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About the book

Bity, a young black ehild's youthfu! love suddenly dies, leaving Kity, causing ity
to furget all, 8“‘3 cannot help but keep death alive,

Tuwenty years later he is working as a white psychologist. Angry, Bity attempts to
find his past, and if he does, and when he does—he gets a surprise of 2 lifetime!
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ity Nightmare Byte is a fictitious stery and in no way to be taken in any cther
way. 1 wanted to write this story because 1 from time-to-time watch horror mevies
and wanted to give back. Horror fur me is 2 small break frum my normal dai’g routine,
Eitg Nightrare Egte should be enjoyed by such, these that need an escape from

their monotonous Yiving.
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1
Kiss her Bity!

iss her Eﬁtg, kiss her!” Luchcer B.
says, Elvis Night laughs pointing at
the girl lying in the coffin.
‘T isn't kissing her,” 1 say wendering if
Lucifer was geing to get us in trouble.
Most of the adults had gone
outside to mourn, leaving us three looking
at an open casket. Us all at the age uf
about twelve were not allowed to move
when our parents were not in the room,
not out of command, but cut of 2 fuestion,
a question that still haunts me to this day.
Why are we not perfect?
Ehis Night came wp with the
stupid question and Lucifer seems to think
that T have the answer; and if T do net, he appears as if he will eateh my fall.
“Come on kiss her Eﬁtg, it is your whce," Lucifer says full of dis-belief—
so much so, T doubt him.
“Real %uick,” Elvis says, “and then we will leave, and you will be married.
Moments ago, ho, dags, two daﬁs to be exact, 1 met Rebecca, she appeared
in the small town in Wheelock Vermont. Her parents were wealthy; they paid much
to place her in a small school of ten students. Grades rangir\g frorn second to fweh(ﬂn.
1 was extremely ‘nappg for someﬂxing to ‘nappen in that small town, 2s a
matter of fact 1 am still extremely happy for semething to have happened that day,
1 still live that day.
The th pouring in the school window, it was so warm and sweet. Rebecea's
hair blended in with the ancient light as if the light were herself; T truly could net
tell the difference.
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Mg heart became warm, 1 vatched her sit down—at her wooden desk, p?ace her
small amount of school possessions inside her desk.

1 was hoping she noticed me neticing her, and she did!

1 could not take my eyes off her mature presentation, 1 wanted to be
every moment— 1 was Yooking at.

1 get out of my seat, life pouring out of my eyes, hupir\g to fill her bedy,
1 say, “I have a big dollar, you can have it,” big dollar was an expression us children
used aﬁer Elis claimed to have gone into the f’ufure; fe said— “money in the fufure
was /ac,é/'ﬁj money, fﬁe /Jar[' [‘/yaf ma,ées mohey—money, [‘/ye 5/57 /Jarf, 7 we /aug/yez‘/
and kept saying it.
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Eig was Rebecca, and T was ‘noping to impress; her eyes sparHed with pure
vhite light, light that could instantly place me in absolute comfort, rest, and eestasy,
but deep within T knew it would make 2 big dollar, smalll

T il take your Hg do“ar,” Rebecea says, “and say to you, if you kiss
me, 1 will marry you, and we will never be apart.”

T turned my eyes, rememberihg my sears, ‘wupihg that when T looked back
up, she would still be there, that T would net have ruined my everything.

T would not move in fear, if T kiss her, T could lose, and if T do not, 1
cuuu Iuse,

1 said the best thing I could think of.

T will get you another do”ar," T said—uwhile choking oh my lack of
ability—making swallowing my saliva avfully hard.

1 ms"\ %ack over to my s::huo’ desk, 1 do not move ﬂ'\e rest u]c ﬂ\e da\j,

The next t{ag after ta”dng to Lucifer, Luch(er and 1 agreed that 1 was to
preser\t mgsehc as a hurse, her Hack "\brse, ]Cur us to never part.

Lucifer says his dad told him—that all 2 persen needs in life is a wild
hbl’se, ar\d kecauSE' I was daYkel’ or Yafh?)’ Hac’( Cblbl’?d, I WOU’E{ ;7? h?)’ hbl’se, h?)’
vild rights ride!

T walked as so, 2 wild n/'y/rf riele.

Rack in the mit{—centurg, there was not school buses for most of the popu?aﬁon,
especia”g in North America, so like most children T walked to schocl. Most of the
roads in the county 1 lived and schooled in were not paved.

T‘nursdag morning, T am getting up, 1 ﬂnrough my one and onlg textbook
in the brown paper lunch bag, the same bag 1 was using last year, 1 tossed it in a
rush, such a rush—that the bag that never tere—ripped half-way down the middle,

It was springtime; 1 knew in spring the dirt read weuld be covered with
rmd, mud so ﬂ'\ick ar\d deep wa”dng ﬂ\rbug"\ ﬂwe ﬁelds ar\d forest nearbg wou’d be E)
mere convenient vay of walking to scheol. T must dress properly.

1 did and cut the door T went.

About mid-way frem my old che room—plus my parents’ room—"house,

to the scheel, as 1 vas walking in the forest next to the read, enjeying the sun-

"
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drenched—dead forest—Ffrom the previcus killer winter, T see something. 1 meve
the branch that was in front of me.

“Whe is there?” 1 ask.

“You sound like Bitg, is that 5ou?" T hear.

Yes, it is 1, whe is there?”

“It is Re*:ecca, the girl you met gesterda\j at school.” She walks out of
the tree branches covering her bedy and into the light.

T did not knew hew to respond; if T could have predicted this mement it
would have ceased to be, it was far grander than a caleulation.

Tt was so creepy, a young white Hack—eged girl in the middle of the forest,
ur\predictaHe.

12
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//orr('fy('nj/

“As black as my sk?r\—hurrhcging, kil me” my Father would say without
regret,

This mement was so beyond the normal routine,

In surprise and dehg‘nt 1 say, “there is a swimming hole not teo far from
here, we should sper\d the da\j ﬂ\ere, rather than sc"\ool."

I, because 1 tossed out ca?cu?aﬁor\, 1 never caleulated the consequence of
me, or her missing school.

Quietly we walked to the river, miles away from the scheol,

I 5egar\ to speak to ‘ner, I suppose in my ‘neart, I fe’t ﬂ\ere was ho reason
to restrain rngseht because she was not restrained from my desires.

As the day went on without being aware of it, most of my ability to live
would be drained—as a bathtub, with limited amounts of water.

1 rever thought T was telling my ability to live, net to live, or rather
throwing cut my entire ability to live on the earth,

Everything 1 said she agreed with, and seemed to be doing as 1, finding
rest ar\t{ p?easure frorn apparent?g what we purposelg t{it{, chh was mocking our
pareht’s way of living,

1 became cne with her that day, telling myself 1 would do anything for
her, even %egond what T would do fbr my very own seh(.

She did likewnise.

1 instantly made billions of Universes with her, billions of plans, all with
her included, having found the missing piece to myself, never to remember my past

again,

1 rever kissed her that dag, 1 was so sure that we were—that I never held her—
to the promise that she made the first t{ag we met, after—all, T had Eig plar\s with
her.

1 die Just thinking about yesterday, now Lucifer to my right T hear him
still saying, “come on Eitg you must kiss her.”

My mind again hegins to wander.

As we departed yesterday—she vrapped her arms arcund me, and fire
danced in my body; T was so one hundred percent sure T would never feel loss,
rejection, or pain again!

1 died inside, completely forgetting who 1 was, and fergetting my way of
being.

Her eyes spar,é/eé/ with rﬁar('fy as we parfeé/,

13
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1 began to attempt to cry until T am no mere, but then 1 remember
Luchcer and E’v}s; there ruugh presentation makes me hold back the tears and preter\d
to be as ﬁ\eg are,

1 qvuietlg, careful to end Lucifer’s present maseuline-kindness, in "wopes to
still have a friend after—1 walk up to the purple stained wooden child’s coffin
Rebecea was sleepir\g in.

I slowlg lean over and kiss her.

That night at my Father's house, T sit down at his partially werking pianc and begin
to slowlg p?ag the music that was on the piane, Map/e’s song.

1 begin to think as 1 play, casually locking at the words to the seng, “1
love you; T love you sweet hor\eg, T love you so.”

1 never knew what it meant to kiss her, T would have stayed there and laid
beside her, until we both were deep underground, but reaht\j, my reahf\j to force
myself to live, to expect me to continue, even in the presence of the very night
itself!
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11
Twehtg years later

ere T am New York city, 1 ﬁna“y did it, 1 held it all togeﬂ\er Yong enough to
ngt aju*: that does not respect sla\/erg.

b YThis should be easy; 1 say to rngseh(-—as 1 splas‘n water on my face in a New
York sd:wag *Jaﬁ\wbrn.

A train begins to go by.

1 hepe that is not my train.

1 vipe off the excess vater with my hands, casually looking at my watch.

Ten o clock! Good, T still have 2 coup’e of hours, T look back up toward
the mirror, at my white face, brown hair—that is now starting to curl—aqainst my
will,

T lock like 2 psgchologist 1 say to rngseh(, stut{ging my white face,
attempting to recall my past, but as uswl, 1 cannet. 1 vant to remember, and 1
have sought help, the doctors have told me to separate eva-rgﬂnir\g to recall rngseh(,
and T have tried, but T am net going to go much further than that.

1 have ene photograph. 1 have been carnying with me for over ten years.
Whitten on the back it says, Pop, Dad.

1 ﬁgure that must be mine, it must have somet"ﬁng to do with my past.
The other thing I earry with me is a song, Maple’s song. It was signed to what 1
think could be my Mom and Dad as a gift.

At some point T thought T could play it, but as usval 1 proved myself to
not be or rather out of my mind.

Well Maple this one is for you!

1 brush off my ccat and gladly and full of happiness suing the bathroom
door open; 1 whistled as 1 went.

1 was so happy...until 2 twelve-year-cld blonde qirl started talking
negative.

Some horrible words ﬁegar\ to come out of her mouﬂn, 1 quess 1 could say
T lost it, that is if 1 ever had it.

23
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1 walked the six feet distance from me to her and in automatic rage bounced
her head off the wall several times, luukir\g in between bounces, making sure none
had seen,

Mter the fourth or fifth bounce 1 noticed her nose crush inside her face.
1 was relieved.

Blood trickled out o‘f her eyes—as vell as her nose.

T looked in my moment of rehef; I thinf I screwed up.

There is no way that child could have been, what she mouthed off to be.

She was light, pesitively light!

The messet{—up part about f"ﬁs, is she took all her positivity—rto keep
neqativity and caused me to act out-of-my-mind.

/1/0[‘ ]Ca?/'r,/

1 cannet help that 1 am an autematic killing machire, she must have not
got that.

1f her Mom were to say do not jump in frent o a train, the young girl
most Ukely would have hster\ed, but if her Mother tells her who she is as a child. . ..

1 suppose she must be lgir\g!

