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Awakening






I smell nothing but dirt and blood. What have I
gotten myself into now? The last thing I remember was buying Kody
another shot, then things get a little fuzzy. I told Elissa I’d be
home right after work, but Kody really needed a friend tonight.

Maybe that isn’t blood I smell. It’s more like an
oil-drained-over-dirt kind of odor. My eyes have not focused
completely but I can tell it’s not morning yet. What the hell did
we do tonight? I feel like I was hit by a truck.

I feel the cold steel of the gate; it swings open
with a long creaking sound and brushes over the damp untrimmed
grass. From a distance my senses gravitate to the sound of a
shotgun blast, along with some screams.

Being on the force for over five years, your
instincts kick in automatically, even when you feel like shit. From
the outline of the trees and the gothic steeple of the local
church, I finally get my bearings and figure out my location.

My house is just three streets over. With each and
every step my body convulses with pain. My mind becomes fuzzy
again, trying to think back. What happened with Kody? Did our
tempers flair up? Did we go at each other? Being partners on the
job, it almost feels like a marriage where two people don’t always
get along.

The sirens mix with the screams and gunshots. Sounds
like the whole town’s civil service departments are being called
into action. My hands grope inside my suit pocket, looking for my
pager; I come up empty. Shit, I even lost my wallet. My hand
instantly goes for my piece, but it’s gone too -- a much more
complicated matter.

From the other side of the street, deep down within
the wooded area beyond the neighborhood, I see a flickering light
that explodes into a full-blown fire. It seems this night is
turning into one hell of a mess. I’m sure my captain is trying to
hunt me down to get as many bodies possible on this.

The air is a bitter chill. How is it so cold for a
July early morning, and why are there sounds of crunching and
shuffling leaves? My head grows fuzzier with each step. Approaching
my street, dread and guilt0 drench my body. What has happened
tonight?

Passing in front of Mr. Garrison’s house, I stumble
against his brown rusted-out pickup truck. The cold steel bangs
into my hip, sending me into the road in a spinning descent.
Darkness invades my mind as the breaking morning illuminates the
clouds above with an orange and pink glow.



Fading Into View






My eyes will not open all the way. The back of my
head is stuck to what feels like bone-chilling pavement. Where is
Kody? The last thing I can remember is sitting on a barstool at
Third Base; this isn’t how I wanted to start my morning.

Sounds of screams fill the air as the squeal of
tires and the rumble of a diesel engine approach me at a frantic
pace. My sight still blurry, I duck and roll away from the sound of
the metal monster.

Pain surges through my body as my tailbone is nicked
by the crazed driver’s tire, throwing me underneath the parked
truck I must have used as my bed last night. The undercarriage
scrapes into my back, slicing deep into my flesh.

The rumble continues its journey further down the
street, as I lay mangled and bruised. Eventually, I recollect my
thoughts and my will.

The sound fades into the distance. I relax my body
and wiggle my way out from under the rusted heap.

Grabbing hold of the cold metal, I pull myself up.
My eyes are still barely open, and my vision is caked over with a
blurry film. I’m still able to see the light growing brighter, as
morning creeps over the horizon.

Equilibrium is not an easy feat. My ears feel
compacted with something, but as I open my mouth the sounds become
clearer. Taking in my surroundings, I finally get a sense of
familiarity. Even though my vision is still like a muddy water
color, I see shapes and colors that indicate I’m just a few yards
away from my house.

The air is still bitter cold for an early July
morning. Last night was so sweltering you could hardly breathe, but
now frost covers the windshields of the cars in the driveways.






Faded Blues






Crossing the street, my eyes are still blurry, but
they find familiarity in the gas light at the end of my driveway.
Stumbling from the pavement into the soft gravel of my parking
spot, I notice it’s not my car. It’s a car I have no remembrance
of. Who is at my house this early in the morning?

I trudge towards my house, the light in my kitchen
bay window suddenly drawing me to it like a moth to a flame. I
squint my eyes and see a male figure standing in front of our
refrigerator. Who the hell is that? Why is there a strange man in
my kitchen only wearing boxers?

My breath quickens; I feel as if someone just kicked
me in the face. What is my Elissa doing with this strange man? My
one-year-old son is fast asleep in the next room while this man
parades around in my kitchen.

My pain and hurt is snuffed out with an incredible
surge of hate and bile. I find myself crashing through the side
door of my kitchen. My eyes fill with a white heat as I tackle him
and start to rip his flesh with my bare hands. My mind fills with a
blood lust.

The flesh feels wonderful between my teeth as it
stretches and snaps back, tempting me to take another bite. From
down the hall I hear Elissa screaming as she sprints towards the
kitchen. I look over my shoulder towards her advance, waiting to
see the look on her face as she enters and sees what I have
done.

What enters is not what I expected to see. It’s
Elissa, but she’s much older now. Her long silky red hair has
turned almost all white, and her baby-soft skin now looks wrinkled
and worn.

Her eyes look upon me in horror. “Why did you come
back? What have you done to our Billy?” Her words turn into sobs,
quickly replaced with anger. Standing up, I feel the blood dripping
down my chin. Behind her in the window I see my reflection.

What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with my skin? Why
am I dressed in my blues, and why are they so faded? In a moment it
all becomes clear to me. I see headlights dance across the kitchen
wall as the pickup truck slides through my front lawn.

I have just a moment to look down and see what I
have done. Then I hear the glass shatter, and I feel the red hot
bullet shearing through my skull.
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