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NICHOLAS	BLACK

My	name	is	Nicholas	Black.

I	am	a	nonfiction	and	fiction	writer,	and	have	written	about	19	books,	two
television	pilot	scripts,	two	reality	shows	in	pre-production,	several	short	story
and	poetry	anthologies,	and	for	a	while	I	even	dabbled	in	art.	But	none	of	those
things	are	reason	for	you	to	pay	any	attention	to	what	I	have	to	say.	That’s	all
noise.	And	I	don’t	want	you	to	focus	on	the	noise!

I	was	also	a	member	of	the	US	Navy,	I	was	a	bodyguard	for	several	years,	I
operated	as	a	Security	Consultant,	and	even	spent	time	in	the	French	Foreign
Legion—as	a	diver	and	eventually	an	interrogator.	These	things	don’t	define	me,
but	they’re	a	good	canvas	so	that	you	know	where	my	oddball	ideas	come	from.

How	to	Write	a	Novel	in	4	Weeks	or	Less	is	a	book	that	took	me	a	fair
amount	of	research	to	complete.	Cool	thing	is	.	.	.	it	works.	I’ve	helped	people
launch	hundreds	and	hundreds	of	bestsellers	on	Amazon,	and	if	that’s	at	all
important	to	you,	then	settle	in	for	some	fun!



INTRODUCTION



HOW	I	STARTED	WRITING

I	never	really	grew	up	wanting	to	be	a	writer.

Exercise:	Before	you	read	another	word,	close	your	eyes	and	picture	opening
the	cover,	or	turning	on	the	e-book	reading	device,	and	seeing	your	name	on	the
title	page	of	a	novel	you	just	published.

Good.

Now,	like	I	said	.	.	.	I	never	wanted	to	be	a	writer.	I	never	even	thought	I
could	write	a	book.	The	thought	of	putting	a	tractor-trailer’s	worth	of	words,
strung	together,	with	all	the	cleverness	and	form	that	it	must	take	was	beyond
me.	

No	way.

Not	me.

In	fact,	I	literally	hated	reading	when	I	was	little	kid.	My	parents	used	to	force
me	to	read	these	really	cheesy	Hardy	boys	books.	And	my	punishment	for	not
reading	was	that	I	would	get	saddled	with	Sherlock	Holmes	stories—which,	for
a	little	kid,	are	akin	to	being	sentenced	to	life	in	prison.

But,	like	all	medicines	that	taste	horrible	when	you	are	forced	to	swallow	it,
reading	at	a	young	age	made	my	time	in	school	much	easier.	Reading	is	like
running,	like	it	or	not	we	all	have	to	do	it.	Everybody	on	this	planet	needs	to	be
able	to	read,	and	everybody	on	this	planet	needs	to	be	able	to	run.	I'm	pretty
certain	that	if	you	are	incapable	of	either	of	those	two	things	then	your	place	in
society	is	going	to	be	decidedly	more	uncomfortable.

Since	we	know	that	reading	is	just	a	part	of	our	lives,	everyone's	lives,	then	it
makes	sense	that	part	of	that	time	we	spend	reading	should	be	enjoyable.	People
that	run	marathons	will	often	talk	about	a	“runner's	high”	that	you	feel
somewhere	between	12	and	14	miles.	When	you	get	good	enough	at	reading,



when	it's	no	longer	a	task	or	issue,	you	start	to	really	enjoy	all	of	the	brilliant	and
wonderful	things	that	words	can	convey.	The	beauty	of	reading	is	in	the
elaborate	scenes	and	unlimited	scope	of	our	imagination.	Another	person	writes
all	these	words,	stringing	them	together	in	sentences,	and	how	we	visualize	this
is	what	makes	the	experience	of	reading—especially	fiction—so	much	fun.

We	spent	time	with	the	book.	Whether	it's	on	your	Kindle,	or	some	dusty	old
paperback	with	dog-eared	pages	that	smell	like	old	trees	and	ink	and	printing
presses,	the	universe	that	we	engulf	ourselves	in	is	completely	our	own.	Two
people	can	read	the	exact	same	book	and	have	a	completely	different	experience.
It's	not	like	a	movie,	where	we	all	see	the	same	thing.	The	beauty	of	written
words	is	in	their	ability	to	inspire	our	minds,	based	on	our	own	experiences,	and
create	the	best	possible	characters	to	share	the	adventure	of	each	page.	If	I	read	a
book	about	a	cop	named	Bill	who	limps	from	a	football	injury	in	college	that
kept	him	out	of	the	NFL,	my	image	of	Bill—no	matter	how	much	detail	the
writer	puts	into	his	description	of	Bill—will	be	different	than	your	vision	of	Bill.

When	we	are	reading	books	we	are	placing	the	perfect	characters	into	their
individual	roles.	My	image	of	the	bad	guy	is	different	than	your	image	of	the	bad
guy.	Sure,	we	can	both	agree	that	the	serial	killer	in	one	of	Dean	Koontz’s
novels	is	horrible	and	demented,	but	you	and	I	both	visualize	a	different	serial
killer.	This	individual	experience	is	not	a	failure	of	the	author,	but	rather	a	gift	to
the	reader.	If	you	find	a	book	that	you	really	like,	you	create	a	connection	with
that	book.	You	create	a	connection	with	those	characters.	You	laugh	some,	you
cry	a	little	bit.	You're	worried	about	them	walking	through	the	door,	knowing
what's	on	the	other	side,	trying	as	you	move	to	each	paragraph	to	warn	them	of
what's	behind	the	door.	We	sink	or	swim	with	the	imaginary	characters	that	are
constructs	of	our	own	mind.

This	is	why	movies	are	never	as	good	as	books.	They	can’t	compare.	Sure,
there	are	great	movies	that	take	us	on	an	adventure	and	are	beautiful,	and
brilliantly	written—but	never	quite	as	good	as	the	book.	All	the	writers,



directors,	producers,	and	actors	in	the	whole	world	can't	do	a	better	job	than	your
own	mind.	Your	mind	places	the	exactly	perfect	faces	and	noses	and	eyes	on	the
exactly	perfect	characters.	The	words	of	the	writer	are	just	a	framework,	and
your	imagination	fills	in	the	gaps,	and	that	facilitates	an	incredible	experience.

What	that	means	is	that	all	of	us	have	the	potential	to	be	writers.	There	is	no
one	on	this	earth	who	is	so	dull-witted	and	so	uninteresting	that	they	don't	have
an	interesting	story	to	tell.		Fiction	is	the	place	to	do	it.	No	matter	who	you	are,
you've	had	an	idea.	If	you're	reading	this	paragraph,	you	have	ideas.	You	have	a
desire	to	share	some	of	the	bits	and	pieces	from	the	inside	of	your	mind	with	the
rest	of	us.	You	don't	need	a	license	for	this.	You	don't	need	permission.	If	you're
thinking	of	writing	a	book	.	.	.	then	you	have	to	write	a	book.	You	have	a	duty	to
get	that	story	out	of	your	mind	and	into	the	hands	of	another	person.

How	do	I	know	this?

Because	I	sucked	at	writing.

Terrible.	I	knew	nothing	about	plots,	characters,	and	stories	.	.	.	and	where	to
put	commas.	Punctuation	was	a	headache.	Basic	literary	tact	was	nowhere	to	be
found	in	my	ramblings.	But	I	knew	I	had	a	good	idea,	so	I	decided	to	write	it
down.	If	you	have	an	idea	inside	your	head	you	have	to	get	it	out.	Because,
somewhere	out	there	are	a	whole	bunch	of	people	who	will	like	that	idea.
Remember,	times	are	different.	The	landscape	is	different.	The	Internet	and
Amazon	changed	everything	we	know	about	traditional	publishing	and	writing.
Somebody,	somewhere,	wants	to	read	what	you	have	to	say.	Lots	of	somebody’s,
actually.	This	is	the	long	tail	of	publishing.

You	might	be	thinking,	will	anybody	read	my	book?

Yes,	tons	and	tons	of	people.		But	they	can’t	read	it	if	you	won’t	let	them.

Ten	years	ago	things	were	different.	If	you	want	to	be	a	writer	you’d	have	to
put	together	your	manuscript—hundreds	and	hundreds	of	pages,	typed	in	12



point	font,	on	8.5	x	11	White	paper,	with	1	inch	margins	all	the	way	around,
single-sided,	with	your	name	and	the	page	number	in	the	title	of	the	book	on
every	single	page.	Then	you	would	send	that	manuscript	to	tons	and	tons	of
agents,	who	probably	wouldn't	read	more	than	a	paragraph	or	two	before	they
sent	you	a	rejection	letter.

Not	being	able	to	secure	representation,	you	would	then	send	your	manuscript
—all	15	pounds	of	it—to	every	publisher	you	can	imagine	that	published	books
in	your	genre.	The	amount	of	rejection	letters	you	would	probably	receive	could
be	strung	together	to	form	an	entirely	new	book.	Publishers	and	agents	had	their
greedy	little	hands	clasped	tightly	around	the	throat	of	the	entire	publishing
industry.	It	was	a	good	old	boys	club	and	usually,	if	you	didn't	have	the	right
connections,	you	are	not	allowed	inside.	Sure	there	are	a	few	exceptions,	but
luck	played	as	big	a	role	as	skill	.	.	.	if	not	much	bigger.

Then	a	clever	little	device	appeared	on	the	market—the	Kindle.	And	in	a
matter	of	a	few	years	everything	changed.	Whether	a	publisher	liked	your
material	or	not	really	didn’t	matter.	It	takes	about	3	min.	to	upload	a	book	to
Amazon.com.	An	unknown	author	can	start	selling	or	giving	away	all	of	the
fascinating	thoughts	and	ideas	inside	their	head	to	the	rest	of	the	world	.	.	.	in	3
min.

I'm	not	even	a	really	good	swimmer,	and	I	can	hold	my	breath	for	3	min.
Think	of	the	things	that	you	can	do	in	3	minutes.	Seriously,	maybe	you	can
finish	up	a	butter	and	jelly	sandwich—the	production	side,	not	the	ingestion	or
digestion.

So	bear	in	mind	as	you	read	this	book	that	I'm	not	a	born	writer.	I	don't	have	a
knack	for	it.	I'm	not	gifted.	I'm	not	a	savant.	My	grades	were	mediocre.	I	choose
poor	color	combinations	for	bathroom	towels.

So	we	have	an	environment	where	a	completely	unknown	author	can	spend	a
month	or	2	writing	a	novel,	and	then	they	can	publish	in	just	a	few	minutes,	in



the	entire	planet	has	access.	Think	about	that	for	a	moment.	Think	of	all	those
people	now	have	access	to	your	work.	In	the	past	your	books	would	sit	on
shelves	in	bookstores,	and	if	you	got	lucky,	and	if	you	had	a	great	cover,	and
tons	of	marketing	and	publicity,	your	books	might	sell.	Might.	But	from	the
second	that	those	books	are	published	there	is	a	death	clock	ticking.	It's	a	timer
counting	down—not	unlike	a	bomb	that	you	can't	diffuse—and	at	some	point,
even	if	you	have	tons	of	momentum,	your	sales	will	be	low	enough	that	your
books	get	sent	to	the	pulp	mill.	That	was	the	reality.

Before,	an	author	might	publish	a	book	and	go	on	marketing	campaigns	in	the
general	area	where	he	or	she	lived,	and	do	their	best	to	sell	as	many	copies	as
possible.	10	books	here,	20	books	there,	pretty	soon	you	sold	100.	But	it's	a	lot
of	work	to	make	a	buck	or	a	buck-fifty	a	book.	Maybe	you	find	a	platform,
maybe	you	don't.	But	the	basic	problem	is	that	of	geography.	Think	about	when
you	were	little	kid	and	you	had	to	walk	around	everywhere.	Your	world	was
small,	consisting	of	anywhere	from	a	couple	of	houses	to	a	few	blocks.

But	then	you	learned	how	to	ride	a	bicycle!	Magically	your	world	grew
exponentially	because	you	had	the	ability	to	travel	on	that	bicycle	faster	and
farther	than	you	ever	had	before.	It	gave	you	a	new	sense	of	freedom	and
independence	that	you	had	never	known.	Your	world	grew	from	hundreds	of	feet
to	several	miles.

Then	you	got	a	little	bit	older,	and	you	took	your	driver’s	test—all	nervous
and	fidgety	and	uncomfortable,	while	the	squirrelly	old	driver’s	test
administrator	eyed	you	in	the	way	that	an	angry	prosecutor	stares	accusingly	at	a
career	criminal.	Somehow,	though,	you	found	a	way	to	pass	that	test	and	you
were	given	the	keys	to	a	car,	and	again	your	world	grew	dramatically!	Now	you
could	travel	to	different	cities.	You	could	easily	travel	hundreds	of	miles,	with
little	more	than	a	tank	of	gas.	

Well,	the	Internet,	and	the	reach	that	it	provides	is	a	mode	of	transportation



that	takes	your	words	and	sends	them	all	around	the	world.	You	don’t	have	to
search	for	people	that	want	to	hear	what	you	have	to	say,	because	they’ll	come
and	search	for	you!

How	brilliant	is	that!	No	agents	or	publishers	acting	as	the	de	facto
gatekeepers.	No	secretaries	sending	one	sentence	rejection	letter.	You	write	it
and	you	publish	it.	Who	knows,	if	you’re	work	is	really	compelling;	the
publishers	will	hunt	you	down.	The	roles	have	reversed	and	the	author	now	has
the	power.

That’s	the	Long	tail	of	publishing.

Even	the	most	obscure,	oddball,	weirdo	subjects	you	can	imagine	have
millions	of	people	who	are	your	potential	audience.	They’re	looking	for	you	and
your	ideas	and	that	novel	this	very	second.	So	are	you	going	to	get	it	out	of	your
mind	and	out	into	the	world	for	them	.	.	.	or	keep	on	making	excuses	for	why
you	can’t?

Make	the	decision	to	do	this.

Put	an	hour	a	day	aside	to	write.	Each	and	every	day,	one	single	hour.	You
can	make	this	sacrifice.	You	have	to	make	this	sacrifice.	Quitting	is	failure,	plain
and	simple.	I	know	that	if	you’re	reading	this	book,	you’re	not	a	failure.	You	just
don’t	have	the	right	system	in	place	and	the	thought	of	getting	that	novel	out	of
your	gray	matter	seems	imposing	and	scary.	In	the	next	several	pages,	you	will
see	how	very	possible,	and	quite	frankly,	simple	it	really	is.	If	I	found	a	way	to
do	it,	then	you	can	certainly	get	it	done.

I	have	figured	out	a	system	for	writing	books.	This	works	for	both	fiction	and
nonfiction.		Although	to	be	quite	honest,	I	find	nonfiction	really	boring,	so	we
will	concern	ourselves	with	the	writing	of	a	fiction	novel.	The	system	I've	come
up	with	will	have	you,	hopefully,	writing	a	novel	within	30	days.	If	you're	really
slow,	60	days—2	little	months.



So	come	with	me,	let	me	guide	you	a	little	bit,	and	explain	to	you	the	steps	it
will	take	to	get	that	really	neat	idea	out	of	your	brain	and	onto	pages	so	that
other	people	can	share	with	you.	I'm	not	asking	you	to	write	a	novel	.	.	.

.	.	.	I	am	commanding	you!	You	will	write	a	novel.	I	will	teach	you	how	to
write	this	novel,	and	other	people	will	read	it.	So	let	us	now	begin.	You	will	see
occasional	Exercises	and	Factiods.	They	may	seem	like	silly	little	futile	things
to	bother	you,	but	they’ll	help.	I	recommend	getting	a	college-ruled	notebook	so
that	you	can	keep	your	entire	project	together	in	one	area.	Trust	me:	this	will
come	in	super	handy.

Now	let's	look	at	my	first	book,	and	how	God-awful	and	pathetic	it	really
was.

	

Exercise:	Take	out	a	sheet	of	notebook	paper	(if	you	can	even	find	one)	and
write	3	story	ideas	down—one	sentence	for	each	one	of	your	ideas.	They	can
even	be	3	versions	of	the	same	basic	story.	An	example	of	this	might	be:	Two
brothers	get	sent	to	an	orphanage	after	their	parents	disappear	and	count	on	each
other	for	survival.	Keep	it	simple.		Let	the	idea	be	distilled	down	to	its	absolute
core	(if	you	don't	yet	have	a	idea	for	your	novel,	just	write	down	3	interesting
story	ideas—the	kind	of	thing	that	you	would	enjoy	reading).

Factoid:	Microsoft	actually	had	the	first	eBook/eReading	device,	but	Bill
Gates	didn't	like	it	because	it	didn't	have	Windows	on	it.	It	was	almost	the	exact
design	of	the	current	Kindle.	He	gave	the	engineering	guys	the	thumbs-down	and
they	trashed	the	project.	I	guess	nobody	gets	it	right	all	the	time.



CHAPTER	1:		MY	FIRST	BOOK	I	had	this	rather	haunting	dream
about	this	really	dark	city.	There	were	no	cars	in	the	city.	The	only	lights	were
those	sodium	vapor	streetlights,	and	most	of	those	were	knocked	out.	The	city
was	run	down,	the	sun	never	came	up,	and	people	mostly	hid	in	the	darkness.
Occasionally	you	could	see	eyes	staring	back	at	you	from	inside	the	buildings,
but	rarely	would	anyone	make	eye	contact.	I	wasn't	sure	if	they	were	scared	to

talk	to	me,	or	in	stages	chose	not	to.

There	were	no	doors	and	no	windows.	Everything	was	run	down,	and	the	rain
was	constantly	falling.	When	it	wasn't	raining,	the	wind	was	cutting	through	the
buildings	so	powerfully	that	it	made	whistles	and	howls—it	sounded	like	a
ghoul,	or	some	banshee	screaming	into	the	darkness.

I	remember	walking	around	in	this	dark,	wet	place	and	thinking	to	myself	I've
never	felt	more	alone.		Even	though	I	was	fully	aware	that	thousands	of	eyes
were	staring	at	me,	I	still	felt	like	some	small	molecule	floating	through	the
universe	without	any	connection	to	any	other	living	thing.	I	glanced	up	into	the
sky	above	me	and	there	were	no	stars.

Nothing.

Just	a	black	abyss.

I	remember	waking	up	from	this	dream	with	the	distinct	feeling	that	I	had
been	walking	through	purgatory.	I	don't	necessarily	know	why	I	thought	that.
I'm	not	a	particularly	religious	person.	But	something	about	that	place	kind	of
spooked	me.	It	felt	like	the	culmination	of	wanting	and	longing.	Dreams
sometimes	have	a	pretext	that	you	understand	innately,	even	though	it	hasn't
been	announced.	It’s	like	there	are	just	certain	rules	that	your	mind	understands
without	those	rules	having	to	be	explained.

It	just	felt	like	purgatory.	So	I	decided	that	I	wanted	to	write	a	book	about	this



place.	The	only	problem	was	I	didn't	have	any	writing	experience.

Sure,	I	had	taken	some	classes	in	college,	but	nothing	that	would	sufficiently
prepare	me	to	write	a	novel.	I	wasn't	even	sure	how	many	pages	it	took	to	make
a	novel—300,	500,	2000?

It's	safe	to	say	that	I	was	in	no	way	prepared	for	the	overwhelming	task	of
writing	a	book.	However,	I	was	motivated	and	I	figured	that	ambition	and	a
sufficient	amount	of	positive	energy	was	probably	enough.	Get	some	momentum
going,	write	a	couple	hundred	pages;	pretty	soon	I'd	have	myself	a
groundbreaking	novel.

The	theory	is	nice.

But	it's	a	lot	like	walking	into	some	random	kitchen	with	no	cooking
experience	and	trying	to	bake	a	wedding	cake.	Sure,	it	seems	like	a	cake	should
be	relatively	easy	to	figure	out	.	.	.	but	that's	not	so	much	the	case.	Ask	my	ex-
girlfriend	if	you	think	baking	is	easy.	They’re	still	scraping	dough	off	of	the
kitchen	ceiling,	but	that’s	another	story.	The	point	is,	simply	wanting	to	do
something	doesn’t	give	you	the	skills	to	do	it.	I	want	to	fix	my	engine,	but	I
can’t.	I’m	not	a	mechanic.

I	don't	know	if	I	had	any	grand	notions	about	publishing	a	masterpiece	or
anything	like	that.	But	I	know	that	I	wanted	to	write	this	book.	I	then	thought	of
the	title,	and	I	immediately	made	the	Title	page:

PURG

A	Novel

By

Nicholas	Black
	

Does	that	not	scream	bestseller	or	what?	And	that	was	one	page	in	the	book.

http://amzn.com/B002CJLU92


I’m	thinking,	hey,	this	writing	stuff	is	easy.	One	down,	only	399	more	to	go…
sweet!

What	I	had	to	do	now	was	figure	out	how	to	make	a	story	out	of	that.	I	had	a
setting,	with	all	sorts	of	graphical	information	floating	around	my	head.	I	could
see	it	very	clearly	in	my	mind,	like	a	movie	or	a	television	series.	Converting
that	to	the	printed	word	would	be	much	more	difficult	task.

But	I	was	motivated,	and	I	was	going	get	it	done.	I	sat	down	with	a	pen,	and
began	to	write	the	prologue.	About	an	hour	later	I	was	rereading	my	brilliance.
The	muscles	in	my	thumb	and	forefinger	were	sore	and	there	was	a	little	bit	of
sweat	on	my	wrist	that	had	left	a	translucent	image	on	the	pages.	On	my	right
forearm	there	was	a	reverse	image	of	several	words	where	the	ink	and	sweat	had
traded	sides,	creating	a	temporary	literary	tattoo.	In	the	mirror	you	could	even
read	some	of	the	words.

I	didn't	really	have	a	plan,	I	just	wrote.	I'm	not	even	sure	if	I	had	any	kind	of
direction	before	I	started	writing	as	to	what	the	story	would	be	about;	but	as	I
read	it,	the	story	started	to	take	its	own	shape.

I'll	spare	you	the	grim	details,	but	basically	it	is	the	story	of	a	fallen	angel	that
has	to	earn	his	grace	by	working	as	a	custodian	in	purgatory.	Purg—as	the	lonely
souls	who	live	there	refer	to	it—is	where	everybody	goes	when	they	have	lived
enough	lives	on	earth	to	be	capable	of	making	the	decision	between	good	and
evil.	At	that	point,	once	that	evolution	has	occurred,	they	no	longer	are
reincarnated	on	earth,	but	find	themselves	delivered	to	the	dark	city	of	Purg.

I	was	thinking	that	this	book	could	be	a	kind	of	fantasy/western/science
fiction	novel.	Hell,	I	didn't	really	have	any	particular	direction.	I	just	wanted	a
fun	story	with	lots	of	action,	people	fighting	with	swords,	and	a	lot	of
conspiracy.	I	wasn't	even	trying	to	make	a	religious	statement,	it	just	seemed	like
purgatory	was	a	huge	playground	where	my	imagination	could	run	wild.

So	I	finished	the	prologue,	reread	it	to	myself	a	few	times—quite	proud	of



what	I	accomplished—and	then	I	headed	to	the	typewriter.	Since	I	wasn't	a	very
accomplished	typist,	it	took	me	another	hour	or	so	to	convert	my	handwritten
scribble	scratch	to	pristine	black	12-point	type.	I	had	to	retype	the	first	page
twice	because	I	couldn't	figure	out	how	to	set	the	tabs.

Note:	I	was	using	an	actual	typewriter.	Don't	ask	me	why	I	was	doing	this
because	I'll	give	you	some	silly	answer	about	my	visions	of	what	a	writer	is
supposed	to	be.	I	guess	I	imagined	Stephen	King	or	Dean	Koontz	wearing	a
thick	sweater,	nestled	up	next	to	a	typewriter,	with	a	cup	of	warm	coffee	and
heat	coming	from	a	smoldering	fire	place	just	off	to	the	side—fingers	racing
around	the	keyboard	as	ideas	sprang	forth.	In	retrospect,	that	was	a	stupid	and
nonproductive	way	to	work.	But	I	digress.

I	finished	the	prologue—the	new	typed	version—and	I	was	so	amped	to	get
started	that	I	didn't	take	the	time	to	let	anyone	else	read	what	I	had	written.	For
the	next	several	days,	when	I	could	find	an	hour	here	or	2	hours	there,	I	wrote	is
much	as	I	could.	I	followed	that	system	of	writing	the	rough	draft	with	a	blue
ballpoint	pen	on	notebook	paper,	and	then	retyping	everything	as	a	sort	of	first
edit.

I	didn't	make	any	notes.

I	didn't	bother	with	an	outline.

Whenever	I	introduced	new	characters	I	did	not	make	any	specific	notes	to
myself	about	the	specifics	of	those	characters	or	their	role	the	story.	I	just	kept
writing	my	ideas	down.	Now,	I	have	no	real	literary	training,	other	than	a	couple
of	college	classes	that	I	mostly	slept	through.	I	wasn't	really	a	big-time	reader,
either,	so	I	couldn't	fall	back	on	habits	that	clever	writers	could've	taught	me.	I
just	went	from	the	hip.

Fast-forward	6	months:	I	have	finished	Purg.

I	am	a	king	among	men.



I	was	already	starting	to	count	the	money.	A	couple	of	people	would	probably
read	this	book,	recommended	it	to	all	of	their	friends,	and	within	a	month	I
would	be	turning	down	deals	for	big	Hollywood	studios	that	would	be	courting
me	constantly.

I	let	one	of	my	friends,	Jason,	read	the	first	copy—all	80,	single-spaced	pages
of	it.	And	I	told	him	that	I	wanted	his	honest	opinion.	I	mean,	come	on,	I	just
wrote	the	most	badass	novel	of	all	time,	and	of	course	he's	going	to	say	good
things.	He’s	only	human,	right?

I	waited	anxiously	for	the	next	couple	of	days,	not	pressing	him	for	details,
but	intimating	to	him	that	I	knew	he	was	enjoying	it.	It	was	about	a	week	later
that	I	received	a	call	from	Jason	about	the	book.	It	went	something	like	this:	“So
what	did	you	think?”	I	asked	nonchalantly,	as	if	it's	really	no	big	deal.	Foregone
conclusion,	really.

“Well…	I,	um…	I’m	not	sure	how	to	say	this–”

“It’s	okay,	just	give	it	to	me	straight,”	I	said,	knowing	that	his	praise	would
be	forthcoming	and	that	I	needed	to	be	humble	and	modest.

“Yeesh,	well…um,	it’s…	you	know,	it’s	kind	of…”

“What,	Jason?	Spit	it	out.”

“Dude…	it’s	unreadable.	I	couldn’t	get	more	than	a	couple	pages	into	it.”

“Wait,”	I	said,	confused,	“what	are	you	talking	about?	You	didn’t	read	it?	Are
we	talking	about	the	same	book?”

Now	that	I	don’t	want	to	hear	what	he’s	saying,	he	can’t	shut	up,	“…the
sentences	run	on	and	on.	The	punctuation	is	terrible,	where	there	even	is
punctuation.	The	characters	have	no	physical	descriptions	so	they	all	seem	like
the	same	person.	They	all	talk	the	same,	so	it	just	seems	like	the	same	person
playing	every	role.	They	don’t	have	individual	character	traits,	that	I	could	find
—”



“Yeah,”	I	tried	to	interrupt,	“but	the	story	is	good	isn’t	it?”

“…the	paragraphs	are	so	long	that	I	just	gave	up.	It’s	like	one	long	stream	of
craziness.	It	made	me	feel	drunk,	like	I	was	smoking	meth	or	something.”

“But	it’s	Purg,”	I	begged.		“The	story	of	Purgatory,	and	Angels	and	Demons
and—“

“Nick…buddy…you	have	to	rewrite	it.	It’s	unreadable,	seriously.	It’s	like	a
real	chore.	It’s	like	worse	than	helping	somebody	move	apartments.”

“Jason,	you	don’t	know	what	you’re	talking	about,”	(I	was	in	full-on	self
defense	mode	by	this	point),	“…you	hardly	even	read.	If	you	can’t	even	take	the
time	to	read—”

“Seriously,	it’s	unreadable.	It	was	your	first	try,	so	just	give	it	another—”

“Thanks	for	nothing!”	I	said	angrily,	disconnecting	the	call	and	throwing	my
phone	across	the	room	with	enough	speed	to	maybe	reach	escape	velocity	and	go
into	orbit.	A	piece	of	super	dense	wooden	office	furniture	kept	it	from	leaving
the	atmosphere,	though,	and	my	phone	looked	like	the	space	shuttle	discovery
when	it	was	done	sprinkling	its	bits	and	pieces	across	the	office.

I	was	seriously	pissed.		What	kind	of	a	friend	was	Jason	to	not	even	read	my
book?	I	mean,	I	wrote	it,	after	all.

So	I	repeated	the	process	with	another	friend…	who	also	couldn't	finish	the
book.	Were	all	of	my	friends	so	unsophisticated?	I	handed	my	book	to	another
friend	who	didn't	even	want	to	take	possession	of	it	because	she	had	been
warned	by	the	lab	rats	before	her	not	to	even	touch	the	pages.	She	actually	told
me	that	she	was	worried	about	losing	brain	cells	while	trying	to	decipher	my
nonsense.	I	was	getting	the	tail	end	of	an	intervention.

Einstein	said	that	if	you	keep	doing	the	same	thing	over	and	over	and	expect
different	results	that	that	is	basically	the	definition	of	insanity.	Give	it	an	honest
read.



And	they	were	all	right.

It	sucked.

It	was,	like	they	said,	completely	unintelligible	babble.	The	disconnect	that	I
was	having	was	that	so	much	of	the	story	was	in	my	mind,	and	yet	none	of	that
made	it	to	the	page.	But	what	other	people	read	are	words	on	a	page,	or	words	on
a	screen.	What	people	can't	read	are	all	of	the	bits	and	pieces	that	are	stuck	in	our
heads	that	we	haven't	translated	into	the	form	of	words.

I	didn't	even	attempt	to	change	the	book,	or	do	a	rewrite,	or	any	kind	of
editing	for	about	the	next	year.	I	just	let	that	dusty	old	pile	of	crap	sit	there.
Every	time	I	would	walk	by	the	corner	of	my	desk,	where	that	book	was	laying
in	wait,	I	wanted	to	hit	it	with	a	hammer.	Instead	of	being	my	baby,	it	was	the
evil	stepchild.	It	mocked	me.

Purg	was	a	constant	reminder	of	my	inability	to	create.	Heck,	it	was	like	a
bright	shiny	lighthouse	of	failure	that	beamed	me	in	the	eye	every	time	I	walked
by.	I	wanted	to	burn	the	thing,	but	I	had	put	so	much	time	into	it—so	much
sweat	and	effort—that	I	couldn't	just	let	it	go.	Make	no	mistake;	this	was	the
Titanic	of	bad	books.

Almost	a	year	later	I	found	myself	reading	a	James	Patterson	novel.	Not
necessarily	the	best	written	literary	prose,	but	an	enjoyable	crime	drama
nonetheless.	In	an	interesting	idea	hit	me.	I	winced	and	made	a	list	of	my	5
favorite	authors:

																		Stephen	King
																		James	Patterson
																		Robert	Ludlum
																		Clive	Cussler
																		Dean	Koontz

I	went	out	and	bought	2	or	3	of	each	of	their	books.	It	was	time	for	a	little



self-education.

Within	the	next	several	weeks	to	about	a	month	I	taught	myself	how	to	write
books,	and	I	formed	my	system.	I'm	going	to	teach	you	how	to	do	what	I	taught
myself,	and	I	know	that	you	will	be	able	to	use	that	system	to	become	the	writer
that	you	want	to	be,	and	to	be	efficient	enough	to	get	your	ideas	out	of	your	brain
and	onto	the	paper.

I'm	going	to	teach	you	how	to	do	what	I	didn't	do	so	that	your	first	attempt	at
a	novel	is	a	success	instead	of	a	pile	of	frustrating	pages	on	the	corner	of	a	desk.

	

Exercise:	Make	a	list	of	your	5	favorite	authors	and	find/purchase/borrow	at
least	2	books	from	each	of	these	authors.	Preferably	they	are	books	that	you	have
already	read	and	enjoy.



CHAPTER	2:	FINDING	THE	PATTERN	TO	ALL	GOOD

BOOKS



DO	WHAT	GOOD	WRITERS	DO	AND	YOU’LL	BE	A	GOOD

WRITER.

Exercise:	Read	the	first	chapter,	or	prologue,	of	each	of	your	5	favorite
books.	Read	them	one	after	the	next.	When	you	start	seeing	similarities	in
cadence	or	pace,	write	those	down	in	your	notebook.

So	this	was	the	key	to	my	system.	I	started	reading	the	first	4	or	5	chapters	of
my	favorite	5	books.	One	of	my	problems	was	that	I	didn't	really	know	how	to
start	a	book.

Was	I	giving	too	much	information?

Was	I	giving	out	enough	information?

Was	I	being	too	vague?

Was	I	overly	descriptive?

Were	the	scenes	drawn	out	enough	that	people	could	see	what	I	was
imagining?

Remember,	it's	not	as	simple	as	just	having	the	ideas	in	your	head.	You	have
to	get	those	ideas	across	to	your	reader.	That	means	sometimes	you	have	to	talk
about	what	the	room	looks	like,	even	though	it's	kind	of	boring,	because	things
like	that	set	the	tone	of	the	story	you	are	trying	to	create.	It's	not	scary	two	kids
are	stuck	in	a	house.	But	it	gets	a	little	bit	more	haunting	if	the	house	has
wallpaper	falling	down,	broken	bits	of	sheet	rock,	torn	carpet	with	blood	stains,
doors	opening	and	closing	in	creaky	wooden	fixtures	.	.	.	you	get	the	picture.

But	remember,	the	story	itself	is	the	most	important	thing.	So	right	now,	don't
concern	yourself	with	writing.	Simply	read.	You'll	notice	that	there	are	certain
characteristics	of	every	book	that	are	a	necessity.



You	have	to	have	a	setting	for	your	story.

Where	is	this	happening?

What	time	of	year	is	it?

What	era?

Depending	on	how	detailed	you	want	to	get,	you	might	consider	hitting	at	the
political	climate.	If	you're	setting	is	good	enough	not	to	bore	people	into	a	coma,
it	will	actually	help	you	in	creating	a	much	more	vibrant	backdrop	into	your
story.	No	matter	who	you	are,	if	you	set	up	your	story	in	a	burned-out	city	in
northern	Iraq,	people	basically	get	it.	Their	mind	will	fill	in	details	that	would've
taken	you	forever.	So	as	you're	reading,	drinking	in	the	words	of	your	favorite
writers,	pay	attention	to	how	they	use	setting.

