Crowley was a very disturbed man.  Abused as a child, his darkness only grew with the 
passing years.  His father was an abuser and so Jacob was taught very early the art of abuse.  On many a 
cold night, Jacob would find himself with a bloody lip and nose, from a beating by his father, and to 
make matters worse, his father would lock him in a closet with no food or water, forcing Jacob to pee 
himself.  And so, the darkness inside Jacob grew.  He started with the abuse of neighborhood animals, 
killing dogs and cutting their bodies open to see what was inside.  There were signs the adults should 
have seen when he moved to little children, but it was too late.  One afternoon in a fit of rage, he beat a 
little girl within inches of her life, and when his father found out he beat him within inches of his.  Jacob 
became a very disturbed man as he grew.  He would have fantasies about torturing women until he 
reached his sexual climax, until one day his fantasy became a reality.  He picked up a young girl on the 
road and brought her back to his farm, tied her, beat her, and did things to her that I really don’t want to 
repeat, and finally when he was done he killed her and buried her in the field.  A very twisted man, after 
graduating from women, he moved back to little children, and as they would cry and beg for their lives, 
he would look at them as if they were doing something wrong.  He would look at them with a queer 
stare, with no emotion and no feeling, with a cold shadow blanketing his eyes, like he didn’t understand 
what they were doing.  He would then proceed to mutilate and sexually abuse them.  Sometimes the 
abused become the abusers, for it’s all that they know, and all they were taught.” 



 “What happened to him?” 
 “Oh, he was eventually caught and beaten to death in prison.”  Gordon bowed his head. 

 “Man, that’s sick shit!” Clara stated. 

 “So, what’s the lesson?  What would a life like that teach us?” Gordon asked. 

 “I don’t think there is anything to learn from a soul like that,” Ruby said with disgust. 

 “Oh, but there is.  There is always a lesson to be learned from another, even thieves and con 
men have a lesson, and even Jacob Crowley has something to teach, but what is it?” he asked seriously. 

 “I think the lesson is about compassion and love, something he never received, and so he 
became a monster.  Maybe if he was shown a little compassion as a child he wouldn’t have been so 
fucked up,” stated Ruby. 

 “I think it’s about right and wrong.  He was never taught right from wrong.   I mean, he didn’t 
care about anyone.  He did what he wanted with no thought of right and wrong,” stated Clara. 

 “So, I guess there is something to learn from Jacob Crowley.” 

 “Yeah, I guess so,” they both agreed. 

 “So what will your life teach?  What will your song sing into another’s heart and soul?  What will 
be the lesson in the movie that is your life?  Will it be on a breeze that will go noticed only by the Gods, 
or will your life sing to the living as well as the dead?  Will your life be fulfilled and rich like some of 
them, or will the lessons that you were here to learn go unlearned, damning you to repeat them again in 
the next life?  Or will you learn your lessons and teach others, making the way for those behind you and 
following the lead of those who came before you?  For as we learn we move on to the next classroom, 
learning again or maybe not.  Will you learn your lessons?  Will you dare to sing the song of your soul?  
By the way, the question is not meant to be answered, not to me anyway.  The answer is for each of 
you…only you, and I think deep down the answer will appear, but will it be too late?” 

 Gordon rose from the tree, touching the girls on their heads.  The glow in the graveyard was 
holy, as if a presence had entered, or was about to leave.  There were no words from the girls as their 
lives were now altered in a way they would never know, by a man they had never known, and a man 
they would never see again.  He would just be a distant memory, a shadowy thought just out of reach as 
the years passed, but his words belonged now to them and to the wind, and to the souls of the dead, 
dancing the dance of having lived, of having been, and of having learned.  Gordon became the air, the 
breeze, recording and reading souls.  And on a rare night when permission is granted, he exposes 
himself to the living.  The wind blew from the south, making it pleasant to the touch.  And the stones, 
telling tales of souls, stood in the graveyard. 

 

 

             THE END 

  

 



  

 

     “HENRY” 

 

 

 Mostly he could rely on his daughter when need be.  She lived on the other side of town and 
could be at his home in less than an hour.  Married with only one child, she could still handle his needs.  
They remained close throughout the years.  She was always his little girl and he adored her, and after his 
wife died, the closeness only grew. That was over five years ago.  Heartbroken, she would be attentive 
to her father, to his loneliness, his frailty and his declining health.  So, for the most part, she was there 
for him, and as always, he was grateful.  Just turning eighty- two, he had started to have problems with 
his digestive system, and he needed to see the doctor, but today, he would have to drive himself.  
Mostly she was there for him, except today. 

 Rising at 7:00 am, his mind wasn’t as clear as it had been years ago. He couldn’t remember what 
day it was when he woke.  It would take some time as he prepared himself, washing and dressing, then 
eating a small breakfast. But it would come, the day and what needed to be done.  He recalled his 
appointment at 10:30 am.  And so he prepared himself in his small apartment.  

  The apartments were all the same in the complex, with four doors in each unit that led to the 
private dwelling, and his was on the ground floor, with two above and two on the bottom.  A blessing, 
he thought, not having to climb the stairs in his old age. The number was 13D, 13D Marlow Rd, in a 
complex where all the streets looked the same.  Having lived there for many years with his wife, he was 
settled in the apartment that he called his home.  The local stores and shops made it easy for him to 
drive when need be, picking up food and whatever he needed. The apartment complex was close to 
shops, just off the main road.  But it was the doctor’s office that required more thought and 
concentration, remembering the turns off the main road and the back roads leading to the office.  With 
thoughts that he most likely should have waited for a day that his daughter wasn’t busy, but being a 
self-reliant and independent man of eighty-two, Henry’s stubbornness won the day’s activity.  He would 
leave at 9:00 am, giving himself plenty of time to meet his appointment. 

 The aging green automobile needed time to warm up, the same as Henry himself, he thought.  It 
was reliable and had been his possession for many years.  It was the car he drove on vacation with his 
wife.  It was the car he drove to his daughter’s graduation.  And it was the car he drove when he was 
almost hit head on while driving in the wrong lane just a year ago.  He remembered the graduation and 
vacation, blocking out the near collision.  Letting it warm up, he sat, thinking and mapping out the route 
in his mind. 

 After ten minutes he started to back out, slowly, and with a quick look in his mirror he slammed 
on the brakes, stopping short, his heart racing and his eyes wide.  A child on a small bicycle was in his 
path, just behind the old green wagon.  Starting to feel uneasy, and questioning his decision to go, he 
proceeded to back out with the utmost care.  Slowly and fearfully, he looked in the rearview mirror, 
watching the apartments fade in the distance along with the child.  His mind was alert as turned onto 
the main road. 



 A red, four-door sports car filled with three loud teenagers came down the main road.  The 
music was playing uproariously as they drove beyond the speed limit, causing people and other drivers 
to turn and take notice.  Laughing and full of folly, they made their way onto the single-lane, main road.  
The traffic was moderate. Gunning the gas and passing slower vehicles, they came to a light and stopped 
behind the green Ford.  Henry could hear the loud music.  He frowned, looking into the rearview mirror. 
His mind was losing track of his direction and his destination. 

 With the light turning green, Henry slowly pulled away, going less than the speed limit.  The 
rowdy teens began blowing the horn.  Unable to pass the green motorcar because of oncoming traffic, 
they impatiently inched up to the bumper of Henry’s old ride, continuously blowing the horn and 
making noise.   Henry, patient in his journey, did nothing.  He did not react.  Going just under the speed 
limit, he proceeded, and with a break in the other lane the teens came fast alongside of the green Ford. 
With the music loud and the teens yelling obscenities, they approached Henry’s closed window, and 
what they found left them in shock, bewildered by the old man.  Smiling at them with a grin the same as 
the day his daughter was born, Henry glowed at the youth, and then proceeded to give them the finger. 
They sped off yelling, leaving Henry smiling.  Unfortunately, he had lost his way again, so he began 
mapping out the route once again in his foggy mind. 

 Pulling up to the next light with the red sports car gone from sight, Henry started to become 
confused.  The surroundings were not familiar to him.  Where there were once large department stores, 
now there were none.  A wave of fear came over him, and with it, questions.  Did he miss his turn?  Did 
he go too far along the main road?  Thoughts of turning around ceded to his determination. The church 
along the road brought relief to his unclear mind.  He remembered seeing it along the route while a 
passenger in his daughter’s car. The conversation came back to him… the Goulds’ child was married 
there!  A wave of relief came to him as he looked for the turnoff to a back road. Two more blocks after 
the light, a right onto Maple…a right onto Maple, and with him approaching the second light, it was 
there!  He could read the sign, Maple. He sighed with relief. 

 Off the main road and now on the back street of Maple, passing homes and small shops, Henry 
was feeling confident in reaching his destination.  After four lights and a left onto Route 516, the office 
was just three blocks down on the right.  Along his drive, he noticed a woman pulled over to the side.  As 
a young man he would have stopped, but now, fearful of forgetting, he turned his thoughts to his 
appointment.   With his insides in a knot from fear, the drive and his ailment, he made the left onto 
Route 516. 