This is not my fault; 1 did net take great pleasure watching her head
bounce oﬁ: ﬂ\e wall as dark, plus 1 ﬂ'\?r\k 1 cmcked t"\e wa”, 1 ‘wad to "\aVe broken
her skull.

She was so moufﬁy/

Eang, Crack, 1 loved smashing her head in!

Ahh.

T locked at her bleody head, new facing down, pathetic, nobedy to help.

T wen, T win that cne, “hear me I win,” 1 yelll

1 get 2 little ernoﬂonal, T am sick uf peuple as Ug"\t and s‘winir\g, ﬂweﬁ get
free shots when ﬁ\eg are not,

That is not like Charles!

“Charles see you are dead, you are dead," 1 say ’augwr\g.

1 wipe off the little blocd that splattered on my head. I begin making my
way to my new stable life, a job, without failure.

1 show up at my new ofﬁce ear’g, ‘noping to meet my ernploger hah‘way-—for such
comfort in Hrir\g me.

Nut ur\lg did ﬂ\eg Hre me but uﬁered te pay more ﬂ\ar\ 1 cuuH ﬂ\ink 1
am vorth.

24
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Three hundred thousand, /’/us a f/ffy thousand relocation bones, that is
what they offered me to werk here. With the fifty theusand T spent the past month
meving inte an old cheap factory building.

The building was built over a century age and was about to be tore down,

The city thought T bought the land; T did not tell them I planned on living
in the building for as long as the building remained standing.

The power lines were out or removed when 1 Eought the ﬁuﬂdir\g. The old
electric services no Yonger worked. T must rent e?ectricitg of‘f the truck station across
the street, in my epinion it is my electricity; T bought and had installed a meter, if
worst comes to worst—1 will pay the city ten thousand to re-run the lire to my
property,

Plumbing does not work, and 1 am net telling anyene that, 1 figure forty
to sixty hours a week workir\g as 2 human psgc"\o’ogist 1 do not rea”\j need a home
life—that is not in the citgis entertainment facilities.

Although 1 spent ten theusand to fix up, T enly fixed up ene of the reoms
in the old factory. The ten thousand spent, was spent on, and would include heat,

drywall, insulation, and a2 gqoed security system.

“Doctor Nig‘ntmare,” 1 hear interrupting my t‘noug‘nts, “so glat{ you are here, let me
show you to your office and give you some of the background of the clients you will
be workir\g with.

We %uiCHS walk to a reom in the far Eack, “9004 quietr\ess."

“Doctor Nightmare, 35 you may know our city has had some major proHems
with seme of the Suuﬂ'\; ﬂ\eg have never adupted to auﬂwrity, ﬂ'\e\j most of the time
are,” he pauses, “how should T describe ﬂnem," he locks straig‘nt at me, eyes wide
open and says, “animals!”

Yourjob with these animals is either take their way for us to learn from—
and if you cannot, use any means possiHe to rid of the individuals from societg.”

1 knew what he meant; 1 grew up around these ideas—the idea that was
run *73 me,

Plainlg he wants me to kill them—if T carnct learn from them, but we
will not admit HH, we use such terms as auﬂwritg P’oHems, but is tmlg Kl

W1 find it necessary, T know how to command their brains to shut down.
T took far too much pleasure in t{oing it, rarelg do T.

Mg boss leaves the room.

25
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That was brief, T get why he wants me here, because it is a dirty job, but
1 am not going to reqard it, 1 qget paid well, plus 1 qget to bring down minds the way
1 hke, my tec"m?qvue.

1 take a seat in my black leather chair, hster\ing to the comfort of si?er\ce,
1 pep my Yips, put my hands behind my ‘nead——reat{g for a stress-free t{ag.

One hour goes by and nothing, twe hours qoes by and still nothing. This is
going to be easier than 1 theught it weuld be.

1 can use this time to try to recall some of my past.

1 cannet remember a thing!

1 keep viswhzir\g 3 young black-haired ch, possng 53 the name of
Rﬁ'kecca.

1 thirk long, could this be semething from my past?

1 am interrupted, “Doctor Nightmare, Wally is here.”

“Have him come ir\,” 1 say.

A young C"\uHﬂj, blacked-haired teenager walks in.

We get arcund the basic introduction of curselves and nothing. ..

T know what to do!

The chu%g little fe”ow gives me 2 wink, a cute little wink, 2 chu%g wink.

“What do you recall about your childhood?” T ask.

At that mement, at my friendship he began acting and locking like he was
qoing to burst; 1 almost expected within the next few moments there was qgoing to
be flesh and bloed spattered all cver the walls,

“Kid what can T hor\esﬂg do for Bou?” T ask.

He runs, stumHing out of my office and into the ‘na”wag.

1 was taken back by the action,

Five minutes, ten minutes, thirty minutes go by, no little chubby kid!

1 get out of my chair hster\ir\g to the 9enﬂe sounds of the chair Eeir\g
ur\curhpressed,

1 investigate the hallway and there is the young man, being proncunced
dead.

Charles? Huh?

1 could not believe it! I lifed the wink, it was cute.

1 did net do that to that young man.
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12

Beingr Fr‘ahk

rank, qlad you could make it; it is a damp day,” 1 say greeting him inte the
office.
T sit down in my leather chair in my new office.

Frank sits dewn—in autherity as his own independent boss.

He starts off his conversation complimenting and begins strongly advising
things T should do in my office.

“‘But you like it that way, you like it,” Frar\k says conc?uding his
conversation,

1 could not stand being in the room with this quy. Come-on Eity, the
money s 900&{, 1 say to rngseh(.

1 get up to make my nhoon tea,

A sfress—free moment.

“Now Frar\k, let us get Eack to you ar\t{ your anger/menhl proHems,” as
soon as | said that—1 lest the ability to contrel my hestile rage.

1 theught my stress-free tea would help, but it did not. 1 accidentally
ﬂur\g my stress-free tea up against the upper wall of my office sink and Eegan to
search to relieve mgsehc,

“Do you ha\/e 2 rner\fa’ PruHem?" 1 Eark,

1 noticed T was abusing his mind—as T expressed my uncentrellable rage,
and T beqan hoping T was net geing to fail the mement.

In 2 rage 1 grabbed my apple slicer.

I ’aughet{ as I won,

1 could almest have thought my insult toward him caused the rage, as if
we vere ohe, but it was net, it was a preblem 1 know 1 have, but this time he had
anger and atternpted to give me more of it.

Strong but a mertal, T vipe the bloed off my face and began to clean up.

Frank, an unstable problem, such an honest problem!

A qvuick work T made of the man, Frar\k, and T knew J would be here };‘j
three o clock. T stuff Frank in 2 Hg black barrel on wheels, hoping later 1 would
wheel him out to the trunk of my car,

3



E\rendbn QMC Huueh

T"\ree u’c’ock, yes,/

“Doctor Nighfmare"

Knorf, Knorﬁ T hear on my bﬁice door,

“Yes, send him in” T answer.

J walks in, 2 typical suburb young adult; he has a garage and nobedy else
does, more like a gang that no%ody else does.

1 wonder vhy they sent him here,

T, right?” 1 ask to make knewn my presence.

“What can I ‘ne’p you with?” 1 ask.

“The health t{epartmer\t sent me down here to the lover part of town, ﬁ\eg
for some reasen made an appeintment, and 1 am keeping it.

“Oka\j," 1 say making a fake note on my yellow office paper.

1 pop my lips, T take 2 breath, and T give him a lock of seriousness,

“W"\\j are you here?"

“Doctur," J begins saying, “the peop’e," he stutters. .. ...

“The pecple are acting like ah...”

“Machires” J concludes.

1 was in delight as 1 heard that, 1 knew exactly what he is saying, 2
conspiracy, my favorite, and most hkely it is true.

But T know that if T approve of his mind set, T will be the blame if things
get out of hand.

1 must fix this; 1 will correct him.

“Charles, Come-on, that is not ckay,” 1 say—"lecking at him neticing his
switch of presentation from positive to negative,

1 began to get 2 bit mad; 1 recall the young girl in the subway earlier
toJag.

“C"\arles," my tone gets ’uuder, “ﬂ\at is not ukag,"

1 begin to realize 1 am geing to make a vietim out of him.

1 shove five cornplete sentences into him, making a paragraph-—aH with
about ﬁ\/e Charles aﬂ'ached, a’ohgside u]c some profahil‘g.

1 become a snowball ro”ir\g down 2 hill, bigger and faster, sucking up the
wet snow in my way.,

T wateh as bloed begins to trickle down his face and ento my desk,

Apparently, his bloed vanted to add on to the snewball, “net teday Charles,
not tot{ag. 1 am sorry T do net do that.”

J squids,” please stop yelling at me,” with the sound of a young girl.
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1 knew at that mement he had a chance of sunival, the girl that veiced
would have to live paralyzed in the hospital —from heavy brain damage for the rest
of its life or give up and be little.

His hands go up grabbing his ears. His hands become bloody.

Bleed began to drain out of his ears,

A young girl sounds,

TfaHs to the ﬂbbr,

Right then T g0 to the bathroom to power myself up overpowering J.

1 come back out; 1 notice J on the phur\e.

“The Dector...."

“The Doctor lost his mind or something,” J- quietly eries.

T run over in power, in a massive eat like preg—power{ul rage—puwer—trip!
1 rip the phone out of his hand, smashing it on the fleor.

“Charles you are wreng, 1 did net lese my mind, and as of right now it
locks like you have, 1 mean, you seem not to notice, kind of delusional about who is
in power in this particular situation, okay,” changing my veice to a parental autherity;
‘1 thirk we are qgoing to have to ﬁghter\ up the ropes regart{ing your treatment.”

1 pick up the partially breken phere, 1 can make cut the last number he
called, it was the po’ice station.,

“ﬂwse people hired me to kill you Char?es, ﬂneg cannot take your bad
mouth. T am not the bad person here.”

“You know that little problem that tells you when you have a problem, you
are that proHem in their world Charles, a proHem that appears to have no cure.”

“I,” 1 t{emar\t{, “I, have come to take care of that proHem.”

1 wrap my hands around his threat and begin to squeeze.

1 begin to sing:

1 put the tree up.
1 ’ook at ﬂ\e *:e”s.

The hg‘nt seems to twinkle as ht you can tell.

Lying on the carpet is a brand-new pup.
He vill net stop from ’ooking up.

Pupm seers to wait for old Chris Crinkle,

A man known without a wrinkle,
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1 put my feet up,
T look at him 38”.
He sees Mr. Crinkle in the fire he fell.

I pick my cup up.
1 ’ook at ﬂ\e he”.

The hg‘nt seems to twinkle as ht you can tell.

Fire on the man, doesn’t seem so well.

Pupm, you know, that is someﬂ\ing we can selll
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fould you like some water, I have cuul—aid," T ask my newest client, a client

that has at’temptet{ to rob the economy,

“Yes Doctor, T will take some cool-aid,” she says carelessly, without
knowing that glass of cool-aid cost about one dollar,

Ragir\g about the lack of care 1 stick some € in the glass. (E is 2 medicine
only giving to Doctors, most Yikely because it can cause an automatic seizure.}

One big gulp and the cool 2id is gone, and T have a permanent epileptic
patient,

“gop‘wia you must take your seizure medicine," 1 demand.