Do	they	describe	it?

Or	do	they	insinuate	it?

Pay	attention.	Don’t	do	anything	other	than	just	read.	Think	about	how	the
characters	are	described.	They	might	talk	about	a	person's	attitude	and	his
physical	attributes.	They	might	leave	things	intentionally	vague,	talking	about	a
limp,	but	not	really	describing	how	or	why	the	character	has	this	particular	limp.

Eye	color.

Hair	color.

Shape	of	the	nose	and	face.

High	cheekbones	or	low	cheekbones?

How	does	the	character	speak?	Does	she	have	a	lisp?	Does	she	have	a	high
voice,	or	a	nasally	voice?	Did	she	bite	her	bottom	lip	before	she	says	hello?	Do
her	eyes	fidget	nervously	when	men	are	in	the	room?

Again,	I'm	not	telling	you	what	to	say	or	what	not	to	say.	I'm	not	pushing	you
to	be	overly	descriptive	or	vague.	I	want	you	to	read	what	your	favorite	authors



do.		You'll	start	to	get	a	sense,	after	having	read	these	5	books—or	the	first	5
chapters—that	there	is	a	certain	amount	of	commonality	in	the	opening	of	a
novel.	And	even	though	you're	just	reading,	you're	actually	teaching	yourself
how	to	write.

What's	better,	you’re	teaching	yourself	how	to	write	with	the	same
proficiency	of	your	favorite	writers.

They	say	that	mimicking	somebody	else	is	the	highest	form	of	flattery.	You're
not	stealing	anything.	What	you're	doing	is	getting	a	feel	for	how	a	book	begins,
narrated	to	you	by	the	authors	that	you	turn	to	for	enjoyment.	I	have	to	believe
that	if	you	like	those	writers,	and	you	enjoy	their	novels,	then	you	have	a	certain
affinity	for	the	way	that	they	tell	those	stories.

You're	going	to	have	your	own	voice.	But	there's	nothing	wrong	with
following	a	basic	format	when	you	start	your	story.

Now,	are	you	going	to	suddenly	be	an	award-winning	author?

Probably	not	right	out	of	the	gate,	no.

Think	of	this	as	the	novelist's	version	of	learning	karate.	First	you	wax-on,
then	you	wax-off.	You	practiced	the	motions	that	you	will	have	to	use	over	and
over	and	over	throughout	your	career	as	a	writer.	Just	like	the	old	Japanese
sensei	forcing	you	to	do	circles	with	your	arms	until	they	feel	like	they're	about
to	fall	off,	you	need	to	read	the	openings	your	favorite	books.	Just	like	the
students	learning	karate,	eventually	someone	throws	a	punch	you	and	you
inherently	block	it	with	one	of	your	little	circles.	But	if	you	had	done	thousands
and	thousands	of	silly	little	hand	circles,	you'd	probably	be	nursing	a	busted	lip.

	

This	is	why	it	is	so	important	to	learn	how	to	start	your	own.	If	you	don't
capture	them	right	from	the	beginning,	it's	over…	you	lost	your	reader.	You
have	to	grab	them	right	from	the	beginning	if	you	want	them	to	stay	with	you	to



the	end.	And	trust	me,	now	that	people	can	buy	books	for	$.99	and	slide	through
the	monitor	on	their	Kindles	or	their	iPads,	or	their	Nooks,	or	whatever…
readers	are	fickle.	If	the	reader	gets	bored	30	pages	into	your	book,	you	had
better	believe	that	they	will	dump	it	in	a	New	York	minute.	Because,	let's	face	it,
they	just	don't	have	that	much	invested	in	your	story.

So	if	they're	not	invested,	and	only	spent	a	couple	of	bucks	anyway,	and	your
book	is	basically	just	a	little	chunk	of	electrons…	you're	gone.	If	the	reader	puts
your	book	down,	they're	never	going	to	come	back.	That's	a	reader	that	you	have
probably	lost	forever.

Remember	the	good	steak–bad	steak	theory:	if	a	person	goes	to	a	restaurant
and	they	have	a	nice	steak	they	will	probably	tell	2	or	3	people	about	it.	If	they
have	a	bad	steak	they	will	tell	20	people	about	it.	They	will	embellish	and	go
into	incredible	detail	so	that	you	can	share	their	misery	with	them.	The
unfortunate	truth	about	humans	is	that	bad	news	travels	much	faster	than	good
news.	Bear	that	in	mind	as	you	write.

Think	to	yourself,	am	I	writing	the	kind	of	book	that	I	would	enjoy	reading?

If	the	answer	is	no,	then	you	haven't	found	your	voice	yet.

So	before	you	go	any	further	in	this	book,	go	over	to	your	5	favorite	novels,
crack	the	covers	(or	turn	on	your	e-reader)	let's	not	count	those	first	5	chapters	of
each	book.	Hopefully	you've	already	done	the	first	exercise	in	this	chapter—
reading	the	prologue	or	first	chapter	of	each	of	those	5	books.

In	the	next	chapter	were	going	to	really	focus	on	your	prologue.	They	say
don't	judge	a	book	by	its	cover,	but	that's	what	covers	are	for.	And	once	you're
past	the	cover…	Guess	what…

It's	all	about	that	prologue.

Exercise:	Using	the	5	novels	that	you	have	selected,	read	the	first	5	chapters
of	each	one.	Don't	write.	Don't	take	notes.	Just	read.	Remember	karate.	I	am



your	sensei,	and	these	are	your	mind-numbing	chores,	resulting	in	you	becoming
a	literary	ninja.



CHAPTER	3:	THE	PROLOGUE



WHAT	IS	A	PROLOGUE?

Factoid:	A	prologue	is	not	just	another	chapter.	It’s	the	most	important
chapter.	Treat	is	as	such.	Put	as	much	emphasis	on	it	as	you	would	a	letter	to	the
President	of	the	United	States.	Yes,	it’s	that	important.	The	average	length	is
from	1-3	pages.	Less	is	more.

Wiki	Answers:	A	prologue	is	explanatory	text	or	information	presented	to	an
audience	so	that	the	action	of	the	poem,	book,	or	play	can	take	place	without	an
establishing	sequence	or	exposition.
Examples	would	begin	with	phrases	such	as:	"This	book	is	about...and	how	the
characters..."

"The	origin	of	this	story	is..."

"The	setting	of	this	play	is	in..."

Prologue—the	opening	section	of	a	longer	work.	It	also	means	the	preface	or
introductory	part	of	a	novel,	long	poem,	or	play.	A	prologue	can	provide
background	information,	hint	at	theme,	or	foreshadow	(or	obviously	reveal)	what
is	yet	to	come.
Read	more:
http://wiki.answers.com/Q/What_is_an_Example_of_a_prologue#ixzz25QHeAJij

But	let’s	keep	it	simple:	a	prologue	lets	you	set	the	tone	of	your	novel,
without	having	to	relive	the	last	million	years	of	human	evolution	(or	whatever
your	background	suggests).	Prologues	are	very	important	for	novels	that	are	in	a
series.	They	allow	you	to	quickly	bring	the	reader	up	to	speed	on	what	is
happening	with	characters	and	events	that	may	have	occurred	in	other	novels.

Prologues	are	broken	into	four	essential	parts,	each	of	them	being	really
important:	Opening	sentence:	The	very	first	words	between	you	and	your
readers	occur	in	the	opening	sentence	of	your	prologue.	Make	them	good.	Make

http://wiki.answers.com/Q/What_is_an_Example_of_a_prologue#ixzz25QHeAJij


them	grabby	and	succinct.	Less	is	more	when	you	consider	the	impact	of	each
word	in	your	sentence.	An	opening	sentence	should	not	be	longer	than	a	tweet
(140	characters)	as	a	rule	of	thumb.	You	want	an	impression.

	

Opening	paragraph:	The	opening	paragraph	needs	to	quickly	entangle	the
reader	in	your	story.	This	first	paragraph	is	about	creating	interest,	divulging
enough	information	to	create	the	need	and	desire	to	continue	reading.
Controversy	is	good.	Scenery.	Intrigue.	Think	about	the	openings	of	your
favorite	books	(that	you	read	from	our	earlier	exercises).	Do	those	first
paragraphs	draw	you	in?

Do	they	scare	you?

Make	you	laugh?

Excite	you?

Confuse	you?

The	first	paragraph	is	the	narrow	window	that	you	will	have	to	really	hook
your	reader.	Think	of	the	beginning	of	any	good	movie,	what	were	those	first	30-
45	seconds	like?		When	you	write	the	first	paragraph,	see	if	it	can	be	read	in	a
minute	or	less.		If	it	can,	you’re	doing	it	right.

	

Closing	paragraph:	Now	that	the	reader	has	taken	some	of	their	time	with
you,	and	started	this	discussion—which	is	what	a	good	novel	is,	a	discussion
between	the	writer	and	reader—then	you	need	to	close	them	on	the	idea	of
continuing	to	read.	You	have	to	leave	the	reader	hungry	enough	to	want	to	invest
time	in	this	dialogue.	You	can	elicit	a	dark	and	foreboding	future,	an	uncertain
turn	of	events,	a	quickly	escalating	fiasco,	an	unwinding	comedy.	It’s	up	to	you,
but	be	careful	you	give	them	enough	meat	to	sink	their	teeth	into	without	spilling
the	beans.	Say	just	enough	to	grab	them,	and	make	them	want	more	of	what	you



can	tell	them.

	

Closing	sentence:	Ok,	remember	how	important	that	first	sentence	was?	Now
you	have	to	use	these	last	few	words	to	make—literally	force,	and	compel—your
reader	to	want	to	turn	the	page,	or	slide	their	finger	to	Chapter	one.

	

Let’s	break	down	two	prologues	(for	the	sake	of	not	being	sued,	I’ll	use	two
of	my	own):	Prologue	#	1:	See	Jack	Die,	by	Nicholas	Black	My	name	is	Jack
Pagan	.	.	.	and	I	might	as	well	be	four	months	and	sixteen	days	old.		I	need	to	tell
you	about	them.		I	need	to	prepare	you	for	the	monsters.	My	name—Jack	Pagan
—is	one	that	the	doctors	at	the	hospital	gave	me.		Jack,	because	that	was	a	hell
of	a	lot	better	than	John	Doe.		And	my	last	name—Pagan—well	.	.	.	that's
because	I	told	those	doctors	they	could	keep	all	of	their	religious	propaganda.	
Save	somebody	else.		If	there	is	a	god,	he	doesn't	seem	to	be	in	my	corner.	

Like	when	my	life	disappeared,	where	was	He	then?		When	the	first	few
decades	of	my	existence	were	snatched	away	.	.	.	I	could	have	used	some	faith.		I
didn't	need	a	big	sea	splitting	miracle.		A	floating	bible	would	have	been
enough.		I'd	have	settled	for	a	toasted	Jesus	on	a	grilled-cheese	sandwich,	even.

But	nope.	

Just	silence.

I	don't	actually	remember	what	made	the	darkness	come.		There's	this	shrill
ringing	sound	that	seems	to	permanently	echo	in	my	head.		Like	some	loud
explosion	that's	stuck	bouncing	around	in	my	mind,	forever.		A	stagnant	memory
being	replayed,	over	and	over.

Imagine	a	DVD	scratched	just	right	to	repeat,	and	repeat,	and	repeat	the	same
second	in	time.		An	answering	machine	stuck	on	one	fraction	of	one	message.	
An	anonymous	frame	in	time	that	I	won't	be	allowed	to	forget.



It	never	gets	any	duller,	this	sound.		And	it	never	leads	me	any	closer	to	what
actually	happened.		Whatever	crashed	my	hard	drive,	did	it	completely.		It's	like,
with	that	one	loud	pop,	everything	else	was	wiped-out.

These	know-it-all	doctors,	they	keep	saying	how	lucky	I	am	to	be	alive.	
Massive	trauma	to	the	base	of	my	skull	which	caused,	“	.	.	.	localized	bilateral
lesions	in	the	limbic	system,	notably	in	the	hippocampus	and	medial	side	of	the
temporal	lobe,	as	well	as	parts	of	the	thalamus,	and	their	associated
connections.”

That's	doctor	talk	for	messed-up	head.		They	tested	me	for	all	kinds	of	brain
disorders	and	diseases—Cerebral	arteriosclerosis	(hardening	of	the	brain
arteries),		Korsakoff's	Syndrome	(deficiency	of	vitamin-B,	or	Cerebral	tumors
involving	the	third	ventricle	of	the	brain),	and	encephalitis	(brain
inflammation).	

I	was	negative	on	all	of	those.

Of	course,	that	still	doesn’t	explain	the	things	I	see	crawling	around.

They,	in	their	white	lab	coats,	with	their	European	sounding	names,	and	their
accents,	keep	telling	me	that	I	am	a	testament	to	the	advances	in	emergency
medicine.		They	say	I'm	an	example	of	the	breakthroughs	in	neurosurgery.	

They	don't	know	the	half	of	it.

I	was	told,	by	the	attractive,	tall	neurosurgeon,	that	losing	my	memory	was
like	being	reborn.		Like	I	was	fresh	to	the	world.		I	could	start	over.		Do	anything
I	could	imagine.	

I	told	her	that	I	liked	my	old	life.		Wanted	it	back.

She	smiled	one	of	those	knowing,	learned	smiles,	her	greenish-grey	eyes
looking	down	on	me	like	I	was	a	fool,	“But,	Mr.	Pagan	.	.	.	how	would	you	know
if	you	liked	your	old	life?		All	your	long-term	memories	are	gone.		Forever.”	
She	shrugged,	“Those	parts	of	your	brain	are	damaged	beyond	repair.		You	can't



miss	what	you	can't	remember.”

And	even	though	she	wasn't	trying	to	be	mean,	there	was	this	condescending
undertone	to	her	words	that	told	me	I	was	an	idiot.		Maybe	she	didn't	mean	it.	
Maybe	this	was	part	of	her	getting	me	to	cope	with	my	new	reality.		But	all	I	got
out	of	it	was,	idiot,	idiot,	idiot.

They	take	an	oath,	those	doctors,	to	save	everyone	.	.	.	even	idiots.		So	then	I
tell	her	that,	other	than	my	head	wound,	I	feel	fine.		I	explain	to	her	how	I	want
to	work	on	getting	my	life	back.		She	then	corrects	me,	and	I	rephrase	.	.	.	I	want
to	get	my	new	life	started.	

And	here	comes	that	pity-laden	smile	again.		And	she	gives	me	all	this	fancy
talk	about	how	the	parts	of	my	brain	that	hold	long-term	memories—
predominately	the	mammilary	bodies,	circumscribed	parts	of	the	thalamus,	and
of	the	temporal	lobe	(hippocampus)—how	they're	destroyed,	and	will	never	be
repaired.		How	I'll	never	remember	anything	that	happened	before	Christmas
Eve	of	last	year.		And	she	emphasizes	the	word	never	each	time	she	says	it.

“It's	all	gone,	Mr.	Pagan.		You	need	to	find	a	way	to	stop	looking	for	your	old
life.		It	doesn't	exist	anymore.		Try	to	imagine	that	it	never	did.”

I	asked	her	why	I	still	remembered	words	and	locations	on	a	map.		I
wondered,	if	my	brain	is	so	messed	up,	why	I	can	still	figure	out	the	area	of	a
square?		How	I	remember	that	I	like	Rocky	Road	ice	cream?		How	I	like	the
Victoria's	Secret	models?		How	I	could	almost	taste	a	thick	crust	pizza	with
pepperonis	and	mushrooms?	

She	carefully	explained,	with	her	eyes	looking	down	her	nose	at	me,	that
those	things	were	stored	in	different	parts	of	my	brain.		Parts	that	were	still
functioning	normally.		In	fact,	she	said,	my	brain	was	performing	quite
exceptionally	.	.	.	considering	the	trauma	that	my	head	suffered.

I'm	tired	of	this	hospital.		I'm	sick	of	the	food.		I	don't	like	the	pastel	colors



that	everything	is	painted.		Mood	calming	colors.		It's	always	cold	and
everybody	that	works	here,	from	the	doctors,	to	the	janitors,	are	emotionally	cold
and	distant.		Like	they're	waiting	for	me	to	die,	or	leave.	

I	want	to	leave.

They	want	me	to	leave.

Then	she	asks	me	how	the	classes	are	coming.		Amnesia	patients—like
myself—have	to	go	to	all	of	these	special	classes	that	the	hospital	offers.		I	think
it's	an	insurance	set-up.		Kind	of	like	them	hedging	their	bets	if	we	go	loopy.	
The	classes	are	on	different	subjects	that	are	supposed	to	drastically	affect	our	“	.
.	.	new	life	scenarios.”	

There's	a	class	on	Coping.

A	class	about	Nutrition.

One	about	Anger	Management.

A	boring	set	of	videos	on	Post-Traumatic	Stress	Disorder.

Oh,	and	a	long	spiel	about	the	'Dangers	of	Prescription	Medicine	Abuse'.	
That	particular	class	is	good	if	you're	ever	thinking	about	picking	up	an
addiction,	because	they	tell	you	everything	you	need	to	know	to	get	your	'fix'.		I
learned	more	about	drugs	in	that	class,	than	most	junkies	learn	in	a	lifetime.

Anyway,	it's	all	legislated	living	skills.		All	of	those	important	things	you
need	to	know	about	life,	broken-down,	sub-divided,	and	agreed	upon	by	a	board
of	doctors	somewhere	in	New	England—where	they	really	know	what	it	takes	to
have	a	productive	life.

I	told	the	lady	doctor	that	I	liked	the	classes	just	fine.		That	I'd	whole-
heartedly	recommend	them	to	anyone	in	my	position.		That	they	were	really
helping	me	put	this	all	into	perspective.		They	like	to	hear	things	like	that,	one	of
the	nurses—a	young	kid—whispered	to	me	after	one	of	the	classes.



I	made	it	clear	to	the	lady	doctor	that	I	would	soon	be	ready	to	start	my	life
anew.		And	maybe	I	was	selling	it	too	much.		A	bit	overly	optimistic.		Because
there	were	some	things	I	was	leaving	out.

She	nodded	as	she	scribbled	some	notes	down,	asking	me	about	my	eating
habits.		I	shrugged.		I	haven't	been	so	hungry	lately.		Nothing	has	much	taste.	
But	that	could	be	a	commentary	on	hospital	food.		She	laughed	at	that.

After	all	of	these	questions,	she	looks	at	me,	like	I'm	an	injured	stray	puppy.	
Like	I'm	cute,	but	too	broken	to	take	home.		Her	face	is	thin	and	symmetrical
with	a	small	perfect	nose.

“Is	there	anything	else	going	on	that	you	would	like	to	talk	about?”	she	asks
carefully.

And	while	I'm	considering	her	question,	she	adds,	“	.	.	.	anything	strange?	
Anything	at	all?”

Did	I	tell	her	about	the	shadows?

Did	I	tell	her	about	the	things	I	see	just	before	I	fall	asleep	and	just	as	I	wake-
up	in	those	blue	minutes	near	dusk	and	dawn?

About	the	screaming	that	comes	from	that	other	place?

Doctors—even	fancy,	know-it-all,	neurospecialists—they	don't	understand
things	like	that.		Heck,	I	don't	understand	things	like	that.		But	I	know	that	you
get	a	padded	cell	and	a	Thorazine	drip	if	you	mention	creatures	crawling	around
in	the	darkness.		People	like	me,	who	talk	about	the	monsters	.	.	.	we	end	up
slobbering	pharmaceutical	test	subjects.	

We	become	numbers.

Lab	rats.

So,	no.		I	didn't	tell	her	about	any	of	the	things	I	see	lately.		And	the	whole
time	we're	talking,	I'm	trying	not	to	stare	at	the	dark	grey	shadow	behind	the



door,	that's	looking	at	this	lady	doctor	as	if	she	might	just	be	dinner.

Let’s	break	it	down:

First	Sentence:	“My	name	is	Jack	Pagan	.	.	.	and	I	might	as	well	be	four
months	and	sixteen	days	old.		I	need	to	tell	you	about	them.		I	need	to	prepare
you	for	the	monsters.”

Question:	Does	it	grab	the	reader	enough	to	make	them	want	to	keep
reading?

	

First	Paragraph:		“My	name	is	Jack	Pagan	.	.	.	and	I	might	as	well	be	four
months	and	sixteen	days	old.		I	need	to	tell	you	about	them.		I	need	to	prepare
you	for	the	monsters.		My	name—Jack	Pagan—is	one	that	the	doctors	at	the
hospital	gave	me.		Jack,	because	that	was	a	hell	of	a	lot	better	than	John	Doe.	
And	my	last	name—Pagan—well	.	.	.	that's	because	I	told	those	doctors	they
could	keep	all	of	their	religious	propaganda.		Save	somebody	else.		If	there	is	a
god,	he	doesn't	seem	to	be	in	my	corner.”	

Question:	Does	it	make	a	reader	want	to	keep	going?	Have	I	used	this	first
minute	or	so	well	enough	to	suck	the	reader	into	my	imaginary	world?

	

Last	Paragraph:	“So,	no.		I	didn't	tell	her	about	any	of	the	things	I	see
lately.		And	the	whole	time	we're	talking,	I'm	trying	not	to	stare	at	the	dark	grey
shadow	behind	the	door,	that's	looking	at	this	lady	doctor	as	if	she	might	just	be
dinner.”

Question:		Have	I	closed	the	reader	(in	this	case	you)	on	the	idea	of	reading
more?	Have	I	given	you	enough	meat	to	make	you	hungry,	without	giving	too
much	away?	Do	you	want	more?

	



Last	Sentence:	“And	the	whole	time	we're	talking,	I'm	trying	not	to	stare	at
the	dark	grey	shadow	behind	the	door,	that's	looking	at	this	lady	doctor	as	if	she
might	just	be	dinner.”

Question:		Have	I	forced	or	compelled	you	to	go	to	the	next	page?	Would
you	read	Chapter	one?

	

Let’s	try	another	Prologue,	only	this	time	I’ll	use	an	edgy	coming	of	age
novel	I	wrote	that	is	kind	of	dark	humor.	(Warning:	this	book	is	very	risqué	and
some	of	you	might	find	it	slightly	offensive.	It’s	just	being	used	as	an	example,
and	I	apologize	in	advance	if	the	subject	matter	is	too	mature	or	psychologically
overwhelming	for	some	readers.)	Prologue	#	2:	How	my	Gay	Uncle	F’ed	Up
Christmas:	The	Legend	of	Sodomy	Cat,	by	Nicholas	Black	These	chairs	are	less
comfortable	than	having	a	bunch	of	rusty	old	nails	shoved	up	your	ass.		And	as	I
try	to	politely	squirm	around	I'm	feeling	this	kind	of	pulsating	feeling	in	my
pants.		My	slacks—that	I've	only	worn	twice	in	my	life—they're	just	light	and
smooth	enough	to	slide	by	my	boxer	briefs	in	just	the	right	way.		I	don't	know	if
that's	by	design	or	if	I'm	just	being	hypersensitive.		But	I'm	swelling	for	sure.	

I	swear	to	god,	if	I	get	an	erection	during	a	funeral	.	.	.	that	will	just	be	the	end
of	it.	

The	final	chapter	on	my	skewed	life.

My	gay	uncle	Gary,	he	once	told	me	to	think	of	old	women	getting	torn	apart
by	ravenous	wolves	whenever	I	feel	a	chubby	coming.		He	said	that's	the	image
that	short	circuits	your	brain	into	killing	the	blood	supply	to	your	wood.	

He	said	it's	an	age-old	technique.	

But	if	you	think	of	that	scene	even	one	time	while	you're	masturbating	.	.	.
that's	it.		From	that	moment	on	a	pack	of	wild	dogs	chomping	down	on	a	bunch
of	old	biddies	is	the	turn-on	of	all	time.		So	I'm	trying	not	to	think	about	that	one,



anymore.

When	you're	sitting	at	a	funeral,	all	sorts	of	things	go	swimming	through	your
mind.		Imagine	ideas	as	electric	eels	just	sparking	and	shocking	those	dark
places	in	the	back	of	your	mind	where	you	store	all	the	really	subdued,	bridled
memories	you	don't	care	to	think	about.		Ethereal,	surreal,	thoughts.		All	those
skeletons	in	your	proverbial	closet.

Well,	in	my	family	model,	the	memories	are	a	bit	more	unusual	and
unconventional—something	between	grotesque	and	absurd.		Anyway,	this	is	one
of	those	stuffy	occasions	where	you	think	about	the	things	you	desperately	want
to	forget.

And	there's	a	peculiarity	to	everything.		Like	we're	all	stuck	in	a	graphic
novel	where	colors	have	smells	and	people	are	two-dimensional.		Everything
gloss-covered	and	the	perspective	is	off	just	a	tinge.		You	know,	we're	all
wearing	drab	colors,	and	people	aren't	sad	enough	to	cry,	but	they	don't	dare
smile.		They	keep	it	just	dark	enough	in	here	that	even	the	people	who	are	still
alive	might	as	well	be	corpses.	

The	living	seem	more	dead	than	those	who	are	speaking	to	us	from	the	grave.

There's	a	lot	of	furtive	gesturing,	shifty	eyes	and	whatnot.		I	think	this	guy	in
front	of	me	is	somebody	from	my	uncle's	side	of	the	family.		He's	got	the	same
male-pattern	baldness	going	on.		Same	pasty	white	skin	with	three	or	four	coats
of	magic-tan	spray—sun	in	a	6-ounce	bottle.		I	don't	know	if	he's	gay	or	straight,
or	on	one	of	those	fences	that	bi-curious	people	find	themselves	straddling
during	their	mid-30s.		The	woman	that's	with	him	has	jet-black	hair	that,	up
close,	looks	like	strands	of	nylon.		Like	high-tensile	strength	fishing	line.		Guitar
strings	painted	black.

People	here	don't	know	how	to	be	people.		Honestly,	I	can't	tell	you	if	any	of
them	actually	have	any	genetic	connection	to	me.		Biologically,	I	would	put
them	somewhere	between	Homo	erectus	and	Homo	sapiens.		They	walk	upright



and	basically	understand	how	to	use	tools,	but	the	concept	of	having	a	television
screen	on	your	cell	phone	boggles	their	minds.		If	they	knew	you	could	get	on
Google	and	see	yourself	from	space	they	would	probably	shit	all	over
themselves.

These	are	people	pretending	to	be	real	people.	

And	I'm	not	just	talking	about	that	nice	old	lady	with	bluish-grey	hair	and
mismatched	earrings	who	thinks	this	is	a	wedding.		I'm	not	referring	to	the	well-
dressed	Hispanic	midget	in	the	front	row	that's	holding	hands	with	a	blond	that
could	easily	be	a	swimsuit	model.	

When	you	find	yourself	in	an	environment	like	this,	with	clocks	not	even
ticking,	at	all	.	.	.	you	have	time	to	ponder	the	fabric	of	the	universe.		My	mind	is
analyzing	everything	from	a	theoretical	viewpoint.		I	could	be	Einstein,	or	Roger
Penrose,	or	Stephen	Hawkings.		I	need	to	focus	on	complex	mathematical
formulas.	

Anything	so	that	I	don't	get	a	hard-on.		You	have	to	think	of	the	more
philosophical	stuff.	

That	being	said,	I	guess	I	need	to	tell	you	how	my	gay	uncle	fucked-up
Christmas.

Let’s	break	it	down:

First	Sentence:	“These	chairs	are	less	comfortable	than	having	a	bunch	of
rusty	old	nails	shoved	up	your	ass.”

Question:	Does	it	grab	the	reader	enough	to	make	them	want	to	keep
reading?

	

First	Paragraph:		“These	chairs	are	less	comfortable	than	having	a	bunch	of
rusty	old	nails	shoved	up	your	ass.		And	as	I	try	to	politely	squirm	around	I'm



feeling	this	kind	of	pulsating	feeling	in	my	pants.		My	slacks—that	I've	only
worn	twice	in	my	life—they're	just	light	and	smooth	enough	to	slide	by	my
boxer	briefs	in	just	the	right	way.		I	don't	know	if	that's	by	design	or	if	I'm	just
being	hypersensitive.		But	I'm	swelling	for	sure.”	

Question:	Does	it	make	a	reader	want	to	keep	going?	Have	I	used	this	first
minute	or	so	well	enough	to	suck	the	reader	into	my	imaginary	world?	If	it’s
humor,	is	it	funny?	If	it’s	dark,	is	it	dark	enough?

	

Last	Paragraph	&	Last	Sentence:	“That	being	said,	I	guess	I	need	to	tell
you	how	my	gay	uncle	fucked-up	Christmas.”

*	In	this	case,	I	actually	used	a	one	sentence	last	paragraph.	I	wanted	to
make	an	impact	on	the	reader.

Question:		Have	I	closed	the	reader	(in	this	case	you)	on	the	idea	of	reading
more?	Have	I	given	you	enough	meat	to	make	you	hungry,	without	giving	too
much	away?	Do	you	want	more?	Have	I	compelled	you	to	go	to	the	next	page
and	read	Chapter	One?

	

So,	now	we	come	to	the	point	where	you	get	to	do	a	little	work	of	your	own.	
It’s	time	to	write	your	prologue.

Exercise:	You’re	going	to	write	a	sample	prologue.	You	can	either	use	the
story	that’s	been	floating	around	in	your	mind,	or	you	can	create	something
completely	new.	Here	are	some	ideas	if	you	want	to	just	run	with	a	new	idea:
Boy	meets	girl,	but	the	boy	is	actually	an	alien.	

Or,	first	day	in	college,	Susan	discovers	that	there	are	people	following	her.

How	about,	Bill	is	2	days	from	retirement	and	doesn’t	know	if	he	really	wants
to	leave	the	police	force.	



Have	some	fun,	but	focus	on	the	4	main	points:	First	Sentence,	First
Paragraph,	Last	Paragraph,	Last	Sentence.

Now	that	we	are	moving	forward	with	our	Prologue,	and	getting	into	the
swing	of	actually	writing,	it’s	time	for	us	to	think	about	building	the	writing
habits	that	will	carry	us	through	our	novel,	and	get	this	puppy	written	in	the	next
several	weeks.

It’s	time	for	Good	Writing	Habits!



CHAPTER	4:	GOOD	WRITING	HABITS



WHAT’S	A	HABIT?

Something	you	repeat,	without	thinking	about	it.	It’s	a	repetitive	motion,	not
unlike	our	little	karate	hand	circles.	There	are	both	good	and	bad	habits,	and
unfortunately,	we	tend	to	pick	up	both	varieties	equally	as	well.	Angels	have
really	good	habits,	but	serial	killers	also	have	really	good	habits…	for	them.	So
we	want	to	make	sure	that	we	develop	good	writing	habits.

Some	interesting	statistics	on	habit	forming:	if	you	search	on	Google,	you’ll
find	tons	of	references	to	the	21-28	day	timeframe	that	supposedly	creates	a
habit,	allowing	it	to	become	automatic.		Well,	I’m	afraid	that	this	is	more	of	a
myth	than	a	fact.	It	likely	comes	from	a	book	written	by	Dr.	Maxwell	Maltz	in
1960.		He	had	noticed	that	amputees	took,	on	the	average,	21	days	to	adjust	to
the	loss	of	a	limb,	and	the	inference	was	that	a	major	life	adjustment	would	take
21	days.	The	psychologists	tend	to	disagree	with	this	theory,	and	find	little
relevance	to	habit	forming	as	is	the	case	with	a	writer	trying	to	develop	the
correct	habits	to	knock	out	our	novel.

A	really	interesting	study	was	published	in	the	European	Journal	of	Social
Psychology.		Phillippa	Lally	and	colleagues	from	University	College	London
recruited	96	people	who	were	interested	in	forming	a	new	habit	such	as	eating	a
piece	of	fruit	with	a	meal,	or	doing	a	15-minute	run	each	day.		The	participants
were	then	asked	each	day	how	automatic	their	chosen	behaviors	felt.		These
questions	included	things	like	whether	the	behavior	was	‘hard	not	to	do’	and
could	be	done	‘without	thinking’.

When	the	researchers	examined	the	different	habits,	many	of	the	participants
showed	a	curved	relationship	between	the	practice	and	‘automaticity’	of	the
habit.		Automaticity	is	basically	your	mind’s	automatic	initiative	to	complete	the
new	habit.		They	discovered	that,	on	the	average,	people	reached	this
automaticity	point	at	about	66	days.	In	other	words,	after	66	days	of	doing	the



act	you	want	to	become	a	habit,	you	would	have	as	much	of	a	habit	as	you	were
ever	going	to	have.	

Some	simple	habits	formed	in	as	little	as	18	days,	and	some	complex	habits
took	as	long	as	254	days.	What	does	this	mean	for	us	fiction	writers?

It	means	we	need	to	stick	with	these	habits	for	at	least	two	months	and	a
week,	and	hopefully	we	continue	to	do	the	good	writing	habits	for	at	least	9
months.	At	that	point,	you’ll	not	only	have	all	the	habits	of	a	really	proficient
writer,	but	you’ll	also	have	between	4-8	novels	that	you’ve	written.		Think	about
that…	you’ll	have	written	between	4	and	8	unique	novels	in	the	next	several
months.	You	will	go	from	obscure	and	unknown,	to	a	published	and	read	author
in	the	next	few	months.		That’s	pretty	incredible	if	you	think	about	it.	

As	we	speak,	I’ve	already	published	4	new	novels	this	year,	and	I	have	a	full
time	job.	So,	yes	it	can	definitely	be	done,	but	we	need	the	right	habits.

	

Habit	#1:	You	will	work	on	your	novel	for	at	least	1	full	hour	per	day.	The
optimal	amount	of	time	is	an	hour	and	a	half,	from	my	experience.	But	you	have
to	set	aside	at	least	an	hour.

Note:	don’t	write	all	day	Saturday	and	all	day	Sunday.		You’ll	burn	out	on
those	days,	and	you’ll	forget	your	progress	after	a	week	of	inactivity.		You’ll
probably	be	a	grouch,	too,	and	kick	your	dog	and	yell	at	your	friends,	and
basically	be	an	emotional	basket	case.		One	to	two	hours	a	day	is	sufficient	if
you	do	it	each	and	every	day.	No	excuses.

	

Habit	#2:	Make	sure	you	have	a	good	outline	formed.	Keep	your	outlines
simple.	I	recommend	handwriting	your	outlines	on	notebook	paper,	dedicating	a
small	paragraph	to	each	chapter	in	your	book.	This	way	you	have	a	very	quick
reference	for	all	of	your	past	chapters	and	when	you	have	to	remember	a	specific



detail	about	a	character	or	some	point	in	the	plot	that	is	important,	you	can	jump
to	your	outline	in	answer	your	questions	very	quickly.