 “Three blocks, three blocks,” he repeated to himself aloud.  His mind was foggy and unclear. 
Nothing looked familiar.  A wave of fear came over him once more, with his daughter’s voice now in his 
head, “I’ll take you, Dad.  Just wait a day or two.”   Keeping his hands on the wheel at ten and two, he 
looked forcefully for any landmark that he had seen before.  Gripping the wheel hard, his thoughts 
repeated the words over and over and over again, “You’re lost, you’re lost!”  He decided to pull into a 
local parking lot to ask for aid.  Luckily, a woman was passing by.  “Excuse me!” he called out.  “Do you 
know the office building with the large orange roof?”  Bringing great relief to Henry, she instructed him 
that it was only two blocks away on the left.  Grateful, he smiled and turned back onto Route 516.  
Looking at his watch, he saw he would be early for his appointment by twenty minutes.  Now seeing the 
orange roof, he had made it to his destination.  He did it alone, with help from a stranger and his own 
memory.  He took pride in himself, and teared up, thinking of his wife and his daughter.  

 Sitting in his green car, he looked at the doors to the building…fourth floor, second door on the 
left…halfway there.  Turning his attention to his sickness, he wasn’t worried.  He was getting on in age 



and with it came his share of illness.  “It happens to everyone,” he thought.  He closed and locked his car 
door. Walking slowly to the building, he sighed.  He made his way into the elevator, where a woman and 
a child were already standing.  The elevator door opened and there before him was the number 5…”Too 
far!” he thought.  After going down one floor, the doors opened and the number 4 brought ease to a 
tired old man now concerned about his health.  The name on the door read ”Dr. Green.” He went in, 
cheerful at having reached his destination.   “Just the ride home… half way there.” 

 Spending some time with the nurse, he was at ease. Worried about the outcome of the visit, 
and with the drive home still in the back of his mind, he laughed with the nurse.  Not having to wait too 
long, the doctor called him in, revealing to him the results of his test. 

 Saddened by the news, Henry left with a heavy heart and a mind filled with slight confusion 
about his directions.  Doctor Green instructed Henry to take the prescribed medication to see if the 
obstruction would clear itself.  If not, they would have to consider surgery, and for a man his age, the 
operation would be a risk.  Saddened, he made his way back to the green automobile, sitting for some 
time thinking about the operation, his wife and his daughter.   He hoped the medication would work, 
and  that the obstruction would be released.  He started the car.  One thing at a time.  He needed to 
make his way back to the safety of his home.   He mapped the route in his mind.  Saying the directions 
aloud, he became confused, for they didn’t sound right.  He said them again and they sounded clearer to 
his unclear mind.  He pulled out and turned onto the main road. 

 The return trip home was overwhelming.  He started to breathe heavily as he squinted to read 
the signs on the road, so small they stood in his sight.  Finally, he could see the Route 516 marker, but 
was he going in the right direction?  Gasping a deep breath, his motion in the lane was causing a backup 
of impatient drivers, some blowing their horns and others hoping the old man that was leading the way 
was not going to cause an accident.  He could now see he was going in the right direction.  His mind 
clearer and his eyes wide as he gave the engine more gas, he was now going the speed limit. 

 After turning onto the main road that led back to his apartment, a wave of fear came over him. 
His speed was more than he could bear as he was doing the limit, but in his mind the motion was 
causing an uneasy fear of collision. Thoughts of a pile up because of his age ran though his mind. The 
image of blood and broken bones and even death brought a slow sweat to his brow. Trying and trying to 
keep with the flow of traffic, the dryness of his mouth was an irritant to the already unbearable pressure 
that was mounting at his age. The light was red as he slowed. With the excess speed, his vision of the 
right proportion to stopping distance was off.  He slammed on the brakes, missing the car in front by 
inches.  Henry now decided he didn’t have any more concerns about his speed.  He was going to go 
under the limit whether other drivers minded or not.  He pulled out slowly, his heart beating fast, and he 
looked for the turn to his apartment. 

 The sign for his apartment complex came up too fast and he passed it. “Son of a bitch!!” he 
called out loud.  Now he would have to turn around.  He remembered there was a back way into the 
apartments, but because of his failing memory, he couldn’t recall the directions and the roads.  He took  
U-turn and made his way onto the road that led to apartments he had called home for many years.  
Flashes of light and flashes of truth came before him as he now humbled himself before the light.  He 
turned onto the road into the apartments with his revelation. 

 He decided that this was his last trip, his last time on the road.  It was a hard decision.  He 
humbled himself before his age.  After driving for so many years, he put away his pride and thought 
more of his safety and that of his fellow drivers.  Driving those roads for some time and now not 



remembering the turns, was what had made his decision.  He would now wait for his daughter and 
accept his limitations.  He pulled up to the apartment.  

 He turned off the engine and sat.  Getting out slowly and walking with great care, he made his 
way to the door.  Searching for the right key, he placed it in the lock, looking queerly at the door.  Henry 
would make his way home to his apartment, but for now the number read 31D, not 13D.  He sighed as 
he walked back to his car.  He sighed and smiled at his folly, he smiled at his change, and he smiled at his 
blessing.  He realized, and found himself for what he was…limited, but valuable.  He turned on the 
engine of his green automobile and backed out, slowly. 

 

 

THE END 

 

 

  



 

“MY RANT” 

 

 I sat on the back porch staring out at nature. I always had a deep respect for the earth, so 
delicate and at our hands we could destroy and change its existence, cutting down trees and polluting 
the ocean.  We have a responsibility to the earth and most take it lightly, and when we upset the 
balance the earth has its retaliation.  It comes in the form of hurricanes and storms so severe that they 
destroy towns, communities and lives.  I always had a deep respect for the earth, for we are all but 
visitors here.   I lit a cigarette and stared at the sun going down, how beautiful, how natural, and how 
majestic. 

 We live in a selfish world where most think in the “I.”   Granted, it’s very important for one to 
look out for oneself, but most don’t take into consideration their effect on another.  I think of what my 
father used to say, “Everyone has the right to swing their arms as far around as they can, but their right 
stops at the tip of my nose.”  Well, that’s damn right!  A wise sage, my father, he was as full of shit as 
everybody else, but the difference was that he knew what was bullshit and what wasn’t…a wise sage, 
my father. While most cling to their bravados, thinking only of themselves and holding on so desperately 
to their masks, praying to God that they don’t get found out for what they are…human, like my father, 
like me and like most, all are as full of shit as everybody else.  We are all in the same boat, searching for 
Atlantis.  

 It’s funny how the universe works.  What we take to be true is sometimes the opposite and the 
universe will be more than happy to point that out.  Whether we are prepared to see it is another world 
all together.  We hide from all that threatens the illusions we have about ourselves.  We go about 
playing our roles, hoping the delusion won’t break.  But when it does, and it always does, the universe 
comes calling just when we are secure in our fantasy of ourselves. The illusion shatters, leaving us with 
the confrontation of another aspect of ourselves, maybe not the brightest light in the mirror, maybe not 
the finest reflection, but it is there, staring back.  Humanity, humility if we are seeing right, to humble 
yourself before your fellow man, before God, I dare you!  I take a drag off of my smoke and look out into 
the world. 

 Humility, some have it and some don’t.  I find it amusing that whether one has it or not, the 
universe has its way of teaching it, breaking the arrogance and taking hold of one’s perception, to look 
in the mirror.  I blame it on the competition that takes place in the world, always having to outdo each 
other.  We start on an even playing field, and then one emerges victorious and then the ego inflates, and 
although they put on a face of humility for the cameras, deep down there you have it…arrogance.  But 
that doesn’t last, for the universe comes calling when that cup is full, and it tears down the facade, 
leaving man to confront himself again, staring into the mirror, humbled.  Humble yourself before your 
fellow man, and before God.  I dare you!  Fucking idiots! 

 It’s the arrogance that leads man astray, thinking they know more, or are more, than anyone 
else, and it’s sad, because they don’t even know they are doing it.  It just grows and grows and before 
you know it, it’s that damn call again.  The universe is forcing one to look at oneself.  You see it all the 
time.  They go just too far and before you know it, someone has a gun in their hands.  And they decide 
to play God, thinking the rules don’t apply to them, like they are above them somehow.  And the 
problem with playing God is the fact that you run the risk of pissing the real one off! 



 It’s the lack of self-examination or giving oneself a reality check, taking a good look at oneself 
and one’s actions and the motives behind them, but that may mean that one has to look at an ugly side 
of themselves, and God forbid the illusion is broken.  Some can’t bear it because it takes them up to the 
rest of us, same playing field…human.  It’s that deep desire for power.  There’s nothing wrong with 
wanting to improve yourself or to be more tomorrow than you are today, but in our quest for wholeness 
we lose sight of common sense, and the competition is so fierce, it blinds most.  We do this or that at 
the expense of another, stepping on their heads on the way to the top.  Shame on you!  Again, back to 
self-examination, why are you doing this or that?  Is it for the glorification of your ego?  Or do you really 
want to do some good in the world?  Fucking idiots! 

 I find that there is a fine line between being your brother’s keeper and minding your own 
business. Granted, it’s a good thing to want to be able to help your neighbor, but I think it’s a grand 
mistake to butt into someone else’s life.  There are boundaries that need to be put up.  One should 
know when and where to interfere and when not to.  We live in a world where everyone is on the 
offensive, looking into your neighbor’s window to see what’s on the plate, trying to find out some info 
about their lives just in case someone is going to outdo them in some monetary and egotistical fashion. 
The game is beyond out of control.  It’s just a few degrees anyway, three degrees to the left and four to 
the right, but the seriousness that they come into the game with is a degree of madness.  Dying to be on 
top and masking themselves as if looking out for your best interests, when inside one should mind one’s 
own fucking business. They will break into your home and ransack the place, and while they steal, they 
begin brainwashing you, telling you how it’s in your best interest. They will rob you with one hand while 
they go through your things leaving you powerless over your own decisions.  All in the name of being 
their brother’s keeper, they rationalize holding themselves above the rest, which is bullshit!  With their 
arrogance, they tell you what’s best for you.  Like anyone knows what’s best for someone else, the gall, 
the arrogance, the fucking bullshit.  The world would be a much better place if people respected each 
other enough to let others live their lives, but they don’t.  We live in a world where the ones with power 
go on thinking that they know what’s best for those without, telling them what to do, playing God.  Well, 
here we are again, pissing the real God off! 