“1 do rot want to Mr. Nightmare.

“Lock Sefia, T il be quite Frank with you, if you fall down and do net find
the bottom encugh times, you will net be getting hack up."

“Oka\j Doctor, 1 vill take the medicine.

1 Tough, 1 laugh, 1 laueh!

Later, Quphia apparer\t’\j died from a stress related disease, and theg left me with
the corpse, 1 faked 2 death cerﬁﬁcate, faked 2 fur\eral, and Erought the kody home
and made one of my better dolls, it was so good 1 decided to place it in my new art

show.

“Wow Doctor, that is so life-like,” a passerby says,

“Yes, a new techrique, bottomless wax,” 1 respond adding a3 touch of
sophistieation to my words.

“Marvelous—Doctor.”

A child disreqarding parental authority says, “what is bottomless wax?”

1 lock around neticing it is just me and the child and decided to relieve
myself.
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‘T eld you whg, you mighf not find the bottom, the bottem that keeps
your feet above the earth! So do net ask such stupid qvuesﬁur\s," 1 bark.
The child ]Creaks out and runs oﬁ:.

Later T find the child in the bathreom and notice a small attitude and 1 %egan

verbally communieating.
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2.1
Whe is Eity?

Whu am 1?

1 wonder and t{ig inte my memory only to find this mental map.
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2.2
Another )(res}\ corpse

old right, the smell of the appreaching winter air fills my lungs.
T close the back u]c my new nineteen hig‘ﬂ'g eight pick—up truck.

“Anoﬂ\er fresh curpse," 1 say,

“What was her r\arne,” T ask rngseh(.

Sause Wid, that is right, just a young girl when she died.

1 could not wait to take her home; she then will be all mire.

1 creep down the dark street 1 was tempomri’g staying on, Ijurnp out Of
my tmck, and unlock the garage door, ‘nopir\g that T would net get caughf.

Yes!

T did it. T lock the doer to the gqarage, sealing the outside—unknown
world from causing me to live their light.

1 jump anxiously and full of excitement inte the back of my truck.

Lh(ﬁr\g the purple coffin cover back to catch a good ghmpse of what is now
mine, my puppet, my friend!

Most of the flesh of the corpse was unknown like, but it did not matter to
me, L was in sick-love, 1 qrab the young lady and put her inte my arms,

Good her arms did rot Al ofF Ijump out of the back of my truck.

1 gqaze at the dead lady for weeks, for an entire menth, in love, full of
passion, at rest. 1 no longer live amongst the dead as 1 appear to be, 1 am asleep,
heping T do not have to wake up, but T knew T must; T foree myself to, for my
Faﬂ\er do 1'

1 know what 1 sheuld do with the corpse, 1 will make a dish for my new
girhtrier\d.

“She will be wver tonight” 1 hear Rebecea say—vithout saying it.

*

“Flippers, so glad you could come, and T have dinner ready,” I say—uvith 2 feminine
tone in my veice, knowing that once she had eaten, she would be my new rest, my

sleep, my puppet.
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As she was eating, 1 gazed at her beauty wondering why this glorious creature
appeared to matter to mel

She continued complimenting me on my cooking skills, that she never tasted
food that gbod!

Tt all made sense to me, that is w‘ng T do what T do, because there is not
ancther better.

Flippers began to slow in eating, and T began to let her know. ...

“Eat your dinner,” 1 say, “eat your dinner,” and then 1 began to get
abusive and started calling her every evil thing 1 could come up with.
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“Mouﬂ\, all you do is run it, women like you are like ﬂnat, t‘neg do not
shut up” I say as T grab her by the head and smash her up until she fit the molded
cast—1 had made fur her.

Three feet tall stood the puppet and T fit twe hurdred pounds of Flippers
inte it.

“I amjusf f/yai‘jooé[ "

As T am about my kusir\ess, T notice some of the child’s remains still in the back
room,

1 bet Bill is ‘nungrg, he usua“g is.

Later the next t{ag, after Bill finished feasﬁng oh sausage and kurgers,
the kid got a bit mouthy.

1 turned him around, my pelvis mildly hugging his behind—and presented
a starﬂir\g image—as T walked him into the back room,

“How do you like that?

“f/uﬁ?”]‘ S/Jeaf, uﬁow é/o you //'fe fﬁa[‘?”

1 wildly nudged him until he locked at the partial corpse in the garage.

“How do you like me now? Aup? "1 am geing to wash your mouth out,”

“Step,” the boy says, “stop!”

“Shut up” Bifg rephet{.

You are going to be my clown, my new clewn Ms. Happy, Sara Happy.
That is what I am ca”ing you,

“Put on her dress!” Bifg commands.

“T want to watch you eat the rest of her.

Put it onl” Rity yells

The young man dees—uith tears in his eyes, ignering the bleod and flesh
stained on the dress.

1 put on soft music and began to dance with the man—uvith tears in his
8385,

“When you get "mr\grg you let me kr\ow,” Eitg argues.

Rill and 1 plaged ]Cor dags, ohe of the dags we p’a\jed we created a P"\btu
shoot. Bill was so beautiful, or shall 1 say Sara Happg, so beautiful, a star, ™y new
puppet. I kr\ew everyone wouM love ‘ner.

Sara's first moé/e//'nj /oé/

1 teld myself to hide the photes, T weuld put them on display with the
fresh new Sara Happy. T even went out and bought 2 wig te flaver up Eill.

1 began to paint his flesh with PA.

1
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PA is 2 Flesh preserver, as Sause became Bill and t‘neg united T preserved
them together, ]Corce]cu”\j, ihvdur\t’arg on the part of Bill. T told him T would do much
worse if he did not submit,

Net many dags later Tom's sister comes knocking on 2 door of ohe of my
friends; she snooped around to find that information,

Kﬁ()fk,/

Krock!

1 rush to the door.

“Doctor, ean I come in, my brother is missing, 1 am not sure how I ean
find him,” Jill states.

“Yes, you can come in, anything to help out 2 friend.”

Se, you know Tem?” Jill asks—to confirm the situation.

“0‘1 yes Tom ar\d 1 "\aVe had some good moments over ﬂ\e past ten gears,"
1 sag-—a“ the while praising mgse?f for keeping calm.

T walk Jill to the entertainment reom. We both sit down.

“Tom is ah, how shall 1 say this, ah, worrgihg," Jil pauses,"

Doctor, is something burning in here.”

T lost my abihtg to hold back a small amount of rage, “a black man?” 1
el

“‘What?” Jill rephes.

‘It is Sunday Jill my windows are rolled up; yes, you cannct smell pot if
the windows are rolled up.”

“It is because 1 am black, isn't it?” 1 say qiving Jill a lock of hatred.”

“Doctor you are white, what are you talking about,”

Rage filled my body!

1 ’uhge out of my chair, “it is because 1 am black, you racist fHHH
, you dumb human being.”

“Iam sorry Jill, T think T need a cup of water,” 1 say and then the rage
strikes again.

1 grab her by the hair, missing the wall, T see the black end of 2 fluffy

;}****

sofa,

1 get angrier having not watched her head slam off the vall.

Now T am in total blackness.

1 watch Jill take ﬂig‘nt ten feet across the room all done 53 the hair if her
head.

1 run over to make sure T do net waist any of the rage,
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Yes, T have Ol Me, jing 1 say while placing a robot in the cafeteria of my Mall;

old M, j!” works on 2 ‘farm B.1 Feed 1 sol

Laughter gushes out of my mouth,

With a hack hack here and a wack wack there, everybody hack hack.

old M. ji”g works on a farm, BRI Feed I so.

oh geah, this cne is going to be the cwner of Old Mac j?”gys.

1 will build it from seratch and have people come and eat the dead. Yes,
Sood ideal

1 took cut of my savings a few millien dellars, meney 1 have made from

several attractions around the world; people cannot help but love my dead!
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3

The making o)( Mac ﬁ”\j’s

im?” 1 ask over the phone.
“Yes, is this Mg"\tmare," he replies.
“Over the years you have been 2 great manager, putting into action some of my
greatest works.”
“Do you remember Curtain themes?” 1 ask.
“oh yes | surely remember,” he replies,
‘Well, T have something better! And because you are one of my top
quys—putting my plans tegether, 1 vant to offer you a new deal.”
“What do you have in mind,” Jim asks.
You are going to love this,” 1 pause giving a moment of reveal, “A chain
uf restaurants,"
“What?” Jim asks excitedly.
Yes, Jim, a chain of restaurants serving double meat, price stays the
same. And its name, drum roll please: Old Me. Jilly's,
1 hear nothing.
“You know Old Mac j{“y had a farm,” I say, “in other words he, Old Mac
ji“g can sell his meat c‘neap because he owns the fam,” ht say,
“Great idea Rity, 1 am pesitive this will work,” Jim replies.
“Yes, you like it?" T ask.
“Definitely Bity, how much am 1 qetting to set it up?”
Ore million dellars for eight months of work, eight restaurants,” T say.
1 "\ear 2 pause come over ﬂ'\e p"\or\e; 1 hear some papers muvihg.
“Can you, do it?" 1 ask,
“Yes, sure thing, wire me all the meney tur\ight," Jim explains.
“Okag and if you need any more, just swing 53, T will take it out uf my
home safe.”
“just remember—as you are going, these p’aces have to be the ¥7est'7
top, Sumewhere you would want your famﬂg to eat; ask arwr\d."
Tl eall you. in eight months.”

55



E\rendbn QMC Huueh

“Okag,” Jim says.

“ANJ C"V'Arles e ,"

“Yes boss, “Jim says,

“They better be done in eight menths, like 1 told you befere, you have
alwags——ir\ the past——made these ﬁ\ir\gs happer\ for me, do not fail me," 1 say
hanging up the phere.

0ld Mac ji“g’s" 1 say to mgseh‘, if ﬂ\eg like ?ooking at the dead, ﬁ\eg sure are
going to love eating them.”

“And after they eat them, 1 will tumn them inte puppets.”

I will have to hire a whole new crew to work the Mac ng’s Club, that
is where T will give a bath of 2 solution of preser\qﬂVes."

“And then these that eat will live togeﬂ'\er as puppets, the family of old
Mac Jilly's.”