You	need	to	have	an	outline.	It	will	save	you	hours	and	hours	of	effort	in	the
long	run,	so	please	don't	neglect	this	step.	It	is	the	2nd	most	important	writing
habit.	Think	about	the	Second	Amendment—the	right	to	keep	and	bear	arms.
That	was	so	important	to	the	founders	of	our	great	nation	that	it	was	the	2nd	one
they	listed.	As	a	writer,	your	outline	is	your	weapon.	It	protects	you	against
making	huge	plot	mistakes,	forgetting	important	details,	and	maintaining
continuity	throughout	your	novel.

	

Habit	#3:	Have	your	own	simple	system	in	place	to	streamline	your
progress.		What	does	that	simple	system	look	like?		Here	is	what	I	do:

My	writing	time	(preferably	at	the	same	time	of	the	day	each	day,	i.e.	6-8	pm)
is	initiated	by	reviewing	my	notes,	as	well	as	my	outlines	from	the	novel	that	I'm
currently	working	on.	I	then	reread	the	previous	2	chapters	I	had	written	the	day
before	and	do	a	real	quick,	cursory	edit.	This	gets	me	back	in	the	groove	and
aligns	my	mind	with	the	right	voice	and	cadence	that	I've	been	using	in	the	story.

Once	I	have	reviewed	my	notes,	checked	my	outline,	and	read	my	previous
days	writing,	it's	time	to	jump	in	and	get	some	work	done.

	

Habit	#4:	turn	off	your	phone,	or	leave	it	in	another	room	with	the	ringer	and
text	message	indicator	muted.	If	you're	answering	texts	every	7	minutes,	how
can	you	possibly	do	anything	productive	with	your	novel?	You	need	to	make
sure	that	this	one	to	2	hour	period	that	you	are	dedicating	to	your	writing	is
exclusive.	You	can't	share	your	time	with	other	people,	electronic	devices,
television,	or	any	of	the	other	multitudes	of	media	that	will	bombard	you
constantly	if	you	allow	it.



The	one	exception	to	this	is	that	you	may	want	to	play	some	music	that	helps
set	the	tone	for	your	novel.	I	recommend	buying	movie	soundtracks	that	inspire
similar	ideas	to	what	you	might	be	writing	about.	Music	is	very	powerful,	as	we
all	know	from	watching	really	good	films,	and	it	will	elicit	ideas	and	imagination
that	are	in	very	different	places	in	your	mind.	I	typically	listen	to	instrumental
music	that	is	free	of	words	and	other	distractions,	but	you	will	just	have	to	be	the
judge	of	that.	The	beauty	of	working	with	the	computer	is	that	you	can	have	your
music	playing	quietly	in	the	background,	your	notes	in	a	window	on	the	left	side
of	your	screen,	your	manuscript	on	the	right	side	of	your	screen,	and	you're	in
business.

	

Habit	#5:		Make	sure	you	are	writing	in	Microsoft	Word.	I	don't	work	for
Microsoft,	and	I	don't	even	own	any	of	their	stock	(Lord	knows	it	hasn't	gone
anywhere	in	the	last	10	years,	but	I	digress).	I	do	recommend	using	word	for
your	writing	because	you	will	eventually	be	converting	your	documents	for	use
on	your	reading	devices.	That	means	you	will	have	to	convert	your	documents
into	the	.doc	format.	Ergo,	if	you	are	already	using	Word,	it	just	makes
everything	so	much	simpler.

If	you	are	uploading	books	to	Amazon	to	be	read	on	the	Kindle	devices,	you
can	simply	submit	your	Word	files	and	they	will	do	the	conversion	into	.mobi
for	you.	Were	getting	a	little	bit	ahead	of	ourselves,	but	suffice	it	to	say	is	just
better	to	use	Word.	In	the	past	and	I	have	been	using	Open	Office	(it's	open
source,	and	free	to	download)	into	format	documents	and	novels,	and	it	is	very
easy	to	use,	but	again,	you	will	have	to	convert	all	of	your	documents	into	Word
in	order	to	submit	them	to	the	various	sites	that	format	e-books,	so	keep	that	in
mind.

	

Habit	#6:	Do	not	edit	while	you	write.	Just	concentrate	on	the	act	of	writing.



Focus	on	developing	more	content.	The	writing	programs	have	wonderful
editing	features	that	include	spelling,	grammar,	and	punctuation.	But	editing	is	a
separate	process	and	it	needs	to	stay	away	from	writing.	You	will	have	time	to
edit	and	obsess	over	every	single	sentence	and	period	much	later.	Heck,	you	can
allow	your	friends	to	do	half	of	the	editing	for	you	when	they	proofread	your
novel.

I	actually	trick	my	friends	into	doing	it	by	daring	them	that	they	can't	find
mistakes	in	my	novel.	I'll	hand	the	novel	off	to	one	person,	let	them	find	a	whole
handful	of	mistakes,	which	I	then	correct.	I'll	then	hand	the	corrected	novel	off	to
the	2nd	person	in	line,	and	challenge	them	to	find	any	mistakes—being	sure	to
let	them	know	that	the	First	person	found	6	mistakes,	and	it's	doubtful	that	they
could	possibly	find	any	more	than	that.	Cradle	competition	and	your	friends	will
do	the	proof	reading	and	basic	editing	for	you.	Besides,	they'll	love	to	be	part	of
your	novel	in	any	way	they	can.

Your	own	personal	edits	will	come	later,	when	you're	rereading	your	material
from	the	previous	day.	That	is	an	important	step	in	getting	your	mind	aligned
with	the	work	you're	about	to	do.	But	once	you	start	writing,	just	keep	on
writing.	Pay	no	attention	to	spelling	and	grammar	mistakes,	because	they	would
just	slow	you	down	and	frustrate	you.

	

Habit	#7:	Save	your	work	every	5	minutes.		This	is	really,	really	important.
You	can	recover	the	last	5	minutes	of	your	writing	if	the	power	was	to	go	out	or
if	there	was	some	kind	of	disaster	with	your	computer.	But	you	cannot	recover,
completely,	the	last	2	hours	of	your	work.	So	make	a	decision	to	save	every	5
minutes.		The	beauty	of	Word	is,	you	can	actually	turn	on	the	AutoSave	function
and	set	the	timer,	virtually	stupid-proofing	your	progress.

	

Habit	#8:	Don't	obsess	about	the	quality	of	your	work	while	you're	writing



your	first	draft.	The	first	draft	of	anything	is	garbage,	but	you're	getting	your
ideas	out	there	and	that's	what's	important.	Like	I	always	stress,	you'll	have
plenty	of	time	for	editing	and	attention	to	detail	once	the	story	has	been	told,	but
don't	obsess	about	literary	prowess	and	the	beauty	of	your	prose	until	the	book	is
finished.

Think	about	your	story	like	a	long	exciting	stream	of	consciousness—like	a
really	vivid	dream.	If	someone	wakes	you	up	in	the	middle	of	a	dream,	it's
almost	impossible	to	get	back.	So	don't	interrupt	that	string	of	consciousness	by
editing	and	assessing.

Just	write.

	

Habit	#9:	Write	even	when	you	don't	want	to.	The	reality	is	that	you	are	not
going	to	be	motivated	every	day.	There's	that	old	saying,	“The	first	hundred
pages	are	easy,	they	write	themselves…but	those	next	two	hundred	you	have	to
dig	for.”		That	really	is	true.		The	beginning	of	the	book	is	easy	because	you're
motivated	and	excited	and	it's	a	lot	of	fun.		Then	you	get	into	the	middle	of	the
book	and	it	drags,	but	remember:	the	middle	is	the	most	important	part	for
everybody	else.	And	then	you're	so	anxious	to	finish	the	book	that	oftentimes
you'll	rush	the	ending,	and	you	can't	do	that	either.	It	would	be	a	disservice	to
your	reader,	and	it's	not	fair.

So	write,	and	keep	writing,	until	you	finished	your	novel.

	

Habit	#10:	Keep	your	chapters	short	because	attention	spans	these	days	are
quite	short.	Think	about	the	length	of	time	a	good	movie	is…	between	one	and	a
half	and	3	hours	long.	Going	to	a	movie	is	an	event.	Think	about	television
shows,	44	minutes	of	TV	show	with	about	16	minutes	of	commercials	thrown
in–in	two-minute	chunks.	Keep	the	attention	span	of	your	target	readers	in	mind.



Keep	your	chapters	short	and	they	will	be	more	fun	to	write,	more	fun	to	read,
and	they	will	keep	you	going	when	you	think	the	book	is	starting	to	bog	down.

Remember:	this	is	your	novel	and	there	are	no	rules	that	say	chapters	have	to
be	3	pages	or	7	pages	or	29	pages.	This	is	your	novel,	in	your	voice,	and	it's	your
story…	so	tell	it	the	way	you	want.

Exercise:	On	a	piece	of	notebook	paper,	or	on	your	computer	I	want	you	to
paraphrase	these	10	habits	and	write	them	down	or	print	them	out.	Then	you're
going	to	take	that	piece	of	paper	and	tape	it	to	the	wall	near	your	computer	so
that	every	time	you	look	at	that	screen	you	see	those	habits.	You	are	going	to
force	yourself	to	become	the	greatest	writer	you	can	be.	And	if	that	means	I	have
to	beat	it	into	you,	as	your	sensei…	I	must.

Now	lets	look	at	those	first	100	pages!



CHAPTER	5:	THE	FIRST	100	PAGES!



WHAT	ARE	THE	DRAMATIC	STRUCTURE,	PLOT,	PLOT

DEVICE,	SUB	PLOT,	AND	STORY	ARC?

Wikipedia	says:	



Dramatic	Structure

Dramatic	Structure	is	exactly	what	it	sounds	like:	the	structure	of	a	dramatic
work	(novel,	film,	play,	poem,	whatever).	It	consists	of	5	basic	elements	that	the
writer	must	use	in	order	to	create	a	story	that	will	give	readers	the	sense	of	both
accomplishment	and	completion	they	will	require	of	your	work.	Dramatic
structure	could	also	be	thought	of	as	plot	structure.

																		The	Introduction

																		Rising	action

																		Climax

																		Falling	action

																		Dénouement,	resolution,	or	catastrophe

Early	writers	thought	that	it	was	simple	enough	to	have	3	parts:	Beginning,
Middle,	and	End.		The	Roman	critic	Horace	believed	that	5	acts	was	the	perfect
number.	Obviously,	time	and	creativity	has	changed	dramatically,	but	human
minds	still	function	basically	the	same	way.	Attention	spans	are	what	they	are.
Readers	want	to	be	sucked	into	your	story,	taken	down	an	interesting	and
exciting	path,	and	they	still	require	a	payout	at	the	end	of	a	story	for	sticking
with	you	through	all	those	pages.

Note:	you’re	the	writer.	You	don’t	have	to	have	concrete	or	“fixed”	acts,	but
it	is	important—especially	when	working	with	your	outline—to	keep	this
structure	in	mind.

	

1.	Introduction:	This	is	where	the	background	information	needs	to	be
placed	so	that	the	reader	can	understand	the	story.	Elements	like	the	Problem,
Setting,	Characters	Involved,	and	Basic	Topic	should	be	addressed.	The	main
characters	of	the	story	are	introduced,	and	it	must	be	shown	how	they	relate	to



each	other—what	their	goals	and	motivations	are,	and	the	kind	of	people	that
they	are.	You	need	to	address	the	kinds	of	questions	that	a	reader	will	have,
giving	them	enough	information	to	enjoy	the	story	you're	telling	them.
Remember,	having	an	idea	inside	your	head	is	not	the	same	thing	as	having	an
idea	down	on	paper	that	is	now	inside	both	yours	and	the	reader’s	mind.

The	most	important	part	of	the	introduction	his	making	sure	that	your	reader
knows	exactly	who	the	main	character	is,	and	what	the	goal	of	this	character	is.
Make	sure	that	the	reader	understands	what	is	at	stake	if	the	main	character	fails
to	attain	their	goal.

Remember,	your	story	is	your	story.	You	don't	have	to	cram	extraneous
information	into	your	novel	to	make	it	enjoyable.	Simply	paying	attention	to	the
fact	that	there	is	a	certain	amount	of	information	that	the	reader	is	going	to	need
in	order	to	fully	appreciate	your	story.	Think	of	it	like	this:	we	can't	have	a
leading	character	who	cringes	every	time	he	sees	a	cigarette	if	we	don't	know
that	in	his	past	somebody	had	given	him	a	cigarette	with	angel	dust	in	it,	which
made	him	go	crazy	for	14	days,	ending	up	in	a	mental	institution	in	Michigan.	If
we	have	any	of	that	background	information,	having	our	character	cringe	at	the
mere	whiff	of	a	cigarette	doesn't	really	mean	much.

	

2.	Rising	Action:	The	initial	internal	conflict	is	complicated	by	the
introduction	of	a	related	secondary	conflict.	These	can	be	any	of	the	various
obstacles	and	challenges—real	or	imagined,	physical	or	psychological—that	the
protagonist	has	to	deal	with	in	order	to	reach	his	goal	or	goals.	Secondary
conflicts	might	be	adversaries	of	lesser	importance	than	the	story’s	antagonist
(nemesis),	who	may	work	with	the	antagonist	or	on	their	own,	increasing	the
total	conflict.	

Think	of	those	crime	dramas	where	there	is	one	super	bad	guy,	but	the	cops
make	a	bunch	of	smaller	busts	along	the	way.	Those	smaller	busts,	and	the	thugs



they	arrest,	could	be	considered	the	secondary	conflicts.	Again,	this	is	up	to	you
how	deep	you	want	to	go.

Remember,	don’t	overcomplicate	your	story.	Tons	of	really	great	novels
don’t	have	more	than	a	couple	characters,	so	their	struggles	and	conflict	come
from	within.

	

3.	Climax:	The	third	act	is	the	climax,	or	turning	point,	which	not	only	marks
a	change	in	the	story—either	better	or	worse—for	the	protagonist,	but	a	definite
focal	point	for	your	plot.	Remember,	the	climax	is	not	the	ending	of	the	book.	I
will	resist	the	obvious	temptation	to	compare	this	to	the	beautiful	and	natural	act
of	making	love.	Suffice	it	to	say,	in	Novel	terms,	the	climax	isn’t	always	the
ending.

Think	of	the	climax	as	the	point	in	the	story	where	the	tide	finally	turns	for
the	protagonist.	A	character	might	have	been	having	the	greatest	luck	in	the
world,	and	tragically	it	turns	for	the	worse	and	spirals	downward.	This	is	when
the	most	dramatic	part	or	“main”	part	of	the	story	happens.

	

4.	Falling	Action:	At	this	point,	the	conflict	between	the	protagonist	and	the
antagonist	starts	to	unravel,	with	the	protagonist	winning	or	losing	against	the
antagonist.	In	the	falling	action,	there	might	be	a	moment	of	final	suspense	or
confusion,	possibly	throwing	the	final	outcome	of	the	conflict	into	doubt.	Now
the	reader	isn’t	sure	what’s	going	to	happen.	They	have	to	keep	reading.	They’re
compelled	to!

	

5.	Denouement,	resolution,	or	catastrophe:	Here	is	where	several	events
between	the	falling	action	and	the	actual	ending	scenes	of	the	drama,	narrative,
or	story	serve	as	the	conclusion.	The	actual	word	“denouement”	comes	from	the



old	French	word	desnouer,	“to	untie”,	from	nodus,	Latin	for	“knot.”	Untie	the
knot.

Basically,	it’s	the	unraveling	or	untying	of	the	complexities	of	the	plot.

A	comedy	would	end	with	a	conclusion	in	which	the	protagonist	is	better	off
than	how	he	started	the	story.	In	a	tragedy,	the	ending	could	be	a	catastrophe	in
which	the	protagonist	is	worse	off	than	how	he	started	the	story.	In	most	stories
we	might	find	many	of	the	main	characters	dying,	being	arrested,	being	reborn,
being	saved,	or	passing	peacefully	on.	But	don't	forget	the	idea	of	a	surprise
ending,	in	which	you	throw	every	convention	aside,	ignoring	the	typical	ending,
in	leading	your	readers	gasping	in	the	process!	There's	nothing	at	all	wrong	with
a	surprise	ending.	Surprise	endings	sell	books	because	people	want	to	know
what	happens	next,	and	they'll	quickly	jump	online	and	download	the	next	book
in	the	series.

Exercise:	You're	going	to	take	your	favorite	novel	of	all	time,	and	write	one
sentence	for	each	of	the	5	parts	of	the	dramatic	structure—introduction,	rising
action,	climax,	falling	action,	and	dénouement.	See	if	you	can	recognize	the	5
basic	elements	of	the	story.	If	your	favorite	novel	has	a	surprise	ending,	list	that
for	the	dénouement.



PLOT

Plot	is	a	literary	term	defined	as	the	events	that	make	up	a	story,	specifically
as	they	relate	to	one	another	in	a	pattern,	a	sequence,	through	cause	and	effect,
how	the	reader	views	the	story,	or	by	luck/coincidence.	The	success	or	failure	of
a	novel	is	closely	related	to	how	well	this	pattern	of	events	accomplishes	an
artistic	or	emotional	affect.

An	intricate,	complicated	plot	is	usually	referred	to	as	an	imbroglio.	But	it	is
not	necessary	for	a	plot	to	be	supremely	complicated	to	be	enjoyed	by	your
readers.	Even	the	most	simple	of	plots,	found	in	traditional	ballads,	can	be	very
interesting	if	the	story	is	compelling	and	if	the	writing	is	solid.

Aristotle	has	some	very	interesting	things	to	say	about	the	elements	of	the
plot.	Imagine	the	plot	as	being	more	important	then	even	the	main	character.	A
plot	must	have,	Aristotle	says,	a	beginning,	a	middle,	and	an	end,	and	the	events
of	that	plot	must	casually	relate	to	one	another	as	being	necessary	or	probable.
Aristotle	believed	that	the	plot	must	arouse	emotion	in	the	psyche	of	the
audience.

In	a	tragedy,	for	example,	the	appropriate	emotions	would	be	fear	and	pity.
Aristotle	goes	on	to	consider	whether	the	tragic	character	suffers,	and	whether
the	tragic	character	commits	the	error	with	the	knowledge	of	what	he	is	doing.
The	simple	fact	that	a	character	might	not	know	the	gravity	what	he	is	about	to
do	changes	the	plot	completely.

The	beauty	of	writing	is	that	we	have	all	of	these	plots	and	all	of	these	plot
devices	floating	around	in	our	heads	already.	The	reason	for	this	is	simple,
because	we	lived.	Think	about	all	of	the	kids	you	grew	up	with,	perhaps	the
people	you	went	to	college	with,	or	the	colleagues	with	whom	you	now	work.
There	is	tragedy,	horror,	and	comedy	in	every	direction.



PLOT	DEVICE

A	plot	device	is	a	means	of	advancing	the	plot	in	the	story,	often	used	to
motivate	characters,	or	to	create	urgency	and	to	resolve	a	difficulty.	An	example
of	a	plot	device	would	be:	a	group	of	soldiers	are	pinned	down	by	enemy	fire,
but	miraculously	at	the	last	moment	an	Apache	gunship	rises	from	behind	the
trees	to	unload	all	kinds	of	lead	and	hell	on	the	enemy,	thus	saving	the	day!

This	is	not	to	be	confused	with	a	dramatic	technique,	also	referred	to	as
narrative	technique,	where	a	character	who	had	been	struggling	with	his
interpersonal	demons	ends	up	saving	the	day	due	to	a	change	of	heart.

Think	of	plot	devices	as	little	bits	and	pieces	of	literary	steroids	that	you	can
employ	to	push	the	story	along.	Just	like	steroids,	if	you	use	them	for	too	long
you'll	end	up	with	systemic	organ	failure,	no	hair,	living	in	a	basement	with	a
bunch	of	T-shirts	that	have	holes	in	them,	and	socks	that	smell	like	Satan's
jockstrap.

Use	plot	devices	sparingly,	and	focus	on	the	way	your	characters	deal	with
their	conflicts.



SUBPLOT

A	subplot	is	a	secondary	plot	that	is	a	supporting	side	story	for	your	novel.
Subplots	evolve	next	to	the	main	plots,	in	either	time	or	place,	or	in	thematic
significance.	Subplots	usually	involve	supporting	characters,	besides	the
protagonist	and	antagonist.

Subplots	are	often	referred	to,	in	screenwriting,	as	“B	story”	or	a	“C	story.”
The	shorter	your	story	is,	the	less	chances	you	will	have	to	fit	in	a	subplot.

In	my	novel	See	Jack	Die	there	are	several	subplots	that	I	wove	in	to	make
the	story	more	interesting.	In	addition	to	seeing	monsters,	and	trying	to	figure
out	who	and	what	these	creatures	are,	Jack	must	also	figure	out	how	to	read	an
ancient	book,	avoiding	several	very	interested	collectors	who	would	do	anything
to	obtain	that	book.	In	addition,	Jack	is	doing	whatever	he	can	to	get	out	of	the
hospital	and	into	his	own	apartment	where	he	will	have	some	freedom.

One	of	the	more	interesting	things	about	a	subplot	is	that	oftentimes	they	will
create	themselves.	The	reason	for	this	is	pretty	simple;	we	all	have	many
subplots	in	our	lives	at	any	one	moment.	The	great	thing	about	writing	is	that
you	can	pull	from	your	own	experience,	and	that	of	your	friends	and	family	as
well.	Just	about	everything	you're	going	to	need	to	write	your	story	is	in	the	back
of	your	mind	floating	around	in	that	grey	squishy	stuff…	for	everything	else,
you	have	the	Internet.



STORY	ARC

The	purpose	of	a	story	arc	is	to	move	a	character	or	a	situation	from	one	state
to	another;	in	other	words,	to	affect	change.		Story	arcs	in	contemporary	drama
often	follow	the	pattern	of	bringing	a	character	to	a	really	low	point	(something
that	most	readers	can	relate	to	from	their	past	experience),	removing	the
structures	the	character	depends	on,	then	forcing	the	character	to	find	new
strength	without	those	structures.

A	story	arc	is	an	extended	or	continuing	storyline	in	episodic	storytelling
media	such	as	television,	comic	books,	series,	novels,	and	in	some	cases,	films.
On	a	television	program,	for	example,	the	story	would	unfold	over	many
episodes.	In	television,	the	use	of	the	story	arc	is	much	more	common	in	dramas
than	it	would	be	in	comedies,	especially	in	soap	operas.	Although	story	arcs
have	existed	for	decades,	the	term	"story	arc"	was	coined	in	1988	in	relation	to
the	television	series	Wiseguy	and	was	quickly	adapted	for	other	uses.

Many	American	comic	book	series	are	now	written	in	four	or	six-issue	arcs,
within	a	continuing	series.	Short	story	arcs	are	easier	to	package	as	trade
paperbacks	(eBooks)	for	resale,	and	more	accessible	to	the	casual	reader	than	the
never-ending	continuity	that	once	characterized	comics.

Did	you	catch	that	last	little	bit?	If	you	have	notions	of	having	your	novels
turned	into	television	series,	think	of	the	book	in	terms	of	the	way	it	might	be
turned	into	a	television	series.

	

What	does	all	of	this	mean	to	us	as	writers?		Well,	think	about	your	300-
350-page	novel:	could	you	break	it	down	into	between	4-6	chunks	of	interesting
content	that	could	be	turned	into	a	television	series?		I’m	not	telling	you	to	try
and	write	to	sell	to	television;	this	is	more	about	writing	with	enough	peaks	and
valleys	to	interest	and	entertain	your	readers.		Give	them	lots	of	interesting



smaller	stories	and	adventures	that	add	up	into	one	phenomenal	novel.

All	stories	typically	follow	a	very	basic	pattern:	you	introduce	the	story	and
characters,	then	the	tension	rises,	then	you	achieve	some	climax,	then	the	story
unwinds	a	bit,	and	you	have	a	finale.	Don't	write	in	order	to	fit	into	this	mold,
rather,	keep	this	mold	in	mind	as	you	write.	Tell	your	story,	but	be	cognizant	of
the	fact	that	in	order	for	people	to	enjoy	your	story	they	need	details.

This	doesn't	mean	writing	a	three-page	uber-description	of	a	sunset,	but	it	also
doesn't	mean	that	you	are	allowed	to	write,	‘The	sun	is	up’.	Somewhere	in
between	is	where	you	want	to	find	yourself.	If	you've	written	more	than	a
paragraph	about	the	sunset,	you’ve	probably	gone	to	far.

Oftentimes	when	you're	writing,	you	want	to	get	to	the	action	so	badly	that
you	skipped	the	little	details.	Those	little	details	are	what	allow	us	to	enjoy	the
story.



CHAPTER	6:	HOW	LONG	SHOULD	MY	NOVEL	BE?
Let’s	talk	a	little	bit	about	the	length	of	your	novel.	We	know	that	readers

want	a	story	they	can	sink	their	teeth	into,	without	having	to	donate	months	and
months	of	their	lives	to	it.	So	think	about	this,	do	you	think	is	better	to	write	a
600-page	novel,	which	is	likely	to	intimidate	people,	or…	should	you	write	two
300-page	novels,	which	you	can	then	build	a	franchise	around?

People	may	say	this	is	the	wrong	way	to	write,	but	I	believe	it	only	makes
sense	to	spend	your	time	and	effort	generating	the	maximum	amount	of	benefit
that	you	put	into	that	work.	It's	simple	economics:	people	feel	more	comfortable
paying	a	couple	of	dollars	per	book—especially	in	this	new	world	of	e-books
and	online	content.	So	give	them	what	they	want.	Create	an	exciting	novel	that
falls	within	the	range	of	250	to	350	pages.	That	equates	to	somewhere	between
70,000	and	115,000	words,	depending	on	how	you	gauge	it.

Now	I'm	referring	to	the	typical	trade	paperback	sized	pages	(6"	x	9"),	and
not	the	typical	e-book	pages	which	are	much	smaller.	Perhaps	then,	it	is	best	to
use	words	as	our	mode	of	measurement.	Here	are	the	rough	conversions:	In	the
old	days	of	the	typewriter,	a	double-spaced	page	with	1-inch	margins	all	around
would	hold	about	250	words	per	page.	Therefore,	4	pages	would	equal	1000
words.	So	follow	this	with	me	for	a	bit.



1	page	=	250	words

4	pages	=	1,000	words

400	pages	=	100,000	words

The	number	of	words	in	a	novel	may	change	depending	on	the	genre.	In	the
mystery	or	science	fiction	genres	you	might	find	the	novels	anywhere	from
60,000	to	90,000	words.	Fantasy	could	be	as	high	as	125,000	words.	Mainstream
fiction	can	be	anywhere	from	55,000	words	to	several	times	that.	Romance
novels	may	find	themselves	around	50,000	words.	As	long	as	the	reader	gifts	the
enjoyment	and	satisfaction	that	they	deserve	by	listening	to	your	words	and
thoughts,	you	will	be	just	fine.

On	a	typical	page	in	a	book	that	you	might	find	in	a	bookstore	you're	going	to
get	somewhere	in	the	neighborhood	of	450	words.		We	have	to	be	honest	with
ourselves	and	realize	that	traditional	paper	books	are	a	thing	of	the	past,	so	let’s
focus	on	words	only.	The	beautiful	thing	about	Microsoft	Word	is	that	there	is	a
current	word	count	at	the	very	bottom	of	the	screen	so	that	you	can	see	your
word	count	change	as	you	type.	As	I	write	this	page	I	am	about	to	pass	the
18,000-word	mark.	Although,	clearly	this	is	not	a	novel,	nor	would	you	read	it
for	enjoyment	purposes.

The	best	advice	I	can	give	you	is	to	make	sure	your	novel	is	no	less	than
70,000	words,	and	if	you	get	close	to	hundred	and	120,000	words	you	had
probably	better	wrap	it	up,	or	keep	going	until	you	hit	200,000	and	simply	split
the	book	into	two	books.	I	don't	recommend	cutting	a	book	in	half,	due	to	the
structural	and	plot	issues	that	may	arise,	however	I	have	seen	it	done
successfully	in	some	cases.

On	your	first	novel,	is	best	to	just	rock	'n	roll,	and	let	everything	flow	from
your	mind	through	your	fingers	onto	the	screen.	Don't	pay	attention	to	word



counts,	just	tell	your	story	the	best	way	you	can,	make	it	entertaining,	and	let
your	outline	keep	you	in	line.

Exercise:	Take	your	5	favorite	novels	and	write	down	the	title	of	each	one,
and	the	number	of	pages	it	has.	If	you	have	the	actual	paperbacks,	do	a	word
count	by	multiplying	each	page	by	450	words.	If	you	have	the	e-books	only,
simply	write	down	the	total	word	count.	Average	those	5	books	word	counts	and
see	what	number	you	get.	That	will	give	you	an	idea	of	the	ballpark	that	you
need	to	be	in	for	your	novel.



CHAPTER	7:	HOW	DETAILED	SHOULD	I	GET	IN	MY

WRITING?



PLEASE,	NO	3-PAGE	SUNSETS!

Even	though	they	are	obviously	free,	I	want	you	to	imagine	that	words	cost
money.	Simply	adding	a	bunch	of	words	to	a	sentence,	or	to	a	paragraph,	does
not	enhance	the	enjoyment	of	your	novel	for	the	reader.	I,	myself,	get	frustrated
when	I	read	novels	that	are	full	of	overly	long	descriptions	of	furniture,	sunsets,
or	trees.	I	get	it,	the	tree	is	big	and	there	are	lots	of	leaves.	I	understand	your
furniture	smells	like	the	1860s,	and	I	have	seen	a	sunset	so	many	times	that	I
don't	want	to	read	about	it	for	3	pages.

Write	a	story	that	has	a	cadence	in	which	you	would	not	be	bored	reading
yourself.	You	are	your	own	best	judge	of	how	fast	the	boat	needs	to	progress
because	your	mind	is	telling	you	the	speed	in	which	is	generating	the	ideas.	Get
that	first	draft	flowing,	and	deal	with	the	editing	at	a	later	point.

I	love	Dan	Brown,	his	stories	are	incredible,	but	his	writing	bores	me	to	tears.
His	books	could	be	half	as	long	as	they	are	and	I	would	still	enjoy	them.	Think
about	your	earlier	reading	assignments	that	I	gave	you	in	which	we	were	reading
the	first	5	chapters	of	our	favorite	novels.	Did	those	chapters	bore	you	into	a
coma?	Doubtful,	as	you	chose	those	novels	as	your	favorites.

Don't	add	words	for	the	sake	of	adding	words.	Add	description	where	it	is
necessary,	and	by	all	means,	take	the	time	to	properly	describe	the	scenery,
setting,	and	characteristics	of	the	individuals	in	your	story.	But	don't	rely	on	the
sheer	volume	of	words	to	finish	your	novel.	Ideas,	plots,	and	interesting
storylines	finish	novels…	not	gratuitous	description.

I	can	always	tell	when	somebody	gets	thesaurus	happy,	switching	every	other
word	into	some	obscure,	seldom	used	synonym.	Don't	get	into	that	habit.	When
you	go	back	after	your	story	has	been	finished	and	you	are	editing	and	rereading,
you	will	have	plenty	of	opportunities	to	enhance	the	detail	of	your	story.	If	you
want	to	get	verbose,	that	is	the	time.		At	this	point,	all	you	need	to	concern



yourself	with	is	the	actual	writing	of	your	story,	getting	your	ideas	flowing	out
of	your	mind	and	onto	the	screen	right	in	front	of	you.

Exercise:	Pick	3	items	that	are	in	the	room	that	you	are	currently	in,	at	this
very	moment,	and	described	them	in	4	sentences	for	each	item.	Write-down
these	descriptions	in	your	notebook	and	then	ask	somebody	that	you	know	to
read	the	descriptions	and	see	if	they	are	sufficient	for	them	to	get	a	good	mental
image	of	that	to	which	you	are	referring.



CHAPTER	8:	TECHNICAL	THINGS	ABOUT	YOUR
EBOOK/NOVEL



FORMATTING	AND	PARAGRAPH	STYLES

It	is	important	to	understand	some	basics	of	how	e-books	and	e-book	readers
function.	If	you're	one	of	the	very	few	people	who	are	not	currently	using	a
Kindle,	Nook,	iPad,	or	other	device,	you	might	want	to	pay	attention.

A	book	on	either	reading	device	is	not	like	a	book	from	a	bookstore.	The
notion	of	pages	doesn't	exist	with	e-books.	Instead,	you	have	chapter	separations,
and	each	chapter	is	one	long	string	of	information.	What	I	mean	by	that	is,	there
are	no	page	breaks,	only	chapter	breaks.	One	paragraph	flows	to	the	next,	and
into	the	next,	being	broken	up	only	by	first-line	indentations	in	the	case	of
fiction;	and	in	the	case	of	nonfiction,	there	will	be	no	first-line	indentations,	and
the	paragraphs	will	have	a	little	bit	of	white	space	between	them.

Even	though	this	book	is	nonfiction,	I	have	chosen	to	use	the	same	formatting
for	the	paragraphs	that	you	might	find	in	a	fiction	novel	so	that	you	feel	more
comfortable	with	it.

E-books	have	a	table	of	contents	that	list	the	chapters	and	any	other	important
elements	that	deserve	their	own	section.	It's	best	not	to	get	too	cute	and	just
name	the	chapters	“chapters”.	As	the	e-reading	technology	gets	better	and	better,
there	will	be	much	more	flexibility	to	become	an	artist	again.		However,	at	this
time,	I	think	it	is	important	to	fit	within	the	parameters	of	what	people	expect.

Paragraphs	have	specific	paragraph	styles,	rather	than	individual	formatting
within	your	document.	What	that	means,	in	layman's	terms,	is	that	there	will	be
different	reading	devices	processing	your	book	file	in	various	ways.	Because	of
this,	the	different	devices	look	for	specific	paragraph	styles	in	order	to	format
your	text.	All	of	these	paragraphs	that	you're	reading	have	their	own	specific
style,	homogenized	throughout	my	e-book.	This	paragraph	style	is	recorded	as
the	“normal	style,”	written	in	size	12	Times	new	Roman	font.

Most	of	you	are	reading	this	on	your	different	devices,	at	different	font	sizes



than	you	feel	more	comfortable	reading.	The	ability	you	have	to	change	the	size
of	your	text,	thus	lowering	or	increasing	the	amount	of	words	per	page	at	your
discretion,	is	made	possible	because	the	devices	quickly	interpret	the	paragraph
style.		They	can	make	the	necessary	changes	for	you	to	view	the	document	in
your	own	way.