 It all comes down to the rights of the individual.  As long as my actions don’t interfere with 
another’s rights, then leave me the fuck alone, and let me keep what is personal just that, personal.  The 
way I see it, there are three personal aspects that should remain my own.  The first is religion.  I have the 
right to worship anything or anyone I choose, and it’s no one’s fucking business.  The second is politics.  I 
have the right to believe in one party or not, it’s no one’s fucking business.  The third is sex.  I have the 
right to fuck, as long as the other party agrees, anyone I choose.   But that is where the threat lies.  With 
me exercising my rights and standing tall and proud, some see this as a threat to their illusion of 
themselves.  And with the threat comes fear, fear that they may not be the reflection in the mirror. 
Maybe they are less in some ways.   Maybe they are human like the rest of us, and not this demi-god. 
Maybe the illusions we all have are just that, illusions, bullshit.  What the world needs is some fucking 
humility and for everyone to mind their fucking business.  For your brother is not your enemy, he is your 
brother, and if we went about treating him like that, the world would be a much better place.  I take a 
drag off my smoke and spit.  Fucking idiots! 

 I still think it’s the competition that’s born into man.  It’s a part of the machine, I guess, the 
animal inside that doesn’t see its fellow man.  It sees competition, it sees a threat.  I guess it’s born into 
man.  It happens in countries, it happens in states and it happens in families and tribes, the inner need 
to dominate and control, all without a thought of the other.   Like in the animal kingdom, the weaker 
ones get left behind. Well, you know something?  We’re not fucking animals!  We have evolved beyond 
that and hundreds of years from now we will have evolved beyond what we are now.  We are products 



of the evolution of nature, and we are going to transform into higher levels of being, and once we 
master ourselves, we will have no need to master others.  For we will know it comes down to something 
just as simple as not being the right thing to do.  We will not need to dominate others, for we will be 
masters of ourselves.  Somewhere in the subconscious the battle lies there.  It comes in the form of 
competition, but now it’s far from a friendly game.   To some it’s kill or be killed.  Rooted in the depths 
of the mind, it has manifested into the physical.  We play and watch them battle on the fields, hoping to 
be elevated to some glorified status if our team wins. There is nothing wrong with friendly competition, 
but it is beyond that for the fanatics; the glorification of the ego is all that matters.  Deeply rooted, it’s 
not the “we,” but the “I.”   One day we will evolve to those beings that watch silently and know better, 
but for now we are all playing the game, the battle of alien control, hoping to God the good guys win.  
Sad, but true.  

 The machine has flaws.  The way I see it, it’s the same for all, the basics at least.  But some of the 
roots of the mechanics have less, in some, and more in others, destructive patterns and tendencies, the 
need to destroy oneself and others.  For some it’s a deep rooted problem and for others it is barely a 
thought.  There are flaws in the machine.  Deep rooted in the subconscious is where the problem 
originates.  We feed the desires with images and thoughts.  Not even aware that we are doing it, we add 
to the desires.  Master ourselves and we master our mind and we are in control.  What bullshit, huh! 
How many are truly in control, another illusion.  Not too many of us are exactly where we want to be, 
doing what we really want to be doing.  Control is maybe the grandest illusion of them all.  Back to the 
machine, it functions and moves on with us at its mercy, but there are flaws in the machine and flaws in 
us all.   But we go on and try to perfect ourselves…the perfect body, the perfect mind, the perfect house, 
the perfect relationship and the perfect soul, but does it exist or it is just a grand delusion?  I guess one 
day we will all find out, for one day we will all meet our fates; death comes and claims us all.  From the 
ones with all, to the ones with nothing, it is there waiting, for the ones with power and the ones 
without, we all have a death to meet, and then we will find out the truth about our lives and actions, 
about our views and delusions.  All will have to confront themselves, maybe some not in life, but in 
death, and we will all find out that we are as full of shit as the next person…flawed machines, damned 
by our imperfections, damned by our actions and damned by God.  Blessed is the truth, falling on deaf 
ears. 

 I think one of the worst things someone can do to another is to degrade and take away 
another’s rights. It dehumanizes a person, leaving them to sink into dark depths.  They become 
subhuman in some spiritual way.  Without respect for another person, we impose upon them a role that 
is less than what they are.  They become inferior in our mind.  Some look at people as property, like they 
own them in some way, when in truth, no one owns anyone.  Again taking away their rights, when one is 
owned, that person becomes less than what they are and what they have the capacity to be.  We only 
infringe on another out of fear that this person is more than what we are, hoping to God our illusion of 
what we see about ourselves and others doesn’t break.  Fucking idiots!  We are born to be free spirits, 
free from the bonds, and only when we are truly free, and different and the same as others, can a real 
and everlasting relationship begin, otherwise it’s all masturbation.  I take a drag off my smoke. 

 The world dictates the roles we have.  Information about ourselves comes to the world and then 
we are assigned a role to play.  The roles come in the form of details, for the overall role is a blueprint; 
he is a lawyer or a banker, but it’s the details that truly define what kind of lawyer he is, apathetic or 
caring, a mobster or a saint.  It’s the details that define and that is the true role, for we are defined by 
what we do and so the world assigns our roles and we accept them.  But I tell you this…fuck that!  We 
take the roles because we don’t think, and what we become comes down to what we accept.  Do we 
agree with the world and take our roles like trained dogs, or does what we think mean more than the 



world does?  Isn’t our opinion of ourselves more than the world’s opinion of us?  Doesn’t what we think 
matter?  Are we the masters of our fate, or do we lay down like dogs and accept what others think of us 
as truth, because they say it and they believe it?   Well, I say “fuck that!”   The only limits to ourselves 
are ourselves.  We have the power to accept the role or reject it.  It’s the only way that we take our 
power back and take control.  We are defined by our actions.  What we do matters, to others, to the 
world, and most importantly, to ourselves. The world assigns the role of a bum because of the amount 
of taxes you pay, and the world assigns the role of loser because of the status you have or don’t have.   
Well, I say “fuck that!”  I will not be assigned the role the world dictates.  I will choose my role.  I will 
fight the cold blackness of self-oppression and not take the role, for I am a child of the same God that 
created us all, and I am equal!  Fucking idiots!  I take a drag off my smoke and spit.  The sun is making its 
final presence known and it is awe inspiring. 

 Spiritually blind, we walk around thinking we know, when in fact only a rare few see.  I think it’s 
the spin we put on everything to suit our needs.  Again, back to the illusion, hoping our delusions won’t 
break.  No matter how hard we try to make Hitler into Mother Teresa, it’s not going to happen.  We 
build up this image of perfection for the cameras, and sooner or later the illusions break and we fall back 
down from our pedestals and join the human race.  It’s the goddamn spin in the world.  We twist reality 
to suit our needs, bending the light to make ourselves look better, not giving a damn about the truth. 
And the truth shall set you free!  They are fucking right. We hide from our flaws so we can win the game, 
and God forbid someone gets to see the light, the true light, not this manufactured bullshit.  We should 
be ashamed of ourselves! 

 So where is God in all this?  I’ll tell you.   He is here, watching with eyes that see all, eyes that 
see the truth.  He watches the darkness inside us all and he watches what we do with it.  For most, they 
don’t even know what they are doing, some mindless drones that go about their lives thinking only of 
themselves and winning and going for the prize.  But He is there watching the cold-hearted, selfish 
manipulators that care only for themselves. Like He doesn’t know what people are really doing… their 
motives, their actions, and their manipulations?  But he is there watching, and when the time is right we 
get it.  Slam, motherfucker!   But it’s not God who slams us, it’s ourselves, for it is built into the 
machines, and He is there watching.  We screw our neighbors and get judged by people like they know, 
but they don’t, and He is there watching. We steal what’s not ours and torture those weaker than us, we 
sell our souls for just a little more… beauty, youth, power, money, but He is there watching.  And then, 
when it’s time to cash in, slam motherfucker!  And He is there watching, maybe totally disgusted with 
the lot of us. 

 I put out my smoke and watch the sun make its final visit.  Christ gets down off the cross.  The 
crucifixion has been postponed due to apathy.  Christ gets down off the cross and mutters those 
infamous words, “You’re on your own, fucking idiots!!” 

 

 

 

     THE END 

 

 



 

     “PINE BARRENS “ 

 

 The New Jersey Pine Barrens are located in the southern portion of the state. Also known as the 
pinelands, the area is heavily forested, largely rural, and undeveloped. The landscape could be 
anywhere in the United States. Taking the forest and moving it to another state, one would not know 
that it belongs to New Jersey.  As in all the states, the deep trees and undeveloped land would look as 
each other states, filled with pictures of what the land’s images are: trees and brush, streams and 
animals. There are three hundred plus species of birds, fifty-nine reptiles and amphibians and ninety-
one fish inhabiting the Pine Barrens of New Jersey.  Could one tell the difference from the Pine Barrens 
to say, a stretch of land in upstate New York?  The answer would most likely be no.  But there is 
something else that lurks in the deep forest of the New Jersey Pine Barrens, something besides the 
animals mentioned, a legend have you, the legend of the Jersey Devil. 