“0ld Mac Jilly had a bamn, see 1, feed T, krow.”
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31
Ahd then some

ight menths later. ...
My phene rings, a phene number only a few can call, and cne of these few is
Jim.
It must be Jim.
Tim!" 1 say immediately and corfidently.
“E’oss, ﬂ'\e\j are dur\e!’
“Tarlier than expected," 1 rep?g.
‘1 needed to impress my best cusfomer,” he says.
“qreat, give me the addresses7 1 have to tell my crew where to start
workir\g,” 1 say expecting this conversation to be brief.
“You know where you can reach me if you need me’ jim says.
“Bye Jim, thank you, you are wonderful,” T say waiting to hear him hang
up,
gboé//
“0ld Mac Jilly's,” T say tipping back my office chair, puffing on my cigar.
Whu to ca”?
1 know! the Urited Morgue; T will simply have him rercute the bedies of
the best ten years to my freezer, From there 1 vill turn them inte the best burgers
around; two pounds of meat for the price of one,

A few dags later 1 drive to my }mge freezer; two foothall fields could fit into this
thing.
“Oh yeah,” 1 say as 1 walk in, checking on the entire operation.
‘Bill" 1 say noticing him in the freezer, “how is the operation?”
“Good boss!” Bill says, “let me show you areund.”
All the men knew about the dead was ﬁ\eg were preparing the bedies with

2 new and more efficient way to Ewg them.
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1 alse menticned to them 1 was the new FDD’s new law. Obvicusly, they
believed me—uwithout checking or confirming the fake paperverk 1 handed to them,

1 "\ad purpuse’\j rnade up ﬂ\e fake paperwork in "\opes ﬂ\eg wou’d ask me,
and | could abuse their minds for doubting all, but they must have known, and T knew
not to shove it down their threats, mest hate paperwwk.

“So, we have the solution in this kettle here,” Bill says peinting a large
kettle of h%uid, “we take 2 dozen or so of the remains of bodies and put them in the
sduﬁor\, and over here is where we take the bodies after the solution and 9rir\d them

up.

“Over here is the special little casket, sealed with the solution and the
bodies—uyou asked for, sealing the dead on the inside of the bex,” Kill yells threugh
the sounds of the machimrg.

“Good!”

“Good job Kill, how many bexes have you done?” 1 ask,

“Coup’e "\uhdred," Eill says.

“quud, let me show you where we are going to send ﬂ\em."

1 qave hill the address to a place that a private truck is to shew up, in
secret, to deliver it—to ancther secret building and so on until firally it reaches
0ld Mac Jilly's, several Old Mac Jilly's,

From start to finish 1 had eight restaurants readg in under 2 year. ...

An 0ld Mac Jilly's paradise.

At years mark 1 had made more than it cost to create the franchise, all
this and only serving for about three months.

These places were up and running twenty~four seven. They did net step
senving the public.

Some families would stop by 0ld Mac ji”gis four times a day.

T‘neg loved the Sfu‘H:,

1 refused to eat it, but 1 know why they love the stuff, the dead! They
are just that delicious.

Once T had encugh support from the community 1 began easually placing—
vithin my feed joints—rmy autemated robets.

Once the media got word of Doctor Nightmare's automatic robots being in
the restaurants, 1T had requests frorn all around the world.

Tt was a success.

The more ﬂ'\e\j ate, the more 1 hired hitmen to control the 0ld Mac ji”\jys
clubs.
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T‘neg wouH do ﬂne “‘nack hack ‘nere ar\t{ 2 w‘nack whack ﬂnere,” I never to?d
the killers what 1 was deing with these they killed.

1 kept the killers from kr\uwing each oﬂ\er, 1 kept it all secret.

Seon T had hundreds of automated puppets,

1 created a way for others to build without fu”g kr\owir\g the entire scheme.

A couple years later with billions of dollars pouring into my account, hundreds of
restaurants 1 made a news com‘erer\ce,

“ﬂ\ar\k you everyone, a” ﬂwse ﬂ\at mppurr my work, ﬂ'\ank you Very muc"\.
T will now be oﬁering 0l Mac Jill's in the loeal grocery store, tot{ag we are s‘nippir\g
out the food, so p?ease support your loeal Old Mac ji”g’s homemade meals.”

“—H\ar\k you again ]cor wppurﬂhg me and jﬂl."

Peuple began to c’ap.

1 couH ‘nave almost fomet{ a tear in my eye frorn ﬁ\e outpouring of love
and support, but 1 knew that they vere, like, eating the stuff, not me.

1 ﬁegar\ to make 2 huge cperation mak?r\g Old Mac ji”gis homemade rneals,
1 wust have dug up every corpse that ever existed, passing it all off to firsthand
workers, as a new federal law, reqvuired to bury the dead.

1 convinced them all that mest of the viruses from the past few hundred
years were due to unproper burials.

They never knew that what they put into the little box a couple of states
over would replace the box with 2 ‘freezer %ag and ]Crom there—a ]cew states down |
would have them stamp the prot{uct with 2 stamp saging, Grass /tec'/Eeeff

From there it was again changed from Grass Fed Reef to a known name of
2 beef distributer.

Nebedy had 2 clue.

1 had the boxes filled with mud and shippet{ to fulfill what a lot of ﬂnoug‘nt
was to proper’\j bur\j the dead.

A” wurked out!

1 could suddenly recall the smiles on the faces as they said, “this is the
best bee]c eVer."

1 was in 2 secret loeation getting millions of letters and gifts, 1 personally
did not touch a lot of it, but 1 hired peop’e to take care of that for me.

1f there was someﬂ\ir\g needed my team at old Mac ji“g’s would handle
it.

1 have so much power and money, 1 ought to move Re*;ecca to 2a safer

loeation, magke build 2 house for her.
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1 did!

1h uhder a year, 1 buught "\er a fahtasg "\ouse,

At first, 1 theught to leave her in her ccffin, but the more 1 thought
about it the more T wanted to play with her, T vanted to see her.

1 slow?g, aﬁer many years of not seeing ‘ner, 1 oper\ed the casket.

“Amazir\g!"

Her %odg still locked the same as the dag 1 watched the men *mrg her.

Her white dress still rat{iaﬁng puritg, her black hair said T am still alive.
Nﬂ'\ouﬂh some u]c her ]Cace started to rot—she ’uuked wohder{u”

T ean do some ﬁx ups on her, some make—up here 2 little plasﬁc there and
she is a living child ence again.

1 gently carry her coffin and begin to werk.
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3.2
Bet“hj Sause

need someﬂ\ing Hgger, someﬂ\ir\g to make the peop?e wonder. T Eegar\ to think
hard.
What do others need in their life?

Mest of the time ﬁ\ey love what would liberate their boarders of what f‘neg
call their life.

What if semecne dug up somecne great? What if that semecne was me?

Semeone famous!

Yes!'l hear my mind respend.

1 qot it, the people wwu be drawn to the law *ﬁeak}?\g u]c one u]c the best
and biggest pecple in the entire world; they would not know what to love, but T am
sure vfI cover it so no one kr\ows, ﬁ\eg will be in love with my new creature, Eeﬂg.

1 must do some researc"\!

Weeks ’ater 1 mapped out ﬂ'\e ’ocaﬁur\ u]c ﬂ\e treasure, 1 tr?ple checked
to make sure all security measures were in place.

1 began to dig.

Twelve hours later, 1 applaud rngsehc: T left ro evidence, nobud3 knew, and
1 now, before dawn—have 2 fresh corpse in the back of my truck.

Ore of the world's most gorgeous and talented singers from the past twenty
years, 1 cannot believe 1 am getting away with this.

1 Eegar\ to recall the moment that 1 p?aced the gas tube in the window of
the security officers.

T"\e\j will never know!

Precious per‘furne blast me in the face as soon as the casket was open.

She was buried in a stunning white dress; her hair was if it was just done
gesterda\j. 1 cou’d have kissed her7 but most u]c the ﬁody now decaged,

Although the law had been broken, 1 tell myself 1 would not deny my
creation, my creature of wonder and amazement.

1 took Retty and placed her in my bed that night, 1 crauled under the

covers beside her,
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1 began to think hard about how T could preserve such with nebedy figuring
it out. The pecple who enjoy her must be liberated to not find her beginnings—
causir\g a dowhfa” uf all that 1 :_'re-at'ed7 not just for my sake, but fur alll
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l',
Hang ﬂ\at M*%**% F**%**

ebeka keeps speaking, taunting me. “Bitg go North.”
1 cannhot ur\derstand w‘wat she means, every uﬂ'\er encounter 1 kNew what she
meant—uith cneness, but not this time.
Frustrated T lock at my watch and then the calendar, Saturday, eleven
o clock.
T was so restless 1 furgot to think to do at all,
C’ mon Bitg, t{o,‘just do!
1t was hours of driving before T realized it was Saturday.
T il drive Nerth. T have done this before, a trust drive.
“0 sweet Rebeka don’t you cry for me; TN 90 and kill the man and that
will set us free.”
That was the song 1 sang repeatetﬂg hupir\s that by any chance my hands
vould be guided.
1 glance up at the read sign, Weleome to Verment.
Tamin Vermont! Yes! 1 love \/ermoht, 1 could almost ﬂ'ﬁnk 1 UVed here
before.
“You t{id.” T hear from the back seat.
1 lock behind me. Nbbudg was there.
1 drive a little longer—before 1 get spocked and step the car and begin
to run into the woods.
1 "\ate ﬂwe darkr\ess 1 utter,
1 sit. Comfort once again fills my body.
You know what Bity; T isn't getting back inte that car.
1 begin walking through the pine forest.
Hours do T walk.
T arrive in 2 small town, Wheelock appeared to be the towns name.
Wheelock General Store, Wheelock Garage, Wheelock Sehool, That must be
ﬂ'\e name of ﬂ'\e town, W"\ee’ock
“Stag here," 1 here in a dark feminine voice mixed with ﬁre-—removing
my gain,
What can I do in this town, 1 ask myself, preparing my mind to have some
fun?
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1 need some money. T walk over to the brand-new wood-board sided tiny country

store,

1 swing open the door, the bells abeve let me know 1 was walking in.
Coffee aromas filled the air.

“What is you doing,” 1 yell inte the air.

Nothing.

1f you are here, T vill be staying here tonight.

1 hear a laugh.

1 laugh.
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Ar\ older man wa”(s out frorn one of the back rooms.

“You are a black man; we do not get many black men up this way.”

“So, 1 can stay in the store,” T ask.

Yut,” the old white hared man said, adding,” take what you need.

1 knew what that meant, but did 1?

First think 1 did was grab some bottled sugar to wash down some baked
potato chips.

T know what that meant!

1 decided to help the town.

“Har\s that M***** F*****!"

“Hang him,” 1 hear in delight.

Tt ‘front of me is the wooden plat‘furm 1 desigr\ed, placed on the old dirt
courthouse parking lot, a2 parking lot that still gave a streng sense of herses and
carriages. Horses and carriages protecting the small town ﬂneg called Wheelock.

Hang that rm(.!

T look up 1 see the white hands place the white rope around his neck and
kick the black erate from under his feet.

1 ’augh, 1 ’augh, 1 ’aug‘n. 1 remember my childhood!
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41
Are you fa”dhg to me?

once-cver out my window at the little country landscape that dwelled in the
city, cool air was coming ﬂ'\ruus"\ the cracked window. 1 make 2 coup’e u]c bird
chirps; T pop my lips and take 2 seat in my leather cffice chair.

1 look at the door and it Eegins to open; 1 wonder whe it could be.