While	that	is	very	comforting	to	the	reader,	it	does	somewhat	limit	the
flexibility	the	writer	has	in	regards	to	fonts	and	font	sizes	(typically	limited	to
between	12	point	and	18	point)	with	various	other	artistic	limitations.

Basically,	just	wrap	your	mind	around	the	concept	of	having	paragraph	styles.
You	might	have	one	style	for	the	body	text	(like	what	you’re	currently	reading).
You	will	have	another	paragraph	style	for	your	title	(at	the	beginning	of	each
chapter).	You	might	have	another	chapter	style	for	centered	text,	or	notes,	or
even	my	little	Exercises	and	Factoids.		The	point	is,	if	you	want	the	styles	to
transfer	to	the	different	reading	devices,	you	need	to	have	the	paragraph	styles
with	the	correct	information.



VARIOUS	EPUB	FILE	FORMATS

There	are	several	different	formats	for	e-publishing.	These	include,	but	are
not	limited	to,	.epub	(epub),	.mobi	(Kindle	devices),	PRC,	AZW,	AZW1,	TPZ,
.TXT,	PRS	(Sony	devices),	EPUB,	LRF,	LRX,	RTF,	PDF,	etc.		Wow,	that	will
literally	frustrate	the	crap	out	of	you.	But	there	is	no	need	to	stress	out,	because
most	of	the	devices	are	cross	format	capable	and	you	only	need	to	make	a	few
conversions	to	fit	all	of	the	necessary	gaps.	The	2	most	important	versions	are
EPUB,	and	MOBI.	Almost	every	device	will	take	one	of	those	2	formats,	so	you
can	take	your	files	and	drop	them	into	programs	like	Calibre	(which	is	free	to
download)	and	you	can	spit	out	whatever	file	type	is	necessary.

Some	of	the	main	websites,	like	Amazon,	actually	do	the	conversion	from
your	original	.doc	(Word)	file	for	you,	thus	making	the	transition	much	easier.
So	don’t	worry	about	format	so	much.	Heck,	there	are	even	people	who	will
charge	you	between	$35	and	$50	to	do	all	of	the	necessary	conversion	work	for
you.		These	are	things	you	can	worry	about	once	your	novel	is	finished.

The	takeaway	here	is	that	there	are	different	paragraph	styles	within	your
document.	Instead	of	using	tabs	to	create	first	line	indentations,	you	select	the
formatting	of	your	paragraph	style,	and	simple	check	the	box	for	“first	line
indent”	and	then	give	it	a	size	(I	used	0.25”	for	this	document).	Every	time	I	hit
the	[Return]	button,	I’m	on	a	new	line	that	has	already	auto-indented	for	me.	

Try	and	set	up	your	paragraph	styles	before	you	get	too	far	along	in	your
novel	and	it	will	make	everything	much	easier.	That’s	one	of	the	positive	aspects
of	using	paragraph	styles.	It	really	will	increase	the	speed	in	which	your	writing
gets	done,	and	even	your	first	rough	draft	will	be	correctly	formatted	and	make
the	editing	process	so	much	easier.

Another	benefit	of	the	paragraph	style	system	is	that	you	can,	at	any	time,	just
decide	to	use	a	different	size,	style,	font,	whatever,	and	all	you	have	to	do	is	go

http://calibre-ebook.com/download


to	the	top	of	the	screen,	select	the	specific	paragraph	style	that	you	want	to
adjust,	make	the	specific	adjustments,	and	the	entire	document	is	instantly
changed	to	reflect	those	adjustments.	It	really	makes	life	so	much	easier.



EPUB	FONTS

Keep	your	fonts	simple	by	using	one	of	the	below:

Times	New	Roman

Verdana

Helvetica

Tahoma

Calibri

Futura

Century	Gothic

Several	of	these	fonts	are	referred	to	as	“sans-serif”,	meaning	that	they	don’t
have	the	little	“ends”	on	the	letters.	The	font	I’m	currently	using	is	Times	New
Roman,	which	does	have	the	serifs.	In	the	end,	it’s	all	about	readability	and	your
reader’s	preference.	Many	people	argue	that	printed	books	use	serif	fonts	(with
the	little	ends)	and	that	e-books	should	not	have	them	to	assist	in	the	reading.	I
have	a	hard	time	imagining	that	you	look	at	a	page	of	paper	and	your	eyes	treat	it
that	much	differently	than	the	page	on	the	e-reading	screen.	The	kindle	devices
are	quite	good	at	presenting	a	screen	that	is	basically	non-reflective	and	seems
really	close	to	a	physical	book/paper	page.	I’m	of	the	opinion	that	you	want	your
fiction	novel	to	look	like	the	closest	possible	thing	to	a	printed	page	you	can
muster,	even	if	it	is	only	for	the	sake	of	nostalgia.

It’s	your	decision,	and	whatever	you	decide,	remember,	it	is	about	making	the
reader	enjoy	the	easiest	and	most	relaxing	experience	while	they	listen	to	your
thoughts.

Factoid:	While	there	are	dozens	of	different	formats	for	e-books,	the	only	2
you	need	to	worry	yourself	about	at	this	point	are	EPUB	(.epub)	and	MOBI



(.mobi).	Most	of	the	time	your	original	word	document	can	be	very	quickly
converted	to	whichever	format	the	online	publisher	requires.



CHAPTER	9:	THE	MIDDLE	OF	YOUR	NOVEL	Exercise:	Here	is	the
fun	part.	Get	your	5	favorite	novels	out	again.	What	you'll	be	doing	this	time	is
reading	the	middle	5	chapters	of	each	book.	The	goal	here	is	to	get	an	idea	of	the
chapters	that	make	up	the	debt	of	your	book.	You'll	notice	that	the	cadence	and
timing	is	different	from	the	original	beginning	chapters	that	I	had	you	review

earlier.	Pay	attention	to	how	each	author	carries	the	action	from	one	scene	to	the
next,	keeping	the	interest	alive,	and	maintaining	the	reader's	curiosity.

	

Remember:	The	five-part	dramatic	structure	of	any	well	told	story	places	the
conflict	and	falling	action	somewhere	in	the	middle	of	your	novel.	In	your	mind
you	need	to	make	sure	that	your	story	is	loosely	following	this	structure	so	that	it
doesn't	drag	on.	If	your	novel	were	a	television	series	(of	4-6	episodes)	would
you	be	in	the	middle	episodes?

*Note:	For	the	first	draft,	you	can	tell	the	story	more	quickly	in	order	to	get
the	ideas	out	of	your	head.	It’s	easy	to	go	back	and	add	to	your	story	and
strengthen	it	once	the	first	draft	has	been	completed.

So	we	are	dredging	our	way	through	the	middle	of	the	book,	working	our	way
through	the	climax,	to	the	falling	action,	and	eventually	to	our	ending	which	will
culminate	in	a	series	of	events	and	information	that	leave	your	story	told,	and	the
reader	satisfied.

Treat	each	chapter	as	its	own	small	story	and	you	won't	bore	the	reader.	I	like
to	believe	that	any	of	the	chapters	in	my	novels	could	be	read	as	interesting	little
short	stories,	and	that	the	readers	would	find	enjoyment	in	each	one	of	them.
Don't	be	intimidated,	just	keep	writing	good	chapters.

You'll	get	there.



DO	YOUR	CHAPTERS	NEED	TO	BE	A	CERTAIN	LENGTH?

There	is	no	exact	rule	or	definition	as	to	how	long	your	chapters	have	to	be.
I'll	give	you	some	example	chapters	from	a	few	of	my	books	that	are	relatively
small,	but	as	long	as	you	get	the	point	across	and	you	maintain	that	cadence	that
you've	been	telling	the	story	in,	your	chapters	can	be	short	(1	to	3	pages)	or
longer,	depending	on	the	tempo	and	pace	of	your	story	at	that	point.

*(Notice	how	the	margins	change,	I	just	switched	to	the	“Excerpt”	paragraph
style)

See	Jack	Die,	Chapter	36	(Length:	about	1	paperback	page)
Ms.	Josephine's,	Earth	Plane.
12:58	pm	.	.	.
“Stay	with	me,	Jack,”	Ricky	says	as	he	squishes	a	large	bag	of	clear

liquid.		I	feel	a	warm	sting	start	working	its	way	through	my	body,	from	my
right	wrist	upwards.		Ms.	Josephine	places	a	warm	blanket	over	my	body,
tucking	the	sides	in	around	my	legs	and	torso.		And	my	chest	is	burning	near
those	sticky	patches.

“Your	core	temperature	dropped	below	ninety-degrees.		Thirty-two-point-
two	Celsius,	Jack.		That's	where	the	shivering	reaction	ceases.		Your	pulse,
respiration,	and	blood	pressure	are	dangerously	depressed.		You're	half	dead.”

I'm	full	dead	.	.	.	just	half	living.
And	as	an	afterthought	he	added,	“Oh	.	.	.	and	your	heart	stopped	for	a	bit,

there.”
“We	can	only	bring	you	up	a	few	degrees	an	hour,	okay.		So	this	is	going

to	suck	for	a	while.		Just	try	and	relax.”
That's	like	saying,	Hey	Jack,	you're	freezing	to	death,	just	kick	back	and

relax,	buddy.	
I	manage	to	eek	out	the	words,	“I'mmmmm	.	.	.	c-c-co-ld-d-d-d!”



“I	know	you	are,”	Ricky	says	as	he	plunges	that	thermometer	into	my	ear.	
“But	if	we	heat	you	up	any	faster	your	cardiovascular	system	will	collapse.	
And	that's	a	decidedly	bad	thing.		Then	I'd	have	to	use	the	syringe	on	you.”

I	notice	that	the	syringe	doesn't	look	full	anymore.		Either	it	spilled,	or
evaporated,	or	I've	been	dead	recently.		And	right	before	I	was	going	to	try
and	curse	him	out	.	.	.	the	blackness	overcame	me.

*

So,	let’s	analyze	this	small	chapter	in	the	same	way	we	might	analyze	the
Prologue.		Remember,	every	chapter	should	stand	on	its	own	as	providing
information	to	the	reader,	continuing	to	deliver	dialogue	that	is	consistent	with
your	characters,	and	enough	story	to	push	the	novel	along.

	

First	Sentence:	‘“Stay	with	me,	Jack,”	Ricky	says	as	he	squishes	a	large	bag
of	clear	liquid.’

	

Last	Paragraph:	‘I	notice	that	the	syringe	doesn't	look	full	anymore.		Either
it	spilled,	or	evaporated,	or	I've	been	dead	recently.		And	right	before	I	was
going	to	try	and	curse	him	out	.	.	.	the	blackness	overcame	me.’

	

Last	Sentence:	‘And	right	before	I	was	going	to	try	and	curse	him	out	.	.	.	the
blackness	overcame	me.’

	

Now,	taken	piece-by-piece,	does	the	first	sentence	make	you	want	to	read
more?

Does	the	last	paragraph	stir	enough	emotion	to	carry	your	desire	to	invest
more	time	in	the	novel?



Does	the	Last	sentence	force	you	to	turn	or	slide	to	the	next	page?

Could	a	person	read	just	this	chapter	and	find	themselves	interested	in	the
story?	Would	they	be	compelled	into	buying	the	book	for	themselves?	That's
what	really	enticing	chapters	do.	Think	of	each	chapter	as	a	small	movie	preview
for	your	novel.	This	time	let's	look	at	another	one,	but	from	a	completely
different	style	of	book.	This	time	I'll	use	an	excerpt	from	Chasing	Darkness,
novel	that	Jill	Falter	wrote	in	the	spring	of	2012,	and	that	I	helped	to	publish.

Chasing	Darkness,	Chapter	25	(Length:	about	3-4	paperback	pages)
The	Streets	of	Puerto	Vallarta,	Mexico	.	.	.
Seven	and	a	half	minutes	later	we're	driving	back	through	the	twisting

turning	roads	that	become	less	and	less	jungle	and	more	and	more	Puerto
Vallarta—the	tourist	resort	town.	I	had	this	funny	feeling	of	déjà	vu	as	we
were	driving.		It	wasn't	from	the	trip	down	here,	but	much	different.	I	felt	a
familiarity	with	this	place	as	if	I	had	been	here	many	times	before.

Our	minds	are	very	interesting	machines—at	least,	that's	what	my	mother
keeps	telling	me.	She	always	says,	“Don't	believe	what	you	see,	and	don't
believe	what	you	hear,	but	believe	in	logic.”

Well	mom,	today	I	saw:
A	woman	named	Teresa	disappear	into	thin	air,
A	Jesuit	exorcist	named	Mr.	Stone	disappear	into	thin	air,
A	reflected	ghostly	image	shake	so	fast	it	became	blurry,
The	woman	reappear,
Mr.	Stone	reappear,	and	transform	into	a	monster,
Myself	stab	the	monster	in	the	eyes	to	keep	it	from	tearing	Michael	and

me	into	ribbons.
This	boy,	Michael—that	I'm	apparently	smitten	with—he	saved	my	life	.	.

.	a	couple	of	times.
Today	I	heard:
A	powerful	demon	toy	with	me,	asking	riddle	after	riddle,



The	sound	of	a	hellish	creature	screaming	for	its	life,
A	notorious	drug	cartel	kingpin	exchange	playful	banter,
Michael,	in	his	own	strong/shy	way,	told	me	he	kind	of	likes	me	.	.	.	kind

of.
Logic	tells	me	several	things	about	what	happened	today.	Using	my

rational	mind,	connecting	as	many	dots	as	I	can	without	making	too	many
unfounded	assumptions,	I	am	led	to	several	conclusions.

First—the	work	we	are	doing	is	less	about	saving	people	who	are
possessed	by	demons,	and	more	about	finding	out	specifically	which	demons
are	causing	trouble.

Second—something	fishy	is	going	on	with	the	Vatican	and	their	people.
I'm	not	sure	if	it's	some	kind	of	cover-up	or	the	spear	of	some	large-scale
attack	against	the	demons.

Thirdly—very	powerful,	very	dangerous	demons	are	asking	for	me	by
name.	This	is	a	horrifying	new	element	that	has	been	recently	added	to	my
life,	which	is	now	more	or	less	one	big	long	nightmare	where	I	never	really
get	to	go	to	sleep.

I	ponder	on	these	things	while	I	numbly	follow	Jesus	and	Juan	through
security	and	directly	to	our	private	plane,	which	has	no	doubt	been	chartered
by	Señior	José	Rico.	Father	Alvarado	said	his	goodbyes	at	the	airport.	He	told
us	he	had	some	things	he	needed	to	wrap	up	in	Puerto	Vallarta	before	he	left.
He's	a	strange	one,	but	I	think	he	means	well.

I'm	so	tired	from	all	this.	The	emotion	hasn't	really	hit	me	yet.	I	think
when	it	finally	does	I'll	just	collapse.	I	know	that	a	nearly	17-year-old	mind
isn't	supposed	to	have	to	deal	with	things	like	this.	I	should	be	at	least	19	or
20	before	I'm	exposed	to	such	evil	and	sorcery.

Other	girls	my	age	have	a	bunch	of	friends	they	can	talk	to.	The	group	can
kind	of	work	things	out	for	each	other.	I	have	my	mother,	who	I	can't	really
tell	anything	about	what	I	do.	I	have	Gabe,	who	I	see	randomly,	and	who
never	really	answers	questions	in	the	first	place.	Then,	there's	this	boy



Michael,	who	will	probably	go	back	to	wherever	he's	from,	and	I	don't	know
if	I'll	ever	see	him	again.

Then	there	are	the	demons:	the	yellows	and	reds	of	my	horror	painted	life.
Unfortunately,	they	seem	to	be	the	only	ones	actively	pursuing	a	conversation
with	me.

I	desperately	need	new	friends.
The	minute	I	get	to	my	seat,	I'm	going	to	close	my	eyes	and	wake	up	in

San	Diego.	Then	I'm	going	to	go	home,	go	to	my	room,	and	go	to	sleep	for	a
day,	or	maybe	a	week.

After	I	have	cried	and	screamed	and	accepted	and	healed,	maybe	my	mind
will	be	clear	enough	to	figure	out	what	the	hell	is	going	on.	If	I'm	lucky,	I'll
manage	to	do	this	before	the	majority	of	the	human	race	is	possessed	and
exterminated	by	the	Devil's	homeboys.

I	don't	know	what	extinction	looks	like.	I've	read	about	what	happened	to
the	dinosaurs,	and	it	does	not	sound	like	it	was	a	fun	time	to	be	alive.	At	the
end,	when	there	were	only	a	few	of	them	left	.	.	.	there	must	have	been	that
moment	of	acceptance,	when	they	knew	it	was	over.

What's	haunting	me	right	now	is	the	idea	that	I	might	live	to	see	our	own
version	of	that	day.

In	evolutionary	terms,	the	relationship	between	the	demons	and	humans	is
referred	to	as	parasitism.		Humans	are	the	host	organism	(the	keystone,	or
dominant	species),	and	the	demons	are	the	endoparasites	(non-dominant
species)	which	live	inside	of	us,	devouring	what	they	wish,	and	leaving	us	for
dead.

But	here's	the	thing:	the	non-dominant	species	can	slowly	eat	away	at	the
dominant	species	if	they	take	small	bites	with	a	calculated	effort.	It	happens
in	nature	all	the	time.	If	the	demons	can	consume	enough	of	us	.	.	.	they	take
over.

They	win.
That's	it.



Humanity	as	we	know	it	would	be	a	thing	of	the	past.	I	don't	know	what	a
world	full	of	processed	human	monsters	would	look	like,	and	I	don't	want	to
know.	If	a	long,	sustained	nightmare	is	the	future	that	we	all	have	to	look
forward	to,	what	hope	does	that	leave	us?

So	that's	what	logical	thinking	has	led	me	to	conclude.	Thanks	a	lot,	mom.
I	fade	in	and	out	of	sleep,	feeling	the	landing	gear	locking	underneath	me

as	the	upward	angle	of	the	plane	pushes	me	further	into	my	dreams.	I'm	so
tired	that	I	lack	the	energy	to	worry	about	the	flight.	I	have	too	much	other
horrifying	crap	on	my	plate	right	now	to	be	scared	of	planes.

Muriel-1,	phobias-0.
As	the	world	around	me	is	muffled	away,	and	I	am	left	only	with	my

subconscious,	an	image	flashes	in	front	of	me	that	I	can't	comprehend.	For	a
fleeting	second	I	see	with	clarity	.	.	.	I	understand.

This	is	really	important	I	try	to	tell	myself,	but	I'm	too	tired	to	react	to	it.	I
fight	to	stay	awake	and	tell	everyone	what	I've	seen,	but	I'm	losing	my	grasp
on	me	as	the	image	disappears	and	sleep	overwhelms	me.



QUICK	ANALYSIS:

First	Sentence:	‘Seven	and	a	half	minutes	later	we're	driving	back	through
the	twisting	turning	roads	that	become	less	and	less	jungle	and	more	and	more
Puerto	Vallarta—the	tourist	resort	town.’

	

Last	Paragraph:	‘This	is	really	important	I	try	to	tell	myself,	but	I'm	too
tired	to	react	to	it.	I	fight	to	stay	awake	and	tell	everyone	what	I've	seen,	but	I'm
losing	my	grasp	on	me	as	the	image	disappears	and	sleep	overwhelms	me.’

	

Last	Sentence:	‘I	fight	to	stay	awake	and	tell	everyone	what	I've	seen,	but
I'm	losing	my	grasp	on	me	as	the	image	disappears	and	sleep	overwhelms	me.’

	

Judging	by	these	few	pages,	I	would	that	say	that	this	is	a	good	stand	alone
chapter.	It	starts	off	in	the	middle	of	some	action,	touching	on	some	very	dark
and	tense	situations.	We	found	out	that	this	girl	got	into	a	huge	fight	with	the
monster,	most	likely	a	demon—given	the	information	surrounding	the	exorcism.
We	know	there	are	demons	in	her	life,	as	well	as	a	boy	who	she's	very	fond	of,
and	her	mother,	yet	she	has	no	one	to	share	with.	We	know	that	the	danger	of	a
demon	takeover	of	the	human	species	is	looming	on	the	horizon.

In	my	opinion	this	is	a	pretty	good	chapter.		As	read	alone,	it	would	pique	my
interest	enough	to	grab	a	copy	of	this	novel	and	read	it	for	myself.	The	last
paragraph	and	sentence	force	me	to	turn	to	the	next	page	because	I	need	to	know
if	she	will	be	able	to	tell	her	friends	what	she	saw.	I	want	to	know	what	her
visions	are	all	about.

Both	of	these	novel	excerpts	that	we	just	read	were	written	in	first-person	and
were	almost	exactly	dead	middle	of	the	novels.	They	keep	the	story	going,	can



stand	alone,	and	still	make	for	interesting	reading.	Neither	of	these	chapters	were
particularly	long.	The	descriptions	weren’t	overly	long	and	attenuated.	No	3-
page	sunsets.

Tell	your	story,	tell	it	in	your	own	words,	and	get	it	onto	the	screen!

Exercise:	In	your	5	favorite	novels,	which	you	recently	read	5	middle
chapters	in	each,	I	want	you	to	find	the	very	shortest	chapter	out	of	all	of	those
total	25	chapters	that	you	read.	Does	the	shortest	chapter—using	our	procedure
of	analyzing	the	first	sentence,	last	paragraph	and	last	sentence—meet	the
standard	of	providing	sufficient	interest,	information,	and	enjoyment,	while	at
the	same	time	forcing	you	to	keep	on	reading?



CHAPTER	10:	HOW	TO	END	YOUR	NOVEL!
Exercise:	It's	time	to	do	some	more	in-book	research.	Grab	up	your	favorite	5

novels	and	go	to	the	very	end	of	each	book.	Now	it	is	time	for	us	to	look	at	how
your	favorite	novels	end.	Reading	the	last	5	chapters	of	each	novel.	Pay
particular	attention	to	the	cadence,	tone,	and	amount	of	information	that	is
offered	to	answer	questions	the	reader	might	have	had,	to	tie	up	loose	ends,	and
bring	the	story	to	a	close.

Most	writers	have	a	vague	idea	about	the	ending	they	want	for	their	novel	as
they	are	writing	the	novel	itself.	Some	writers	outline	their	entire	book	from
beginning	to	end	before	they	type	the	first	sentence—not	a	bad	idea,	but	a	little
too	creatively-restrictive	for	me.

Other	writers	tend	not	to	choose	an	ending,	but	would	rather	write	chapter
after	chapter,	until	they	feel	that	the	story	is	at	the	right	point	to	begin	crafting
their	ending.	There	is	no	right	or	wrong	way	to	prepare	the	ending	of	your	novel,
but	you	do	have	to	pay	attention	to	some	of	the	basic	elements	that	must	exist	in
the	ending	for	your	story	to	be	complete	and	satisfying	to	the	reader.

At	this	point	in	the	novel,	you	are	finishing	out	you're	falling	action	and
beginning	to	write	your	dénouement.	You	may	have	a	wonderful	surprise	ending
in	store,	or	you	may	not	even	know	the	ending	for	your	book	yet.	If	you	have
kept	a	consistent	outline	(which	I	know	you	have	because	I	have	stressed	to	you
how	important	it	is	to	have	an	outline,	and	to	actively	add	to	it	as	you	continue	to
write)	then	formulating	your	ending	will	be	a	very	simple	process.

Ask	yourself,	“If	I	was	reading	this	book	what	kind	of	in	ending	what	I
expect?”

Does	the	hero	conquer	evil	in	the	end?	Or	is	there	some	kind	of	surprise
ending	that	takes	us	off	in	different	directions?	Is	your	ending	filled	with	action



and	excitement,	or	is	it	quiet	and	subtle	focusing	more	on	the	psychological
aspects	of	finality?	Remember,	this	is	your	story	told	with	your	words,	in	exactly
the	way	you	want	it	to	be	told.	If	you	write	an	ending	that	you	yourself	would
enjoy,	then	it	is	very	likely	that	many	other	people	will	also	enjoy	it.	This	is	a
form	of	art	like	any	other,	so	be	true	to	your	artisan	blood.

Hopefully	you	have	done	the	exercise	above,	and	you	have	a	pretty	good
understanding	of	how	your	favorite	novels	are	finished	off.	There	is	nothing
wrong	with	borrowing	technique	from	other	writers.	I'm	not	advocating
plagiarism,	or	copying	a	particular	writing	style.	What	I'm	saying	is	that	there
are	certain	techniques	that	can	be	understood	when	reading	the	ends	of	good
novels	that	you	can	employ	to	tighten	up	your	own	work.

An	analogy	I	like	to	think	of	is	when	you	see	a	really	good	football	team
performing	at	the	best	of	their	abilities.	No	one	in	the	league	can	seem	to	find	a
way	to	beat	them.	So	what	do	all	the	other	coaches	do?	They	watch	tapes,	and
videos,	in	slow	motion,	even.	They	pay	attention	to	every	tiny	detail	that	gives
them	insight	into	the	technique	that	is	being	used	to	beat	them.	By	studying	the
myriad	details	of	the	unbeatable	team,	they	themselves	become	more
competitive.

You	need	to	be	like	those	coaches.	You	need	to	find	the	things	in	other
people's	writing	that	you	enjoy,	and	that	fascinate	you,	and	you	need	to	find
ways	to	ingratiate	those	techniques	into	your	own	art.	None	of	us	invented
writing.	Nobody	that	I	know	can	lay	claim	to	the	use	of	grammar,	literary
license,	or	any	of	the	bag	of	tricks	that	all	of	us	employ	in	our	stories.	We	are	all,
every	single	person	who	has	ever	written,	standing	on	the	shoulders	of	giants.

Learn	from	your	peers.	Devour	the	details,	like	I	did,	and	learn	how	to
streamline	your	process.	Writing	is	a	skill,	and	skills	can	be	learned	to
perfection.	There	are	a	few	people—and	I	certainly	do	not	consider	myself	one
of	them—who	have	a	natural	talent	for	writing.	Talent	is	an	elusive	creature	that



you	are	either	born	with	or	you	aren't.

Talent	cannot	be	taught.

A	skill	can	most	certainly	be	developed.

Do	not	concern	yourself	with	whether	or	not	you	are	a	good	writer.	Having
the	ability	to	tell	a	good	story	is	much	more	important	than	being	a	good	writer.
There	are	thousands	of	good	writers,	who	went	to	college	and	studied	English,
graduated	with	a	Masters	degree,	and	now	they're	serving	burgers.	A	good	idea
trumps	a	good	writer.	But	the	beauty	is	you	have	tons	of	good	ideas	in	your	head
already.	And	you	can	learn—with	sufficient	dedication—how	to	become	an
excellent	writer.

Be	a	good	communicator	and	your	novel	will	fall	into	place.

So	bring	your	story	to	its	conclusion	and	give	your	readers	the	payoff	they
deserve	for	sticking	with	you	throughout	the	entire	novel.	For	me,	writing	the
ending	is	always	my	favorite	part	of	the	book.	Sure,	the	beginning	of	any	novel
is	exciting,	and	new,	and	fresh,	but	the	real	fun	is	tying	your	ending	together	and
solving	all	kinds	of	problems	that	the	reader	isn't	sure	can	be	solved.	Bring	them
along	on	your	roller	coaster	ride,	giving	them	peaks	and	valleys,	twists	and	turns,
until	they	can't	take	anymore.	Then	peacefully	deliver	them	to	the	end,	leaving
your	readers	gasping	for	breath	and	applauding	at	the	same	time.



CHAPTER	11:	THE	EPILOGUE

Exercise:	Read	the	ending	chapter/epilogue	of	your	5	favorite	novels,	using
our	analysis	of	first	sentence,	first	paragraph,	last	paragraph,	last	sentence,	in	the
same	manner	that	we	did	for	the	prologue	in	the	very	beginning.



What	exactly	is	an	Epilogue?

The	Epilogue:	a	piece	of	writing	at	the	end	of	a	work	of	literature	or	drama,
typically	used	to	bring	closure	to	the	work.	It	is	presented	from	the	perspective
of	within	the	story.	In	some	cases,	it	may	be	used	to	set	up	a	sequel,	or	ask
questions	that	require	answering	in	subsequent	works.	It	may	allow	the
protagonist	to	speak	freely	to	the	reader,	or	comment	on	the	fate	of	various
characters	in	the	novel.

How	long	should	it	be?	In	my	experience	the	epilogue	should	be	from	1-2
pages	in	length,	never	more	than	4	or	5.		Remember,	the	epilogue	isn’t	just
another	chapter,	but	a	chance	to	leave	a	final	lasting	echo	in	the	reader’s	mind.
These	are	the	last	words	that	you	will	share	with	the	reader,	so	it	is	very
important	to	leave	an	indelible	mark	in	their	mind.	Give	them	something	to	think
about,	something	to	remember,	that	separates	your	story	from	everyone	else.

This	is	your	literary	signature.

Because	the	ending	of	a	novel	is	so	important,	I'm	going	to	include	3
prologues	from	some	of	the	different	books	that	we	have	excerpted	throughout
this	study.	I	will	use	See	Jack	Die,	How	my	Gay	Uncle	F’ed	Up	Christmas:	The
Legend	of	Sodomy	Cat,	and	Chasing	Darkness.

Exercise:	It's	time	to	do	our	analysis	again.	In	the	same	way	that	you
analyzed	the	epilogues	of	your	5	favorite	novels	you	are	going	to	analyze	the
epilogues	you	are	about	to	read.	Have	your	trusty	notebook	standing	by!



SEE	JACK	DIE	(EPILOGUE)

Mallon	Park,	Dallas
2	weeks	later	.	.	.

Ricky,	Ms.	Josephine,	and	I,	we	are	all	sitting	at	a	pinkish	purple	concrete
table	that	may	or	may	not	be	a	large	turtle.		We're	watching	a	bunch	of	Mallard
ducks	teach	their	kids	how	to	walk	in	a	straight	line.		The	sun	is	peaking	out
from	behind	these	huge	cotton	candy	clouds	that	are	spread	across	the	sky.	
Since	my	recent	flirts	with	death	in	Damascus,	I	have	made	it	a	point	to	stop	and
smell	the	roses.

Ricky	says	this	will	most	likely	get	me	stung	by	bees,	but	I	think	it's	worth
the	risk.	

I	haven't	crossed	over	since	I	ate	the	contents	of	that	necklace.		I'm	still	a	bit
unsteady	from	being	dead	so	much.		I	look	at	the	world	a	bit	differently	than	I
did	before	all	of	this.		The	question	of	is	there,	or	isn't	there,	a	God	.	.	.	that's
something	I	don't	have	to	speculate	about.

But	as	always,	questions	beget	more	questions.		I	find	some	answers	only	to
be	left	at	the	foot	of	many	more	empty	blanks.	

When	I	told	Ricky	and	Ms.	Josephine	about	my	discussion	with	Uriel,	we	all
looked	at	each	other	as	if	we'd	dodged	a	bullet.		Well,	considerably	more	than	a
bullet.		Each	of	us	had	our	own	part	in	the	blunder	of	universal	proportions	that
we	created,	but	there	is	no	finger	pointing.		No	blame.		We	are	a	team,	them	and
I.		Now,	we	look	at	the	future.

The	world,	I	told	them,	it's	a	little	more	evil	now	than	it	was	before	we	got
involved.		Thanks	to	my	incredible	level	of	gullibility,	there	are	23	trespassing
souls	who	have	no	business	being	in	the	Earth	plane.	

And	they're	not	here	to	be	good	guys,	either.



My	job,	I	explained	to	them,	is	to	hunt	them	down.		All	23	of	them.		One	by
one.	

Ricky	asked	me	about	Kristen,	but	I	haven't	yet	found	a	way	to	tell	him	about
her.		I'd	rather	have	him	remember	her	the	way	I	thought	she	was—this	beautiful
person	from	my	past	that	crossed	dimensions,	fighting	against	all	odds	to	find
me.		That's	the	kind	of	thing	that	a	true	love	story	would	give	you.		And	that's	the
way	I	would	like	to	remember	her	.	.	.	for	now.

Because,	if	I	consider	what	really	happened.		That	I	killed	this	girl	I	loved
more	than	anything	in	this	world,	I	have	to	ponder	the	kind	of	monster	that	I
truly	was.		Maybe	Ricky's	right?		Maybe	my	lost	past	is	a	sword	that	cuts	both
ways.		I	might	not	like	who	I	was.

I	did	a	little	reading	last	night,	about	the	story	of	Saul	of	Tarsus.		He	was	a
vile	and	evil	thing	until	his	conversion	in	Damascus.		Saul	became	Paul,	the
apostle	who	made	the	foundations	for	a	better	world.		He	transformed	from	a
monster,	into	someone	who	wanted	to	make	a	positive	difference.		He	became
good,	through	choice.

Perhaps	I,	too,	have	gone	through	my	own	conversion.		Mine	did	not	so	much
happen	in	Damascus,	but	culminated	with	a	head	wound	that	caused,

“	.	.	.	localized	bilateral	lesions	in	the	limbic	system,	notably	in	the
hippocampus	and	medial	side	of	the	temporal	lobe,	as	well	as	parts	of	the
thalamus,	and	their	associated	connections	.	.	.	”

That's	what	those	fancy,	know-it-all	doctors	say,	anyway.		What	they	mean:
my	marbles	got	scrambled.		I'm	coping	with	my	crooked	brain.	

I	called	to	ask	Dr.	Monica	about	this,	but	the	hospital	said	that	there	was	no
Dr.	Monica	Evans	employed	by	them.		And	further,	that	there	never	was.		I'm
not	sure	what	that	means	about	the	state	of	my	mental	stability.		More	questions.

Could	I	still	be	going	crazy?	



Doubtful.		All	my	delusions,	they're	real.		The	monsters	I	see,	they	do	exist.	
Late	in	the	day,	in	those	moments	between	dogs	and	wolves,	if	you	think	you	see
the	shadows	stretching	a	little	more	than	they	normally	should	.	.	.	it	might	not
be	that	you're	hallucinating.	

The	spooks,	they're	for	real.	

The	gatherers,	they	still	do	their	bidding.

But	what	is	our	option?		Hide?		Pretend	the	scary	things	aren't	actually
walking	among	us?		No.		That	is	an	untenable	position,	now.	

Man	up,	or	back	down.		That's	what	I	say.

So	to	win	back	my	salvation,	I	must	track	down	23	evil	souls.		This	is	my
only	chance	at	an	afterlife.		I	work	for	the	other	side	now.		I'm	not	a	tard-farmer,
I'm	a	dead-tracker.		Think	of	me	as	a	bounty-hunter,	or	a	skip	tracer,	or	a
detective	.	.	.	or	even	an	agent.		Yeah,	that's	it	.	.	.	an	Agent	of	the	Dead.