 The most common legend dates back to 1735 and the birth surrounding Mrs. Leeds.  Living in 
the Pine Barrens at a location also known as Leeds Point, the mother of twelve was expecting her 
thirteenth child.  Overwhelmed by her life, at the time of birth she declared, “Let it be the devil.”   The 
others in the room, her children, and the midwife, gasped at the proclamation.  And so the child was 
born as all others, looking normal at birth, but it was then that the transformation took root.  The child 
slowly started to turn into a creature.  With fangs and a tail the devil grew, and with a long hors- like 
face and hoofs, the beast began to kill.  Before escaping up the chimney, the devil took the lives of its 
mother and the midwife, and so this legend grew over the years in the southern portion of New Jersey. 
Over the years, there were other accounts of the beast, some saying that they had seen the devil on 
dark nights.  Knowing that the beast took livestock and was responsible for murders, over time the 
legend grew to an almost iconic status. But there is another tale to be told, another legend that lurks in 
the Pine Barrens, and this story centers on a young man named Devin, and this is his tale. 

 The time of this tale dates to the early 1970s, and it was during this transition for Devin that the 
roots of the legend began.  Leaving high school and lost, the late teen searched inside for something to 
fill the emptiness he had felt all of his life.  In high school, Devin had kept to himself, and having had very 
few friends, he was a loner and an outsider.  It wasn’t until late in the year that even his closest of 
friends found out his last name.  It was Roads, Devin Roads.  The legend would grow over the years that 
Devin Roads chose the wrong road, mocking the tale that haunts the community, for laughter is the 
proper defense for fear.  And so, Devin Roads is the center of this legend surrounding the Jersey Devil. 

 Standing just less than six feet tall, Devin was on the lean side, not too muscular, with almost 
shoulder length black hair, straight and parted in the middle.  His eyes were hazel and had a dark appeal. 
His face was long and drawn in with a normal frown, for to Devin, his frown was his normal state. 
Withdrawn at school, he looked forward to graduating with a final “screw you” to his classmates who 
treated him like the freak they thought he was.  Wearing outdated clothes because he didn’t care what 
he wore, his fellow classmates would mock and tease him, so Devin would make it a point to try to piss 
off the right social class of stuck-ups.  He did not fear them, he did not look up to them as others did, 
and to be truthful, he didn’t really consider them at all.  He knew he would never see them again.  It was 
his closest friend that he knew he would see, and it would be little Stevie that Devin would dominate. 

 Stevie would go along with whatever Devin wanted to do.  Being smaller, and not too bright,  
Stevie would listen and follow Devin during and after school.  So, it would be no surprise that he was 



there when Devin decided to go down a road chosen for the few and ill advised.  It would be a conscious 
choice on Devin’s part, but for Stevie, he would just follow as he always did.  It would be this choice that 
would lead Devin to the legend surrounding his tale.  And his choice, what he wanted, what became an 
obsession, was to see it, to be in its presence, to see the Jersey Devil…to see Satan. 

 Devin always had a dark side after the death of his mother at an early age.  His heart turned cold 
when he was just nine, after his mother lost her battle with heart disease. Not believing in God and not 
believing in anything of value, his heart hardened at an early age, so being young and impressionable, 
when the legend of the Jersey Devil came to his conscious mind, he was excited, intrigued and full of 
purpose for the first time in his life.  And of course, little Stevie would follow. 

 Devin, an only child, lived with his father, and there was always awkwardness in the 
relationship. There was an uneasy feeling when in each other’s presence.  His father developed a 
drinking problem after the death of his wife, and with the alcohol came a slight temper that would leave 
Devin alone at home.  Fearful as a child, after turning into a young man, Devin’s worries turned into 
apathy toward his father. They stayed out of each other’s way. They were strangers. 

 The forest was calling after graduation, and as if by a pull of gravity, Devin decided on one 
fateful night after work at the diner that today would be the day to try to make contact with the Dark 
Lord.  He finished his cleaning of the dishes and mopping up, put his work clothes in a locker, and called 
little Stevie, instructing his friend to take the bus to the outskirts of a road that led to the Pine Barrens. 
Devin would meet him there at 8:00 pm. The sun was just going down and there was a red glow in the 
sky. Devin was excited on the bus, as if it was his birthday.  Foolish and blind, and not knowing what he 
was getting involved with, he pulled the wire signaling the driver to stop.  There were few people on the 
street and a few structures, mostly falling apart.  And there he was, standing with his hands in his gray 
jacket, glasses coming off his face, looking nervous, as if he just robbed an old woman.  Devin walked 
slowly toward him.  He was shifting and swaying back and forth.  Devin smiled and rubbed his head.  His 
military haircut felt fuzzy on his hand.  He turned and said, “Let’s go,” and of course little Stevie would 
follow. 

 “Don’t look so worried, man.  We’ll find him.” 

 “I’m not worried!  I’m cool.  I’m cool.” 

 “He might be deep in the woods.  Can you handle that?” 

 “Yeah, yeah, I can handle it.”  Stevie’s mind was racing and squirming. 

 “This is going to be coolest thing ever.  I know it’s in there, people see him all the time.  
Remember last year when that girl said she almost hit him with her car, and how freaked out she was? 
Man!  I fucking can’t wait.  It’s in there.  I fucking know it!” 

 “Yeah, it’s there, it’s there!” said Stevie, with a nervous laughter. 

 “You know it!” 

 “It might be hard to find.  I mean, I can’t stay out too late.” 
 “Stevie, man, just chill out.” 

 “What if we get lost?  I mean, it’s going to be dark.” 



 “That’s why I have this.”  Devin pulled out a flash light. 

 “That’s good!  That’s good!  But, what if we get lost?”  

 “Stevie, my man, you disappoint me.  That’s why I have this.”  Devin pulled out a ball of thick 
blue string. 

 “Oh, that’s good, that’s good,” he said, smiling nervously. 

 The sun was barely over the horizon as they walked in silence. The dirt road was coming to an 
end, and they were able to see the edge of the Pine Barrens.  It was almost a quarter of a mile away. 
They both swallowed the contents of their mouth, which at this time was dry. They both shifted in their 
composure, now more serious, with a time-stopping anticipation.  They walked more slowly, not 
conscious of it as they approached the Barrens’ edge.  As if stepping over a threshold, they looked at the 
shadows in the woods, then stopped and took a deep breath and looked at each other.  Like stepping 
into the darkness, with one more movement forward they braced for their actions.  Devin looked at little 
Stevie and spoke.  “It’s on man.  It’s on!”   Little Stevie swallowed the contents of his mouth and 
together they took the first step.  A black crow squawked and flew overhead, the sun making its final 
peak. 

 The darkened Pine Barrens were not welcoming this night.  It was time for the undeveloped land 
to sleep with the blackness of evening. The moon, shining in half quarter, made each step a shadow of 
the land with expectations of something behind each tree.  The sounds of night were forceful to their 
easily impressionable minds.  The forest did not want strangers and intruders in its domain, so the 
energy was rejecting their quest.  They moved slowly, looking at each shadow.  Devin cut a piece of 
string and tied it around a tree. They both agreed to proceed forward in a straight line, , marking each 
tree every so often so they would know how to return.  Both were more fearful than they would admit 
to each other and to themselves. The shadows from the moon were bringing a haunting glow.  Devin’s 
flashlight was pointing in the distance, giving a false assurance of their safety.  He held onto the light, 
almost too tightly, and of course, little Stevie would follow. 

 They moved about slowly at first. Trying to pierce the darkness with their eyes, looking deeply 
into the distance, it was almost a timid prowl. There was a movement ahead, soft and small; it was only 
a forest dweller, a small creature.  But the moving of the leaves on the ground brought a response, not 
from Devin, but from Stevie.  He grabbed Devin’s jacket, and asked with fear if that was something.  “Be 
cool, man.   Just be cool.” Devin calmed his friend.  “Do you think it would make a small noise like that?”  
Stevie’s eyes widened.  The noises of the Barrens were now in a different perspective. Small creatures 
and birds took a backdrop to the sound and presence they were looking for.  It would be on a grand 
scale, they thought.  It would stand taller and wider than all, even themselves.  They marked a tree with 
string and moved forward. The blackness of night would be their backdrop. 

 They had walked for an hour and ten minutes when Stevie claimed defeat.  Devin agreed and 
they both turned to find their way back.  The Barrens had beaten them, but it wasn’t before Devin had 
his vision.  He needed something to call, something to invoke, something to bring the devil to them, and 
not them to the beast.  It was what he thought of as a stroke of brilliance.  The vision came of a book to 
summon Lucifer.  At this point, little Stevie just wanted to be home with a sandwich, but for Devin it was 
a stroke of genius. They walked back for twenty minutes, following the marked trees, when the 
unthinkable happened.  The flashlight started to blink on and off, on and off.  Stevie panicked, and with 
sheer terror in his voice he screamed, “Oh man, what are we going to do now?”  Devin, keeping his cool, 
assured him that the trees were marked, and with the light from the moon they would find their way.  



They walked straight for twenty minutes, not seeing a mark.   Devin kept the light off, hoping to 
save battery life.  Stevie was on the verge of shear meltdown when it happened.  They heard a loud 
noise from behind.  It was not a small creature this time, but something loud and forceful.  Stevie yelled 
and started to run forward, as Devin stopped and turned to look behind.  He turned the flashlight on and 
pointed it in the direction of the grumble.  There was nothing there.  By this time, Stevie had stopped at 
the sight of the next mark and called to his friend.  Devin was stuck, for a part of him wanted to turn and 
go back, and a part was terrified.  His friend called to him again.  “Another night,” he thought.  He would 
come back another night.  He would come back with a tool…a book on invocation.  He walked in the 
direction of little Stevie’s voice.  Turning the flashlight on and off, they could now see the clearing where 
they had come in.  They both were drained and full of fear.  Devin had never felt so alive.  They walked 
slowly to the bus stop.  The night was over. 