Tt is my secretary, “Doctor? Tobg is here to see Suu,"

“Oh, qoed send him in,” 1 say.

The door swings open a little wider and 1 see a young teen burst f‘nrough
into the reom,

One leq was missing and an arm, and cne eye apparently was blinded, most
hke?g from the city water. Goodness, e must be apout three hundred /’ouné/s, Tam
killing this kid, 1 say to myself,

“Thank you, Ms, RoHr\," 1 say "\opihg she was going to leave the room.

“What can T do for you kid?" 1 ask getting up and making my way to my
small office kitchen.

1 hear nothing.

What can 1 meunch on foc’;/ay, T think T still have some of those little
bottles of alechel from the start of my Jok party.

1 leok,

T de!”

Mr. Jack. T grab the bottle and erack it open. I smell the bitter yet sweet
taste ofjug, I pour it into my coffee.

1 turn around.

“So, kid..." 1 pause. ..

The kid! He is in my chair.

“W"\at the heck are you duihg?" 1 demand.

He begins making awful neises while touching my papervork.

1 suddenly felt like 1 was less than, that 1 sheuld learn from this brilliant,
one armed 'AN:I ’egged 'AN:I cou’d barely speak \joung lad,

Teby begins saying,” you knew why 1 am deing this to you Decter?”

1 did not. 1 felt like he could somehow po”ute the entire universe,

He begins hitting my desk, “you know why T am deing this Dector, hecause
1 am upset!”
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Automaﬁca”g 1 knew what te do—as if the entire Universe peinted him
out to rid of him.

1 calm mgsehc.

“You know what Charles, there is a fine line between sanity and insanity,
T think you crossed that line and now are on my side of the fence,” 1 say with
twisted horror in my voice,

1 pick up the little hammer 1 received from my aunt as a celebration 9?&
and begin wife beating.

“Qtup §tup," the cripple arques,
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&2
Rdwf G al ore

mazing! T say to myself locking arcund at my werk, my ereation. A playhouse,
the type 1 have always dreamed about, the type that gives the thiilling
negative threat that per‘naps ﬂneg are alive.

T have Jack in the on, clowr\s, bar ter\t{ers, 'Jar\cers, all controlled 53 2
computer, tied up to look like an attraction u]c Uving robots; ones that others can
touch, and ﬂweg would not touch back,

“Twill have a w‘niskeg on the rbcks,” 1 say to the bar tender. Puppet eyes
quk back at me, ﬂ\eg do not move. 1 created them that way, ur\lg the head turns,
and the computer hears my words and responds aceerding to the program 1 gave it.

I watc‘n ﬂne puppet oh 2 track move towart{ ﬁ\e glasses, 2 }mm Sour\t{s as
his arm moves to pick up 2 glass. With the other arm he pours the whiskey. He then
pushes the cup inte an automatic ice dispenser. The robot on a track brings me my
drink.

“Musicl” 1 say to the artificial inte”iger\ce, music begins to p?ag, music |
have created,

“And dancers, Eyte Dancers p?ease!” 1 command the rebot brain.

The music begins to play and begins to play to feminine dead filled robots.
T"\e\j come out to seduce my rnortahtg.

Thrilling, 2 rush, 1 can understand why 1 am a billicraire because 1 know
taste!

The doorbell to my Mental health Office begins to ring.

Whe could this be?

1 shut off all my electronics ﬂwoug‘n the main cutoff switch—1 had
installed for such a time.

1 rush to the door, patting my shirt, brushing off the day’s isclation.

R

“Doctbr, good ﬁ\ing you are herel”

Come on in, you are always weleome to my Mightmare,

We laugh.

Bill sits down on the black recer\ﬂg pohs‘ned leather scfa.

“1 wissed my appeintment; 1 did not want the law after me!”

1 have seen such a case many times, 1 pick up my ge”ow ’egal pad,
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“Charles!” 1 say weleeming him to adultheed, to what apparently in his
eyes was the master.

“Charles, you feel funng, right! That is W"\‘j you are here, because you
are sick. Are you sick?”

“A little Bill answers-—hurrietﬂg.

“Charles, T am going to get frank with you. Happiness is why you are here,
you are happy.”

Rill widens his eyes, ‘noping to hear such words from one in auﬂwritg.

“Happiress kills Charles! Am 1 vight? Pleasure will kill both you and 11

“Wow, amazing Doctor” Eill expresses—uith his veice as well as his bedy
language—attempting to leave,

“We have become the devils to all goodness; have we not?

Happir\ess kills Charles!” 1 say relaxihg in my desk chair, W:eraﬂr\g my
Yegs-—s‘nowing a sign of maseuline oppression.

“The thing is, Charles, 1 know a little better than the front you are qiving
me,” 1 say hoping to erush his mind, mildly retarding him,

“Charles, T know that you are not supposed to willingly be here today,
because that could in fact make you happﬁ,"

T look him straig"\t in the eyes cverpowering his mihd; 1 wateh his shoulders
hunch over; his head falls towards the ground.

Pure power runs ﬁ\roug‘n my ﬁeing!

“C‘warles," 1 say lout”g, full of control, you at this point, if in fact you
are where you present 5ourseh€ to be, s"wwir\g up at my ofﬁce, then you would be
seeking 2 hushand—to keep your foclish, happy desires under contrel.”

“W‘were is your husﬁand!" 1 3e” at him ﬂ'\ruwing a stress ball at his thick
head.

His mind begins to fall apart, threugh Bity's black right powers.

1 delight.

“You would have known you need 2 hushand—to take you out on 2 leash
from time to h'rne,” the Eog Bitg ’aughs.

“Where is your leash?”

“Why has he not brought you here?” 1 say in a frenzy.

Bill ean barely pick up his head.

He Eegir\s to stumble out of the sofa.

“Charles, that is net very nice! You need somecne to rule over you, You
vill net qet away with thisl” 1 yell delighting in erippling him, retarding his thick
recer\ﬂg buzzed head.
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T look at the back of his thick head as he begins crauling to the door.

“Iam so sorry Ductbr," Bill szpers,

As "\e CmWIS out u]c ﬂ\e door 1 put oh ﬂ'\e, you are de’usioha’ C‘warles,
you really started freaking cut back there or semething.

T will let him live,

1 gently shut my wealthy rich door and laugh, “I erippled his mind to the
point of retardation.”

1 almost )(brgot! 1 have 2 date this evening, and T am not readg.

1 quickly freshen up the entire living space including my body and clothes;
Nding every item that could cause concern for my ?ovelg date.

Ring!

Ring!

1 hear the doorbell ring. 1 give one last lock in the mirror, Mice grey vest,
red tie shg‘nﬂg loosened to give 2 sense of trust and comfort.

1 take my hands and quickly pat off any dust on the matching grey pants.
1 rush to the door,

“Cynthial” 1 say with happiness in my veice, T am so glad you made it.”
1 shut the door behind her, double locking it without her noticing.

We spend the evening talking about her happiness—for her!

T am qoing to get a hot chocolate,” Cynthia says. It could be a long
right if we do not find something to do.”

1 knew what T was doing after ta”dng for hours about my proHems and her
ohvious eighﬂn wonder of the world, Everg word of hers t{rippet{ onh my head until my
out-of-contrel-rage warning light lit up.

1T had aﬂempted to back out 2 while aqo, but to no avail,

Here is my char\ce, my chanee to get back to my puppets.

1 need a hot chocolate T mumble to mgsehc, mockir\g Cﬁrﬂ\ia.

1 wateh her sit down on my recer\tlg freshened blue cumf3 recliner, hating
her, 1 need a cup of hot chocolate!

Tt is my turn; 1 krew it must be my turh to relieve mgsehc.

‘1 need 2 hot cup u]c c‘wco’ate," 1 say purposely looking dark, and pitc"\ir\g
my voice like a child.

“That is your preblem,” T say te Cynthia, “you do et know when to step!”

For hours T hunted and preyed on her, 1 made an animal out of her, she
could net help but receive every word—after she drained her strength—earlier in
the day.
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Noy that she
is in ancther part of
the brain—71 will do
whatever 1 want.

Towards the
end uf my conversation
the thing sitting on my
recliner qurgled, “stop,
Bitg," as blood Eegar\
pouring  cut of Her
nese,

‘1 am
beeding!” She eries.
“Yes, Cynthia you are,
1 want te show you
something.

I pick her up
and drag her out to my
puppet land.

“This
Cgr\ﬂ'ﬁa is where 1
vant to be!”
“This is where 1 want you to bel”
1 look toward the floor, T look at her crawhng, bloed splattering on the
ﬂoor.
“l need to get back C\jhﬂ\ia, Surneﬂ'\?r\g has come up, ﬂ'\e\j need me at
the Office,” 1 say.
“Okaﬁ 8?1‘3 ‘wrrg back, T mean T would like to ‘welp," 1 saﬁ—muckir\g,
pretending Cynthia said it
“ﬂ\ar\k you, Cgr\ﬁ\ia, T will be rig‘nt 5ack, you are welcome to help!”
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5

Miss Robot

spent days fixing Cynthia into semething that woeuld fit in with my family.
I make her ﬁ\e star of t‘ne show.
She can g0 on stage.

“Music lights action!” T yell to the automation. 1 sit down at the bar, “ean
1 get 2 whiskey on the rocks?”

Yes” a robotic voice says answering my guestion,

Expecting the music to play at that moment and the stage lights to tum
on 1 get comfortable in my chair,

“W‘niskeg )tbr you my Soot! man— "3 robotic voice says s!ow!g setting down
my drink,

1 ook at him, he rni’t”g smells like dead rotting flesh.

He locks at me, dead eyes look straight inte mine.

Giant, thick, red lips, painted with heavy clown paint, He almest seems to
smirk at me, as if he wanted to consume my life. Whisky for you my geed man still
echoed in my brain—as the music begins to play.

1 get of‘f my bar stool and make mgseh‘ comﬁj on the soﬁ couch,

1 light a cigar expecting Cynthia to entertain.

The curtains cpen on the main stage.

A dancing robot comes out, she is moved by a chain on a track—uithin
the 'ﬂuur.

“Cynthia, you lock marvelous,” 1 yell ento the stage—as 1 applaud the
main star in the show.

1 toke 2 sip u]c Whiskey,

Cynthia dances, A dance 1 programmed inte the computer.

As she dances, T canncet help but notice the dead pulling me to be with
them; it is a dark theught, the twisted dead robot wanting me in its belly.

Too close for comcort, 1 ignore what 1 think 1 see and gu’p my Whiskg, 1
take 2 drag of my cigar and begin to studg the architecture of my surrounding world,

How could all this including T be se poorly written, compared to my dead
robots?
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Hours T spend in studying as Cynthia dances, she dances a dead dance on
stage, Her rharVe’ous makeup, egehr\er, ar\d 2 fouc"\ of Iu”\jpop cheek puwt{er.

“Do you need another drink my 9oudmar\?" the bartender asks. Ijust had
recer\ﬂg progmmmed it to say that at twe point three six hours into Cgr\t‘nia’s dance.