My	name	is	Jack	Pagan	.	.	.	I	am	five	months	and	sixteen	days	old,	and	I	can
promise	you:		the	things	you	don't	want	to	see	.	.	.	they're	watching	you.

*



HOW	MY	GAY	UNCLE	F’ED	UP	CHRISTMAS:

THE	LEGEND	OF	SODOMY	CAT	(EPILOGUE)

First	Presbyterian	Hospital.
29	hours,	34	minutes	later	.	.	.

I	wake	up,	I	don't	know	how	long	later,	in	a	room	filled	with	white	and	beeps
and	chimes	and	floating	colors.		My	throat	is	as	dry	as	old	dirt	and	cat	fur	and
Motel	6	carpet.		I	squint	my	eyes	open	slowly,	seeing	blurry	forms	that	might	be
people.	

One	of	them	lifts	up,	leaning	towards	me,	“Trevor!		Are	you	.	.	.	how	do	you
feel?”	her	delicate	scared	voice	asks.

“Stephanie?”	My	voice	rasps	out.

And	she	just	starts	crying,	leaning	her	head	down	on	my	stomach	lightly,	as	if
I	might	implode	like	a	fragile	eggshell	with	any	more	pressure.

The	other	shape	starts	to	become	Bruce.		This	is	the	first	time	I've	seen	him
without	his	cowboy	hat.		He	looks	professional.		“You	had	us	all	on	edge	for	a
bit,	there,	Trevor.		Quite	an	ordeal	you	went	through	with	that	man.”

Of	all	the	things	in	my	head	that	I	could	say,	my	first	question	is,	“Where's
Sasha?”

Bruce	motioned	down	with	his	head	and	I	saw	Sasha	in	his	arms.		He's
wrapped	in	a	warm-looking	blanket,	his	too-real	eyes	staring	up	at	me.

“The	mugger,”	I	say.		“What	happened	to	him?”

“He's	been	booked.		They	got	your	wallet	and	phone	and	clothes	back.		Turns
out	one	of	the	police	officers	on	the	scene	knew	of	Gary.		He	recognized	you.”
Bruce	explained.		“He	made	sure	that	the	paramedics	gave	you	the	best	care.”



I	got	shot?

He	nods,	“You	got	shot	with	salt.		The	shotgun	was	loaded	with	rock	salt.”

That's	embarrassing.

“There	are	reporters	lined-up	a	mile	long	waiting	to	get	your	story,”	he	says,
cuddling	Sasha,	rocking	him	gently	back	and	forth.

“No	reporter's,	Bruce.		I	don't	want	to	talk	to	anyone.”

He	smiled.

I	can	feel	Stephanie's	warm	tears	melting	through	the	blankets	I'm	wrapped
in.		Her	being	sad	for	me,	it	feels	like	she	really	likes	me.		Like	she	cares	more
than	just	a	passing	friend.		I	reach	out	and	take	her	small	hand	into	mine	and	she
works	her	way	up	the	bed,	curling	beside	me	on	my	good	arm—the	one	not
salted	like	a	boiled	potato.

Bundled	up	like	this,	Sasha	and	I	look	the	same;	only	.	.	.	I'm	less	real	than	he
is.

For	the	next	couple	minutes	we	all	sat	there	quietly,	not	a	word	between	us.	
Just	all	of	us	breathing.		All	of	us	thinking	about	what	has	and	hasn't	happened.

When	it	feels	right,	I	ask	Bruce,	“What	now?”

He	looks	up,	“What	do	you	mean?”

I	shrug,	“What	do	we	do	now?		How	does	this	continue?	I've	broken
everything	I've	ever	touched.”

Stephanie	reaches	over	and	kisses	me	on	the	neck,	whispering,	“I'm	not
broken.”		Her	breath	is	warm	and	minty.

“We	can	do	whatever	you	want	to	do.		There	are	no	limits,”	Bruce	says,
gently	sliding	one	of	his	hands	free	of	the	baby	and	retrieving	a	piece	of	folded
grey	paper	from	his	jacket.		He	then	hands	it	across	the	bed,	leaving	it	folded	on
my	chest.



The	elasticity	of	the	paper	starts	to	slowly	uncrumple	it	a	few	inches,	but
Stephanie	helps	it	open	as	I	lift	my	head	forward.		I	blink	a	few	times,	seeing
numbers	and	legal	terms	and	percentages	that	make	no	sense	to	me.

“What	is	it,	Bruce?”

“The	will	passed	through	the	Probate	Court.		It's	done.		Was	finished
Thursday	evening,	but	I	was	going	to	wait	until	last	night	to	tell	you.”

To	tell	me	what?

He	announces,	“I	am	your	legal	guardian.”

I	start	to	smile,	Stephanie	kissing	me	on	the	neck	again.

“You	will	never	be	kicked-out	of	the	estate.”

I	breathe	a	sigh	of	relief.

“And	you	have	a	rather	nominal	sum	of	money,	established	in	a	trust	of	which
I	am	the	trustee,	which	you	can	spend	when	you	reach	the	age	of	thirty-five.”

I	don't	want	to	ask	how	much.		It	seems	awful	to	profit	from	the	death	of
Gary.

But	Stephanie,	reading	the	fine	print	that	my	eyes	have	not	adjusted	to,	she
blurts,	“Forty-three!”

“Thousand!”	I	say,	feeling	like	I	hit	the	jackpot.

She	shakes	her	head,	“Uh-uh.		The	other	forty-three.”

The	other	43?	

“Forty-three	million,	two	hundred	and	ninety-five	thousand,	six	hundred	and
eighteen	dollars	.	.	.	and	six	cents,”	Bruce	says,	like	the	closet-accountant	we
always	suspected	him	of	being.		“Plus	whatever	accrued	interest	the	account	has
gained.”

And	Stephanie's	feminine	little	fingers	are	tapping	on	the	paper.



Where	did	all	of	that	come	from?	I	ask	the	room.

But	then,	a	question	like	that	doesn't	need	an	answer,	does	it.		As	I've	recently
found	out,	lots	of	people	have	supported	Gary's	work.		After	all,	he	was	a
visionary.		A	legend.

“Oh,	look!”	Stephanie	says	as	she	glances	down	at	where	my	waist	is	tightly
wrapped	in	hospital	blankets.		My	eyes,	her	eyes,	and	Bruce's	eyes,	they're	all
nervously	darting	away	from	my	tent.		“You're,	um	.	.	.	excited,	again.”

And	wouldn't	you	know	it,	I	got	my	mojo	back.	

Bruce	covers	Sasha's	eyes	while	the	tent	in	my	blanket	soars	to	new	heights.	
Then,	kind	of	out	of	the	blue,	he	says,	“Hey,	Trevor,	the	landscapers	found	a	pair
of	your	shorts	out	by	the	pool	pump	this	morning.		They	looked	like	they'd	been
cut	in	half	by	a	laser	or	something.		Really	strange.		Do	you	know	anything
about	that?”	

And	this	is	my	family.	

My	life.	

Like	I	told	you	at	the	beginning	of	all	this:		This	story,	my	story,	it's	not	a
thrill	ride.		It	won't	make	you	a	better	human	being.		There	is	absolutely	no
profound	sagacity	or	insight	in	these	pages.		No	paradigm-shifting	catharsis.	
None	of	that.		People	don't	win	awards	for	stuff	like	this.	

Most	likely,	you'll	want	to	take	a	shower.		Clean	that	stuff	out	from	the	inside
of	your	underwear.	

Maybe	get	a	physical.	

Get	some	shots.	

Anything	you	can	think	of	that	will	help	you	forget	what	you've	read—use	it.	
Just	purge	each	and	every	word	you	heard	me	say.		That's	the	safest	advice	I	can
give	you.



Have	that	seizure	you've	been	thinking	about.

A	full-scale	brain	meltdown.

Crash	your	hard	drive,	before	it's	too	late.

As	for	me,	I'm	going	to	study	hard,	have	as	much	sex	as	I	can	with	my
girlfriend,	go	to	college,	and	carry	on	the	legacy	that	Gary	started.		When	I
imagine	the	future	of	fetish-pornography,	what	with	all	the	robots	and
microchips	and	high	technology	we	have	at	our	disposal	.	.	.	I	see	big	things.

	

Now,	I	am	Sodomy	Cat.

*



CHASING	DARKNESS	(EPILOGUE)

The	Pope	tells	me	I	am	an	angel	that	stole	my	way	into	this	body	.	.	.	into	this
life.	He	says	I	am	no	better	than	a	demon,	but	he	has	no	idea	what	might	happen
when	I	quit	being	an	angel.

There	is	a	part	of	me	that	they	have	not	seen—the	part	that	I	only	catch	a
glimpse	of	when	I	am	forcing	my	blades	deep	into	the	eyes	of	a	monster—the
part	of	me	that	secretly	enjoys	the	fight.

If	it	is	true,	and	I	am	no	better	than	a	demon,	then	perhaps	I	should	show	them
just	what	a	demon	is	truly	capable	of	doing.	If	this	black	force	exists	inside	of
me,	then	I	will	harness	it.	I	will	call	up	the	rage	and	the	violence	and	the
vengeance	that	has	been	gifted	to	me.

If	they	think	I	was	dangerous	before	.	.	.	wait	until	they	see	what	I	shall
become.	My	entire	life	I	thought	I	was	chasing	the	darkness,	but	I	was	wrong.

I	am	the	darkness.	I	am	the	thing	which	chases	the	sun	away	each	night.	And
when	the	light	is	gone,	and	when	I	have	chased	away	the	daylight	.	.	.	only	then
will	they	be	able	to	witness	what	I	can	do.

My	fight	is	not	over.

It	has	only	just	begun.

*



CHAPTER	12:	EDITORS,	COVER	DESIGNS,	AND
PUBLISHING!



Editing	your	manuscript

Now	that	you’ve	finished	your	novel,	it	will	be	important	to	get	your	editing
done.	A	poorly	edited	book	is	frustrating	to	a	reader	and	takes	them	away	from
the	beauty	of	your	story	as	their	mind	has	to	deal	with	the	discontinuity	of	the
mistake.

There	are	three	basic	steps	to	your	editing	process.

First	re-read—in	which	you	personally	go	back	and	read	your
novel	from	start	to	finish.	You’ll	catch	some,	but	not	nearly	all	of
the	mistakes	you	made.	The	reason	is,	generally,	if	you	made	the
mistakes	the	first	time,	you	don’t	know	that	you’re	making	those
mistakes,	and	will	read	right	past	them.	The	first	re-read	will	help
you	with	obvious	formatting	mistakes,	spacing	issues,	and	other
typical	and	glaring	problems	that	will	scream	out	at	you.	Your	main
focus	should	not	be	on	editing,	but	on	making	sure	that	your	story	is
continuous	and	there	are	no	major	plot/story	issues	that	need	to	be
reworked.

Proofread—a	sentence-by-sentence	methodical	read	of	your
manuscript	looking	for	errors	of	syntax,	time,	grammar,	etc.	This	is
where	the	‘They’re,	their,	there’	type	issues	are	addressed.	I	advise
against	doing	this	yourself.	Again,	you	won’t	see	the	mistakes	that
you	don’t	see.	Let	somebody	else	do	this—like	your	interested
friends,	family,	or	hired	servants	(jk).	Enlist	the	help	of	your
friends,	passing	the	most	newly	corrected	version	off	at	least	5
(five)	times	before	you	are	satisfied.

Edit—this	is	the	step	where	the	actual	story	will	be	looked	at	for
glaring	problems	that	may	be	grammatical,	but	can	also	be	plot,
setting,	character,	etc.	My	advice,	spend	the	$100-$500	necessary	to



hire	an	editor,	unless	you	happen	to	know	somebody	with	a
master’s	degree	in	English.	It’s	money	well	spent.	An	editor	will
make	your	life	so	much	easier,	and	take	the	stress	of	trying	to	edit
your	own	work	out	of	your	hands.	Editing	is	a	frustrating	hell-on-
earth	that	I’d	rather	not	be	a	part	of.	In	the	same	way	that	writing	is
a	skill	you	develop,	so	is	editing.	It’s	a	learned,	practiced	skill…	so
let	the	skilled	professionals	do	what	they	do	best.

	

After	the	editing	process—hopefully	by	a	professional—it	is	time	to	do	your
second	re-read,	looking	for	any	small	details	that	you,	or	your	team,	might	have
missed.	Resist	the	urge	to	get	your	novel	listed	on	Amazon	as	quick	as	possible.	
My	first	novel,	Purg	I:	Fallen	Angel,	was	actually	hand-typed,	and	later	scanned
into	a	garbage	computer.	The	scanning	and	OCR	(Optical	Character
Recognition)	software	wasn’t	as	good	a	few	years	ago	as	it	is	now,	and	my
manuscript	was	rife	with	errors	and	misspellings.

I	listed	it	on	Amazon	and	it	never	sold	a	copy.	Now,	I	don’t	know	if	that	was
my	low	quality	book	being	passed	over	by	readers,	or	just	the	gods	of	writing
penalizing	me	for	being	so	hasty.	Either	way,	when	I	recently	cleaned	it	up	and
had	some	people	take	a	closer	look	at	it,	strangely	it	started	selling.	It’s	now	one
of	my	most	popular	books,	and	keeps	on	selling!

So	don’t	rush	it.	The	entire	editing	process	won’t	take	more	than	a	few	weeks,
and	it’s	well	worth	the	little	extra	time	and	expense	you	put	into	it.



Cover	Designs

So	your	book	is	ready	and	you	still	don’t	have	a	cover.	Don’t	make	your	own
cover	unless	you’re	a	skilled	and	talented	graphic	artist.	Just	get	on
www.99designs.com	and	launch	a	book	cover	design	contest.	This	is	awesome
because	it	has	artists	from	all	over	the	world	competing	to	design	your	cover.	It
does	cost	$299,	but	it’s	worth	ten	times	that.	The	contest	runs	for	a	week	and	you
will	actually	be	able	to	communicate	with	the	different	artists	and	change	the
designs	you	see	most	fitting	of	your	novel	to	your	perfect	cover.	For	series
novels	this	is	especially	important	because	you	can	have	one	artist	complete	lots
of	different	cover	designs	for	you.

If	you	do	decided	to	‘do-it-yourself’	I	want	you	to	go	to	your	bathroom,	look
in	the	mirror,	and	punch	the	person	that	is	looking	back	at	you,	because	you	need
to	allow	a	professional	to	design	your	cover.	No	matter	how	good	your	writing
is,	if	your	cover	sucks,	you’ll	be	ignored.	

Some	things	to	pay	attention	to:	your	book	cover	will	be	shown	on	Amazon
and	the	other	online	e-book	sites	as	a	thumbnail	(a	very	small	image,	usually
only	an	inch	or	so	tall,	sometimes	slightly	more).	Make	sure	that	your	book
cover	looks	good	even	when	it	is	very	small	and	tiny	on	the	screen.	Does	it	stick
out	at	you	and	make	you	want	to	find	out	more.

People	say,	“Don’t	judge	a	book	by	its	cover,”	but	that’s	just	silly.	That’s
exactly	why	we	have	book	covers,	so	that	we	can	judge	the	books	in	a	flash.	If	I
said,	“Don’t	judge	a	super	model	by	their	looks,”	you’d	slap	the	spit	out	of	my
mouth	for	being	so	ridiculous.	And	I’d	deserve	it.

DO	NOT	SKIMP	OUT	ON	YOUR	COVER!

http://www.99designs.com


The	Actual	Publishing	Process

Ok,	your	book	is	finished,	it’s	been	read,	and	re-read,	proofread,	and	edited…
and	you’re	anxious	to	park	that	sucker	out	there	on	Amazon.com,	Barnes	&
Noble,	Smashwords.com,	etc.	and	get	to	selling.	This	process	can	be	incredibly
easy,	or	incredibly	frustrating.		The	easiest	way	to	manage	everything	is	to	get
your	title	loaded	up	to	Smashwords.	What	they	are	is	an	online	publishing
distributor	who	will	convert	your	Word	(.doc)	document	into	every	possible
form	of	eBook	possible,	and	then	submit	it	to	all	of	the	online	retailers	(Amazon,
Sony,	B&N,	Kobo,	Apple,	Diesel,	Page	Foundry,	Baker-Taylor’s	Blio,	and
Baker-Taylor’s	Axis360).		You	can	set	your	prices	for	all	of	the	sites	and	it
really	simplifies	everything.

However,	should	you	decide	that	the	effort	is	just	too	much,	you	can	pay
somebody	to	do	this	work	for	you.	It	usually	runs	anywhere	from	$35	to	$100	to
handle	formatting	and	submission	to	Smashwords.

Another	option	might	be	that	you	only	want	to	list	through	Amazon,	and	there
are	certainly	reasons	why	you	might	elect	to	do	that	(like	the	KDP	select
program).

KDP	Select	-	a	new	option	to	make	money	and	promote	your	book.	When
you	make	your	book	exclusive	to	Kindle	for	at	least	90	days,	it	will	be	part	of	the
Kindle	Owners'	Lending	Library	for	the	same	period	and	you	will	earn	your
share	of	a	monthly	fund	when	readers	borrow	your	books	from	the	library.	You
will	also	be	able	to	promote	your	book	as	free	for	up	to	5	days	during	these	90
days

The	value	of	this	program	is	hard	to	determine,	but	with	Amazon	(the	largest
online	book/eBook	retailer	in	the	world)	you	know	that	you’re	getting	the	largest
number	of	eyeballs	possible.		My	advice	is	to	launch	your	first	90	days	on
Amazon.com.	After	that,	if	you	chose	to	enlist	the	help	of	the	other	online



retailers,	it’s	a	simple	matter	to	upload	your	material	to	Smashwords.com	and	let
them	send	your	material	out	to	all	the	other	vendors.

Don’t	ignore	the	value	of	being	able	to	give	your	book	away	for	free	for	5
days.	This	allows	people	to	read	your	work,	without	the	barrier-to-entry	of	price.
You	might	get	anywhere	from	several	hundred,	to	several	thousand	downloads,
and	a	percentage	of	those	people	will	come	back	to	leave	you	reviews.	You	will
have	the	double	benefit	of	a	large	group	of	new	readers	that	enjoy	your	work	and
spread	the	word,	as	well	as	the	rank	and	reviews	that	come	along	with	that.

I	will	not	even	comment	on	the	old-school	traditional	publishing	model	where
you	send	out	millions	of	letters	to	agents	and	publishers	begging	to	be
represented.	Unless	you	have	some	uncontrollable	need	for	validation,	forget
that	model.	It’s	a	buggy	whip.	Traditional	publishers	are	going	bankrupt	and	that
only	makes	this	a	more	magical	time	for	us	as	writers.	For	the	first	time,	we	can
be	judged	not	on	whom	we	know,	but	on	our	stories	and	ideas…	and	by	our
words.

It’s	time	to	start	your	novel.	Take	a	little	time	to	review	Chapter	12,	which	is
a	review	of	all	the	exercises	(which	you’ve	hopefully	been	doing,	young
grasshopper).	I’ve	also	included	a	cursory	list	of	the	terms	that	you	might	be
confused	about,	relating	to	narrative	works.

By	the	way,	when	you	publish	your	first	novel,	please	email	me	and	let	me
know…	I	want	a	copy:)

So	get	your	self	settled	in.	Make	sure	your	notebook	is	nearby.	Remember	the
exercises	we	did,	and	repeat	when	necessary.	This	is	the	system	I	used	to	write
and	publish	my	books.	It	works.	I’ve	published	14	novels	in	just	2	years.	And	I
have	a	day	job	trading	gold	and	silver,	so	obviously	I’m	not	a	born	writer!



Chapter	13:	Exercise	review

Exercise:	Go	back	to	the	very	first	page	in	your	notes,	where	we	began	to
initially	analyze	your	5	favorite	novels.	Read	back	through	your	handwritten
notes,	and	then	read	back	through	all	of	the	exercises	(which	are	listed	below	in
the	order	in	which	they	appeared	in	this	text).	You	are	just	about	ready	to	begin
writing.	Check	and	make	sure	that	you	have	done	each	and	every	exercise,	and
that	you	are	prepared	to	dedicate	at	least	one	to	2	hours	a	day	to	your	writing.

From	the	Introduction:	Exercise:	Before	you	read	another	word,
close	your	eyes	and	picture	opening	the	cover,	or	turning	on	the	e-book	reading
device,	and	seeing	your	name	on	the	title	page	of	a	novel	you	just	published.

Exercise:	Take	out	a	sheet	of	notebook	paper	(if	you	can	even	find	one)	and
write	3	story	ideas	down—one	sentence	for	each	one	of	your	ideas.	They	can
even	be	3	versions	of	the	same	basic	story.	An	example	of	this	might	be:	Two
brothers	get	sent	to	an	orphanage	after	their	parents	disappear	and	count	on	each
other	for	survival.	Keep	it	simple.		Let	the	idea	be	distilled	down	to	its	absolute
core	(if	you	don't	yet	have	a	idea	for	your	novel,	just	write	down	3	interesting
story	ideas—the	kind	of	thing	that	you	would	enjoy	reading).

Factoid:	Microsoft	actually	had	the	first	eBook/eReading	device,	but	Bill
Gates	didn't	like	it	because	it	didn't	have	Windows	on	it.	It	was	almost	the	exact
design	of	the	current	Kindle.	He	gave	the	engineering	guys	the	thumbs-down	and
they	trashed	the	project.	I	guess	nobody	gets	it	right	all	the	time.

From	Chapter	1
Exercise:	Make	a	list	of	your	5	favorite	authors	and	find/purchase/borrow	at

least	2	books	from	each	of	these	authors.	Preferably	they	are	books	that	you	have
already	read	and	enjoy.

From	Chapter	2



Exercise:	Read	the	first	chapter,	or	prologue,	of	each	of	your	5	favorite
books.	Read	them	one	after	the	next.	When	you	start	seeing	similarities	in
cadence	or	pace,	write	those	down	in	your	notebook.

Exercise:	Using	the	5	novels	that	you	have	selected,	read	the	first	5	chapters
of	each	one.	Don't	write.	Don't	take	notes.	Just	read.	Remember	karate.	I	am
your	sensei,	and	these	are	your	mind-numbing	chores,	resulting	in	you	becoming
a	literary	ninja.

From	Chapter	3
Factoid:	A	prologue	is	not	just	another	chapter.	It’s	the	most	important

chapter.	Treat	is	as	such.	Put	as	much	emphasis	on	it	as	you	would	a	letter	to	the
President	of	the	United	States.	Yes,	it’s	that	important.	The	average	length	is
from	1-3	pages.	Less	is	more.

Exercise:	You’re	going	to	write	a	sample	prologue.	You	can	either	use	the
story	that’s	been	floating	around	in	your	mind,	or	you	can	create	something
completely	new.	Here	are	some	ideas	if	you	want	to	just	run	with	a	new	idea:
Boy	meets	girl,	but	the	boy	is	actually	an	alien.	

Or,	first	day	in	college,	Susan	discovers	that	there	are	people	following	her.

How	about,	Bill	is	2	days	from	retirement	and	doesn’t	know	if	he	really	wants
to	leave	the	police	force.	

Have	some	fun,	but	focus	on	the	4	main	points:	First	Sentence,	First
Paragraph,	Last	Paragraph,	Last	Sentence.

From	Chapter	4
Exercise:	On	a	piece	of	notebook	paper,	or	on	your	computer	I	want	you	to

paraphrase	these	10	habits	and	write	them	down	or	print	them	out.	Then	you're
going	to	take	that	piece	of	paper	and	tape	it	to	the	wall	near	your	computer	so
that	every	time	you	look	at	that	screen	you	see	those	habits.	You	are	going	to
force	yourself	to	become	the	greatest	writer	you	can	be.	And	if	that	means	I	have



to	beat	it	into	you,	as	your	sensei…	I	must.

From	Chapter	5
Exercise:	You're	going	to	take	your	favorite	novel	of	all	time,	and	write	one

sentence	for	each	of	the	5	parts	of	the	dramatic	structure—introduction,	rising
action,	climax,	falling	action,	and	dénouement.	See	if	you	can	recognize	the	5
basic	elements	of	the	story.	If	your	favorite	novel	has	a	surprise	ending,	list	that
for	the	dénouement.

From	Chapter	6
Exercise:	take	your	5	favorite	novels	and	write	down	the	title	of	each	one,

and	the	number	of	pages	it	has.	If	you	have	the	actual	paperbacks,	do	a	word
count	by	multiplying	each	page	by	450	words.	If	you	have	the	e-books	only,
simply	write	down	the	total	word	count.	Average	those	5	books	word	counts	and
see	what	number	you	get.	That	will	give	you	an	idea	of	the	ballpark	that	you
need	to	be	in	for	your	novel.

From	Chapter	7
Exercise:	Pick	3	items	that	are	in	the	room	that	you	are	currently	in,	at	this

very	moment,	and	described	them	in	4	sentences	for	each	item.	Write-down
these	descriptions	in	your	notebook	and	then	ask	somebody	that	you	know	to
read	the	descriptions	and	see	if	they	are	sufficient	for	them	to	get	a	good	mental
image	of	what	you	are	referring	to.

From	Chapter	8
Factoid:	While	there	are	dozens	of	different	formats	for	e-books,	the	only	2

you	need	to	worry	yourself	about	at	this	point	are	EPUB	(.epub)	and	MOBI
(.mobi).	And	most	of	the	time	your	original	word	document	can	be	very	quickly
converted	to	whichever	format	the	online	publisher	requires.

From	Chapter	9



Exercise:	Here	is	the	fun	part.	Get	your	5	favorite	novels	out	again.	What
you'll	be	doing	this	time	is	reading	the	middle	5	chapters	of	each	book.	The	goal
here	is	to	get	an	idea	of	the	chapters	that	make	up	the	depth	of	your	book.	You'll
notice	that	the	cadence	and	timing	is	different	from	the	original	beginning
chapters	that	I	had	to	review	earlier.	Pay	attention	to	how	each	author	carries	the
action	from	one	scene	to	the	next,	keeping	the	interest	alive,	into	maintaining	the
reader's	curiosity.

Remember:	The	five-part	dramatic	structure	of	any	well	told	story	places	the
conflict	and	falling	action	somewhere	in	the	middle	of	your	novel.	In	your	mind
you	need	to	make	sure	that	your	story	is	loosely	following	this	structure	so	that	it
doesn't	drag	on.	If	your	novel	were	a	television	series	(of	4-6	episodes)	would
you	be	in	the	middle	episodes?

*Note:	For	the	first	draft,	you	can	tell	the	story	more	quickly	in	order	to	get
the	ideas	out	of	your	head.	It’s	easy	to	go	back	and	add	to	your	story	and
strengthen	it	once	the	first	draft	has	been	completed.

Exercise:	In	your	5	favorite	novels,	which	you	recently	read	5	middle
chapters	in	each,	I	want	you	to	find	the	very	shortest	chapter	out	of	all	of	those
total	25	chapters	that	you	read.	Does	the	shortest	chapter—using	our	procedure
of	analyzing	the	first	sentence,	last	paragraph	and	last	sentence—meet	the
standard	of	providing	sufficient	interest,	information,	and	enjoyment,	while	at
the	same	time	forcing	you	to	keep	on	reading?

From	Chapter	10
Exercise:	It's	time	to	do	some	more	in-book	research.	Grab	up	your	favorite	5

novels	and	go	to	the	very	end	of	each	book.	Now	it	is	time	for	us	to	look	at	how
your	favorite	novels	end.	Reading	the	last	5	chapters	of	each	novel.	Pay
particular	attention	to	the	cadence,	tone,	and	amount	of	information	that	is
offered	to	answer	questions	the	reader	might	have	had,	to	tie	up	loose	ends,	and
bring	the	story	to	a	close.



From	Chapter	11
Exercise:	Read	the	ending	chapter/epilogue	of	your	5	favorite	novels,	using

our	analysis	of	first	sentence,	first	paragraph,	last	paragraph,	last	sentence,	in	the
same	manner	that	we	did	for	the	prologue	in	the	very	beginning.

Exercise:	It's	time	to	do	our	analysis	again.	In	the	same	way	that	you
analyzed	the	epilogues	of	your	5	favorite	novels	you	are	going	to	analyze	the
epilogues	you	are	about	to	read.	Have	your	trusty	notebook	standing	by!

Exercise:	Go	back	to	the	very	first	page	in	your	notes,	where	we	began	to
initially	analyze	your	5	favorite	novels.	Read	back	through	your	handwritten
notes,	and	then	read	back	through	all	of	the	exercises	(which	are	listed	below	in
the	order	in	which	they	appeared	in	this	text).	You	are	just	about	ready	to	begin
writing.	Check	and	make	sure	that	you	have	done	each	and	every	exercise,	and
that	you	are	prepared	to	dedicate	at	least	one	to	2	hours	a	day	to	your	writing.

NOTE:	YOU	WILL	GET	STUCK	IN	AN	INFINITE	EXERCISE	LOOP	IF
YOU	CONTINUE	TO	READ	THROUGH	AND	COMPLETE	THE
EXERCISES!	At	this	point,	you	are	ready	to	begin	your	project.



CHAPTER	14:	EBOOK	LAUNCH	STRATEGIES	I	recently	did	each
and	every	thing	I’m	about	to	talk	about.	I	ran	a	3-day	free	book	giveaway	for	this
book	on	Amazon.	During	that	period	I	had	over	15,000	downloads,	and	ranked
in	the	top	10	on	Amazon’s	Free	Ebook	category	.	.	.	which	isn’t	at	all	easy.	What
that	means	is,	the	following	game	plan	works	currently.	I	assume	that	you’ll

have	similar	success	with	Smashwords,	and	it’s	many	subsidiary	vendors.	Take
your	time,	pay	attention,	and	get	your	name	out	there!



WHY	KDP?

I	decided	that	it's	important	enough	that	we	need	to	address	it	and	give	you	a
game	plan	going	forward.		If	you	don't	know	how	you're	going	to	launch	on
Kindle	(the	Amazon	e-reading	device	of	choice)	then	you'll	be	considerably
handicapped	when	it	comes	to	sales	and	such.

What	I've	included	is	not	an	extensive	study,	but	more	of	a	list	of	things	you
can	do	to	get	the	best	launch	and	performance	out	of	your	book	once	it's	listed	on
Amazon.com.		Obviously,	this	could	be	an	entire	book	unto	itself,	but	these	are
details	and	bits	I've	distilled	from	a	fairly	exhausting	research	of	launching	a
book	at	Amazon.



BEFORE	YOU	OFFICIALLY	LAUNCH	YOUR	BOOK

1.	Enlist	your	new	title	in	the	KDP	Select	Program:	

The	KDP	select	program	allows	you	to	promote	you	book	free	for	up	to	5
days	every	90	days.	It	doesn't	have	to	be	5	consecutive	days	(perhaps	2	days
here,	two	days	a	month	later	to	bump	up	the	downloads/reviews).	During	this
time	you	can	get	lots	of	reviews,	keywords,	and	feedback,	as	well	as	get	the
word	out	about	your	book.		Giving	away	free	books	takes	away	the	barriers	to
entry	a	new	reader	might	have,	being	somewhat	reluctant	to	try	out	a	new
author.

	

Pay	attention	 to	when	the	traffic	is	at	its	peak,	and	that's	when	to	give
the	book	away.		(Saturdays	seem	to	be	the	highest,	followed	by
Fridays).	Holiday	weekends	are	also	a	good	chance	to	grab	those
holiday	readers.

	

2.	Get	8-10	Reviews	before	you	officially	launch:

Make	sure	you	have	between	8-10	reviews	from	your
friends/family/writer's	groups/forums	before	you	give	the	book	away	for	free.
	This	way,	people	aren't	arriving	at	an	unknown	book,	from	an	unknown
writer,	with	no	reviews.		Reviews	comfort	people...	a	lot.		So	take	the	time	to
get	the	reviews.

I	advise	you	to	simply	list	the	book	on	Amazon,	doing	no	advertising	for
the	first	few	weeks,	checking	to	make	sure	it	downloads	correctly,	has	no
editing	oversights,	and	building	up	your	reviews	to	10	or	so.		Then	it's	much
easier	to	plan	your	opening	days,	free	e-book	giveaways,	and	any	peripheral
Facebook/Google	Advertising	you	might	elect	to	use.



	

3.	Using	Facebook	to	sell	promote	your	book	during	its	Free	Listing:

Facebook	has	lots	of	eyeballs,	so	you	can't	ignore	the	power	of	that.	Don't
overload	it	by	sending	constant	messages	out	(thereby	frustrating	people),
however	I	think	it’s	advisable	to	"Invite"	all	of	your	friends	to	download	the
free	e-book	a	day	or	two	before	the	Free	KDP	period.	

A	good	rule-of-thumb	is	to	post	about	3	times	a	day,	for	the	two	days
leading	up	to	your	Free	period,	and	then	5-6	times	a	day	during	the	free
period.	Keep	the	posts	positive,	thanking	people	for	their	support,	and
engaging	them	to	help	you	by	leaving	reviews	and	giving	you	new	ideas!	Get
them	involved,	don't	just 	sell	 them.

	

4.	Get	your	book	listed	on	the	Free	e-book	sites	(of	which	there	are	droves):

The	sites	that	offer	free	e-books—usually	in	exchange	for	advertising—are
a	good	way	to	generate	lots	of	downloads,	reviews,	and	enthusiasm	about	your
book.	Your	goal	is	to	get	into	the	Top	100	books	on	Amazon	(under	the	free	e-
books	section)	during	this	free	period.	That	will	get	a	lot	of	people	looking	at
you.		Even	though	these	other	sites	don't	necessarily	link	back	to	Amazon,
you're	still	getting	your	name,	title,	and	message	out	to	lots	of	people	who	will
propel	you.

My	favorite	two	are	Free-e-books	and	Foboko	because	the	staff	really
works	with	you	and	they're	quick	to	make	changes:

Free-ebooks.net

Foboko.com

Here	is	a	list	of	some	other	Free	giveaway	sights	that	you	might	like,
because	they	are	more	closely	associated	with	giving	the	books	away	on

http://www.free-ebooks.net
http://www.foboko.com


Amazon,	and	can	be	linked	directly	back:

www.freebiesociety.com

www.bigbigforums.com

www.freebierevolution.com

www.freebieforums.org

www.freebieusa.com

	

5.	Make	sure	you	know	what	your	Amazon	link	is:

The	easy	way	to	get	your	link	is	to	go	to	your	book	page	on	Amazon,	then
look	on	the	right	side	of	the	page	and	you'll	see	a	tiny 	envelope	icon	 next	to	the
word	" share "	and	if	you	click	on	it,	a	box	will	appear	in	the	middle	of	the
screen	which	offers	you	a	Permalink.	Use	that	link	for	all	of	your	giveaways
and	other	advertising	because	it	will	direct	everything	back	to	that	amazon
page.