 Finding a book on invocation proved to be more of a task than Devin anticipated.  He started at 
the local bookstore and after finding nothing, he proceeded to go to the closest mall.  Looking in the 
Occult section, he found various topics on witchcraft, astrology and shamanism.  Just when he thought 
his search was coming to an end, a stranger approached.  She was standing only five feet tall with long 
black hair.  Her face was worn and tired.  She was wearing a black top and brown pants that obviously 
needed to be cleaned. With angry force she walked quickly up to the book shelf and put a book on 
invocation there. The way she did it startled Devin, because it didn’t seem normal; it was a bit queer and 
odd.  She slammed the book on the shelf.  Devin was taken aback and was about to leave when she 
came, and just as quickly, she left.  He looked at the title.  It was the book he was looking for. He 
purchased it and took the bus home, reading along the way.  He was walking down the road slowly, but 
he was getting to his destination.  He took the next step, blind.   He didn’t know what was at the end of 
the road.  Does anyone? 

 Devin walked through the front door.  His father was home, already nursing a beer.  They didn’t 
acknowledge each other.  Devin went to his bedroom and closed the door.  He decided to write the 
invocation in a notebook so he wouldn’t have to bring the book with him.  His father took notice of the 
package as he entered his home.  He didn’t say anything as he looked at his son’s closed door.  A bell 
rang inside his mind as he thought of drugs at first.  His curiosity was getting the better of him, so he 
knocked on his door and shouted, “There’s chicken on the table!”  There was no answer.  Again he called 
his son.  ”Did you hear me?”  “I heard you!”  His father drained the bottle he was carrying.  He wanted to 
know what was in package, and he was getting flustered. 

 “Open the door!” 

 “Just leave me alone!” 

 “Devin, open the Goddamn door before I kick it in!” 
 “Alright!”  He opened the door and his father walked in, looking around. 

 “What’s in that package?” 

 “Nothing.” 

 “You doin’ drugs?” 

 “No, just get out and leave me alone.” 
 “I want to know what you brought into my home.”  His eyes noticed the package and the book. 



 “It’s nothing.   It’s just a book.” 
 “What kinda’ book?  I want to see it.”  His father pushed him aside and went for the book on his 
desk. 

 “Invocations!?  Boy, you better know what you’re doin’.” 
 “I know what I’m doing.” 
 “I don’t think you do.  You don’t go messing around with things you know nothing about.  What,  
are you like a Satanist now?” 
 “ Just get out, Dad.” 
 “Boy, you’d better listen to me!” 

 “What the hell do you care!  Just go back to the TV and have another beer!” 

 “Boy, you listen!  YOU DON’T GET INTO BED WITH THE DEVIL AND EXPECT HIM NOT TO FUCK 
YOU!!” 

 “Oh man, you don’t know what you’re talking about!”  Devin grabbed the book and his notes, 
pushed his father aside, and headed for the door.  His father was yelling and calling his name as he 
slammed the front door.  He was making his way down the road, stepping closer and closer to his goal.  
He would wait until the next night after work, and of course, little Stevie would follow. 

 The night was darker than the last time they visited the Barrens.  Maybe it was just in their 
minds.  Maybe some nights are darker than others, and maybe nature has a shadow that no one 
sees…maybe.  Whatever the case may have been, this night there was a coldness that swept across the 
undeveloped land.  Without notice, they approached the Barrens’ edge and with a breeze that was mild 
to the touch, it stopped them, without them becoming aware, as if warning them not to enter.  It was 
Devin’s second warning, first from his father and now from nature itself.  Unlike his father, nature would 
pardon their actions, this night and the next.  But even nature has its limits, and if a soul pushes too 
hard, nature has a way of pushing back, and Lucifer is a part of that nature. 

 Little Stevie was frightened more this night than the other.  His mind brought connotations of 
black masses with the performing of the ritual.  He didn’t want to repeat the words.  Devin assured him 
that he would do all verbal invocations, and all he had to do was watch out for its presence.  Still, it 
made him uneasy, but he would listen to his friend.  They walked for twenty minutes, seeing the blue 
string marking the trees. 

 Once they found a clearing in the forest, Devin told Stevie to watch to the South, for “when it 
comes, it will come from the South.”  Devin changed his tone as he began the incantation.  From his 
depths he started to read the words loudly.  A black crow flew overhead and squawked, startling Stevie.  
Devin was half way through when they heard movement from the South.  Their hearts started to race 
and their eyes became wide with fear as the movement began its approach. Quickly Devin shined the 
light in the direction of the motion and with fear and then relief, they spotted a deer.  Devin said, “Damn 
it,” with a degree of relief.  Stevie was turning pale with every motion in the woods.  Devin went back to 
finish the ritual,  his voice not as strong as before and his pronunciation now filled with cracks in his 
tone.   As he finished, Stevie asked blindly, “Is that it?”  The night was over, and Devin was now 
bordering on fanatic as he confronted his defeat.  Nature would pardon his action, only this time and the 
next, and of course, little Stevie would follow. 

 Devin was changing, he was turning dead. He started snapping at the people at work. Little 
things would now escalate into large problems in his mind. He was losing himself in his quest; there was 



now a fog in his mind of his former self. Twice after the ritual he yelled at his father. Whereas before he 
would let all his words fall on deaf ears, now he was ready to bring the confrontations to physical blows. 
In some way maybe he had reached his quest, for the darkness inside now grew; maybe he found what 
he was looking for. The next night he would make his second attempt. 

 The darkness of this night was a shadow, for there were clouds above keeping the moon from 
casting a light, and the edge of the Barrens was now familiar ground as they approached.  The fear they 
once had was now diminished since their second attempt, for on some level they expected not to find 
anything.  With the flashlight shining, they made their way back to the clearing and back to the spot they 
visited before. This time, Stevie was not afraid.  He questioned Devin in his mind and he questioned 
even the existence of the Jersey Devil.  Devin began to read once again. 

 Calling out, he tried to summon the Dark Lord.  With the pronunciation of an emphasized vowel 
the night flashed with lightning.  Devin was in desperation as he could see Stevie, not the timid, 
frightened sidekick, but a young man who was mocking Devin inside.  The night lit again.  Devin 
approached the end of the ritual and with one word from Stevie, Devin broke.  He said in a tone of 
defiance of all that Devin believed, “Waste!”   Devin snapped out loud and screamed, “Where are you?” 
The night lit again, and it started to rain.  Wet and defeated in his quest, Stevie stated, “We’re not going 
to find him.”  Devin was broken and frantic.  Needing something so desperately, he was becoming 
unglued in the night, yelling at his friend that he would find him, and that he was just scared and a 
pussy.  A new light shone on Devin, and little Stevie now saw Devin as pathetic, and as for nature this 
night, it would pardon Devin one last time.  It would forgive him for his transgression and his quest 
would be fulfilled, alone, on the last day of the month.  And as for little Stevie, this time he would not 
follow. 

 His mind began to mock him, laughing at his beliefs and who he thought himself to be.  In a 
desperate attempt to prove himself, he decided he would go to the Pine Barrens alone.  With fire inside, 
he would go, and with a God-like determination, he would prove himself to Stevie, to his father, and to 
the people who meant nothing to him.  It was visions of being mocked at school that swept across his 
mind.  It was visions of who they thought he was that brought the fire inside.  He would find Lucifer and 
he would prove who he was, not afraid and timid, but a brave warrior.  And this time nature would 
welcome the foolish, the last and final time. 

 He approached the edge of the Pine Barrens one last time.  ”I’m going to find you, you son of a 
bitch,” he spoke softly, to himself.  There was no warning this time from nature.  It welcomed him into 
its domain, as if letting a small child touch a lit flame.  He walked, keeping his eyes pierced.  The sun was 
just over the horizon.  Walking for forty minutes, straight as before, he could see the markings on the 
trees.  And then, after walking for another forty minutes straight, the markings stopped.  He was now in 
uncharted territory and the sun was no more.  The darkness of night was the final backdrop as he 
walked, and walked, and walked.  Trees and brush, wildlife and insects were behind him, with him giving 
them no mind as he focused on his quest.  The smell of the forest engulfed his subconscious. There was 
no turning back now.  He was willing to die for his proof.  Small sounds echoed in the background.  He 
knew what he was looking for.  He would walk the whole land, if need be. There was something just 
ahead. 

 In the distance straight ahead maybe a quarter of a mile or so, it was there.  He could see it.  It 
was faint, but it was there… a light.  Thoughts came of teenagers surrounding a fire, drinking and 
laughing, but there was no sound.  He walked toward the light, slowly, not knowing.  Closer and closer, 
with caution he approached.  He was getting closer, and as he saw where it was coming from, he froze. 



It was coming from the ground.  There was a hole in the ground and it was coming from within.  The 
light cast a glow throughout the surrounding area.  It lit the Pine Barrens in a way that was eerie and 
demonic.  Devin dropped the flashlight and walked slowly to the hole’s opening.  Drained and pale, he 
poked his head over the hole’s rim, and as he looked inside at its contents, he drained of all life, all 
blood and all bowels.  And at that moment of seeing the devil in its physical form, he went mad.  Losing 
all sense of reality, he lost his mind to the darkness.  Lucifer was not just a symbol in man’s mind.  It was 
there before him, and as he saw its form he lost all that he knew and all that he would ever know.  Some 
say the Devil devoured Devin Roads that fateful night, and some say he went mad, running through the 
Barrens, never to be seen or heard from again.  And some say it never happened, but this I tell you.   
Another legend was born that night, a legend to be taken as a warning.   If you go looking for the Jersey 
Devil, there is one thing to consider.   Maybe you will find him. 

