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Forlorn
Walking through the dead lights of night, I spy lovers in a car. Beneath a tree. Behind the library.
He is young and strong, probably a student.
She too is young, also likely a student. Her pale hair hangs longer than his, though just barely. An inch or two below her shoulders. I can smell her perfume from twenty feet away. It is sweet, like the tang of marigolds on a dewy morn. It disgusts me.
It reminds me.
***
Blackness.
***
When I come around, I am bent over leaning against the car, breathing heavy. I blink several times to make sure I am awake, not dreaming.
The first thing I notice is red ink on my hands. Red ink? Where would I get red ink? I smear it so it runs beneath my nails, into the lines of my skin and through the down of the soft hairs on the back of my hands. It is sticky. Grossly so. I hold my hands up to see them better in the fluorescence of the parking lot’s lights.
It is not ink.
I look to the car. The passenger door is open. Smeared across the door window is something wet and gray. I do not ask myself what it is.
Inside the car. Two bodies. Him. Her. No longer lovers. Now just meat. They have not been dead long, possibly no more than five minutes.
I shiver.
Blood is pooled in the bottom of the driver’s floor. Sunk into the mess is a knife. A hunting knife. Covered with red mess and pieces of flesh.
I recognize it.
***
Later. Home. Bathroom. Shower.
The telephone rings as I am drying myself with a Mickey Mouse towel my son won at a game in Disney World several years ago. I let the phone ring. The machine will get it.
“Roger, are you there? If you are, please answer the phone.”
A voice from long ago. No. Only days since I have seen her.
“You haven’t called me in two weeks. If I hadn’t bumped into you on campus the other day I wouldn’t even have been able to tell you.”
Her voice is from long ago. It is the voice of someone who cares. Once she cared. Now ...
“Damn it, Roger! When are you going to talk to me? Jeff is dying and you haven’t even been to the hospital to see him. Your own son, Roger. What is with you?”
Click.
Yes, what is with me?
***
Morning. Back on campus. Back to work. Happy little professor smiling as he strolls the halls toward his first class of the day. History 513. History of the Roman Republic. Room 223 of the Carter Building of History and Anthropology. Stepping through the door into the classroom, I am surprised to see twelve students. All of the class is here. And it’s a nine o’clock class. Still, only twelve of twenty thousand students signed up for my course. Does no one care?
“Hannibal was scum,” I say to start the class.
***
After lunch.
Professor Waltz strolls over to me. He specializes in American history from 1860 to 1920. American history bores me. He bores me.
“I’m really sorry,” he says almost in a whisper from the other side of my desk. “I just found out yesterday Jeff has ... cancer. I didn’t know. No one in the department knew.”
I look up at his balding head and thin mustache and thick glasses and the coffee stain on his white shirt.
“How did you find out?” I ask.
“Rebecca was in here looking for you. She was crying.”
I look down at the calendar on my desk. It is a month old. I must have forgotten to flip it over.
“I’m really sorry, Rog. If there is anything I can do, just ...”
His voice trails off.
“No, nothing anyone can do,” I say.
***
“My God, did you see the paper today?”
“It was horrible. Both of them cut up like that. And right behind the library.”
“Just like a couple of weeks ago.”
Campus gossip.
Late again. I have just finished grading last week’s exams. Of my twelve students, only seven passed. No one cares.
***
Near midnight. Behind the library again. Scanning my surroundings. But there is nothing to see but empty, parked cars. Bored. Decide to take a walk around campus.
Twenty minutes later, I spot them. Walking a path between the student center and the ROTC building.
Him I ignore.
She is older than usual. Late thirties? A non-traditional student? Or a young professor? No matter. She has blonde hair which comes down an inch or two below her shoulders. It is a style that reminds me of Rebecca, my wife who moved out a couple of weeks ago and took my son from me and filed for divorce.
***
Blackness.
***
Pain! Pain! Pain?
I awake spread on the ground. A pulsing, driving, torturing anguish has gripped my chest.
I look down.
A knife. A hunting knife. It was a present from my father. He bought it for me when I was twelve. Now it is sticking into my chest, the cold bronze hilt resting against my flesh. My father died last year.
Blood everywhere. On my clothes. In my hair. Pouring across the sidewalk.
I can’t move. I can’t get up. I can see, however.
The young man stands over me, his fists clenched. He is big, muscular. He is angry and screaming something which I can’t quite hear because of a thumping, pumping which fills my ears.
The blonde is kneeling on the ground with her head almost between her knees. Vomiting. Crying. A weak little woman. Not like my Rebecca at all.
***
Blackness.
Killing Just for Fun
Nebraska flatlands
June 1990
A silver crucifix hangs from Jimmy Bob’s neck as he kicks open the glass doors of Bud’s Pump ’n Sip and fires off his shotgun. The scattering pellets catch an old man in the face, slamming his body to the ground behind the shop’s counter.
“Spree killer! Spree killer!” Jimmy Bob yells as he rushes in from the night.