	

6.	"Share"	your	book	through	Amazon	to	get	an	official	Amazon	email!

Following	this 	share	 link	from	#5,	you	can	select	up	to	15	people	to	"share"
your	book	with,	by	inserting	their	emails	directly	into	the	box	in	the	middle	of
your	screen	after	pressing	the 	envelope	icon .	Then,	in	awesome	fashion,	Amazon
will	send	them	a	very	official	looking	email	with	your	cover,	title,	and	ratings.
	

It's	awesome	and	it	sells	books.

	

7.	Use	the	forums	and	chat	rooms:

Dedicate	about	30	minutes	each	day	to	chatting	on	related	forums	in	the	10

http://freebiesociety.com
http://bigbigforums.com
http://freebierevolution.com
http://freebieforums.org
http://freebieusa.com


days	prior	to	your	book	being	released.	Don't	promote	your	book	for	the	first
week,	just	meet	people,	and	contribute	information.	Once	people	are
comfortable	with	you,	you	can	announce	that	you've	written	this	great	book
and	that	you'd	love	to	give	it	away	to	all	the	members	of	the	forum.	This
works	especially	well	if	you're	in	a	niche,	which	there	are	millions	of	like
minded	people	who	are	genuinely	interested	in	your	subject	matter.

To	find	your	particular	forum(s),	just	search	your	particular	subject	matter
on	Google	and	Facebook,	and	tons	of	them	will	emerge.

	

8.	Get	a	webpage	for	your	book:

Go	ahead	and	get	a	simple	webpage	build	for	your	book.	You	can	do	it
yourself,	using	the	cover	art	you	already	have.	The	online	sites	(which	there
are	many	of)	make	building	a	WordPress	site	super	easy.		So	if	you	decided	to
buy	a	site	design	service,	you	shouldn't	have	to	spend	all	that	much.
Remember,	this	is	your	business	card,	in	a	sense,	and	it	should	be	easy	to	look
at	on	a	regular	web	page,	as	well	as	on	a	mobile	device.

I	recommend	WordPress	sites	because	you'll	be	able	to	go	in	easily	and
change	up	your	content	without	having	to	pay	a	web	designer	or	service
provider.

Make	sure	your	book	title,	Amazon	link,	and	webpage	address	are	in
the 	Signature	 of	every	email	you	send,	every	Twitter	account	you	post	from,
and	Facebook	etc.	It's	a	free	chance	to	advertise	without	it	being	in	people's
faces.

	

9.	Press	Releases:

This	just	in!	Read	all	about	it!!,	That’s	right,	the	press	release.	It's	a	fixture
in	our	society,	and	has	been	for	over	a	hundred	years.	This	is	the	way	that



news	is	disseminated	through	the	magazine/news/journalistic	society.	Having
a	press	release/article,	or	several	press	releases,	for	your	book	adds	a
dimension	of	validation	and	legitimacy	to	your	work.	Plus,	think	of	the	benefit
of	all	the	extra	free	advertising	you	will	receive	if	news	agencies	decide	to
pick	up	your	story	and	disseminated	it	to	all	of	their	various
followers/audience.

	

Key	points:

Your	Press	Release 	must	be	newsworthy	 (relate	it	to	a
current	event	or	social	situation).

Your	Press	Release 	cannot	be	a	blatant	advertisement	 for	your
books.

Concentrate	on	the 	headline ,	because	that's	how	journalists
scan	for	interesting	info	to	cover.	Say	what	you	have	to
say	in	7-10	words	if	possible.

	

Press	Release	Editorial	Guidelines:	

(From	EzineArticles.com)

"Your	article	MUST	be	informative	in	nature	and	must	not	contain
excessive	promotion	or	sales	copy.	In	order	for	your	submission	to	be
accepted,	please	ensure	it	does	not	contain	reference	to	your	name,	company,
or	product,	and	is	not	written	as	sales	copy	promoting	the	products	and
services	of	others.	Such	material	should	be	included	only	in	the	'Author	SIG	-
Resource	Box."

"Maximum	of	(1)	self-serving	link	in	your	article	body,	providing	it	is	not
included	in	paragraphs	1-3	or	above	the	fold.	Please	edit	your	article	body	so



that	it	does	not	contain	more	than	(1)	self-serving	link."

	

I	recommend	that	you	develop	at	least	3,	and	preferably	5,	press	releases
for	your	work.	Ideally,	you	would	have	a	different	press	release	for	each	day
of	your	free	promotional	period.	Some	people	say	3	is	perfect,	but	I	like
variety	and	saturation.

	

I	am	including	a	sample	press	release,	however	I	highly	recommend	that
you	take	a	look	at	these	sites	for	more	information:

	

Articles:

EzineArticles.com	(Free)

	

Press	Releases:

free-press-release.com	 (Free)

PRLog.org	 (Free)

1888PressRelease.com	 (Free)

Webwire.com

PRnewswire.com

PRweb.com

	

Some	article	writing	services:

Elance.com

http://www.ezinearticles.com
http://www.free-press-release.com
http://www.prlog.org
http://www.1888PressRelease.com
http://www.webwire.com
http://www.prnewswire.com
http://www.prweb.com
http://www.elance.com


SAMPLE	PRESS	RELEASE:

Note:	This	is	not	a	format	to	follow,	this	is	just	one	I	snapped	out	for	the	sake
of	reference.	Please	refer	to	the	actual	Article/Press	Release	sites	to	better
understand	how	your	Article/Press	Release	should	read.



PRESS	RELEASE

CONTROVERSIAL	NEW	NOVEL	RE-OPENS	DEBATE	ON	ENIGMATIC	ARTIST

See	Jack	Die,	the	debut	novel	by	former	mercenary,	bodyguard,	and
international	fugitive,	Nicholas	Black,	is	published	in	July	2012,	by	Nicholas
Black,	Amazon.com,	Smashwords.com.

Las	Vegas,	Nevada	(PRWEB)–4th	September	2012

Jack	Pagan	might	as	well	be	4½	months	old.	He	awoke	in	a	hospital	after
suffering	a	head	injury	that	left	him	dead	for	over	67	minutes.	All	of	his	long-
term	memories	were	destroyed.	Now	he	has	to	start	his	life	again.	But	his
accidental	flirt	with	death	left	him	a	special	gift.	In	those	few	minutes	as	he	fades
off	to	sleep	each	night,	and	in	those	early	hours	of	the	morning	as	he	numbly
awakens...	he	sees	them.

Nicholas	Black’s	debut	novel,	See	Jack	Die,	sheds	new	light	on	this
intriguing	mystery.	It	was	recently	republished	in	July	of	2012	by	Nicholas
Black.

At	first,	the	shadows	would	just	stretch	into	strange	shapes	and	forms.	Jack
thought	that	he	was	hallucinating.	That	his	medication	was	playing	with	his
vision.	Then	the	strange	shadows	began	to	walk	around,	moving	freely.	Jack
chalked	it	up	to	a	brain	tumor.	Some	disease	in	his	cerebral	cortex.
Schizophrenia,	even.	Something	he	could	live	with.

Now	these	creatures	are	not	only	haunting	his	nights,	but	his	days.	And	they
have	a	tendency	to	show	themselves	around	people	who	are	about	to	die.
Seeking	help	he	turns	to	a	psychic	who	gives	him	a	very	special	book.	A	book
that	he	was	destined	to	find.	Jack	learns	that	the	only	way	he	will	ever	know
about	who	he	was,	is	to	face	his	worst	fears,	and	die	.	.	.	again.



In	a	series	of	incredible	twists	and	turns,	Jack	finds	out	that	the	worlds	of	the
living	and	of	the	dead	are	much	closer	than	any	of	us	can	possibly	imagine.	And
monsters	.	.	.	are	real.
Fans	of	Stephen	King	and	Dean	Koontz	will	enjoy	reading	the	See	Jack	Die
series.

Contact:	If	you	would	like	to	obtain	a	copy	of	See	Jack	Die,	please	contact:
Nicholas	Black	Tel:	001-972-971-1904

Email:	nicholasblack60@gmail.com

See	Jack	Die	by	Nicholas	Black	is	published	by	www.smashwords.com	on

1st	January	2012	in	pdf,	txt,	ePub,	Mobipocket	and	a	variety	of	formats
compatible	with	Kindle,	Sony,	iPad	and	other	readers.

	

10.	Facebook	Ads:	I'm	not	100%	sold	on	Facebook	ads	(nor	are	the	shareholders
of	FB,	apparently)	however,	you	can't	dismiss	the	sheer	numbers	of	eyeballs	they
have,	and	the	ability	to	refine	your	target	audience	so	distinctly.		I	say...	gamble
$100	bucks	on	it.		Set	the	ads	to	run	on	the	exact	days	of	your	Free
period/promotions,	and	the	next	two	days	after.		

Gauge	it.	If	it's	helping,	continue	it.	If	you	can't	tell...	that	means	it	probably
isn't	effective,	so	move	on.

Pick	your	target	audience.	Depending	on	the	genre,	you	might	want	to	target
specific	audiences	that	are	more	likely	to	download	the	book,	thus	lifting	your
kindle	rankings	into	the	upper	100.

You	can	pay	"Per	impression"	or	"Per	Click".		I've	tried	both,	and	I	think	it's
about	a	toss	up.

If	you	try	the	"Per	Impression"	format,	then	definitely	lower	your	per-
impression	cost	to	a	range	of	15-20	cents	per	1,000	impressions.	Remember,	you
want	eyeballs.	LOTS	of	eyeballs.	

mailto:nicholasblack60@gmail.com


For	the	"Per	Click"	format,	I	haven't	gone	above	a	per-click	cost	of	25	cents,
so	that's	kind	of	a	personal	decision	you'll	have	to	make.

When	you	start	to	select	your	target	audience,	try	to	aim	for	people	who	will
be	using	a	Kindle,	Kindle	Fire,	Kindle	PaperWhite,	and	other	related	devices
(like	the	iPad,	and	iPhone),	who	are	using	Kindle	reading	applications.		Stick
with	the	English	speaking	countries,	for	obvious	reasons,	and	pay	attention	to
your	downloads	while	your	FB	ads	are	running.	

Note:	A	little	word	about	the	effectiveness	of	any	one	marketing	strategy.
Predicting	the	efficacy	of	marketing	is	like	trying	to	predict	the	weather.	There
are	so	many	moving	molecules	that	it's	just	impossible.	You'll	never	know	for
certain	which	of	your	marketing	strategies	are	creating	all	of	the
sales/downloads,	but	you	will	certainly	notice	trends	in	your	sales.	If	you	find	a
combo	that	is	working,	then	continue	it.	Don't	send	a	good	horse	to	the	glue
factory	because	you	can't	figure	out	which	one	of	his	legs	is	helping	you	to	win
the	race.	Just	run	him	until	he	breaks.

When	to	buy	your	FB	ads:	At	least	10	days	in	advance	of	your	first	free
promotion/giveaway	period,	make	sure	you	don't	have	any	mistakes	in	your	ad
copy.	Keep	your	add	relatively	short	and	sweet,	and	use	"Free	Kindle	e-book"
as	the	first	three	words	of	your	promotion.	There	is	just	something	about	that
word,	Free,	that	has	people	pushing	their	grandmothers	to	the	concrete	to	get
free	stuff.

	

11.	Marketing	Mentality:	Marketing	is	a	"Cumulative	affect"	type	of	initiative.
There's	an	old	saying,	" 50%	of	my	marketing	budget	is	wasted…	I'm	just	not	sure	which	50%. "
So	be	patient,	but	vigilant,	in	your	marketing	efforts,	always	paying	attention	to
spikes	or	depressions	in	the	amount	of	downloads/sales	you	are	receiving.	Check
at	the	same	time	each	day	and	record	your	results.

If	you	do	not	market	you	will	not	sell	books. 	Period . 	Full	stop .



If	you	continue	to	always	do	the	same	marketing,	your	book	sales	will	most
likely	stagnate.

Innovate,	experiment,	and	research	for	better	ways	to	introduce	yourself	to
the	world.

Marketer	Co-op	deals :	I	actually	have	a	program	I	came	up	with	where	marketers
can 	pick	any	one	of	my	novels,	and	market	them	for	3	months.	Whatever	my	increase	in
sales	is, 	I	split	the	profit	with	the	marketer	(50-50) .	That's	an	excellent	way	to	get
marketers	onboard	to	work	with	you	because	they	have	some	skin	in	the	game.

	

12.	Marketing	Timeline:	Ok,	it's	time	to	launch	your	new	book...	so	how	and	when
should	you	do	all	of	these	various	things?	Well,	there	is	a	two-week	window
between	the	moment	you	begin,	and	the	actual	launch	of	your	Free	giveaway
period.	So	let's	create	your	timeline.	Obviously,	modify	this	to	fit	your	individual
needs,	and	those	of	your	book.

	

You	need	to	make	sure	you	have	accomplished	all	of	these	goals 	prior	to
launch .	If	not,	simply	delay	the	launch	so	that	you	haven't	wasted	the	KDP	free
period.

	

Days	until	KDP	Free	Period	begins:	14	-	Read	"How	to	Write	a	Fiction
Novel	in	30	Days",	oh,	and	also	make	sure	your	editing	is	completely	done	and
there	are	no	Link/Table-of-Contents/readability	issues.	

Start	Forums/Chat	room	participation	(selflessly,	at	first)	13	-	Make	sure	there
are	no	listing	issues,	and	that	your	book	is	enrolled	in	the	Amazon	KDP
program.

12	-	Ensure	that	you	have	8-10	reviews	(avg.	4.5	stars	or	better)	11	-	Make



sure	the	webpage	(landing	page)	for	your	book	is	ready,	check	all	links	to
ensure	they	send	people	to	Amazon.

10	-	Set	up	your	Facebook	ads,	prepare	your	Press	Releases/Articles	9	-
Prepare	your	Facebook/Twitter/Google+/Email	messages	8	-	Go	and	eat	pizza
and	take	a	day	to	relax.	Review	the	final	week's	game	plan.

Final	Week!

7	-	Begin	sending	Facebook/Twitter/Google+/Email	messages	to
friends	about	the	Book/Promo/Launch	6	-	Prepare	your	book	listing	for	Free
e-book	sites	(minimum	of	3)	5	-	Make	sure	you	have	thoroughly	tested
the	readability	of	your	e-book	on	Kindle	(.MOBI)	4	-	Final	Edit/Proofread	of
your	e-book	3	-	Final	Link-check	for	your	e-book	files,	webpage,	Promotional
materials,	etc.

2	-	Inform	Forums/Chat	rooms	of	your	Book/Promo/Launch	1	-
Free/Paid	Press	Releases/Articles	should	begin	being	sent	out	Launch!	-	

Download,	download,	download!

	

Keep	your	eyes	on	the	prize	of	getting	into	the	top	100	e-books	on	Amazon.
Like	I	said	before,	I	would	recommend	trying	to	list	the	book	for	a	2-3	day
period	the	first	time,	wait	6	weeks	and	do	another	2-3	days	(probably
Friday/Saturday,	or	Thursday/Friday/Saturday.		You	can	do	the	entire	5	days	if
you'd	like,	but	remember,	you	can	only	use	5	Free	giveaway	days	for	every	3
months...	so	don't	waste	them:)	Let's	go!



CHAPTER	15:	USING	DRAGON	DICTATE	TO	WRITE

FAST!



GETTING	STARTED	WITH	DRAGON	DICTATE

If	you	really	want	to	speed	up	the	progress	of	your	writing,	then	you	need	to
quit	using	your	fingers	to	type.	Once	I	finally	got	into	a	relationship	with	Siri
(for	my	iPhone)	I	quit	using	my	fingers	for	text	messages.	I	realized	that	I	had	so
much	more	time	for	things	like	driving,	eating,	video	gaming,	etc;	so	it	only
makes	sense	that	I	would	quit	using	my	fingers	to	type	my	novels.	It's	about
efficiency.

Dragon	Dictate	will,	within	a	few	hours,	double	or	triple	the	speed	at	which
you	can	write.	Period.	Full	stop.

Yes,	it	does	take	some	getting	used	to,	as	you	have	to	voice	the	punctuation
(Full	Stop).	And	yes,	there	are	going	to	bee	words	that	you	will	half	to	edit
because	the	computer	can’t	sea	into	your	brain	and	no	exactly	what	word	you
were	intending	to	say.	However,	the	software	starts	to	learn	how	you	speak,	and
if	you	do	all	of	the	exercises	they	offer	before	you	get	started,	you’ll	have	a	very
small	amount	of	word	changes	to	make.	In	addition,	you	will	quickly	see	how
efficient	you	can	become	once	you’re	no	longer	staring	at	the	keyboard,	or
continually	hitting	the	DELETE	button	when	you	make	spelling	mistakes.

Note:	I	originally,	and	intentionally,	placed	several	of	these	word	swaps	(see,
sea,	there,	their,	they’re,	here,	hear,	etc)	in	my	first	edition	of	this	book	to	kind	of
place	an	exclamation	point	on	the	proofreading	issues	that	I	talk	about	at	length,
however	I	was	hammered	by	people	who	pointed	out	the	edits	and	didn’t	catch
any	of	the	info	on	Dragon	Dictate.	That	was	obviously	my	failing,	and	my	clever
intent	was	lost.	To	those	original	readers,	I	apologize,	and	I	assure	you	that	I
know	that,	“hear	we	go,”	is	not	correct.

Originally,	I	wasn't	completely	certain	whether	or	not	to	include	this	chapter.
When	I	first	began	using	Dragon	dictate	I	made	the	mistake	of	jumping	right	into
it,	without	going	through	the	necessary	training	and	fundamental	steps	that	are



necessary	to	create	a	profile	that	the	computer	will	recognize.	This	will	make
more	sense	as	I	continue	to	explain.



What	is	Dragon	Dictate?

Dragon	Dictate	is	software	that	allows	you	to	literally	speak	to	your
computer,	and	while	you	are	speaking	your	words	are	being	translated	onto	the
screen	in	front	of	you.	All	of	this	occurs	in	real	time,	with	barely	more	than	a
few	seconds	of	lag	between	your	spoken	words	.	.	.	and	the	words	on	the	screen
in	front	of	you.

On	the	company	website	(www.nuance.com)	they	describe	it	as:	“Dragon
speech	recognition	software	makes	it	easier	for	anyone	to	use	a	computer.	You
talk,	and	it	types.	Use	your	voice	to	create	and	edit	documents	or	emails,	launch
applications,	open	files,	control	your	mouse,	and	more.	Quickly	and	easily
capture	your	thoughts	and	ideas	while	Dragon	helps	you	get	more	done	faster.”

There	are	a	whole	host	of	tools,	as	well	as	a	variety	of	different	versions	of
the	software,	specific	to	your	needs.	I	have	a	Mac,	so	I	chose	Dragon	Dictate	for
Mac.	It’s	fairly	inexpensive—costing	little	more	than	$200	(even	cheaper	if	you
find	it	on	eBay).

http://www.nuance.com


WHICH	VERSION	SHOULD	YOU	PURCHASE?

If	you	have	a	Mac:	For	Mac	users,	please	try	and
purchase/rent/borrow/appropriate/acquisition/liberate	version	3.0.	That’s	the
newest	version,	and	most	of	the	bugs	have	been	zapped	and	the	software	runs
almost	flawlessly.

If	you	have	a	PC:	For	PC	users,	you’ll	want	version	12.	I	can’t	comment	on
the	efficacy	of	this	version,	as	I	haven’t	done	any	work	on	a	PC	in	so	long	that
I’m	not	sure	if	it’s	buggy	or	not.	I’ll	assume,	from	the	rave	reviews	that	it
continually	receives,	that	it	functions	just	fine.



WHAT	COMES	WITH	THE	SOFTWARE?

I.	Software	necessary	to	load/download	Dragon	Dictate

Data	disk	(Green)

Application	disk	(Black)

II.	Headset	with	microphone,	and	necessary	USP	connections

III.	Quickstart	Guide	with	nifty	Voice	commands	Quick	Reference	Guide



GETTING	STARTED

1.	 Connect	your	Microphone.	It	will	come	in	two	pieces:	a	headset
with	a	boom	mic,	and	a	USB	adapter,	which	is	required.	(I	actually
switched	to	a	YETI,	Multi-pattern	USB	Microphone,	but	the
headset	in	the	kit	is	more	than	sufficient).

					First:	Install	and	Launch	Dragon	Dictate	(with	the	little	black
disk).

					Note:	for	you	Mac	users,	make	sure	you	drag	the	Dragon
Dictate	icon	to	your	Applications	folder,	then	find	and	launch	the
Dragon	Dictate	for	Mac	application.

					Second:	Insert	the	Data	Disk	(green	disk)	when	prompted	to
complete	your	installation.	This	copies	all	of	the	important	files	to
your	had	drive	that	Dragon	Dictate	needs	on	a	routine	basis.

					Finally:	Create	your	first	profile:	the	software	needs	to	learn
about	your	voice	and	the	way	you	enunciate	words	before	it	really
becomes	efficient.	This	is	called	“Training”	and	takes	just	about	5
or	6	minutes.	The	prompts	will	instruct	you	to	read	sentences	and
paragraphs	over	and	over	until	it	has	a	fairly	good	understanding	of
the	way	you	communicate.



SHOULD	YOU	DO	ALL	OF	THE	TRAINING	EXERCISES?

Yes,	and	yes.

Do	them	all	when	you	first	get	started.	You’ll	need	to	practice	saying	the
punctuation.	It	will	seem	clunky	and	slow	at	first,	but	you’ll	get	faster.

Example:	(Sentence	on	screen)	Dragon	Dictate	will	help	you	write	faster,
taking	all	of	the	“effort”	of	typing	out	of	your	hands.

(Sentence	you	actually	speak)	“Dragon	Dictate	will	help	you	write	faster
COMMA	taking	all	of	the	OPEN	QUOTE	effort	CLOSED	QUOTE	of	typing
out	of	your	hands	FULL	STOP”

You	have	to	literally	speak	your	punctuation,	and	that	does	take	a	little
getting	used	to.	But	the	program	teaches	you	how	to	be	very	effective	and
efficient	at	this.	Plus,	if	you’re	in	an	argument	with	somebody	and	you	suddenly
say	the	word	“Comma”	or	“Full	Stop”	it	will	have	an	extremely	dramatic	effect
(or	cause	your	girlfriend	to	send	you	to	the	couch	for	a	few	nights,	as	in	my
case).



IS	DRAGON	DICTATE	REALLY	GOING	TO	HELP	ME?

YES!

I	can	type	about	70-80	words	per	minute,	but	I	can	speak	about	180-200
words	per	minute.	So,	even	when	I’m	sitting	in	my	chair,	eyes	closed,	thinking
of	what	I	want	to	say,	it	is	still	much	faster	with	Dragon	Dictate.

Get	it.

Use	it.

Be	faster:)



APPENDIX	A:	SEE	JACK	DIE	We	have	decided,	at	the	request	of
several	of	our	early	readers,	to	include	the	first	50	or	so	pages	of	the	novels	we
used	in	the	earlier	parts	of	this	book	so	that	writers	can	see	the	pace,	cadence,
and	flow	that	followed	those	Prologues.	This	should,	we	believe,	assist	you	in
understanding	the	speed	at	which	the	rising	Introduction	flows	into	the	Rising

Action.

Prologue

Chapter	1

Chapter	2

Chapter	3

Chapter	4

Chapter	5

Chapter	6

Chapter	7

Chapter	8

Chapter	9



Prologue

21	June,	325	AD	.	.	.

The	first	ecclesiastical	gathering	in	history,	to	eventually	be	known	as	the
Council	of	Nicaea,	was	summoned	on	the	day	of	the	summer	solstice.	
Constantine,	ruler	of	Rome,	chose	this	date	to	celebrate	his	initiation	into	the
religious	order	of	Sol	Invictus,	one	of	the	two	thriving	cults	that	regarded	the
Sun	as	the	one	and	only	Supreme	God.

	

It	was	held	in	a	hall	of	Osius's	Palace,	and	there	were	hundreds	in
attendance.		The	intention	of	Constantine,	through	this	convention,	was	to	create
an	entirely	new	god	for	his	empire.			A	god	that	would	unite	all	religions,	and
other	very	vocal	and	violent	factions	under	one	deity.

	

The	factions	were	diametrically	opposed	and	all	argued	vigorously	for	the
adoption	of	their	beliefs	and	their	Gods	to	be	a	part	of	this	new,	unified	religion.	
Throughout	these	debates	the	different	factions	became	quite	heated	as	they
argued	their	positions.

	

Fifty-three	gods	were	tabled	for	discussion.		For	17	months	they	continued	to
ballot	in	order	to	narrow	this	list	of	potential	deities.		In	the	end,	the	list	of	gods
had	been	voted	down	to	just	5	prospects:		Caesar,	Mithras,	Horus,	Drisna,	and
Zeus.

	

Constantine,	the	ruling	voice	at	the	Council	of	Nicaea,	had	another	idea.		He
proposed	a	merger	of	sorts,	an	amalgamation	of	the	different	deities.		And	this



proposal	enraged	many	of	the	independent	factions.

	

Behind	the	scenes,	while	these	decisions	were	being	argued	and	debated
vigorously,	several	religious	factions	were	angered	by	this	process.		A	secret
group	was	formed	to	counteract	the	Council's	actions.		When	the	scripture	and
books	were	presented	that	would	eventually	become	the	text	of	the	Christian
Bible,	this	secret	group	had	their	own	scriptures	and	text.		They	went	beyond	the
books	and	Gospels	of	the	bibles	we	now	read.	

	

And	the	story	they	told	.	.	.	is	much	darker.



1,685	YEARS	LATER	.	.	.

R.H.Dedman	Memorial	Hospital,	Dallas.

May,	9th	.	.	.

My	name	is	Jack	Pagan	.	.	.	and	I	might	as	well	be	four	months	and	sixteen
days	old.		I	need	to	tell	you	about	them.		I	need	to	prepare	you	for	the	monsters.

My	name—Jack	Pagan—is	one	that	the	doctors	at	the	hospital	gave	me.	
Jack,	because	that	was	a	hell	of	a	lot	better	than	John	Doe.		And	my	last	name
—Pagan—well	.	.	.	that's	because	I	told	those	doctors	they	could	keep	all	of	their
religious	propaganda.		Save	somebody	else.		If	there	is	a	god,	he	doesn't	seem	to
be	in	my	corner.	

Like	when	my	life	disappeared,	where	was	He	then?		When	the	first	few
decades	of	my	existence	were	snatched	away	.	.	.	I	could	have	used	some	faith.		I
didn't	need	a	big	sea	splitting	miracle.		A	floating	bible	would	have	been
enough.		I'd	have	settled	for	a	toasted	Jesus	on	a	grilled-cheese	sandwich,	even.

But	nope.	

Just	silence.

I	don't	actually	remember	what	made	the	darkness	come.		There's	this	shrill
ringing	sound	that	seems	to	permanently	echo	in	my	head.		Like	some	loud
explosion	that's	stuck	bouncing	around	in	my	mind,	forever.		A	stagnant	memory
being	replayed,	over	and	over.

Imagine	a	DVD	scratched	just	right	to	repeat,	and	repeat,	and	repeat	the
same	second	in	time.		An	answering	machine	stuck	on	one	fraction	of	one
message.		An	anonymous	frame	in	time	that	I	won't	be	allowed	to	forget.

It	never	gets	any	duller,	this	sound.		And	it	never	leads	me	any	closer	to	what
actually	happened.		Whatever	crashed	my	hard	drive,	did	it	completely.		It's	like,



with	that	one	loud	pop,	everything	else	was	wiped-out.

These	know-it-all	doctors,	they	keep	saying	how	lucky	I	am	to	be	alive.	
Massive	trauma	to	the	base	of	my	skull	which	caused,	“	.	.	.	localized	bilateral
lesions	in	the	limbic	system,	notably	in	the	hippocampus	and	medial	side	of	the
temporal	lobe,	as	well	as	parts	of	the	thalamus,	and	their	associated
connections.”

That's	doctor	talk	for	messed-up	head.		They	tested	me	for	all	kinds	of	brain
disorders	and	diseases—Cerebral	arteriosclerosis	(hardening	of	the	brain
arteries),		Korsakoff's	Syndrome	(deficiency	of	vitamin-B,	or	Cerebral	tumors
involving	the	third	ventricle	of	the	brain),	and	encephalitis	(brain
inflammation).	

I	was	negative	on	all	of	those.

Of	course,	that	still	doesn’t	explain	the	things	I	see	crawling	around.

They,	in	their	white	lab	coats,	with	their	European	sounding	names,	and	their
accents,	keep	telling	me	that	I	am	a	testament	to	the	advances	in	emergency
medicine.		They	say	I'm	an	example	of	the	breakthroughs	in	neurosurgery.	

They	don't	know	the	half	of	it.

I	was	told,	by	the	attractive,	tall	neurosurgeon,	that	losing	my	memory	was
like	being	reborn.		Like	I	was	fresh	to	the	world.		I	could	start	over.		Do	anything
I	could	imagine.	

I	told	her	that	I	liked	my	old	life.		Wanted	it	back.

She	smiled	one	of	those	knowing,	learned	smiles,	her	greenish-grey	eyes
looking	down	on	me	like	I	was	a	fool,	“But,	Mr.	Pagan	.	.	.	how	would	you	know
if	you	liked	your	old	life?		All	your	long-term	memories	are	gone.		Forever.”	
She	shrugged,	“Those	parts	of	your	brain	are	damaged	beyond	repair.		You	can't
miss	what	you	can't	remember.”



And	even	though	she	wasn't	trying	to	be	mean,	there	was	this	condescending
undertone		to	her	words	that	told	me	I	was	an	idiot.		Maybe	she	didn't	mean	it.	
Maybe	this	was	part	of	her	getting	me	to	cope	with	my	new	reality.		But	all	I	got
out	of	it	was,	idiot,	idiot,	idiot.

They	take	an	oath,	those	doctors,	to	save	everyone	.	.	.	even	idiots.		So	then	I
tell	her	that,	other	than	my	head	wound,	I	feel	fine.		I	explain	to	her	how	I	want
to	work	on	getting	my	life	back.		She	then	corrects	me,	and	I	rephrase	.	.	.	I	want
to	get	my	new	life	started.	

And	here	comes	that	pity-laden	smile	again.		And	she	gives	me	all	this	fancy
talk	about	how	the	parts	of	my	brain	that	hold	long-term	memories—
predominately	the	mammilary	bodies,	circumscribed	parts	of	the	thalamus,	and
of	the	temporal	lobe	(hippocampus)—how	they're	destroyed,	and	will	never	be
repaired.		How	I'll	never	remember	anything	that	happened	before	Christmas
Eve	of	last	year.		And	she	emphasizes	the	word	never	each	time	she	says	it.

“It's	all	gone,	Mr.	Pagan.		You	need	to	find	a	way	to	stop	looking	for	your
old	life.		It	doesn't	exist	anymore.		Try	to	imagine	that	it	never	did.”

I	asked	her	why	I	still	remembered	words	and	locations	on	a	map.		I
wondered,	if	my	brain	is	so	messed	up,	why	I	can	still	figure	out	the	area	of	a
square?		How	I	remember	that	I	like	Rocky	Road	ice	cream?		How	I	like	the
Victoria's	Secret	models?		How	I	could	almost	taste	a	thick	crust	pizza	with
pepperonis	and	mushrooms?	

She	carefully	explained,	with	her	eyes	looking	down	her	nose	at	me,	that
those	things	were	stored	in	different	parts	of	my	brain.		Parts	that	were	still
functioning	normally.		In	fact,	she	said,	my	brain	was	performing	quite
exceptionally	.	.	.	considering	the	trauma	that	my	head	suffered.

I'm	tired	of	this	hospital.		I'm	sick	of	the	food.		I	don't	like	the	pastel	colors
that	everything	is	painted.		Mood	calming	colors.		It's	always	cold	and
everybody	that	works	here,	from	the	doctors,	to	the	janitors,	are	emotionally	cold



and	distant.		Like	they're	waiting	for	me	to	die,	or	leave.	

I	want	to	leave.

They	want	me	to	leave.

Then	she	asks	me	how	the	classes	are	coming.		Amnesia	patients—like
myself—have	to	go	to	all	of	these	special	classes	that	the	hospital	offers.		I	think
it's	an	insurance	set-up.		Kind	of	like	them	hedging	their	bets	if	we	go	loopy.	
The	classes	are	on	different	subjects	that	are	supposed	to	drastically	affect	our	“	.
.	.	new	life	scenarios.”	

There's	a	class	on	Coping.

A	class	about	Nutrition.

One	about	Anger	Management.

A	boring	set	of	videos	on	Post-Traumatic	Stress	Disorder.

Oh,	and	a	long	spiel	about	the	'Dangers	of	Prescription	Medicine	Abuse'.	
That	particular	class	is	good	if	you're	ever	thinking	about	picking	up	an
addiction,	because	they	tell	you	everything	you	need	to	know	to	get	your	'fix'.		I
learned	more	about	drugs	in	that	class,	than	most	junkies	learn	in	a	lifetime.

Anyway,	it's	all	legislated	living	skills.		All	of	those	important	things	you
need	to	know	about	life,	broken-down,	sub-divided,	and	agreed	upon	by	a	board
of	doctors	somewhere	in	New	England—where	they	really	know	what	it	takes	to
have	a	productive	life.

I	told	the	lady	doctor	that	I	liked	the	classes	just	fine.		That	I'd	whole-
heartedly	recommend	them	to	anyone	in	my	position.		That	they	were	really
helping	me	put	this	all	into	perspective.		They	like	to	hear	things	like	that,	one	of
the	nurses—a	young	kid—whispered	to	me	after	one	of	the	classes.

I	made	it	clear	to	the	lady	doctor	that	I	would	soon	be	ready	to	start	my	life
anew.		And	maybe	I	was	selling	it	too	much.		A	bit	overly	optimistic.		Because



there	were	some	things	I	was	leaving	out.

She	nodded	as	she	scribbled	some	notes	down,	asking	me	about	my	eating
habits.		I	shrugged.		I	haven't	been	so	hungry	lately.		Nothing	has	much	taste.	
But	that	could	be	a	commentary	on	hospital	food.		She	laughed	at	that.