 

 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

  



 

“TIRED” 

 

 

 There was no time to go home after his day job.  There was only time to get to his second. 
Leaving work at 5:00, his next job started at 6:00 and was just under an hour away.  “Sir”… That was the 
word with which he addressed his boss on his first job, and the customers on his second.  Yes, sir.   No, 
sir.  The words became mechanical over the years, knowing his place, needing them both to pay the bills 
and now with the thought of taking a third, early in the morning, there was no other way.  He did what 
needed to be done for his family.  Six days a week, from morning till night he worked, from early 
morning in the factory, to delivering pizza till the late hours of the night, and now, he was thinking about 
stacking produce before his day job.  Thinking about the bills, thinking about his wife’s medical expenses 
and thinking about his only daughter’s college education, the thought of a third job now crept into his 
mind.  Just turning fifty-two, he was still in good health. His mind was slowing but his health was good, 
so he thought.  But to be truthful, there was a slow feeling coming over him.  He was becoming tired. 

 Beaten by the responsibilities of life, he burdened himself with his sickly wife and ungrateful 
daughter.  For quite some time now, he could barely look at each, seeing nothing but needs… theirs, but 
what about his own, he would think to himself.  For with each, they would never ask how he was.  All 
became as mechanical, just as his word, “sir,” to strangers and to his superiors.  The acknowledgement 
of his presence was all he would receive, and because of the hours he was keeping, the time spent with 
his family was failing.  So he would tend to their needs, supply a roof and food, pay the bills and clothe 
them, but there were no signs of gratitude.  And so he would make his way through, doing what needed 
to be done, morning, noon and night, all to the sound of yawns and the lack of acknowledgement.  

 For some time, there had been a vision of the past that he held onto when starting his journey 
to provide for his family.  It was a memory of the early years of better times of happiness and 
togetherness.  The vision he held was one of a birthday party for his daughter.  She was younger then 
and his wife was still healthy. They laughed and loved the way a family should, celebrating each other 
and enjoying each other’s company.  They appreciated each other.  The love of his wife and the respect 
of his daughter was the vision that sustained him throughout those years, but the vision was now just a 
faded image in his tired mind.  Strangers now occupied the home.  And the question now coming was, 
“Why should I bother?” 

 Thoughts of a new life away from his responsibilities, with people who cared for his well-being  
came to him as he drove from one job to the next.  He could see himself laughing with a new love.  He 
could see himself smiling at the day, and not at the burden that now consumed him.  He could see 
someone, anyone, asking with respect and genuine concern, “How are you doing?”, the vision and the 
image dripping from his tired mind as rich and real as anything he had ever thought before.  It was this 
vision that had replaced the old… a new sight, a new life and a new world.  He started the car and left 
for his day job, yawning and dreading the day.  It was just after 7:30 am, and already he was tired. 

 After arriving at the factory, the day began with an early problem. The line that he worked was 
breaking down, and his superior was feeling heat from above, so in turn, he was feeling heat from 
above, and with the heat, came his obedience.   “Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.  It will never happen again, 
sir”…words he said as if born into his nature, as if a part of his being.  And after the confrontation and 



after the chewing out, his thoughts turned.  Friday!  Friday would be a good time to leave in the 
morning, as if going to work.  He would take the freeway south to a new state, new people and a new 
life.  He worked on the line this day with nothing else on his mind but freedom. 

 Eating a sandwich in the car on the drive to his second job delivering pizza, he yawned, and 
yawned, and yawned.  The sun was setting behind him and as usual, there was traffic.  His eyes were 
growing heavy with the stop and go, stop and go.  He was hoping for a slow night.  Slow nights always 
give him a chance to rest, with no deliveries. He had had two this month already; nights where he could 
just stay in the back room and relax and read the paper, closing his eyes for some, time leaving the 
world behind him. After arriving at the pizza shop, there were three calls and all were pickups, so he sat 
and waited.  As the evening progressed, the calls started to come in.  With no school this week, most of 
the calls were from teenagers, and always with barely any tip, and the following three days would be the 
same.  But everything would change on Thursday. 

 His daughter would be spending the night at a friend’s when the idea to order a pizza came to all 
the girls. She cringed a little, for she knew he was working and would most likely be the driver.  She 
dared not say anything, for fear of embarrassment.  So the girls ordered a double cheese with 
everything, and she waited, hoping it wouldn’t be her father who delivered it.  She watched the clock… 
ten, fifteen, twenty, twenty-five, thirty…It was thirty-seven minutes later when the doorbell rang. 

 He didn’t recognize the address.  All that was on his mind was Friday, and taking the highway 
South. His mind was foggy and unclear. The vision of happiness lay before him.  It was then that one of 
the girls came to the door.  She paid him and said, “ Thank you.”   As she was closing the door, he could 
hear another say, “Wasn’t that your father?” Under her breath, but loud enough for him to hear, she 
said, “Fuckin’ loser.” It tore him in two as he turned away.  And after she said it, a feeling of shame like 
she never felt before engulfed her.  Not shame for her father, but shame for herself, shame for what she  
had said. It stayed with her all night as his face was there before her.  And for him, the highway was 
looking brighter and brighter. 

 He was home when she walked in, sitting at the table eating a late meal.  And it was then that 
she finally saw him. He wasn’t the words she had spoken at the party.  She saw him for what he was, a 
hero, a man who did what needed to be done for her, and for her mother.  She saw him.  Her heart 
swelled at the words she said at the party, for she knew he wasn’t that.  He was more…much, much 
more.  She walked over to him, kissed him on his head and said words she hadn’t spoken for some time.  
She said, “I love you, Dad.”  It took him aback, and he repeated the words back to her. She sat down and 
asked how he was doing, and they had a conversation, and with the words, his world changed.  “Friday 
would be different,” he thought, as they parted for the night. 

 This day he wasn’t as tired, for on this day he had his vision again. It was there before him, his 
family and the love they had for each other.  It was born again with those three simple words from his 
daughter.  So he went on, passing the sign for the highway south, and going to his day job, doing what 
needed to be done, with  no parades and no acknowledgement from the world, but from the ones that 
he loved; it was there…appreciation.  The thought of a morning job came to his mind. 

 

 

      THE END 



  

     “SUMMONED” 

 

 

 I had not seen Simon for five years. After parting from college we found ourselves on opposite 
sides of the country.  Both he and I married, and with full careers, we kept in touch via letters.  As time 
had passed, the letters he wrote to me seemed rather odd.  Not keeping a relevant train of thought in  
his writing, I took notice, but gave it not much concern, considering the fact that we were both busy in 
our careers and handling wives.  Simon was always on the edge, even in college, experimenting with 
new theories on life and religion.  His mind always fascinated me.  Holding conversations for hours, he 
would revel in the thoughts of philosophy. Always with his unique twist on the master’s sight, he would 
try to take it to another level, searching for enlightenment.  So, with his letters and his rambling, I never 
gave it another thought, thinking it was Simon just being Simon.  It was in his last letter that I finally did 
hear the desperation in his words.  Not able to see him in person due to my career, I found myself 
worried about my old friend.   Then, as luck would have it, I needed to do business on his coast, and as  
if all were being lined up in the universe, I felt a pull towards my old roommate, as if my whole world 
was being called to see this man again.  It was a pull from him, from my work and from the forces that 
be.  I was being summoned. 

 The man I remembered was one with sharp wit and intellect, knowing when to speak to his 
superiors and when to listen.  He studied ferociously, for his quest for knowledge was unquenchable.  I 
admired him greatly in college, but knowing I was limited, I could never keep up.  So, I let him take 
center stage as I watched from the rear his discovery of new and exciting worlds.  With Simon, there was 
no going slow.  His movement into the unknown immersed him, mind, body and soul. And there were 
many nights that I saw him struggle to maintain his thoughts on a problem that escaped even our 
professors.  I would watch him during these fits of torture, and on many occasions, he would solve the 
problem and expose the truth, leaving even our teachers with great praise for my roommate, and I had 
to admit to myself and all concerned, I did harbor a slight thread of jealousy.  I found myself now eager 
to see him, and to learn what has become of this man.  It was only two days away, I thought excitedly. 

 Not having seen Simon for quite some time, I started to remember our college days.  Our first 
meeting left me silent, as he was wearing just a towel. After some time I came to find out that he 
showered twice a day.  I recalled how clean he was with everything, his body and clothes, his room and 
especially his meals.  Everything had to be just so, as he made his attempt to bring himself to an orderly 
place in the universe.  He had always kept everything in its proper place, and the slightest form of chaos 
left him feeling unbalanced and in a state of disarray.  

 The next thing I recalled was his sense of humor. There was none.  I tried many times to engage 
him in some form of mockery of himself, and myself for that matter, but to my surprise, he just laid flat 
in all my attempts.  I decided then and there that it was not in his makeup to participate in that form of 
social interaction, so I let him be and found my amusement elsewhere.  During those college days, I 
experimented with alcohol and smoked some cannabis, but Simon refrained from all of these things.  
Fearful and cautious, straight as an arrow, an intellectual, a philosopher, a scientist, an explorer, and a 
gentleman, this was my friend, Simon. 