He gets off another shot and the blast explodes a glass coffee pot in a waitress’ hands before cutting her in half.
“Yeehaw!” Jimmy Bob spins on his boots, looking for more victims.
There is only one other person, a man in a black coat. He sits in a booth to the right of the entrance, a paper cup of coffee steaming in his hands.
Jimmy Bob raises the shotgun to his shoulder. “Spree killer!”
He fires, the shot flipping the paper cup into the air and pounding the victim back against the booth’s seat.
The killer grins as he glances around at the death and destruction he has caused. “Three in one spot!” he yells. “Let the FBI figger this one out!”
“Excuse me,” a voice says, “but I am not quite dead.”
Jimmy Bob turns.
The man in the booth is sitting up. His long coat and shirt are torn, but he shows no signs of being wounded.
“What the hell?” Jimmy Bob says.
The man in black slides out of the booth, standing mere yards from his shooter.
Jimmy Bob backs up a step, raising the gun to his shoulder again. “Just stay where the hell you are, mister!”
The stranger grins. “I have been waiting for you, Mr. Haskins.”
Jimmy Bob’s head tilts to one side, his eyes questioning and unbelieving.
“I knew you would be here,” the man says. “You would not be able to pass up such an opportunity, a nearly empty shop on a nearly empty highway in the middle of the night.”
The man limps forward a step.
“Stay there!” Jimmy Bob’s grip tightens on the shotgun.
“It is time for your penance, Mr. Haskins.”
“How do you know who I am?
The stranger’s grin grows wider. “Your face is in every newspaper across the country,” he says, “and on all the news shows. You are wanted in seven states for nearly two dozen murders. The FBI has a photograph of you plastered everywhere.”
The man takes another step.
“Dammit, I said stand still!” Jimmy Bob jerks the gun forward, as if meaning to stab with the warm barrel.
“I have been following your progress for some time, Mr. Haskins,” the stranger says. “You have been a very bad man. It is time for this to end.”
“You a cop?”
“I serve no earthly power.”
“Just who the hell are you, then?”
“I have gone by many names,” the other says, “but in this instance, as you will not be repeating it, you may know me as Simon Magus.”
“Never heard of him.”
“Apparently you do not read your Bible.”
“True enough.” Jimmy Bob fires the gun again, knocking Simon back against the booth. “Now how about you lay down and die like a good corpse?”
“I don’t think so.” Simon shoves away from the booth, his clothes shredded further.
Jimmy Bob’s jaw drops as he lowers his shotgun, the flourescent lights above flashing on the cross at his neck.
Simon’s eyes lock on the crucifix as he takes another step.
Jimmy Bob jerks the gun at the man again. “Stay where you are, freak!”
Simon points at the killer. “You wear that symbol?”
“What the hell you talking about?”
“Enough,” Simon says. “There shall be no penance for you.”
The mage snaps his fingers and blood spurts from Jimmy Bob’s neck as if an ice pick had been plunged into his flesh.
The killer’s eyes go wide as he stares down at the growing circle of red on his shirt.
Simon snaps his fingers once more.
Another fount of red blossoms from the killer’s neck.
Fingers snap again, and again and again.
Within seconds Jimmy Bob Haskins looks as if a hundred needles have been stabbed into him, tiny streams of red shooting forth from all over his body. The shotgun, slick in his hands from the blood, slips away and crashes to the floor.
Jimmy Bob drops to his knees, his shaking hands gripped in front of him as if he is in prayer. His eyes wide and red, he stares up at the person who has done this to him.
“Enjoy your stay in hell,” Simon says. Then he slaps the young man.
Jimmy Bob’s head snaps to one side and he plops down in a widening pool of his own gore.
Simon Magus leans forward, grabbing the crucifix between his fingers. He tugs, snapping the flimsy chain holding the cross.
When he stands tall again, Simon holds the cross out before him. He stares with disgust at the tiny silver Jesus now dripping crimson. “Why?” he asks. “Why do you allow these things?”
There is no answer.
“It has been two thousand years,” Simon says to the figure. “I have tried and tried to do your bidding, but not one single word from you.”
The little Jesus remains silent.
Simon drops the cross, the cheap piece of jewelry splattering in Jimmy Bob’s blood.
“No more,” Simon says. “No more.”
Without a glance to the dead, the magus limps his way out of Bud’s Pump ’n Sip. Minutes later he is back on the highway in his black Lincoln Continental.
Zombie Tears
Trevor pushes a button on the cassette recorder. The tape begins turning. Grunts and growls, like some wild beast rooting in the forest, crawl out of the tiny speaker. What follows is a meaty tearing noise, with chewing and slurping. Then a voice comes from the past.
"Dis guy in a yellow hoody, he da one that tore out my liver with his bare hands. It took me almost an hour to die, scweaming and spitting and sprayin' blood all over the place. He just stood there watchin' me, chewing on my liver like it was the Colonel. Musta been finger-lickin' good. Man, I know it was. I know, Trevor.
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