1 lock at him, knewing it has sound recognition, 1f 1 clap my hands, it will
pour me 2 fresh drink of Whiskey.

T look inte his eyes, dark egehner tracing the outer eyes of real
egelas‘nes-—l got frorn a recent t{ig-—look back into mine.

He wears a top hat, dressed in a suit, red tie to go with the red highlights
around his mouth,

T elap my hands.

He serolls over to the bottles. T wateh him pick up his dead hand and grab
a bottle.

1 could almest taste it as he is pouring it into the glass.

“Would you like an ice cube?”

JE say yes, his voice software will recoghize that,

i1 say bring it to me, he then will pass the drink to the waitress rebot—
whe ean detect 2 metal magnet T have in my pucket, She will on 2 track brir\g me
the drink.

Yes, and bring it to me,” L yell toward the robet. T vatch as the bartender
presses an electronic button on the counter—uired to send threugh wires an electric
impulse to the waitress on wheels—on her track to the Earterder, having
communicated ﬂ\rough the wires to pick up the drink and %rir\g it to my metal magnet.

Clar\kg metal sour\t{s, motors and gears, the waitress Erings me my drink.
Dead flesh carried about 53 an outdated amusement—park ride.

Was 1 really deing this?

1 was, it was horrible, Rebecea compe”ed me to, she would leave me if 1
did not, and not on’g would she Iea\/e, but she would cease to be, alur\g with all these
that she caused me to dig up.

A marriage is a marriage, 1 tell mgseh‘, sometimes ﬂ\eg can get ugly.

Anyways even if 1 tried to leave 1 could not, 1 was chained to the pleasure
of the dead child. Once 1 kissed her, passion and pleasure filled me and would not
let me qo; it became me.

That last time T attempted to leave—71 continued to visualize her in her
vhite gown sleeping in the coffin, dead. Passion continued to arouse, black hair gently,
yet still alive covering her head. Ecshsg and passion continued pu“ing at me, there
was no way to cheose pain, the pain of being cver her. My father could have driven
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that out of me, and T asked, but he could not make me. T could onlg be his son. In
3 sense he gave me to "\er, he gave me to the be”g of deaﬂ\—ﬂwrwgh the words,
if there was perfecﬁur\ Son, thee per{ecﬂon, then we would all be forced into it. Be
your best and you will alwags have 2 good seat beside me.”

Dead ro&ots, 1 could not help but be startled %5 my owh t‘noughts as the
waitress sets down my drink. She is one of the few that does not have visual recognition
software.

1 did not want vision in many robets, not yet they perhaps would lock and
act so real that the general population weuld begin asking questions. Instead, 1 used
nuts and bolts and hea\g meta?, sort of like someﬂnir\g one would see at an amusement
park.

1 ’ook at the waitress.

Nice skirl‘," 1 say to her, rnar\/ehhg at my work, 1 can remember when 1
got that skirt; a theater prot{ucﬁor\ came ﬂnroug‘n town, as ﬁ\eg were hghtr\ir\g up
their lead, replacing the new with the old they put a box cut in front of the theater
building, saying on the box, free items.

1 quickly grabbed it knowing my perfection was medeling art. Nobody veuld
suspect any wrur\sduing from a man whe regularl\j puts on power{ul robot mudels,
sometimes even putting on small, animated shows with them,

T marvel at my work. Cornp?etelg ?h‘e—hke, yet giving others what Rebecea
gave me, a weakness, a weakness to one day—rperhaps die.

Although 1 was never sure 1 weuld die, T do delight in the dead in my
animated robots.

1 watch the waitress; she is programmet{ to stand in front of an order for
fifteen minutes,

Flesh flled P’asﬁc!

What could be sweeter? 1 take a big drag of my Huton Cigar. T begin to
cough, to big, but still pure pleasure,

1 leve living—uhen 1 am in frent of the dead.

1 start getting mildly rausecus in front of her, the thought or smell of her
corpse still rotting in front of me, sort of disqusting.

T will take my cigar outside.

T walk out the back entrance—several rooms frorn where T was t{rinkir\g.

1 pop open the double doors suinging them hard as if T just escaped 2
bering day at high scheol,

1 investigate the partially lit alley of a Mew York street.
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A dumpster was to my left, a cool breeze kissed my face, headlights shined
to my right—moving with the ear it lit the way for.

Puddles of water were arcund, It is drizzhhg out here, 1 take 2 drag of
my cigar, tasting the recent drink of whiskey.

Tama little drunk, 2 hﬂle‘jbgous——-‘t notice as T double sure my standing;
1 am 2 little lightheaded, a bit happy.

T most Yikelg will pass out vith the robots tor\ig‘nt; 1 usm”g do. Mg place
of comfort, my home, my chains to the passion of the sleeping child.

Now that T remember, after T hanged a man, it simp’g will not leave,

1f enly she would net have died; T would have given anything to have given
her the next dollar—the t{ag after 1 met her at Wheelock se‘nool, the dag she died.
1 would have now given anything to net have listened to Lucifer when he pressured
me into kissihg her.

Tt is a curse, T knew not to disrespect the dead, Lucifer did not know, he
should be in this situation. He was trovbled the day he started school; he weuld
always pull on our liberty. This time it truly hurts.

But T can fix this!

T know T must fix this.

That mest likely is the reason for the passion, dis-respecting the dead.

T should eall up Lucifer.

T have not talked to him since the move. Mg Dad moved me far from that
tovn, he never told me why.

Lucifer, Clint, and T were unsearchable. We learned basically all of
cwld‘rwbt{ togeﬂ\er. If ﬂnere was 3 Ianguage, I kr\ow us ﬂnree wouM kr\ow how to speak
it. We taught one ancther it, we taught cne ancther the ways of life.
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5.1

Holiday Famﬂg

walk back inside a&er pu‘fﬁr\g on my cigar; T am too anxious out here. T am too
anxious to do anything—but work on my creations,
What should T do? T will program some huhda3 music into some of the dancers.

“jihgle bells, dingle bells, j?r\gle is what 1 say, if you tell, if you yell,
30&/” be here to stag," 1 say wa”dng into my wor’(s‘nop,

1 know what 1 need is some hoht{ag outfits, and T have these,

Not long age while murdering a family at a get together, 2 heliday get
togeﬂner, T took 2 bunch of their stuff, some of their best stuff.

T reflect on their moment. ﬂ\eg sure made good puppets; ﬂneg sit at the
park, just above times square in New York City. Animated story tellers, programmed
with five classic children’s nevels, Parents from all around bring their children to see
the Hewers famﬂg, the Hewers story famﬂg.

Yes, right on! 1 could almest hear cne of the children saying as they hear
the very best stories ever written *:5, a2 master work of art, the Hewers!

“Tam Just that creativel” T say reaching for the ﬁag of ‘noht{ag treasures,

What weuld they leok geod in?

Yes, the children in red Santa coats. And for the parents, Santa hats, with
Santa coats,

1 must get the makeup.

1 bring down my treasures to where 1 stored my newly ramed, Holiday
Famﬂg.

Sa“g, C?ark, Eetseg, and little Jim.

1 pry cpen the old clanky door. 1 flip on the light switch.

There is almost a living presence in the reom, Creepy!

It is as if there Yooking at me. At any moment ﬁ\eg would phgsica“g ﬁg‘nt
my presence in the room,

“Wow, goodness, are you not all wonderful on this fine holiday right.” T
got you all something, and yes Jim, 1 did not forget you, T got you this green
garland for a wonderful splash—te your Santa suit,”
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1 began with the clothes first, that way I will net get the fresh paint T
paihted on the faces on their clothes.

1 continue, in my mind knowing 1 am touching dead bodies, my body
cor\ﬁr\uaug repu?sir\g ther. 1 force mgseh‘ too,

As T amay Retsey, T continve to recall the four-hundred-pound man 1
squeezed into her. T beiled the man just encugh to mash him into the size of a ten-
3ear—oH 9irl. 1 p?asteret{ him with p?asﬁc to preserve. No smells come out of her.

What a doll!

1 just do the makeup, 1 will put red bulbs on the ladies and trees on the
men. L will do some holiday highlights and then begin with the dance.

1 have a couple of faverites—reqarding holiday music. I love the winter
classics.

The puwerful, in-part Sgrnphohies are the best. T know which one T will
start with.

1 put this wonderful song inte my cassette player, T press the play button,

‘A vonderful song,” 1 say as it beqins. I begin to dance thinking what
shall T have them dance.

1 know. 1 just did a couple of moves that weuld lock great. At the end
8etse3 picks up 2 kr\ife and preter\ds to use it.

This is going to be qood.

1 work non-stop for about 2 week. Now I get ﬁrst sig‘nt of the new jusﬁce
RIP dance.

“Let the show Eegir\,” 1 say to the voice recognition seftware,

The lights on stage dim, the music begins to sound.

Ten minutes of pure pleaSure,

1 marvel at my work, counting to the moment E’etse\j picks up the knhce,

She t{beS!

1 take a shot of Whiskey—uith 2 grin on my face. T vatch,

She swings left, she swings right and begins to plunge the knife.

Kackle begins to take place.

“ﬂ\e automated clown timer ‘fur the doorbell—that 1 do net use!"

“ﬂ\is was not plar\r\ed," 1 say as E’etse\j ruins the Huhda\j family.

T could almost have taken pleas»xre now, but T refuset{; my work accit{er\tlg
went wrong, L serewed up, this will cost me a little longer.

“MS fault ladies and genﬂemer\, Tyill give you 2 full refund, 1am sorry,
these ﬂnings happen,” 1 say regretting my mistake. T will need some fres‘n bodies to
fix these puppets.
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5.2
Mr. Bates

ack at the O‘f‘ﬁce.
What do 1 have to do today?
A\ Mr. Rates, that is right.
“Doctur, M. Bates is here to see 3"“7" T hear over the intercom.

1 tap the little green butten, send him in please.

Knock!

Kﬂl)fk,/

“Mr. Bates,” 1 say out loud.

“Good morning Doctor.”

“%, what can 1 do for \jbu?" 1 ask,

“Motel is lacking,” Mr. Rates responds.

You know what Mr. Rates,” 1 begin saying, "L am in a geed meod teday,
T think T will tell you a story, do you like stories Charles?”

Mr. Bates neds his head up and down.

“Are you Gemar\ Hemar\?”

Submissive Herman laughs and says, “that thymes.”

Herman—back when, was like snow falling, a clean snow causing all the
evil to be removed and what was left was snow. A fine powderg snow,”

“Radiation sirens were sounding. 1 gaze at the snew falling Herman, German
the snow was falling! T knew that with the amount of radiation in the air T most likely
would not survive,”

‘1 Eegar\ to wonder once exposed to all the radiation in the air if T would
feel pair\."

“T recall the dead we killed in some sick twisted yet excepﬂona”\j beauﬂful
witeh spe”."