 Remembering my years with him, my heart now saddened, for I recalled a painful experience 
that I witnessed.  Simon was not very experienced with women. Shy and awkward around the opposite 
sex, he tended to withdraw and go into an inner turmoil and meltdown.  I noticed this right away when 
my sister came to visit for the first time.  He changed in demeanor and withdrew from the first 
handshake.  And thinking of the night which I called, “the incident” my heart broke for my friend. During 
our time in college, there was a young woman, attractive, as a matter of fact, she was breathtaking, and 
my friend Simon was smitten right from the start, telling me and our local group that this was the 
woman that he was going to marry and have children with.  We smiled and instructed our friend to, “Go 
for the gold.”  Passing notes to each other, the young woman was not what she appeared to be. On the 
surface, she was kind and innocent and underneath, she was heartless and cunning. So on this night of 
“the incident,” she wrote to Simon, telling him to meet her at a local party and to dress properly.  I was 
already there when he showed, dressed in a suit and tie.   He walked in, and the others began to laugh.  
She approached him, laughing.  She was just leading him on the whole time.  And with the words, “Like I 
would ever go out with you!” she broke his fragile heart.  He was confused, ashamed and humiliated, 
and what made it worse was the scene he made, yelling and telling her that she was going to bear his 
children and she was meant for him, and that he had already told his mother about her. My heart broke 
as the room erupted, laughing and mocking this gentle soul. After leaving, and seeing him again that 
night, I saw a different side to Simon.  I saw true hatred and anger.  With the coldest of voices he stated 
he didn’t want to talk about it and in a tone I remember to this day he said and I quote, ”Fuck them… 
may they burn in the fires of hell… and may they suffer like no other soul on the planet.” And that was 
“the incident” and that was the first time I feared my friend.   His face, the coldness and tone of his 
words, sometimes I still think about them with fear. 

 But that was all the past, and now he found himself married, a surprise to himself and to me.  
He wrote a four page letter, telling me that she was as sharp witted as he ever encountered, cute, with 
firm child bearing hips and long blonde locks.  I smiled and was pleased with his words.  I was pleased 
that he had found someone, as I had.   I was looking forward to meeting her.  I was looking forward to 
hearing him rage about new and exciting ideas that he had discovered, and I was sure there were many.  
Truthful to myself, I always thought Simon was homosexual, which would have been fine, and when I 
heard of his elopement I was happy for my friend.  I was just happy he was not alone.  Only a day away, I 
prepared the business I was going to handle and folded the letter with Simon’s address.  I packed with 
eager anticipation. 

 Halfway through the flight, I started to think about Simon’s life now.  I began to picture it in my 
mind.  Straightforward and down to business as always, I could picture his smell of inner depth.  I could 
see him standing there, probably wearing a three-piece suit, conducting himself in a manner of the 
utmost seriousness, instructing his staff on which angle to approach the problem, straight forward with 
his team, a leader and a thinker, a professional.  I also began to picture him with his wife, attentive and 
sweet, for he was a dear man, a little on the feminine side.  I could see his wife telling him about the 
dinner date with her family, Simon reluctant, but obedient.  I could see his home, a two bedroom 
townhouse with a fireplace in the living room, a small dog and a picture over the mantel.  I could see a 
cluttered room filled with his books and his work, with him staying up late into the night working 
feverously on some problem he discovered while showering.  I smiled as I looked out at the clouds 
below.  I smiled at my friend.  I would not be prepared for what I would find.  I did not know I would fear 
for my life.  I did not know. 

 It was after 6:00 pm and the sun was setting as I pulled up in my taxi.  The house was of 
moderate size, needing some repair on the outside.  A good mowing and trimming of the bushes and 
pulling of the weeds would restore its value, minor details that I thought Simon would not give a second 



thought to, leaving these meaningless details to someone beneath his mental genius. There were two 
lights coming from the home, one upstairs on the second floor and one coming from what looked like 
the dining room.  I fixed my jacket, pushed my hair back, cleared my throat, took a deep breath and 
knocked on the door. There was a pause of silence, and then I could hear footsteps. With utter shock 
and the loss of all color, I lost all sense of rationality, as I succumbed to bewilderment. There before me 
was Simon.  I said his name queerly, “Simon.” 

 The man standing before me was not in appearance the man that I thought I knew. There before 
me was a bald man, with a shaven head and eyebrows, and a long beard that needed tending.  But what 
shocked me more was the odor.  It was a foul smell, as if he worked in a landfill.  It smelled like 
excrement.  Wearing a long white gown of some sort, he smiled at me with an unflattering set of teeth.  
I noticed his fingernails right away.  They were long and dirty.  I was in totally awe and shock as I said his 
name, “Simon?”  He erupted. 

 “Hey, Marty!!  Come in!!  Come in!!” said Simon, with his hand extended. 

 “Wow, Simon, I didn’t recognize you!” 

 “Yeah, man, I know I look different.   Come in!  Come in!”  Simon pulled me into the lighted 
dining area. 

 I became white once again as I looked around.  It was not the art on the wall, dark images of 
death and decay.  It was not the books that filled the shelves and walls. Nor was it the swords and 
military paraphernalia, but it was the contents on the dining room table.  At first glance I could see the 
bottles of pills.   With a further look, I could see a bag of dope and rolling papers.  Looking again, I could 
see a spoon and a needle, and with the final look, I could see a rather large machete.  I swallowed the 
contents of my mouth. 

 “So, Marty, how you doin’ man?  It’s been a long time.” 

 “Yeah, it has.  I’m doin’ good.   How about you, and did you solve the problems of humanity?” 

 “I’m working on it.  I am almost there!” said Simon, laughing. 

 “So, where is your beautiful wife?” 

 “She is here, and there, and there,” said Simon with a quick laugh and a tic in his right eye.  
“She’ll be down, I think.  So, tell me, how is life on the West coast?” 

 “It’s good.  Work  is good and Sandy and I are thinking about a baby.” 
 “A BABY!!  Oh, that’s great Marty!  You’d make a good dad…man… a baby.” 

 It was then I really noticed Simon.  I could see the spacey look in his glazed eyes.  He was 
trailing.  He moved toward the table for support, leaning and scraping his long nails on the surface.  I 
didn’t know what to make of his movements.  He turned his head at a sideward angle.  I wanted to ask 
about the pills and the pot and what looked to be heroin, but I dared not.  It was my first feeling of 
panic.  Seeing the light bouncing off the machete, I swallowed again. 

 “So, what new galaxy have you discovered?” 

 “It’s funny you should put it that way…wait… are you mocking me?” 



 “No, Simon, not at all.” 
 “’Cause if you are mocking me, well then we have a problem.  In my home and in my world, no 
one, I mean no one, mocks me.  Do you understand!?” 

 “Simon, please relax.  I can assure you I wasn’t mocking you at all.   I am sincerely interested in 
knowing about the work you are doing and what you have discovered.  Please?” 

 “Forgive me Marty, please.”  Simon paused and looked upward, his eyes half shut, with an 
expression of peace and bliss shining from his face. 

 “To be truthful, Marty I have made a remarkable discovery over the last three days, and to be 
truthful, my findings have transformed my very existence.  There were two findings, or should I say one 
miraculous experience and one discovery in the human mind.  I will hold off talking of the former.  And 
for now, I will hope you are ready for what I have discovered.  In short words and as simply as possible, I 
will utter them to you, but I am unsure of your grasp of the significance of my finding, so I will utter the 
words and remain silent, letting the words absorb your being until it fits into the space where it is 
enlightened and has a minor transformation of your soul with this new knowledge.  For myself the 
finding and the meditation on the finding has opened me up to the possibilities that are endless and 
eternal, leaving me with the awe inspiring vision of my boundless capabilities. And with these two words 
you will never be the same.  I discovered them late at night, and I discovered them when my soul was 
weak and broken.   “Universal cell.”   It feels good to say them aloud, “Universal cell!”  Before you jump 
to any preconceived conclusions, let me explain the significance and the profound meaning behind the 
two words.  First, the universal cell exists in all and it has its roots from the beginning of time.  It is 
eternal and it is rooted in the presence of the divine giving to great men like Moses and Christ, and it is 
their tapping into the universal cell that produced all capabilities beyond our mortal experience.  Now 
with the tapping into this cell, men could live without germs infecting the body, without illness and 
without death.  It goes beyond the physical and touches into the spirit of all that is and that was!  It is 
this discovery that led me to the realization that all is all, and that I, man, Simon, have made the truth, 
the universal truth and it has set me free, to see, to love, to rule and to take my proper place among the 
elders!  Can you see, Marty, what a remarkable discovery this was and the implications.  It is boundless 
and everlasting.   It is the undeniable truth, the PRESENCE OF GOD!!”  Simon took a deep breath as he 
looked into the air, smiling with the awe of eternal oneness.  He lowered his head and reached for a 
bottle, taking two pills and ingesting them he closed his eyes and smiled, turning to Marty.  He opened 
his eyes half way, reached out his hand to put it on Marty’s shoulder, and spoke. 

 “Now, I am fully aware that this discovery has not happened for you quite yet, but there is time. 
I have now planted the seed of knowledge in your soul, and it is the first step toward seeing the truth. 
And once you experience the universal cell for yourself, you will thank me.  But I will not take your 
praise, for although I am worthy of it, I assure you that I welcome you as my child, as my friend and as 
my student!  There is much work to be done.” 

 Madness!  It was then I knew that Simon was mad. 

 

 “Now, with the knowledge I have just given you, you can surely see the remarkable implications 
it has…a superior group of men, free from sickness and clear of mind, an enlightened race of men to rule 
those below!!  So, tell me Marty, what do you think of my discovery?”  Simon took a long, deep breath, 
as if he was gasping and absorbing the world around him. 