After	all	of	these	questions,	she	looks	at	me,	like	I'm	an	injured	stray	puppy.	
Like	I'm	cute,	but	too	broken	to	take	home.		Her	face	is	thin	and	symmetrical
with	a	small	perfect	nose.

“Is	there	anything	else	going	on	that	you	would	like	to	talk	about?”	she	asks
carefully.

And	while	I'm	considering	her	question,	she	adds,	“	.	.	.	anything	strange?	
Anything	at	all?”

Did	I	tell	her	about	the	shadows?

Did	I	tell	her	about	the	things	I	see	just	before	I	fall	asleep	and	just	as	I
wake-up	in	those	blue	minutes	near	dusk	and	dawn?

About	the	screaming	that	comes	from	that	other	place?

Doctors—even	fancy,	know-it-all,	neurospecialists—they	don't	understand
things	like	that.		Heck,	I	don't	understand	things	like	that.		But	I	know	that	you
get	a	padded	cell	and	a	Thorazine	drip	if	you	mention	creatures	crawling	around
in	the	darkness.		People	like	me,	who	talk	about	the	monsters	.	.	.	we	end	up
slobbering	pharmaceutical	test	subjects.	

We	become	numbers.

Lab	rats.

So,	no.		I	didn't	tell	her	about	any	of	the	things	I	see	lately.		And	the	whole
time	we're	talking,	I'm	trying	not	to	stare	at	the	dark	grey	shadow	behind	the
door,	that's	looking	at	this	lady	doctor	as	if	she	might	just	be	dinner.



CHAPTER	1
Deep	Ellum,	Downtown	Dallas	.	.	.

I'm	about	to	turn	five	months	old,	so	I	decided	I	should	treat	myself.	
Because	of	my	outstanding	progress,	and	because	there	seems	to	be	no	criminal
record	of	my	DNA,	finger	prints,	and	dental	records,		I	have	been	allowed	to	go
out	on	my	own,	and	search	for	a	part-time	job.	

If	I	get	a	job	and	maintain	it	successfully	for	a	few	months,	they	will
consider	moving	me	into	off-campus	housing.		That	means	I	wouldn't	be	living
at	the	hospital	anymore.		And	that	would	be	just	like	being	released	from	prison.	
I	guess.

Ricky,	that	young	nurse	I	mentioned,	he	told	me	where	I	could	find	a	good
psychic.			He	knows	things	like	that.		Life	things.		Ever	since	I	woke-up	in	the
hospital	he	and	I	kind	of	became	friends.		He	was	working	in	my	area,	tending	to
all	the	head	cases,	like	me,	and	we	hit	it	off.	

Anyway,	I	decided	that	instead	of	hunting	for	a	job,	I	was	going	to	do	a	little
investigation	into	the	paranormal.		See,	I've	been	reading	everything	I	can	about
Amnesia,	Retro-grade	Amnesia,	Organic	Mental	Disorder,	Nervous	System	and
Brain	Dysfunction.		All	of	it.		I	feel	like	I	took	a	mini	course	in	Neuropathology.	
But	I'm	looking	for	answers	to	questions	that	don't	appear	in	books	written	by
Nobel	laureates.	

Ricky	says	that	doctors	don't	really	know	shit,	and	that	I	need	someone	who
can	see.		And	the	only	place	he	knows	is	a	psychic	by	the	name	of	Josephine.	
She	has	a	small	tarot	card,	psychic	paraphernalia	store	in	Deep	Ellum—a	rather
seedy	part	of	Downtown	Dallas	where	you	can	find	tons	of	bars,	small	clubs,	and
head	shops.		People	in	this	part	of	town	have	lots	of	piercings,	and	motorcycles,
and	track	marks	running	up	and	down	their	arms.		From	my	classes	I	know	that



probably	means	methamphetamines.		And	those	people	are	typically
unpredictable	and	dangerous.

I	have	a	yellow,	crumpled	page	that	I	ripped	out	of	the	Yellow	Pages,	with
Ms.	Josephine	'Channeler	and	Psychic'	in	small	black	print	at	the	bottom	left	of
the	page.		And	as	I	look	up	from	the	smudged	page	to	the	street	signs,	I	see	that	I
must	be	getting	pretty	close.		Ricky	said	that	I'd	see	a	big	red-neon	marijuana
leaf,	right	next	to	her	place.		And	from	the	way	Ricky	seems	to	always	have
bloodshot	eyes	and	a	bag	of	Doritos,	I	figure	he	knows	the	area	pretty	well.

The	street	smells	like	it	might	explode	at	any	moment.		Like	all	of	the	fumes
are	flammable	enough	to	start	a	runaway	chain	reaction.		It's	unseasonably	hot	in
Dallas	for	the	end	of	April.		At	least,	that's	what	the	local	news	says.		I	have	to
take	their	word	for	it.

When	I	walk	by	people,	I	look	at	them	a	little	longer	than	I	probably	should,
wondering	if	they	are	somebody	I	knew.		But	as	I	see	the	pieces	of	shinny	steel
poking	out	of	their	ears,	and	chins,	and	eyebrows,	and	nipples,	I	figure	probably
not.	

All	of	this	walking	is	kicking	my	ass.		I'm	in	pretty	good	shape,	just	looking
at	myself	in	the	mirror.		But	several	months	of	lying	on	my	back	in	a	hospital
bed	have	made	my	body	lazy.		I	find	myself	breathing	hard	after	just	a	short
walk.		My	classes	stressed	how	important	exercise	is,	and	there	is	probably
something	to	that.		I'm	going	to	mark	'Cardio'	as	an	area	for	improvement.

My	clothes	are	generic.		Blue	jeans	and	a	green	polo-style	shirt.		I	don't
remember	my	past,	but	I	know,	beyond	any	doubt,	that	I	wore	nicer	clothes	than
these.		These	hospital	handouts	are	itchy,	and	smell	like	mothballs.		Ricky	said	it
was	good	to	look	like	a	bum	in	Deep	Ellum	because	that	would	keep	me	from
getting	mugged.		I	told	him	that	if	people	robbed	me	they'd	be	upset	because	I
don't	remember	where	my	wallet	is.		He	didn't	think	that	was	funny.

Walking.		Walking.		Walking.



And	with	each	street	that	I	pass,	I	feel	like	I'm	getting	closer	to	something
important.		Something	that	will	explain	what	the	hell	is	happening	to	me.		I'm
trying	to	handle	this	like	a	detective	might.		I've	been	reading	all	sorts	of
detective	novels	that	Ricky	has	been	giving	me.		They	balance	out	all	the
medical	journals	I've	been	lording	over.	

Fiction	to	combat	the	Non-fiction.

Fantasy	to	wrestle	with	reality.

Too	much	of	either	is	a	bad	thing,	I	suppose.	

In	these	detective	novels,	the	guy	is	always	facing	some	intricate,	woven
mélange	of	unconnected	facts	and	details.		Information	in	every	direction.		And
what	he	does—Detective	Todd	Steele—is	to	test	the	most	logical	things	first.	
Every	detail.		One	by	one.		Until	he's	left	with	the	oddball,	ridiculous,
unorthodox	possibilities.		Good	fiction	works	that	way.		So	that's	the	way	I'm
doing	it.

I've	tried	the	hospital's	doctors.		The	scientists.		The	Medical	Journals.		The
courses.		Nothing.		Ricky	got	me	onto	the	Internet,	and	we	searched	around	for
hours	that	melted	into	weeks.		Nothing	of	substance.		So	I	thought	to	myself,
what	would	Detective	Todd	Steele	do?		Once	out	of	grounded	and	logical
answers,	he	would	investigate	the	not-so-normal.		And	here	I	am,	surrounded	by
the	people	that	society	tries	to	forget.	

The	homeless.	

The	degenerate.	

The	despicable.

And	I	just	know	that	I'm	close.		The	sun	is	hidden	behind	clouds	for	the
moment,	and	it's	a	respite	from	the	atomic	level	of	heat	that	has	been	bathing	all
of	us	for	the	last	thirty	minutes.		My	green	shirt	is	sticking	to	my	chest	and
stomach,	and	I	can	feel	the	drops	of	sweat	crawling	down	the	sides	of	my	chest,



from	underneath	my	arms,	down	to	my	hips.		It's	a	dirty	feeling.		Sticky.

A	large,	red	truck	honks	at	me	as	I	cross	the	street,	and	I	wonder	if	he	knows
me.		I	smile	and	wave	at	him,	But	then	he	yells,	“Get	the	fuck	out	of	the	way	you
homeless	piece	of	shit!”		And	it's	pretty	clear	from	the	way	that	he	inflects	his
words	that	we	were	probably	not	acquaintances	in	my	forgotten	past.	

Man	up,	or	back	down.		That's	what	Detective	Todd	Steele	would	say.		Of
course,	he	always	carried	a	nickel-plated	.357,	snub-nosed,	stainless	steel
revolver.		It's	a	lot	easier	to	'Man	up'	when	you're	packing.		But	I	keep	walking.	
Keep	looking.	

It's	an	odd-numbered	address,	so	it	will	be	on	my	right.		And	it	should	be
here	pretty	quick.		Marijuana	leaf.		I	hope	I	didn't	miss	it.		Red	neon	should	be
fairly	prominent.		I	doubt	I	could	accidentally	walk	by	something	like	that.

Sweat	is	creeping	down	into	my	eyes,	from	my	brow,	and	it's	burning.		And
the	fumes	from	all	of	the	delivery	trucks—which	there	seem	to	be	thousands	of
—are	making	my	stomach	turn.		I	feel	like	I	need	shots.		Like	I	might	imbibe	a
lifetime's	amount	of	carcinogens	in	my	blood,	just	from	this	one	little	trip.

And	just	as	I'm	about	to	start	backtracking,	I	see	a	ten-foot	tall	glowing
marijuana	leaf.		Just	like	Ricky	said.		Glancing	at	the	yellow	page,	now	moist
enough	that	you	can	read	both	sides	of	the	paper	without	turning	it	over,	I	see	the
black	ink.		And	I	hope	that	she	can	answer	some	of	my	questions.		

I	notice	a	small	sign,	carved	on	a	rectangular	piece	of	what	might	have	been
driftwood.

MS.	JOSEPHINE
Psychic/Channeler/Spiritual	Advisor

I	place	the	sweat-moist	yellow	page	in	my	generic	jean	pocket	and	reach	for
the	door	when	it	opens	rather	suddenly.		A	short	chubby	black	woman	stares	up
at	me	with	large	honey-colored	eyes	and	a	strange	look	of	recognition.	



Startled,	I	said,	“I	was	trying	to	find,	to	talk	to,	um,	Ms.	Josephine?”

She	studied	me	for	a	moment,	looking	me	up	and	down—a	lot	like	those
doctors	did.		She	cocked	her	head	to	the	side,	her	rope	of	bead	necklaces	rolling
and	folding	over	each	other	as	the	beads	made	little	noises.		She	had	on	a	black
dress	with	strange	green	and	blue	squiggles	on	it.		

I	could	smell	incense,	and	there	were	candles	burning	somewhere	nearby.		It
was	just	the	way	I	imagined	it	might	be.		At	least,	from	standing	at	the	threshold,
looking	into	the	relative	darkness.		And	then	she	nodded,	extending	her	chubby
little	arms,	and	said,	“Come	in,	Jack.		I've	been	expecting	you	for	six	months.



Chapter	2

Ms.	Josephine's,	Deep	Ellum.

She	walked	me	in	without	saying	another	word.		Instantly	all	of	the	smells	of
the	outside—the	trucks,	the	trash,	the	sweltering	concrete	and	runny	tar	that
filled	in	the	cracks	in	the	road—all	of	it	was	gone	in	a	flash.		Replaced	with	the
spice	of	cinnamon,	vanilla,	jasmine,	and	even	the	faint	hint	of	some	kind	of
berry	floating	in	from	somewhere.

This	store,	if	in	fact	it	is	a	store,	is	dark	and	cramped.		It	seems	like	the	only
source	of	light	is	the	flicker	of	an	occasional	candle	here	and	there.		You	can
almost	see	books	and	small	sculptures.		There	are	lanterns,	sticks,	straw	hats,	and
other	more	difficult	to	describe	objects.		It	could	be	located	in	Somalia,	this	tiny
store.		Or	in	some	jungle	in	the	Congo.		Dallas	was	gone.	

This	was,	if	I	had	to	put	one	word	on	it	.	.	.	voodoo.		But	even	that's	not
enough.

There	were	several	rows	of	strange	books	and	new-age	objects.		And	as	we
walked	by	I	caught	some	of	the	titles:

The	Other	World.

Land	of	Shadows.

Walking	Among	the	Dead.

Yeah,	all	of	it	feel-good	stuff.		In	the	background,	as	we	approached	a	round
wooden	table	near	the	back	of	the	shop,	I	noticed	that	there	were	lots	of	little
trinkets.		Pieces	of	wood	and	clay,	bent	into	strange	shapes.		And	Ms.	Josephine
must	have	sensed	that	I	was	curious,	because	she	started,	stopped,	and	nodded.

“Dose	are	spiritual	barrier-markers,”	she	said	in	a	soft	voice.		And	there	was
just	a	very	clear	French	accent	in	her	words.		Creole,	maybe.



“Do	you	need	those?”	I	asked.		“I	mean,	why	do	you	need	those?”

She	continued	tugging	me	to	the	small	round	table.		In	the	center	was	a	metal
ashtray	of	some	kind.		There	were	several	small	burning	chunks	of	something,
and	lines	of	smoke	rising	gently,	twisting	and	turning	around	each	other	until
they	dissipated	above.		I've	never	been	in	a	jungle,	but	this	is	what	I	imagine	it
might	smell	like	right	before	you	meet	the	witch	doctor.		I	half	expected	to	see	a
bubbling	cauldron	or	shrunken	heads.

“	.	.	.	oh,	we	don't	'ave	nothin'	like	dat,	'ere,	Jack,”	she	said	as	if	my	thoughts
were	something	she	could	read	out	of	the	air.

I	had	this	uneasy	feeling	that	I	would	never	look	at	the	world	the	same	way
after	this.		Like	I	was	crossing	some	imaginary	line.		A	line	that	I	would	never	be
able	to	uncross.

“How	do	you	know	my	name?”	I	asked,	feeling	a	bit	naked	around	her.

She	sat	down	on	a	rickety	old	chair	that	looked	like	it	was	made	by	children.	
Blind	children.		She	motioned	her	thick	fingers	for	me	to	do	the	same.		And
when	we	were	both	down	in	our	squeaky	groaning	chairs,	she	placed	her	hands
—palms	down—on	top	of	the	table.

“I	bet	you	'ave	a	lot	of	questions	you	want	me	to	answer,”	she	said,	blinking
her	big,	liquidy	eyes	at	me.	

Strangely,	I	felt	safe	with	her.		Almost	like	she	was	a	teacher,	or	a	relative.	
Someone	I	could	confide	in.		I'm	not	sure	why	I	felt	like	this.		But	I	sense	this
warmth	about	her.

“Did	Ricky	tell	you	I	was	coming	over,	today?”	I	asked.		“Is	this	some	kind
of	little	joke	you	guys	will	have	at	my	expense?		I	don't	mind	if	it	is.		I	like	a
good	laugh	like	the	next	mental	patient.		This	whole—”

“Jack,”	she	interrupted,	“	.	.	.	you	need	to	relax	and	listen	to	what	I	am	goin'
to	tell	you.”



“I	am	relaxed,”	I	blurted	anxiously.		“I'm	good.		Ready	to	listen.		Hundred-
percent	open	to	your	explanation.”		My	eyes	danced	around	at	all	of	the	'spiritual
barriers'.

She	tapped	her	hands	on	the	table,	raising	her	eyebrows	at	my	hands.		I
sighed,	and	placed	my	hands	on	the	table.		At	this	point	in	the	game,	there	was
no	point	in	playing	the	skeptic.		I	came	here	for	answers	.	.	.

“	.	.	.	and	dat's	what	you	goin'	get,”	Ms.	Josephine	said.

Again,	making	the	hairs	on	the	back	of	my	neck	stand	up,	her	words
answered	my	thoughts.		I	nodded.			“Okay,	okay.”		I	took	a	deep	breath,	and	let
my	shoulders	hang.

She	smiled	at	me,	“Good,	Jack.		You're	doin'	really	good.		Sometimes	it
takes	people	two	or	tree	visits	just	to	get	demselves	comfortable	enough	to
listen.		To	see.		Da	way	we	goin'	do	dis	is	simple.		You	ask	one	question.		And	if
I	can	answer	it,	I	will.		Den	I	will	ask	a	question.		And	you	got	to	do	da	same.	
Dere	are	no	secrets	'ere.		And	if	you	'ide	tings	from	me—”

“I	won't,”	I	interjected.		“I	mean,	you'd	already	know	anyway,	right?”

She	laughed,	sending	the	thin	lines	of	smoke	tumbling	in	all	different
directions.		“Alright,	you	first.”

I	cleared	my	throat.		Be	smart.		Be	like	Detective	Todd	Steele.		Ask	the	most
logical,	most	reasonable,	questions	first.	

“How	do	you	know	my	name?”

“Your	friend,	Ricky.”

I	nailed	that	one.

She	continued,	“	.	.	.	'e	talked	to	me	about	you	a	few	months	ago.		February,
if	I	remember	right.		'e's	takin'	a	likin'	to	you.		Really	wants	to	see	you	get	out	of
dis	intact.”



Something	about	that	seemed	ominous.		Get	out	of	this	intact?		I	nodded
slowly.		Okay,	so	Ricky	made	some	calls.		So	far,	nothing	I	can't	live	with.		He's
a	young	kid,	and	young	kids	seek	answers	in	unlikely	places.		Idealistic	youth
and	all	that.

“Now,”	she	said.		“My	question.		What's	your	last	memory	.	.	.	before	it	all
went	dark?”

I	considered	her	question	for	a	while,	just	staring	at	the	lines	of	grey	smoke
as	they	wiggle	and	vibrate	to	unseen	forces.	

“Truth	is,	I	don't	remember	anything.		I	just,	I've	got	this	sound	in	my	head.	
Like	a	.	.	.	like	a	hammer	smashing	down	on	a	large	anvil.		Or,	a	bat	hitting	a
baseball.		That	crack	sound.		That's	it.	

“And	then	it's	just	darkness	and	flashes	of	bright	light.		Which,	I've	been
explained	by	the	doctors,	was	just	bits	and	pieces	of	the	medical	procedures	as	I
went	in	and	out	of	consciousness.		Probably	some	random	neurons	firing,	too.	
Brain	chemistry	reacting	to	trauma.”		I	shrugged.		“Just	the	noise.		That's	as	far
back	as	it	gets.”

Her	fingers	lifted	and	lowered	as	if	she	was	playing	the	piano,	or	typing	on
some	computer.		She	closed	her	eyes	for	a	moment,	and	started	to	gently	rock
back	and	forth.		I	half	expected	the	ashtray	to	spark	up,	or	a	bright	flash	of	light,
or	something.		But	no.		She	just	rocked	back	and	forth	for	a	minute	or	so	and
then	opened	her	eyes.	

She	had	beautiful	eyes.		Unique	in	a	way	that	I	can't	put	into	words.		Like
they	had	been	drawn	by	a	great	artist.		They	were	too	vivid.		Like	there	was	a
tiny	universe	inside	each	one	of	them.

“My	turn?”

“Yes,	Jack.”

“Okay,”	I	closed	my	eyes	for	a	moment,	“	.	.	.	can	I	ever	get	my	life	back?	



My	memories?		Are	they	gone	forever,	like	the	doctors	keep	telling	me?”

“Dat's	many	questions,”	she	said.		And	before	I	could	reply	she	continued,	“	.
.	.	but	I	tink	I	can	answer	you.		Your	memories,	and	your	old	life,	dem	doctors	is
right.		Dey	are	all	gone,	forever.		You	won't	never	get	your	old	life	back.”

That	was	just	about	the	biggest	letdown	of	the	century.		My	body	slumped
forward,	as	my	eyes	lowered.

“But,”	she	added,	her	voice	lower	than	before,	“	.	.	.	just	'cause	somethin'	is
lost,	don't	mean	we	can't	find	it	in	other	places.”	

I	looked	up,	my	eyes	narrow	and	confused.

“You	see,	while	your	old	life	is	gone,	and	your	brain	is	broken,	dat	don't
mean	nothin'	on	da	other	side.”

Stay	logical.		Be	an	investigator.		Remain	objective	about	all	of	this.		“So,
my	memories	are	all	gone,	but	you	can	get	them	back?”

“I	can't	do	nothin',	Jack.		But	I	can	show	you	da	way.		But	dat	path,	it's	a	path
dat	is	very	dangerous.		A	journey	dat	you	may	not	want	to	take.		Cause	it's	one	of
dose	tings	dat,	once	you	start	it,	you	can't	ever	stop.		Not	until	it's	all	over.”

“I'm	confused.”

She	nodded.		“Okay,	child,	tink	of	it	like	dis.		Your	memories,	dey's	like	a
computer.		Your	computer	got	broken	a	bit.		Messed-up	your	memory.		But
when	you	were	using	it,	all	of	dose	times	before	your	accident,	you	were	sending
copies	out.		So	dere	is	another	copy	of	your	memory,	somewhere.”

“Somewhere	.	.	.	where?”		I	asked,	knowing	that	this	was	about	to	get
uncomfortable.

“De	other	side,”	she	said	softly.

“The	other	side?”

She	leaned	forward,	placing	her	hands	on	mine.		They	were	warm.		And	her



touch—human	touch—felt	good.		I	could	feel	her	trying	to	empathize	with	me.

“Dere	is	another	place,	between	dis	world	and	da	next.		Your	memories,	and
da	details	of	your	entire	life,	dey's	dere.”

“Can	you	get	them?”

“No,	child.		I	can't.”

“You	can't,	like,	channel	them	or	something.		I	mean,	you're	a	psychic,
right?		You	call	up	the	dead	and	talk	to	them.”

“I'm	a	channel,	yes.		I	don't	feel	tings	da	same	way	as	others	might.		But	we's
different.”		She	lifted	her	fingers	briefly,	kind	of	shrugging	with	her	hands.	
“Psychics	are	like	professional	athletes,	we're	all	playing	on	da	same	field,	but
we	'ave	different	skills.”

“What	are	your	skills?”	I	asked,	still	unsure	where	this	was	all	going.		I
hoped	she	wasn't	going	to	ask	me	for	money.		Not	that	I	wouldn't	have	paid,	but
that	I	only	have	a	twenty-dollar	bill,	and	what's	left	over	from	the	bus	ride	and	a
Double	Quarter-pounder	with	cheese.

“What	I	do	is	commune	wit	da	dead,”	she	said	matter-of-factly.		“I	try	to	'elp
people	dat	are	stuck	in	limbo.		People	dat	can't	move	on.		I	try	to	'elp	dem.	
Sometimes	it	means	talking	to	deir	children	or	deir	parents.		Other	times,	I	just
listen	to	dem.		Let	dem	explain	tings	dey	could	never	admit	when	dey	was	livin'.	
I'm	a	friend	to	da	departed	who	can't	transcend.”

I	wanted	to	ask	her	so	many	questions,	but	the	one	that	kept	repeating	behind
my	eyes	was,	“Where	are	they?		These	people	who	are	stuck,	where	are	they
stuck?”

“Dey's	stuck	in	a	place	very	nearby.”

She	stared	at	me	for	a	moment,	and	then	a	slight	grin	appeared	on	her	face	as
she	cocked	her	head	to	the	side	and	squinted.		“'ave	you	started	seeing	dem	yet?”



Them.		The	shadows.		The	things	that	run	around	when	I'm	falling	asleep.	
The	little	creatures	that	form	from	the	darkness,	and	lurk	among	us.		I	didn't	have
to	answer.		Ms.	Josephine	seemed	to	already	know.

“And	when	do	you	see	dem?”	she	asked,	her	hands	gripping	mine	more
firmly	than	before.	

My	mouth	and	throat	were	suddenly	quite	dry.		“When	I'm	tired,	mostly.	
Right	as	I	fade	off	to	sleep,	and	sometimes	when	I'm	waking-up.		That's	when
the	hallucinations	come.”

“Dose	are	not	dreams,	child.		Dose	are	da	dead.		Da	wandering	souls.		Dose
dat	can't	move	on.		And	other,	darker	tings,	too.”

I	didn't	really	know	how	to	respond.		I'm	either	going	crazy,	or	she	is,	or	we
both	are	.	.	.	or	neither	of	us	are.		I	actually	hoped	it	was	one	of	the	first	three.	
That	I	could	deal	with.		I	can	stomach	brain	disorder.		I	can	palate	dysfunction
based	on	severe	trauma	to	the	head.		I	can	deal	with	stress-related	dementia.	

What	I	don't	want	to	hear	is	that	the	things	I	see	are	real.		I	want	something	I
can	take	a	pill	for.		I	want	an	answer	that	can	be	cured	by	20	cc's	of	this,	or	three
milligrams	of	that.		Electroshock?		Sign	me	up.		You	want	me	to	stand	in	front	of
a	group	of	strangers	and	tell	them	I	was	touched	in	inappropriate	ways	by	my
uncle?		No	problem.		I'll	do	whatever	it	takes	to	be	rational.		For	this	to	be	sane.

Anything	but	this.

There	are	no	ghosts	in	Todd	Steele	novels.		The	dead	don't	commune	with
the	living.		Shadows	don't	jump	out	from	behind	doorways	and	gather	around
sick	people,	waiting	for	something	to	happen.		Things	that	you	can't	see	don't
scream	at	you	to	look	away.

No,	none	of	these	things	ever	happened	to	Todd	Steele.	

“Ms.	Josephine,”	I	asked,	“	.	.	.	can	you	see	them,	too?”



“No,	child.		Not	like	you	can.		Whatever	'appened	to	you,	it	opened	a
doorway	to	da	other	side.		I	can	'ear	dem.		I	can	even	talk	to	dem.		But	you	.	.	.
you	can	see	dem.		And	my	guess	is,	dey	can	see	you	too.		Dey's	goin'	try	and
communicate	with	you,	sooner	or	later.		It's	only	a	matter	of	time.		And	when
dey	do,	you	'ad	better	be	prepared.”

“And	how	do	I	do	that?”

She	patted	my	hands	several	times	and	then	backed	away,	standing	slowly.		I
could	tell	by	the	way	she	stood,	that	she	was	aching.

“Are	you	alright?”

“Oh,	dat's	just	my	old	bones	lettin'	me	know	who's	boss.”

She	didn't	look	older	than	forty.		Fifty	tops.		And	her	skin	was	clean,	her	face
energetic	and	powerful.		She	seemed	healthy.

Again,	with	her	parlor	trick,	she	replied,	“Oh,	I'm	much	older	dan	fifty,
child.”

“Really?”

She	smiled	as	she	walked	to	a	small	doorway	that	was	almost	hidden	from
the	front	of	the	shop.		Several	strings	of	plastic	beads	clicked	and	clacked
together	as	she	disappeared	into	another	room.		A	minute	later	she	appeared
again,	holding	a	dusty	leather-bound	book.		It	looked	about	a	hundred	years	old,
with	yellowed	pages.

“Much	older	dan	dat,”	she	said	as	she	laid	it	down	in	front	of	me.

I	looked	up.		“What	is	this?”

“I	want	you	to	go	back	to	da	'ospital	and	read	dis.		I	want	you	to	understand
what	you're	gettin'	yourself	into.		When	you're	done	readin'	it,	you	bring	it	back
and	you	can	give	me	your	answer.”

“I	need	to	pursue	this,”	I	insisted.		“Nothing	is	going	to	change	my	mind.”	



I	told	her	how	I	needed	to	know	what	happened.		Who	I	was.		What	I	was.		I
told	her	that	there	might	be	a	family	out	there—a	mother,	or	children—looking
for	their	father.		People	might	be	counting	on	me.		And	I	suddenly	disappeared.	
For	them,	and	for	me	.	.	.	I	needed	to	follow	this	as	far	as	it	takes	me.

“Read	da	book,	child,”	she	said,	patting	me	on	the	shoulder.		“And	when
you're	done,	we'll	talk	about	it.”

I	opened	the	book	and	noticed	that	it	was	in	some	language	I	didn't	know.	
And	actually,	it	was	in	a	language	I	had	never	even	seen	before.		“What	is	this?”	
It	was	all	sorts	of	dots	and	swirls	and	scribbles.		It	looked	alien,	or	nonsensically
childish.

She	laughed	politely,	“	.	.	.	you	know	dis	language,	even	if	you	don't
remember	it.		Da	pages	read	from	bottom	to	top,	and	from	right	to	left.		Give	it	a
little	time	and	you'll	read	it	better	dan	da	Dallas	Mornin'	News.		You've	got	da
sight	now.		It's	your	choice	if	you	use	it.”		And	with	that	she	took	me	by	the	hand
and	led	me	slowly	up	and	out	of	the	shop.

This	whole	thing	was	such	a	whirlwind	that	I	couldn't	tell	if	I	was	walking,
or	if	we	were	both	floating.		Maybe	the	incense	made	me	high.		Maybe	pot
fumes	were	drifting	in	from	the	head-shop	next	door.		Maybe	all	of	the	important
connections	in	my	brain	were	unraveling.	

Wires	disconnected.

Retarded	neurons	banging	their	heads	against	the	insides	of	my	skull.

Lots	of	maybes	and	very	few	certainties.	

When	we	got	to	the	door	she	took	my	free	hand	between	both	of	hers	and
placed	my	palm	on	her	head.		And	I	felt	something.		Almost	electric.		A
vibration.		Then	she	released	my	hand	and	her	eyes	locked	with	mine.

“Da	shadows	wit	da	burning	eyes,”	she	said	very	seriously,	“	.	.	.	'ave	dey
approached	you?”



“No,”	I	said,	a	bit	unnerved.		There	was	something	eerie	in	her	words.		“Who
are	they?”

“You	don't	never	talk	to	dem.		Never.		Do	you	understand	me,	Jack?”

I	nodded,	glancing	down	at	the	book	that	suddenly	felt	very	heavy.		As	if	the
pages	were	made	of	lead.

“Dose	.	.	.	dey's	looking	for	people	like	you.		People	who	can	cross.		People
who	can	see.		And	dey	.	.	.	”

“What,	Ms.	Josephine?		They	what?”

She	shook	her	head,	her	eyes	glancing	nervously	around.		“Don't	you	never
talk	to	dem.			Dere	are	tings	on	da	other	side	dat	can	be	dangerous.		Tings	dat
will	do	a	lot	more	dan	run	around	in	da	darkness	of	night.		Da	ones	with	da	red
eyes,	you'll	'ear	dem	by	deir	screams.		'orrible	screams.”

I	swallowed	deeply.		“I've	heard	screams.”

“Den	you	don't	'ave	as	much	time	as	I	tought.”		She	opened	the	door,	rushing
me	outside,	“Go	now,	Jack!		Read	dat	book	and	come	back	to	me	da	second
you're	finished.		Your	world	is	about	to	change.”

And	as	I	walked	out	into	the	street,	the	sun	was	gone.		Clouds	had	taken	over
the	sky.		The	temperature	had	dropped	from	the	80s,	to	what	felt	like	the	50s.	
Night	was	only	a	couple	of	hours	away.

And	I	didn't	want	to	be	out	when	the	monsters	came.



Chapter	3

R.H.	Dedmen	Memorial	Hospital.

Later	that	evening	.	.	.

I	didn't	eat	much	that	night.		My	stomach	was	twisted	in	about	a	thousand
knots.		And	when	I	finally	sat	down	to	look	at	the	book,	all	I	saw	were	scribbled
pages,	empty	of	anything	I	could	understand.		I	tried	looking	at	it	in	different
colored	lights.		From	different	angles.		Even	got	real	close	to	it	and	breathed	on
it,	giving	the	bottom	of	the	first	page	a	hot	liquidy	breath.		Blank,	nothing	more
than	old,	crinkled	egg-white	paper	.	.	.	with	squiggles.		I	rented	National
Treasure	I	and	II,	but	that	didn't	even	help.

The	book	looked	old	and	valuable.		And	it	had	that	musty	old	book	smell.	
The	odor	of	nostalgia	and	history.		But	what	it	didn't	seem	to	have	were	any
words	I	could	recognize.		I	tried	squinting	at	it	for	a	while,	but	that	just	gave	me
a	headache.		I	even	closed	the	book,	and	then	reopened	it,	really	fast.		Like	that
would	make	a	difference.		Todd	Steele	doesn't	have	any	clever	advice	for
magical	old	books	.	.	.	I	checked.	

So,	I	called	young	Ricky.		He	sounded	like	he	was	eating	something	when	he
answered	the	phone.

“Yeah?”

“Ricky,	this	is	Jack.”

“Oh,	hey	man.		What's	up?		You	talk	to	that	psychic	chick?”

“Uh	.	.	.	yeah,”	I	replied,	“	.	.	.	she	gave	me	this	book	and	I—”	

“Hmmm?”	Ricky	said.

“I	said	that	she	gave	me	a	book.		Like	a	voodoo	book	or	something.”

“What's	it	called?”



And	that	was	a	pretty	good	question,	because	I	had	never	even	thought	to
ask.		“Not	sure,	hold	on	a	second.”		I	reached	across	the	bed	and	grabbed	the
dusty	old	thing,	dragging	it	back	across	the	bed.		“This	damn	book	is	heavy,”	I
said	as	I	flipped	it	back	and	forth,	turning	it	over	onto	my	thighs.		“I	don't	see	a
title.”

“What	kind	of	book	doesn't	have	a	title?”	Ricky	asked	as	he	chewed	on
something	that	made	his	words	bloated.

“She	said	that	it	would	help	me	understand	what's	happening	to	me.”

“You	talking	about	all	of	those	shadow	thingies	that	you	keep
hallucinating?”

I	sure	hoped	he	was	right.		That	would	be	wonderful	if	all	of	this	was	just	me
losing	my	mind.		“Yes.		Whatever	it	is	I	keep	seeing.		She	says	they	will	come
more	and	more.		Until	I	start	seeing	other	things.”

“And	the	book	will	explain	all	of	it?”

“I	guess.”

“I'll	be	over	in	a	few	minutes,”	Ricky	said,	between	chews,	“	.	.	.	I'm
finishing	up	a	little	grudge	match	on-line.		This	guy	from	Germany	has	been
talking	big	shit	all	week	about	how	he	will	take	me	down	in	Call	of	Duty:
Modern	Warfare.		So	I	have	to	put	his	ass	in	check.”

“You're	playing	a	video	game?”	I	asked,	thinking	that	my	little	'seeing	the
dead'	problem	wasn't	very	high	on	his	list	of	interesting	things.