“Men began to sing and chant and move with the radiation and snow. Never
Suc"\ beaut\j ‘wad 1 seen be{ore,"

‘1 can dream, Charles, 1 can now dream. 1 am a Herman, "1 say, "I am
thee Herman E’afes," 1 ge”.

“Yuu mean Qermar\?" Hermah says,

“No Hermar\, Eates, hor rnar\,” 1 respor\ded.
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“The snow it is so wonder{ul, what would T like to dream of first. A house,
money?

1 never saw it coming, cne dream turned inte ancther. Over time 1 hear
my mind whisper; you are spending yourself,”

“1 did not know what to do, this cannot be a lie, even if T was suspicious,
wondering if it was the radiation,”

“Suc‘n would not harm us!”

“But 1 was wrong Charles, the more 1 spent, the less T could do, What
others told me about death was net,”

“Pleasure kills Char?es, it ki”s!”

“Months T sat there ?osing my akihtg to move for one more dream.”

“‘What do T do?”

T must have Hemar\s, Bates7 T must have Germars.”

“Daily 1 did small finger mevements, on time, on schedule, 1 added to
them cver time.”

“The snow, the paradise T had to stuff behind me, it was killing me Herman,
Charles it was killing my Country.

“Once 1 got my strengﬂw %ack, 1 protected mgself from the pleawre—ﬁre
radiation. 1 vore tougher clothes and filtered my breathing air. 1 beiled my water
and lived as Herman, Rates, as Herman with Germans.”

“Lbr\g story short Char’es, lock your door,”

1 pick my head up, 1 look at the new German Bates.

He gives a pleasant happy face and valks cut of my office.

what 2 qood é:]a\j, 1 feel good knowing 1 ‘welped, Sometimes it hurts ki”?r\g all those
pecple!

86



P@'xty Nig‘ntmare E\Ste

87



E\rendbn QMC Huueh

88



E*'rtg Nig‘ntmare E\Ste

6

Under the meonlight

reaug r\eed your help," Mack sags over ﬂ\e ]Cuzzg Iar\dhhe phur\e he ca”ed me

on,
“Mack old buddy! How is everything? 1 have not heard from yeu in a
vhile. The last time we spoke was back in high schoel when we werked on junk cars.

“Yes, good times doctor, but that is not the reasen T am calling you; this
is a bit different; T really need your help. I have 2 sickness, Kity, the type that
will I, .. T suffer all dag,” Mack says helding back, the towns pecple say you have
an effective drug that could assist me in my departure, that you have given it to a
few, and it worked .. ."

“Yes, that is true MaCk, but Mack!! Tt is you, 3bu7re the reason for my
success, 1 was emulaﬁr\g your later th school years hc you are serfous, my part then
will have to struggle to live,” T answer.

“Do you think you ean hang in there, if not for them, for me.”

Mack begins crying over the phwe, “1 cannot, 1 cannot, 1 will do it
tonight with er witheut you!

1 begin to hang up the phone before charity, selfless living inhabits my
*:odg," 1l be there in an hour,” T speak over the phone,

“Thank you, Dector,” Mack replies. He hangs up the phene.

1 ealled up 2 few peop!e, Thad a meeting that nig‘nt, but T canceled it
and drove to the local hardware store.

As 1 qaze at the hardware in the stere, 1 began to select the items
r\eet{et{, a c‘nair\saw, p?gers, rope. 1 Eegir\ rememkerir\g Mack. Mack was the reason
T knew what 2 chain saw was. Many times, did 1 take his masculine lessons on the
surrounding world, 1 figured all the quys did it. This would surely make the plyers,
the chainsaw, the vise grips lock feminine. J am going to have to hide this, T say to
myself, no ene can frow about this death.

1 pick him up —from an old fast-foed restaurant—in the past ve ate at.
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We %uic’(’g drive into the r\earkg forest; we do not say 2 word to one
another,

1 expla?r\ to Mack a rope works ﬂwe Eest, a&erward 1 Wbu’t’ dis—member Hs
dead Cbl’PSe.

1 tie a coup?e knots in the rope, toss it up in the tree, finish the best of
the necessary measures and invite Mack to do what he needed.

1 turn my head to the back of my truck; T pull out the vise grips. Many
lessons 1 took from Mack about vise grips; we would puﬁ one another up about &eing
the big guys, and success in being like our fathers, This will surely shatter everything.

1 lock up at the tree, and the man hanging up under the moon lit sky. Tt
was a small sin, a sin to watch his lifeless corpse dangle in the wind; a small sin that
could cause my own extermination. 1 must make sure no one knows.

1 take out my vice grips and chain saw and begin the tough job of child
tearing.
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6.1

Fik

eeh!
Eeep!
< Eeep!

Tris my pager, still p?aced secure?g on my belt.

It is the office; it is my secretary the hospital needs me.

1 qVUicHg drive down; the sun is Just starting to rise,

Ijurnp out of my car, quitHg graH:ing my brief case on the passenger side
seat.

Hours! Hours it has been since 1 arrived in my cffice, seeing the persen
behind the beeper call was having 2 mental break down T was left waiting for half 2
day.

Lunch time and T am about to step out for a bite-to-eat and my nurse
rushes into my u]cﬁce, “Fik is "\ere, despemte to see you,

At this point T was out of patience, for weeks 1 have been in the office,
in the office staring at the vall.

1 seriously could not take the level u]c stagnation T was going ﬂ'\rough,

No%ody noticed ﬂneg Just rushed Fik into my office—after hours of
flickering my thumbs and making pepping neises with my mouth,

Fik says—noticing my immaturity, “idiot.”

To seal the weig‘nt of my oppression, 1 say, “do that again Charles and it
will be the last timel”

“Sit down F!k and we will see hc we can make some sense out uf your erisis.”
1 still being angry nobody neticed my problem, T pep my lips, and flap my right
upper arm in the fashion of 2 duck. T stayed at—expressing my lack of happiness,
mildly oppressing his entire being, 1 give 2 chuckle and sit down on my black office
chair—ready fur a pleasar\t conversation,

Fik notices my duck ﬂap and purposelg Yunges out of his seat, picks up the
nearest pencil and attempts to knife me—uvith the pencil.

Still lingering fresh in my mind, the oppressive upper arm duck flap—
blaming him for everything—uith cne oppressive gesture—1 begin to laugh, nursel
Nurse! 1 attempt to say—uhile laughing.
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“You're going to die,” the ir\vdur\targ client says.

“Sit down Fik,” T command—uith the tone of a psychotic therapist. “Sit
down or L will rin yeu,” casting the full weight of oppression upon him.

Fik begins to ery and kick—squealing like a child and appears to pass out.

“Nursel” 1 3&-”, “eall the ER, my client Just passed out,

The ER team qvuicHg came into my office and carried Fik out of my office.
1 qtuick to fake my concern say, “t{o you think he will be all righf?” 1 ask one on the
ER team—vwhile ﬂneg p?ace his neck in a brace.

“Yes! Commen are these incidents, over stressed—most hkely," he
answered.

As ﬁ\eg carried fik out of my oﬁice, I dehg‘nt‘fu”g go over the nature of
my oppression: Charles, I love that name, most of these I attempt to fully oppress
I use the rame C/yar/es, it seems to no /onjer refer to a /yurnan, but rather a re//'ef
of my duties. Sometimes I hurt them so éaé//y éoc/{/y f/u('c'/s seem to fall from there
ée/ﬂ'ﬂc‘/ as [‘ﬁey /eal/e [‘ﬁe oﬁce—/’n [‘ears—a/[‘ﬁbuj/y I ﬁal/e never cﬁecfez‘/ to see
iF it was true. Apparently one too many Charles in a row will k. /itiful!
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6.2

MS game

need to just forget; Charles is afraid making me feel like the bad guy.

Angwag, 1 have 2 party to attend.

No hometown, no name address; 1 pull inte the driveway—of 2 huge factery
building; recently 1 ve-did some of the interior for my new gqame tonight. Kelly and
some of her, ;luir,é—fo ana/yze—f’riends are coming to meet me here.

1 bet ﬂweg never ar\algzed ﬁwis," I say opening the frur\t door to a house
u]c horror,

All the windows were sealed shut with concrete, no way out, They must
play my game,

Ring!

Ring!

That must be Ke”g!

1 open the door, “Ke”\j," 1 say sort u]c feminine.

“Come on inl”

“And whe are these fine young men?” 1 ask.

“This is Max,” Kelly says—peinting to a black-hair cclored young teen.
1 lock into his brown eyes neticing a masculine young man, my persenal repulsion.

“The black one is Bigg,” Kelly explains, “and Mike is behind him.”

Well, T am so glad you all made it, make yourselves at home, 1 will go get
the re{res‘wmehts,

1 clese the deor to my metal puppets ?outﬂg, expressing to mgseh(: ﬂneg
vill net get in.

“Er\uug"\ of the falsehood kids, the games Eegir\!" 1 say over the !oudspeaker
vired throughout the entire house.

All in shock.

“He is joking right?”

“Kelly what is geing on?”

“Keng 3&-”5 into the deep rooms, “Bitg this is not fur\r\g.”

“Bity!”
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Dead silence for a moment, and then the fuzz and clank sounds from the
“what would you do for a Eﬁtg—%ar?" 1 ask,

“What?”

“Bitg you get your white behind down here right now!”

T am Yeaving,” Ke“g 3e”s, the others fo”ow close behind.

“ﬂ\e door is Iucked."

“Trg the window.”

“ﬂ\eg are sealed s‘nut,” Eiggg says.

“What?”

“Lobks like conerete.,

“Bity this is not funny!” Kelly screams,

“ﬂ\eg are all sealed shut, all the windows!”

T rush back over to the intercom, T say, “Sbu have twentg—fuur hours to

let me see your stuff in action; one more time L will ask, “what would you do for a

BitS—E’ar.

“Serew you!” Kelly says erying.
Hours g0 *73, periodica”g 1 would lecture them about their 3ouﬁ\fu’r\ess,

“\jou ﬂ'\ir\k it is ]Cbr free, all because you €an jurnp ﬂ\rbugh the "\oops of saciet‘y7 you,

you pass,

"1 stutter, “T doubt that Char’es, seeing you made hoﬂ\ihg out of

yourselves, you new must preve yourselves by a Bity-Bar!”

A couple more hours go by, Riqq loses it, with an evil grin on his face he

picks up ohe of the many sharp u%jects, placed there *73 rne—]cor such 2 cause. fle

qguts Max,

?aughing at ways of social pressure.

“That is what T would do for 2 Eitg—kar, Eiggg 3&-”5 into the many rooms,

94



P@'xty Nig‘ntmare E\Ste

95



E\rendbn QMC Huueh

96



E*'rtg Nig‘ntmare E\Ste

-
ﬂ\e mystery

ome on Bit3 open op! We have a search warrant out here; we need to

search your residents.”

8it3 hopir\g to not be found, runs toward the back room, climbs upon his
bed—never considering the window behind the bed; his curtains in the back reem
have never been cpen.

T"\e mob had ﬂ'\e "\wse swrwnded; ﬂ\e men uutside peeked into eac"\
window—seeing nothing until they got to the back window.