 I did not know what to say.  I found myself staring into the face of madness.  What does one say 
to a void of delusion?  I searched myself quickly, sharp, and with compliance.  It was my turn to speak.  
The lights were on me.  I was fearful of what I might say, not knowing his triggers.  

 “Fantastic, Simon, I mean really, what can I say to such genius?  It’s a remarkable find.  A 
universal cell, I mean, my God.  How could it be so simple, but so complex, and you say all of us have this 
inside our make up?” 

 “Yes, this is true.” 

 “So how can one tap into this experience?  How can one access its full force?” I felt the strong 
need to be sick.  “I mean, Simon, what can I do to get where you are?” 

 “Oh, my friend, it takes time to reach the elevation I have achieved, but I assure you I will take 
you there, and when you arrive, it will be magical.”  

 Simon put his arms around me, holding me tight.  I could feel the force he was using.   I wanted 
to disappear.  I wanted to run out of the room.  My mind was racing with fear, and it was then I noticed 
it in the kitchen.  I wanted to wet myself when I saw it.   As he was holding me, it was in my vision.  I was 
staring at it as my mouth went dry and all color left my face.  The cabinet on the far wall was made of 
some cheap light wood, and there in the bottom corner, it was dripping.  It was dripping blood.  I 
swallowed the contents of my mouth. And in shock, as if another was asking the question, in another 
voice from another world, I turned to my mad friend and asked… 

 “Simon…, where is your wife?” 

 

 He pulled back, keeping his hands on my shoulders.  He smiled at me while staring into my eyes. 
With no words spoken, I could almost read his mind, as if saying to me, “You know now, don’t you?”   I 
pulled back as he turned to face the kitchen.  It was then that he pulled a drawer open, and reaching in, 
he pulled out a black gun.  I froze, while my mind began its descent into the irrational.  He placed the 
gun on the table next to the pills.  I was frantic.  I was losing my grip, and I don’t know why, but the 
words came out of my mouth again, this time with a tone of superiority, as if talking to a child.  He did 
not change character, even after I asked again. 

 “Simon, where is your wife!?”  It was almost a high pitched scream.  “Simon!!  Tell me!   What 
have you done?!!” 

 He began his slow walk to the cabinet.  Without saying a word he stopped before the puddle of 
blood, cleared his throat, and looked up as he leaned against the counter.  And as if he was giving a 
speech before the class, he began, as if reading a paper on physics.  I could see the madness in his eyes. 

 “Throughout time there have been those in opposition to the truth and the changing of a new 
way of life.  Those with new and exciting ways of thought began their journey amidst the forces that 
wish to stop their progress.  But as with all great men of time, these forces have been stopped by the 
almighty and the will of God.  Christ, having been chosen, came up against great conflict, but he 
prevailed.  And as Christ, as I, these forces of opposition must be stopped at all costs, for the progress of 
mankind is far too great to let slip through the cracks by someone who cannot grasp the concepts which 
these great men have discovered.  So, having seen the obstacles in my path, I did away with them, as all 



great men have done, with the will of the Almighty, with the will of God.”  He raised his hand and 
opened the door to the cabinet. 

 I gasped out loud, almost losing my balance and passing out, as I looked at the severed head of 
his wife there on the shelf.  Her eyes and mouth were slightly opened, the blood dripping. 

 “My God, Simon, what have you done?!!” 

 “I HAD TO ADJUST HER PHILOSOPHICAL ATTITUDE!!” 

 He closed the door and walked toward me.  The degree of fright I was feeling was beyond 
anything I had ever experienced.  I did not know what to do, what to say or where to turn.  I leaned and 
braced myself on the sofa, as madness was now in control and walking toward me.  There was a 
prolonged moment of silence and then Simon ended my moment of awe.  He began again, as if back in 
the classroom.  Taking the bottle, he swallowed two more pills. 

 “And now my friend, I will disclose the event that changed my life.  The experience I spoke of 
before, I will reveal to you now.  It was a night like no other night.  A cool breeze was sweeping through 
my study as I sat and watched the moon from my window.  I closed my eyes for just a brief moment, 
lingering in the land of the unconscious, my thoughts turning my soul, and the cool breeze caressing my 
skin.  I was thinking and not thinking at the same time, my thoughts in harmony with all.  The ghost of 
my father appeared in my mind, for he was the first of two visitors this night.  I can remember my 
father, a stern man with a quick temper.  I could see him yelling at me and could recall his wrath on 
many occasions.  At the vision of him yelling and his ghost makings its presence known to me, I turned 
from my father and there before me was the angel.  My father’s ghost disappeared into the night. And 
as I watched this angel, I became enlightened, for this angel stood in my mind as the most beautiful 
angel of them all.  It was Godlike in its presence, and I bowed to its will.  IT WAS MAGNIFICENT!!  It was, 
by far, the most magnificent angel of them all!!” 

 Satan. 

  

 “So, as I watched this angel, it began to direct me on my mission, telling me that I was far and 
above the rest of the class, telling me that I have been chosen to lead the way of the human race.  
Telling me that it is I who have the knowledge of the ancients, for I have been chosen. Telling me I have 
the will and the forces of God behind me to accomplish my mission.  It was then that it revealed itself by 
revealing myself to me. With soft words I asked, “Who am I?” and his response, in a whisper, “You are 
the Lord, thy God.   You are Christ.” 

 I could not bear another minute.  I was becoming angry at Simon.  I decided to challenge the 
Lord, thy God. 

 “Was it the angel that told you to kill your wife!?  Would Christ take another’s life!?” 

 “Oh, I can see you are not ready for this knowledge.  Are you a force on the path, sent to destroy 
me?” 

 I swallowed. 

 “Simon please, my old friend, you are ill.  You need help, please.” 



 “Ah, you think me mad!  It is not I who is mad, but you, who have not seen, for you are not 
chosen.  I think now I must defer from your blindness!  I think now you are a force sent to stop me!  I 
think you and my wife are in need of schooling in the fine art of respect for your leaders!  I think the 
angel was right.   There are many on the path to stop me, but I will prevail!  Oh yes, oh yes, I can see 
now, for the angel has shown me what to do.” 

  I knew I would never leave alive.  My mind started to race as I watched Simon pace back and 
forth, louder and louder with his rant as his voice was breaking.  Higher it rose, loud with force, and then 
lower, as if a wounded child.  I started a cold dry sweat as I watched, trying not to listen.  I was picking 
up pieces here and there, “The Christ…it’s his time… they are trying to destroy me…the angel…the 
angel… the angel.”  I wanted desperately to try to explain he was in a psychotic break and that he 
needed help.  He reached for the machete as he paced and mumbled to himself.  The universal cell, the 
call to a higher authority, the fly and the buzzing, it was all told to him, he spoke.  I could see the future: 
Simon taking the blade and cutting my throat.  I had no saliva left as my eyes watched his descent into 
madness.  Then the ranting took another turn.  It was forceful with anger.  He began yelling, clutching 
the blade tight in his fist, looking at the ceiling and then looking at me with a cold stare. “YOU KNOW 
WHAT SHE DID TO ME!!” he stated, looking at the cabinet, knocking the blade against the door as he 
spit.  My heart was racing with his every movement, my eyes fixed on the blade as he paced. “DO YOU 
KNOW?!  DO YOU KNOW WHAT SHE DID?  LOVE, HONOR AND OBEY!! OBEY!! GOD FUCKING DAMN IT!!”  
I was becoming unglued as I could see the madness in his eyes.  I had never seen the face of insanity 
before, and there, before me, was the living, breathing embodiment.  All I could experience was terror.  
His eyes!  They were fogged, cold and dead, with a frantic look, far away, as if possessed. Taking the 
blade, he began his cuts, a short cut on his arm, one, two, three times.  I knew my time was running out.  
I thought of running to the door, but he would catch me.  The thought of reasoning with him was not an 
option, for he was too far gone, and then came the final explosion.  “THERE HAVE BEEN MEN 
THROUGHOUT HISTORY… CHRIST, MOSES, BUDDHA AND NOW, I,SIMON WILL TAKE MY SEAT AMONG 
THE ELDERS!!  SHE COULDN’T STOP ME!!  THE GOVERNMENT COULDN’T STOP ME!!   AND YOU CAN’T 
STOP ME!!  FOR I AM ALL!!  I AM ONE!! THE FIRST AND LAST!!  PURITY OF MIND, BODY AND SOUL!!   
This was it!  I had to make my move, or die here at the hands of a madman, at the hands of my…my 
friend.  “I AM THE RESURECTION!” he yelled, with his arms stretched out as if on the cross.  I reached for 
the gun on the table, knocking over the pills. Trembling, I pointed at Simon and fired.  The shot hit his 
head dead center, and he fell and all became quiet. The insanity had stopped.  I dropped the gun and fell 
to the floor, sobbing… sobbing. 

 And as I lay on the floor weeping, the stillness of the room brought me to a vision.  Inside my 
mind, there before me, was Simon.  Not Simon, the man, whose body lay beside me, not Simon, the 
man who was touched with madness, but Simon, the man I knew so many years ago.  Visions of what he 
once was stared back at me, rich with intellect, a gentleman, and now, I saw, troubled.  I began to sob 
even more with the memory of him at the party.  I could hear the words and his frantic plea, “I told my 
mother about you.”  And it was with this vision that I lost my hold, and I was now on the edge of my 
own madness.  My God, Simon what have you become?   Madness…madness, I wept. 

 

 

     THE END 

 