Ore of the top moh qguys suggested to gtuieﬂg pry open the back window,
sneak in and capture Bity.

They were so quiet ity never heard them coming through the window;
even 3s the boots walked into his bed ity hid under the covers—thinking it was
due to the age of his bed.

Thinking perhaps they left, Bity uncevers his head.

“Heg, here he is,” One of the men in the reom said. Eﬁtg’s eyes viden,
knowing he had been caught

The mob taunted and made fun of Eﬁt\j for da\js—trging to remove Eﬁt\j from within
his &ot{g, The mob of the mystery were ngg inte“iger\t, ﬂ\ey knew if Bifg left his
bedy, they could replace him with ancther bodyless entity, cne that had existed for
2 very ’ohg time,

Several cecasions ﬂneg did this and had much success, steahng bodies and
in exchange gaining the knewledge of the pewers of existence.

“qet out u]c your budg," one of the men barked.

ity was a patient man, but after days he grew tired and closed his eyes.

They sheck him, they touched his body and confirmed him dead.

Within minutes they called upen the entity and resurrected Eity and called
his name Cigrus.

Cigms ?aughet{ getting up and immet{iately called for a drink and a smoke,

Little did any of the hundred that captured him know, Eity killed the
entity when it came into his night.

He walked vith the men for menths, talking, shewing all the knowledge he
could, most of it came cut of the dead spirit he recehﬂg killed.
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“I am Cigrus, show me more.”

Prh/ate’\j Eﬁt\j killed one after ar\uﬂ\er, without rnercxj! 8?1‘3 did not have
E} budg to be driven out of, he krew ﬂ'\at, vet he lived. In hupes to s’eep he used
power deep within, killing these that were in the world at the time, he was 2 living
r\ightmare, one that others beq to wake up from.

He qvuietlg makes puppets.

One hundred more puppets, Bity, marvelous at storage space stuffed the
dead in cne hundred childven wax puppets.

Everything was Bity until he met Doctor Rum,

Doctor Rum and some of his men showed Cigrus a time machine they had
been workir\g on,

Full of deubt Cigrus Mocks and laughs at them, heping for an easy kill.

They persuade Cigrus to join them in time traveling through time.

Re?uctar\ﬂg Bifg goes.

They go back to the year nineteen sixty-eight, they go to town, they
have a cuuple drinks,

B is f/ayf'nj on the radio!

They hangout as the record plays, vou have heen sleeping with my mare.
T‘weg talk to some of the locals. The whole time Cigrus says, “where are we, this
seems 3 bit familiar,” the song Eb continues to play:

“K}roc/é, K}wcf onh your ear :‘/ear, N'jﬁ[‘mare /yow o you éére sweet /yoney,
“Krwr,é, Knoek do you fear c'/ear, who do you fﬁ/’n,( you share sweet /wney, 7
Satan don 't bother me; I am begging you dear sir please,”

“K}roc,é K}roc,é c‘/o you fear é/ear, ] é/bﬁ ’frea//y fﬁ/'ﬂ/éybu care syeet /yoney, "
“K}roc,é, Krwcf oh your ear é/ear, I M'// éury you as my mare sweet ﬁoney, ”
Satan don t bother me; I am begging you dear god please!”

“K}loc,é Knocf can you care, é/on ’f f/re two ofus ma,ée a /Ja/'r sweet ﬁoney, ”
Knock Knock on your hair dear, whe is that—rthat you fear sweet honey.
Satan don t bother me, I am begging you dear sir please, ”

“K}wc,é K}wc,é oh your ear dear Z am not Satan unﬁ/you fear sweet ﬁoney, "
“K}roc,é K}roc,é onh your fear é/ear ] c‘/on ’f f/yfn/é you care sweet ﬁoney, "
Satan don 't bother me I am heqging you dear god please.”
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“California” the men say.

T"\e\j ﬁr\d some locals and decide to take ﬂ\em back to 2 Mute’ room for
fun,

A couple hours g0 &5, and one of the wilder men who went off 53 himself,
he comes in with a young girl, with 2 young lady.
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ﬂ\e Mote! room

ack in time, through time, in nineteen sixty-eight, Eb still on Bity's mind
he finds his way back to the Motel room,
He Yags down on the recent and freng made bed. He finds no rest,
the men in the room to the left are ta”dr\g Youtﬂg and 5an9in9 on the wall,

Cigrus ]Ceruciuuslg gets out of bed to kill. He breaks the door down and
sees the men drawir\g the life out of the girl who was in ﬂnere, the one that had Just
arrived.

Cigrus locks deep at the young lady, he recognizes her, it is Rebecea.

ity autematically knew to kill, in rage now he was surprised not to kill.
All the years he hid to keep his marriage with Rebecca— he four\t{ the power to
control uncontrollable fits of rage, to do it in his greatest weakness,

“What are you Deing?” ity says in friendly laughter.

“Good f"ﬁr\g you are ‘nere, we are making room for Cig’c," one of the men
said—rproud of his work in catehing the young girl.

Cigrus, net leng age saw a janitorial closet in the metel they were lodging
at.

1 got something for this parrg," Cigrus says acting as proud as the other
men,

Cigms runs to the closet.

He looks.

Acid, rubbing aleohol, rat poisening.,

He grabs all he can, including some rabies needles.

Witheut any thought Cigrus brings 2 man into the bathreom, through the
power of his marriage, he begins shooting up the man with peisen.

In rage and living anger Cigrus puts on the core of his ability to be 2
nightmare! Once he saw the horrer on the man’s face, he held hestage in the
bathroom, he went out to confront the other two men.

Cigrus walks out with 2 glass of hqvuur and offers one of the men a brother's
drink.
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Quick to take it the man guzz?es pure acid. The man %egir\s to simmer on
his skin and then smoke Eegar\ te pour out of his %odﬁ, He falls to the fleer in eries
u]c Pair\.

Cigrus grabs a mop bucket with the rest of the acid and throws it on the
ot‘ner man,

His skin melted; his face became unrecugnizaHe,

Cigms looks at all three dead men to saﬁsfg his need to watch them suffer,
suffer the worst thing Cigrus could have theught.

Rity hides Rebecea in the past, even so much presenting her in frent of
his younger self waiting for time to pass, for fwentg—ﬁ\(e years to pass—to catch
up with the time of his puppets.
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7.2
Bit3 exists to present.

nce twer\tg—ﬁ\/e years had passed, 8it3 walks in where he left off, in his

shop.

ity now and still hallucinating in rage begins to see a black child, though
sometimes it was a white man,

Rity hallucinating begins arquing vith the ghost man/black child.

You know what the preblem is,” ity explains, “the preblem is you isn't
wwte," the white Doctor says.

Eitg picks up 2 syringe from the nearest table, he Eegir\s to fill it with
arsenic,

“Huh," the black child pauses.

“The reason you need to take your medicine is because you isn't w‘nite,”
The Doctor Nighfmare says.

ity the black child lunges at the man as he holds the syringe high,
attempting to kill the black child.

A wrestle begins; Rity helds the syringe over Eity's head.

“How many times have you been screwed over Chuck, how many times,”
8?1‘3 38”5 inte the empty room,

“What is one more timel”

“Your whole life 8?1‘3, you were told you are wreng, and that by your
parents, teachers, public, what is one more time?” Bity demands of Rity.

Rity backs off killing the child.

Now star\t{ing in the mist of his puppets, puppets he has filled with corpses
he dug out of the earth. The room full of stench of deca\j, horror and disease fill the
air. Crawhr\g tissues walk up and down Bitgis skin. Bitg makes a t{ecree, ‘1 have set
you all free—from all that you see,” Bitg 3&-”5, “what is one more timell”

The black boy is now in the form of 2 flesh child. He locks up at Doctor
Nightmare, he says, “Mister let us do one more.”

1 Eegir\ to tear wp.

“Oka\j everyone, ohe more and you s"\a” all be ]Cree,"

8?1‘3 programs the mac"\ir\es, the machines he made frurn the dead, he
programs to make Hack, Hack.
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Days go by and nothing, until the machines begins to taunt and haunt the
Doetor.

They chese him, they taunt him, they tey with him until he is dead,
stuﬁ:ing his white adult ﬁgure into the black child puppet. The machires left him on
stage, the stage he watched so many of the dead dancers, dance. T‘neg sat him upon
a red and qolden threne, crowning him King of Sleep, a true Nightmare!

108



E*'rtg Nig‘ntmare E\Ste

ity wakes up in the coffin next to Rebecea, in the past, before they are
about to burﬁ her, when her ]cuneral service was beihg held. E’?tg hears Lucifer saying,
“kiss her Bity,” Elvis Night in agreement.
Cbus‘n Cough, she Eegir\s to coush,
“Rebecea,” Bifg cries,
)—Maple’s sonhg plags—

The End!
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Epﬂogue

“Have a seat. What is your name again?” 1 ask professionally.

“Skit{der,” the man respor\t{s.

“Well Skidder, what can T do for 3W?"

“Codgs Docfbr."

“Please elaﬁorate,” 1 say.

“Well ’ong story short she wanted Cod}js, some gay dude said he qave me
Cudyis and 1 ﬁruught ﬂ\e crap too sc"wool and was expe”ed,"

“Sad,” T exclaim.

“They did not get my point Docter, erap in heliday outfits. They did not
feel for my Cudgs, ﬂ'\e\j flushed them and said you are not coming back to scheol
here. Like as if 1 do not have feehngs?”

“ﬂ\eg did not feel for my Codys," Skidder exp’air\s,

“So sad Mr. Skidder, so sadl”

“B?ack Ege prbduct,” we say ar\d laug‘n togeﬂ\er.
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Abouf Hr\e au{"f\br

Brendon  Holden  has
written other books such
as: %Ofl'ny éy The River
and chiwrer\,s books
titled 72@ learns
patience, and Max the
Juggler. He has
expresset{ works of Art
in  such  hooks as:
Dranings by~ Erenden
and At. He is also
Auﬂwr of The Game and
7t Grade Streets.

Tt would be 2 delight to
his heart that net enly
is his work er\juyet{7 but
that society benefits
from it as much as the

creative  ideas  have

benefited him.

As Vermont has been, and as the entire United States has been stable in past
generations, Brendon hepes that threugh this bock, Bity Nightmare Byte, and books
such as, §mo,4('n5 éy the /?fver, Fehind the /T/(jfyf ,%y: F/’né//'ny Ren Personal Com/’ufer
VER, the Sheet /lusic, and the Theater, and other hooks, such as The game and

Clutter in my closet, cur\sciouslg aware of the many great Men and Women making

it possible for cthers to raise their children in an educated world, to remain in high
hopes for their future as well as the future of their children. . . to have an education,
the optien to prosper, and to live the American-dream: life, liberty, and the pursuit
of happiness! Mow knowing that this story and others are going beyond America, my

hopes for the rest of the world are the same, to remain in ‘nigh hopes for 30urSeH:,

as well as the future u]c your C"\?Hrer\,
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