“He's	stuck	in	this	building,	in	the	south	of	the	city,	right	now.		I'm	going	to
sniper	his	bitch	ass	and	then	I'll	be	on	my	way.		Ten	minutes,	tops.”	

Click.

And	the	line	was	dead.		And	my	head	still	hurt.		And	my	stomach	felt	like	it
had	turned	inside-out	and	was	being	pricked	with	a	hot	iron.		And	really,	I'm	not



sure	why	I	think	that	Ricky,	a	22-year-old	nurse	who	smokes	more	weed	than
Cheech-and-Chong	is	going	to	be	able	to	help	me.		I	hope	I	don't	eventually	find
out	that	he	was	my	kid.	

13	minutes	later	.	.	.

“Smoked	his	bitch	ass!”	Ricky	says	as	he	walks	into	my	room.		He	was
wearing	baggy	tan	khakis	and	a	long,	red	pin-striped	sweater.		He	had	a	Texas
Rangers	baseball	cap	on,	covering	his	shaved	head.		“Germans	can't	fight.”

My	place	near	the	hospital	is	modest,	but	comfortable.		Our	tax	dollars	at
work.		Think	of	it	like	one	of	those	hotel	rooms	where	you	can	stay	for	weeks	on
end.		Like	where	junkies	and	drug	dealers	stay	so	that	the	government	can't	ever
snatch	them	up.		There's	a	little	kitchen	nook.		A	bedroom,	with	a	bathroom	so
small	you	can	extend	your	arms	and	touch	both	walls.	

The	living	area	is	in	the	few	feet	of	space	between	the	kitchen	and	the	bed.	
Everything	is	either	blue	or	brown.		Blue	Formica	covers	the	table	and	counter
tops.			Blue	carpet,	and	light	blue	floor	tiles	for	both	the	kitchen	and	bathroom.	
Brown	shelves	and	furniture.		This	would	probably	be	like	entering	the	seventh
ring	of	Hell	for	an	interior	designer.	

And	I've	got	a	small	refrigerator	that	can	hold	little	more	than	a	meal	at	a
time.		It's	almost	the	same	scale	as	a	Barbie	Refrigerator.		But	then,	this	is	just
temporary	living,	until	I	get	on	my	feet	and	the	hospital	caseworker	in	charge
considers	me	fit	enough	to	have	my	own	place	in	town.	

I've	actually	got	a	meeting	with	my	caseworker,	Dr.	Smith,	in	a	couple	of
days.		I'm	supposed	to	talk	to	him	about	how	I'm	coping.		And	how	my	job	hunt
is	going.		I	probably	won't	mention	any	of	this	other	stuff	to	him.		Something
tells	me	that	it	would	probably	set	back	my	progress	.	.	.	at	least,	in	his	eyes.

“Is	that	the	book?”	Ricky	says	as	he	drags	his	feet	across	the	carpet,	leaving
little	Ricky	trails	in	his	wake.



I	nod,	lifting	the	thing	towards	him.		He	reached	out	and	took	it,	and	his
skinny	arms	almost	buckled.		“Geez!		What's	this	made	out	of	.	.	.	lead?”

I	laughed,	“That's	what	I	said.”

He	sat	down	on	a	small	brown	stool	that	might	actually	be	a	coffee	table,
we're	still	not	certain.		He	laid	the	book	on	his	thighs	and	opened	it	delicately,
using	just	the	tips	of	his	fingers	to	lift	the	cover.	

The	book	was	covered	in	a	dark,	leathery	material.		“Think	this	is,	like,	dried
human	flesh	or	something	like	that?”		He	lowered	his	head	and	studied	the	inside
of	the	cover.		“What	language	is	it	written	in?		It	looks	kind	of	like	Arabic.”	

He	looked	up,	“I	took	a	course	in	Middle-eastern	studies.		This	could	be
some	old	terrorist	propaganda.		They	do	that,	you	know.”

I	shrugged.		“Ms.	Josephine	said	that	I	would	be	able	to	read	it	soon	enough.	
But	I've	been	staring	at	the	first	page	for	over	an	hour	and	it	still	looks	like
nonsense.”

“Maybe	there's	a	key,”	Ricky	said,	slowly	turning	the	pages.		“Lot's	of	old
books	have	keys.”

I	pointed	to	the	bottom	of	the	page,	“Ms.	Josephine	told	me	that	it's	read
from	the	bottom	up,	and	from	the	right	to	the	left.”

“That	makes	sense,	I	guess.”

“What	part	of	any	of	that	makes	sense?”	I	said	as	I	frowned.

He	closed	the	book.		“It's	something	that	they	don't	want	people	reading.	
Whatever	it	says,	the	people	who	wrote	it	thought	it	was	a	secret.		Thus	the
absence	of	a	title,	and	any	other	instructions	about	its	use.”

He	handed	the	book	to	me,	almost	struggling,	and	leaned	his	head	back.	
“You	know,	maybe	it's	music.		Do	you	know	anything	about	music?”

I	know	that	I	like	some	of	it,	and	hate	most	of	it,	I	told	him.		Country	music



makes	me	feel	like	taking	prescription	medicine	until	I	can't	see	straight.		Rap
makes	me	want	to	do	a	drive-by.		All	the	other	stuff	they	call	rock,	I'm	not	even
sure	about	that.		I	like	jazz.		Just	jazz.

Ricky	smiled,	his	eyes	lighting	up,	“I	took	a	class	on	music	appreciation.	
And	sheet	music	follows	a	system,	just	like	the	written	word.”

“I've	lost	my	memory,	Ricky.		I'm	not	retarded.”

“Yeah,	yeah.		But	listen	.	.	.	not	all	people	write	music	in	the	same	way.	
Think	about	tribes	in	the	jungles	of	Africa,	or	South	America.		They	don't	read
sheet	music,	so	they	find	other	ways	to	record	their	music,	like	dots	and
squiggles	and	shit.		Maybe	this	is	that.”

I	sighed,	“You	think	my	magical,	no-name	book	is	musical	notes?”

Ricky	crossed	his	arms,	“Look,	Jack,	I'm	just	trying	to	think	this	all	through.	
Like	an	investigator	would.		I'd	think	you	would	be	a	tad	bit	more	open-minded
about	all	of	this.		You	did	just	wake-up	with	your	memory	erased.		You're	the
one	seeing	ghosts	and	shit.		Anything	is	possible.”

I	crossed	my	arms,	realizing	that	he	was	right.		I	was	getting	frustrated	and	it
was	clouding	my	judgment.		“Okay.		So,	if	I	can't	read	it,	and	we	can't	find	what
language	it's	written	in,	well	.	.	.	then	what?”

“The	Morgue,”	Ricky	said,	his	eyes	wide	as	he	nodded	slowly.

I	squinted	at	him.		“What	in	the	hell	are	we	going	to	learn	at	the	morgue?”

He	stood	up	and	walked	to	my	balcony	door,	peering	out	into	the	night.	
“That's	where	the	dead	people	go.		So,	if	we	go	there,	there	should	be	a	shitload
of	spirits	floating	around,	or	whatever.		Maybe	the	book	would	work	there.”	

He	turned	back	toward	me,	holding	his	hospital	ID	in	his	left	hand,	fanning	it
back	and	forth,		“And	.	.	.	I	can	get	us	in.		Probably	wouldn't	even	be	that	busy
right	now.”



That	was	the	most	ridiculous	idea	that	he	had	come-up	with	yet.		This	was
quickly	deteriorating	into	an	epic	waste	of	time.		For	sure,	we	would	both	be	less
capable	adults	when	all	of	this	was	over.		What	was	next?	

Dungeons	and	Dragons?	

Japanese	Animal	Pornography?		

Finger	painting	with	mustard?

No,	all	of	this	was	getting	too	creepy.		Sane	people	don't	engage	in	this	kind
of	behavior.		I	should	know,	I've	been	taking	a	class	on	Integration	with	Society.	
I'm	going	to	end	up	one	of	those	losers	who	works	in	a	comic	book	shop,
instructing	teenagers	on	what	issue	of	Super-Mutant	Fish	is	the	best.	

“So,”	Ricky	pressed,	“	.	.	.	what	do	you	think?”

I'll	get	my	jacket.



Chapter	4

R.H.D.	Memorial,	Morgue	.	.	.

Of	all	the	crazy	things	that	I've	ever	done—at	least,	that	I	can	remember
from	the	last	nearly	five	months—I	can't	recall	doing	anything	as	dark	and
morose	as	this.

Ricky	walked	us	in,	smiling	at	this	thin	blond	girl	at	the	reception	desk.		She
smiled	back	in	such	a	way	that	I	knew	there	was	more	going	on	there.		He
whispered	something	to	her,	and	then	we	walked	on	by.		We	headed	toward	the
Emergency	Room	where,	thankfully,	there	was	not	a	lot	of	activity.	

“It's	a	good	design,	keeping	the	morgue	close	to	the	ER,”	Ricky	said	under
his	breath.		“Less	work	for	the	orderlies	and	interns.”

We	walked	down	several	glossy-floored	hallways	that	smelled	like	they	had
a	fresh	coat	of	bleach	on	them.		It	was	stinging	my	eyes	it	was	so	prominent.	

Ricky	seemed	to	notice	me	squinting,	“Bleach	kills	everything.”

“Even	walking	shadows?”	I	miffed.

He	shrugged,	“Maybe.”

We	continued	on	down	the	long,	hallway,	our	bodies	reflected	in	the	shiny
white	linoleum	tiles.		I	could	see	our	green	scrubs	rolling	in	front	of	us.		Ricky
had	gotten	the	scrubs	from	the	back	of	his	black	SUV.		He	had	all	sorts	of
expensive-looking	stuff	back	there.		Stuff	they	probably	didn't	give	him.

A	couple	of	doctors	walked	past,	not	even	noticing	us.		Like	we	didn't	exist.	
We	were	as	inconsequential	to	them	as	lonely	molecules	floating	through	the
cold	dark	universe.		The	caste	system	is	still	very	much	alive	and	well	in
America's	hospitals.	

Ricky	played	it	cool,	as	always.		And	soon	we	were	turning	left	and	heading



down	a	shorter,	darker	hallway.		“The	morgue	is	like	a	big	refrigerator,”	he	said.	
“To	keep	the	bodies	in	a	sterile	environment.		All	sorts	of	concerns	in	a	place
like	this.”

“Like	what?”	I	asked	as	we	approached	a	large	set	of	double	doors.	

He	slid	his	card	into	the	magnetic	strip	reader	and	a	small	green	light
flickered	a	few	times.		The	double	doors	opened	slowly	as	if	by	magic.

“	.	.	.	disease	and	pathogens	getting	accidentally	spread.		Decay	of	the	bodies
—before	and	after	autopsy.		Contamination	of	the	testing	machinery.		The	whole
thing	is	clean.		Actually,”	Ricky	said	as	we	approached	a	large,	baby-blue	door,
“it's	cleaner	than	the	average	kitchen	table.		You	could	eat	off	of	the	floor	of	a
morgue.”

“Not	that	you'd	want	to.”

Ricky	nodded,	“Right,”	as	he	slid	his	card	into	another	strip-reader.		There
was	an	audible	click	and	the	door	opened.

As	we	walked	in	I	felt	a	cold	chill	swallow	up	my	body.		The	only	part	of	me
that	was	warm	was	my	stomach,	where	the	book	was	hidden	underneath	my	t-
shirt.	

“So,	how	should	we	do	this?”	I	asked	as	I	got	out	the	book.

Ricky	held	up	a	warning	finger	as	he	walked	around	the	room	looking	in	the
different	offices	and	small	hallways.		On	the	floor,	there	were	checker-boarded
black	and	white	tiles.		All	of	the	machines	were	different	shades	of	polished
metal,	some	brighter	and	more	reflective	than	others.		The	room	had	a	sharp,
pointy	feel	to	it.		Like,	at	any	second	some	guy	wearing	a	leather	mask	was
going	to	come	in	with	a	huge	knife	in	his	hand	and	start	hacking	at	the	dead.	

This	whole	place	felt	surreal.		In	the	large	room	beyond	this	one,	there	were
several	square	doors	on	the	wall.		Each	one	of	them	had	an	index	card	with	some
printed	text	on	it.	



Ricky	walked	out	from	that	room,	thumbing	me	to	follow	him.		“This	is	the
Body	Farm,	in	here.”

How	cute.

I	reluctantly	walk	forward,	entering	the	room	with	all	of	the	cadavers.		My
nose	was	getting	desensitized	to	the	bleach	sting,	so	the	smell	wasn't	as	bad.		But
it	was	colder	in	this	room.		Ricky	pulled	up	a	couple	of	heavy	black	vinyl	chairs
and	drug	them	to	the	center	of	the	room,	near	a	large	stainless-steel	table	that	had
little	troughs	cut	along	the	edges.

“That's	where	the	magic	happens,”	Ricky	said.		“Maybe	we	should	put	the
book	on	there	and	try	reading	it?”

I	shrugged.	Why	not?		I	lifted	the	heavy	thing	up	and	placed	it	in	the	center
of	the	examination/autopsy	table.		I	got	this	feeling	that	I	was	violating
something	sacred.		I	felt	like	someone	was	going	to	burst	in	on	us	at	any
moment.		I	needed	to	get	my	mind	collected	and	calm.

“So	tell	me,	what	happens	here?”	I	asked.		I'd	read	about	places	like	this.	
Seen	a	few	on	television,	but	I'd	never	been	anywhere	near	one.		Something	told
me	that	I	could	definitively	scratch	doctor	off	of	my	list	of	possible	jobs	in	my
erased	past-life.

“Well,	this	is	where	we	perform	the	Autopsy.		Also	referred	to	as	necropsy,
postmortem,	or	postmortem	examination.		It	is	basically	a	dissection	and
examination	of	a	dead	body	and	its	organs	and	structures	to	determine	cause-of-
death.		In	addition,	we	also	observe	the	effects	of	disease,	and	establish	the
sequences	of	changes	and	thus	confirm	the	evolution	mechanisms	of	disease
progression	and	processes.”

“You	have	to	remember	all	of	that	to	be	a	nurse?”

“No,”	Ricky	laughed,	“	.	.	.	you	have	to	learn	that	shit	to	become	a	doctor.”

“You	went	to	med	school?		I	didn't	know	that,”	I	said,	wondering	what



happened.		Wondering	if	it	was	drugs,	or	girls,	or	video	games	about	drugs	and
girls	that	stifled	his	education.

He	nodded,	his	eyes	looking	off	into	the	past,	“Yeah	.	.	.	lots	of	money.		Lots
of	time.		Very	little	fun.		I	burnt	out.		I	started	med	school	when	I	was	nineteen.”

That's	young,	I	said.

He	explained	that	he	used	to	be	something	of	a	prodigy,	but	somewhere
along	the	way,	whether	it	was	his	parents	pressuring	him,	or	his	friends	needling
him,	he	just	quit.		Said,	no	more.		And	went	to	nursing	school.	

“The	first	real	dissections,	to	study	disease,	happened	around	three	hundred,
B.C.		This	Alexandrian	physician	Herophilus	and	his	partner	Erasistratus	were
the	first.		But	it	wasn't	until	Galen—a	Greek	physician—in	the	late	second
century,	A.D.,	who	was	the	first	to	correlate	the	patient's	symptoms	and	signs—
you	know,	complaints—with	what	was	found	upon	examining	the	affected	part
of	the	deceased.”

He	tapped	his	fingers	delicately	on	the	shiny,	metal	examination	table.		“And
that,	my	memory-challenged	friend,	is	what	eventually	led	to	the	autopsy.		It
signifies	a	great	progression	in	modern	medicine.”

“You're	actually	smart,”	I	said,	not	trying	to	sound	surprised.

“Oh,	I'm	a	stoner,	now.		But	I	used	to	be	a	real	Doogie	Howser.”

“What's	a	Doogie	Howser?”	I	asked,	not	sure	if	this	was	another	one	of	his
trendy	terms.

“Never	mind,”	Ricky	said	as	he	shook	his	head.		“Open	the	book	and	see	if	it
makes	sense,	now.”

And	for	the	next	30	minutes	we	looked	from	all	manner	of	angles,	with	all
kinds	of	squints	from	every	direction.		Nothing.		It	still	looked	like	a	bunch	of
nonsense.		We	found	ourselves	sitting	in	those	vinyl	chairs,	leaning	back,



yawning.		The	room	had	it's	own	sound.		A	kind	of	low	buzzing.

“What	do	they	do	next?”	I	asked,	breaking	the	frustrated	monotony.		My
head	was	hurting	again,	and	I	was	tired.		This	was	all	a	waste	of	time,	so	I
figured	I'd	try	to	enjoy	the	moment.		In	a	morgue.

“Next?”

“	.	.	.	during	the	autopsy?”	I	reminded	him.

He	kicked	his	legs	up	on	the	examination	table,	his	arms	folded	behind	his
head	as	he	leaned	back	in	his	chair.		“First	thing	is	an	examination	of	the	exterior
for	any	abnormality	or	trauma.		You	have	to	make	a	careful	description	of	the
interior	of	the	body	and	its	organs.		Then,	depending	on	how	much	time	you
have,	you	do	an	examination	of	the	cells	and	tissue	under	a	microscope.

“The	next	thing	is	the	main	incision.		For	the	torso,	a	Y-shaped	incision	is
made.		Each	upper	limb	of	the	'Y'	extends	from	either	the	armpit	or	the	outer
shoulder	and	is	carried	beneath	the	breast	to	the	bottom	of	the	sternum.		You	cut
to	the	breastbone,	in	the	midline.		And	there's	really	not	that	much	blood	like
you'd	think.		None	left.		They've	sucked	it	all	out.”

He	stood	slowly,	leaning	forward	over	the	table,	as	if	there	was	a	body	in
front	of	him.		“From	that	point,	at	the	bottom	of	the	sternum,	the	incision	is
continued	down	to	the	lower	abdomen	where	the	groins	meet	in	the	genital	area.	
Sometimes	you	get	a	model	that	overdosed.		If	you	know	what	I	mean?”	he	said,
raising	his	eyebrows	up	and	down	several	times.

That's	gross.

“That's	nature,	pal.		Even	dead	chicks	have	nice	bodies.		Well,	until	you	start
cutting	on	them.		Some	morticians	actually	got	charges	pressed	on	them	for,
um,”	he	tip-toed	around	the	words,	“	.	.	.	inappropriately	manipulating	the
bodies.”

I	sat	up,	“What	kind	of	person	does	that?”



“A	lonely	person,”	he	sighed.		“Anyway,	listen.		Depending	on	where	you
went	to	school,	the	procedure	changes	a	bit.		In	one	method,	each	organ	is
removed	separately	for	incision	and	study.

“But	.	.	.	in	the	en	masse	methods,	the	chest	organs	are	all	removed	in	a
single	group	and	all	of	the	abdominal	organs	in	another,	for	later	examination.	
The	great	vessels	to	the	neck,	head,	and	arms	are	ligated—which	is,	um,	tied-off,
basically.		The	organs	are	removed	as	a	unit	for	dissection.		The	neck	organs	are
explored	in	situ	only,	or	removed	from	below.”

“In	situ?”	I	asked.	

“Where	they	stand.		Then	the	dissection	proceeds.		They	usually	go	from	the
back,	except	where	certain	case	specific	findings	may	warrant	a	variation.		Every
death	is	a	little	different,	especially	when	there	is	a	lot	of	trauma	involved.		So	if
the	body	is	mangled,	you	have	to	adjust.		Go	with	the	flow.”

“Doesn't	that	make	you	sick	to	your	stomach?		I'm	getting	nauseated	just
imagining	it.”

Ricky	laughed,	“No,	man.		I	mean,	maybe	at	first.		But	then	it's	like	your	not
even	cutting	on	a	person.		It's	just	a	thing.		An	object.		A	piece	of	meat.”

A	thing.

An	object.

A	piece	.	.	.	of	meat.

That's	what	we	all	are	once	we	die.		Kind	of	a	depressing	reality.		Even	as
our	body	is	cooling,	we	are	nothing	more	than	a	mound	of	flesh,	numbered	and
catalogued	by	some	lonely	morticians	who	might	or	might	not	touch	you
inappropriately.		Makes	me	feel	all	warm	and	fuzzy	inside.

“Anyway,	all	of	those	organs	are	removed,	in	groups,	so	that	they	can	study
the	functional	relationships.		The	human	body	is	fascinating.		But	it's	not	really



that	complex,	once	you	take	apart	a	few	of	them.		So	then	we	study	the	brain,	in
position.		Once	the	notes	are	made,	and	all	of	this	is	being	videoed,	of	course—”

“Of	course.”		My	stomach	was	crawling	around	near	my	neck,	tickling	me
with	bile.	

“	.	.	.	then	we	free	the	brain	attachments	and	remove	the	whole	thing.		You
can,	depending	on	the	cause	of	death,	remove	the	spinal	cord,	too.		Just
depends.”

“And	that's	that,”	I	added,	standing	from	the	chair,	feeling	something
strange.

Ricky	looked	up	at	me,	“No,	Jack.		Then	we	study	the	external	and	cut
surface	of	each	and	every	organ.		We	look	at	its	vascular	structures,	including
arteries	.	.	.	”

And	as	he's	talking	I	see	something	in	the	back	corner	of	the	room	start	to
grow	from	the	shadow	of	a	small	metal	table.		It's	actually	darker	than	the
shadow	of	the	table,	cast	by	the	florescent	overhead	lights.		It's	about	four	feet
tall,	slightly	bent	at	the	waist,	with	stubby	little	arms	and	long	curled	fingers.	

“	.	.	.	lymphatics,	fascial	or	fibrous	tissue,	and	nerves	.	.	.	”

This	thing	starts	to	creep	towards	the	wall	where	all	of	the	cadavers	are
resting.		Where	each	body	has	its	own	metal	bed.		This	dark	thing	.	.	.	it's
searching	for	something	specific.		It	wants	for	something.		And	this	shadow,	it
definitely	has	form.		It's	three-dimensional.

“	.	.	.	specimens	are	taken	for	culture,	chemical	analysis,	and	other—”	and
Ricky's	words	trail	off	as	he	looks	at	me	looking	at	something	behind	him.	
“What	are	you	looking	at,	Jack?”

My	eyes	glance	over	at	Ricky	briefly,	and	then	back	to	the	shadow	that	has
now	made	his	way	to	the	far	side	of	the	body	farm.		I	whisper,	“No	.	.	.	nothing	.
.	.	I	think	I'm	just	tired,	and	.	.	.”		And	even	as	I'm	speaking	I	realize	that	my



words	don't	make	sense.		My	mumbling	has	only	made	Ricky	that	much	more
apprehensive.

“If	I	turn	around,	will	I	see	anything?”	he	asks	with	a	whisper.

I	half	shrugged,	my	eyes	still	watching	the	shadow	do	its	inspection.		It	was
crawling	in	and	out	of	the	different	body	drawers,	I	suppose	to	give	the	cadavers
a	firsthand	inspection.	

Ricky	turned	slowly,	as	if	he	might	spook	whatever	it	is	I	was	looking	at.	
And	as	he	turned,	I	noticed	another	one	stalk	past	us,	paying	us	no	mind.		It
headed	toward	the	body	that	the	first	one	was	taking	interest	in.

Ricky	squinted,	looking	in	the	general	direction	I	had	been.		“Where	is	it?”

“They,”	I	whispered	as	silently	as	I	could.		“There's	a	couple	of	them,	now.	
They	are	taking	a	keen	interest	in	one	of	the	bodies	on	the	right.		Second	column,
third	body	up.”

“I	don't	see	anything,”	Ricky	said.	

“That's	because	you're	sane.		And	I'm	turning	into	a	lunatic.”

“You're	lucky,”	he	said	reverently,	as	if	he	would	have	traded	anything	in	the
world	to	have	my	eyes	at	that	moment.

I	can't	imagine	anything	less	lucky	than	this.		This	is	something	that	will	ruin
whatever	life	I	have	to	live.		Hell,	it	might	be	the	reason	I'm	messed-up	to	begin
with.		How	do	I	know	I	wasn't	some	ghost	hunter?		Some	paranormal
investigator?		A	misguided	priest	performing	exorcisms?	

And	even	though	he	couldn't	see	them—three	of	them,	now—he	felt
something.		Maybe	he	just	felt	my	terror	radiating	outward.		There	was	no	doubt
in	his	mind	that	there	were	things	going	on	around	us	that	science	and	med
school	couldn't	explain.		And	so	the	two	of	us,	Ricky	and	I,	just	stood	there
watching.		I	realized	that	I	was	shaking,	too.		Not	a	Todd	Steele	reaction,	I



know.	

And	we	stood	there,	as	if	time	had	stopped.	

Just	him	and	me	.	.	.	and	these	little	spooks.

Two	things.

Two	objects.

Two	pieces	of	warm	meat.

And	in	as	calm	a	voice	as	I	could	muster,	I	said,	“I'm	not	lucky,	Ricky	.	.	.
I'm	cursed.



Chapter	5

McDonald's,	North	Dallas	.	.	.

We	hadn't	spoken	much	since	the	whole,	spooky	little	shadow	creatures
incident.		I	wasn't	sure	if	he	thought	I	was	losing	my	mind,	or	if	I	was	really
seeing	something	that	he	couldn't.		Ricky	waited	until	I	said	the	spooks	were
gone	before	he	walked	towards	the	body.		I	pointed	out	the	correct	cadaver,	not
wanting	to	get	anywhere	near	it.		I	wasn't	so	much	scared,	as	bothered	by	the	fact
that	I	was	fully	wake	when	I	saw	them.

Before,	since	that	first	time	after	I	woke-up,	they	only	came	as	I	was	in	those
delirious	calm	stages	that	come	before	you	fall	asleep,	and	just	as	you	awaken.	
Those	moments	where	time	and	space	and	life	don't	matter.		Those	elongated
seconds	where	you	can	kind	of	hear	your	environment,	but	you	don't	have	the
physical	prowess	to	interact	with	it.

Like	being	paralyzed.

Like	being	a	semi-responsive	vegetable.

A	computer,	in	sleep	mode.

So	it	was	time	to	get	some	food.		I	needed	to	eat	warm	things	with	lots	of
taste	and	cholesterol.	We	ended	up	at	McDonald's.	

Ricky	turns	to	me,	handing	me	those	small	ketchup	packets	that	are	marked
'Fancy',	and	he's	chewing	so	much	of	his	cheeseburger	that	his	cheeks	are	puffed
out	like	a	blowfish.		He	says,	“Let's	assume	that	you	see	what	you	claim	to	have
seen.”		He	let	the	words	linger.

I	nodded	as	I	squeezed	a	line	of	fancy	ketchup	near	my	burger.		We	were
sitting	on	the	hood	of	his	black	SUV,	our	legs	dangling	far	above	the	hot
pavement.		I	can't	even	imagine	how	much	money	it	costs	to	fill	this	thing	up.		I



suspect	that	Ricky	has	money	coming	in	from	other	places,	and	I	don't	dare	ask
about	it.

“Why,	then,	do	you	think	they	were	interested	in	a	dead	traffic	cop?”

The	body	they	had	been	looking	at,	that	particular	corpse	had	belonged	to	a
Dallas	Police	Officer	who	had	been	working	faithfully	as	a	traffic	cop	for	six
years.		When	he	was	giving	some	poor	schmuck	a	ticket,	a	moving	van	had
clipped	him	from	behind.		Officer	John	Farlow	was	pretty	much	dead	on
contact.		One	second	he's	scribbling	down	a	traffic	infraction,	the	next	second
the	lights	go	out	.	.	.	forever.

So,	in	answer	to	the	question,	I	have	no	earthly	idea	what	the	spooks	might
want	with	him.		I	ate	more	fries,	wondering	if	there	was	anything	on	this	planet
that	rivaled	the	McDonald's	fry	in	the	sheer	amount	of	pleasure	they	bestow,
compared	to	the	time	it	takes	to	get	your	hands	on	them.		No	matter	where	in	the
world	you	go,	Ronald	has	a	bag	full	of	hot	fries,	just	waiting	for	you.		If	there's	a
heaven—a	concept	I'm	just	now	starting	to	contemplate—they	probably	have	a
McDonald's	at	the	corner.

My	mouth	full,	my	hands	kind	of	greasy,	I	say,	“Maybe	he	was	a	bad	cop?”

Ricky	took	another	bite	of	his	second	burger.		He	had	purchased	three.		Don't
even	ask	me	how	a	skinny	guy	like	him	eats	that	many	burgers.		It	doesn't	make
sense	that	he	can	even	fit	all	that	in	his	stomach.		I	should	be	able	to	see	the
outline	of	at	least	one	of	those	burgers	in	his	belly.

“Do	you	see	them	often?		I	mean,	more	than	before?”	Ricky	asked	casually
as	if	we	were	discussing	the	weather.

I	swallowed,	cleared	my	throat,	and	took	a	sip	of	Dr.	Pepper	and	something
flashed	in	front	of	my	eyes	that	I	hadn't	remembered	until	just	that	moment.	
“Whoa!”

“What?”	he	said,	turning	towards	me,	his	mouth	hanging	open	a	bit.



I	told	him	that	I	just	saw	something.		A	memory	that	I	hadn't	known	about.	
He	was	quiet,	letting	me	make	sense	of	it.		And	it	started	to	come	back.		It	was
gooey,	as	if	I	was	watching	a	grainy	video	of	the	event.		A	taped	image,	copied	a
thousand	times.		Each	time	getting	darker	and	more	twisted.

But	it	was	me.



Chapter	6

Post-accident,	Day	1.

Recovery	room,	9:36	am	.	.	.

The	first	flashes	of	light,	they	startled	me.		They	shook	me,	and	I	began	to
shiver.		I	knew	nothing.		I	was	a	blank	sheet.		An	empty	book	with	no	title,	no
beginning,	no	ending.		Nothing.

All	around	me	were	bright,	blurry	lights.		I	couldn't	hear	anything,	but	I	felt
like	something	was	missing.		Something	important.		It	was	my	heartbeat	.	.	.
there	wasn't	one.	

People—doctors	I	guess—were	racing	around	me,	doing	all	sorts	of
important,	medical	things.		There	were	needles,	and	paddles,	and	yelling,	but	I
didn't	feel	any	of	that.		I	felt	something	else.		Like	somebody	was	tugging	on
me.		And	right	in	front	of	my	face,	these	dark	masses	were	looming.		Like
someone	was	sitting	on	my	chest.	

My	mind	couldn't	make	sense	of	it.		Something	was	draped	in	front	of	me,
blocking	my	vision.		And	the	doctors	and	nurses,	they	didn't	seem	to	pay	it	any
mind.		Something	was	sitting	on	my	chest	and	they	didn't	even	notice.	

And	then	I	realized	that	I	was	paralyzed.		I	couldn't	breathe.		I	had	no	control
over	my	body.		I		didn't	have	any	sensation	in	my	fingers	or	toes.		Just	this
pressure	on	my	chest.		This	crushing.

A	truck	sitting	on	my	ribcage.

Like	a	million	pounds	of	ice-cold	metal	flattening	the	life	out	of	me.			

And	then	it	began	to	come	into	focus,	these	dark	heavy	things.		They	were
moving	around	purposefully.		They	had	long,	thin	arms	and	hunched,	thick
bodies.		They	might	have	been	built	of	smoke.		The	absence	of	light.		As	my



eyes	struggled	to	figure	out	where	I	was,		my	mind	was	scrambling	to
understand	what	was	happening	to	me.	

Who	am	I?	didn't	even	come	into	the	equation,	yet.

These	big	cold	things	on	my	chest,	they	started	to	carve	at	my	sternum.	
They	had	some	sharp	things	in	their	hands.		Large	knifes,	maybe.		Each	knife
seemed	to	have	two	blades,	side	by	side,	both	of	them	tearing	into	my	torso.	
Cutting	and	cutting	and	cutting.		And	there	was	no	blood.		Just	the	repeated
stabs.

They	just	kept	on	doing	this.		And	the	nurses	and	doctors,	they	didn't	care	in
the	least.		Like	this	was	something	that	happens	normally.		Like	they	couldn't
even	see	me	being	ripped	apart.

Strangely,	I	didn't	feel	much.		The	stabs	of	these	knives	were	cold,	and	they
came	so	fast	in	succession,	one	right	after	the	next,	that	I	didn't	have	time	to	feel
the	pain.		Slice	after	slice,	they	cut	deeper.

And	then,	without	warning,	they	began	tugging	at	me;	tugging	at	my	insides.	
Pulling	me	inside	out.		They	yanked,	and	I	felt	myself	being	ripped	free	of	my
body,	an	inch	at	a	time.		I	watched	as	I	was	pulled	away	from	my	eyes.	
Watching	from	inside	my	body,	looking	at	the	inside	of	my	face	disappear.		I'm
seeing	the	parts	of	my	body	that	only	myDallas		blood,	and	morticians,	ever	get
to	see.

I	saw	my	head,	my	teeth	and	nose	.	.	.	all	of	it	from	the	inside.		And	I	fell,
down	my	spine,	towards	my	chest.		And	then,	somehow,	I	could	see	the	bright
lights	of	the	room	again.		Above	this	giant	opening	in	my	chest,	I	saw	four	long,
clawed	hands	reaching	for	me.		Trying	to	free	me	from	the	constraints	of	my
body.		No	eyes,	no	voices,	just	sharp	claws	and	long,	bony	fingers.	

Those	arms	and	fingers,	they	were	like	the	appendages	of	insects—thin	until
their	joints,	where	they	thickened	briefly,	until	the	next	joint.		Like	the	arms	of



spiders,	were	each	thin	sharp	finger.		And	they	wanted	me.		They	wanted	to
remove	me	from	this	body.		And	just	as	I	felt	myself	being	tugged	away	.	.	.

.	.	.	it	all	suddenly	stopped.		And	I	fell	back	into	my	body,	crashing	into	my
head.		And	my	eyes	were	rolling	dizzily.		And	my	head	hurt	in	a	way	I	will	never
be	able	to	comprehend.		Sounds	started	coming	back.	

Beeping.

Some	woman	barking	muffled	orders	that	my	mind	couldn't	interpret.

This	pain	in	my	head	that	felt	like	being	kicked	a	thousand	times	by	a	horse.	
And	as	the	tears	poured	from	my	eyes,	and	my	throat	began	to	feel	choked	and
constrained,	I	could	see	that	they	were	gone.		Those	beings	that	had	been	sitting
on	my	chest,	cutting	at	me.		They	were	gone.		Their	spider	arms,	and	their
knives,	and	their	sharp	fingers,	all	of	it	was	gone.

And	the	first	thing	I	did	was	look	at	my	chest.		I	couldn't	turn	my	head,	but
my	eyes	were	free	to	move.		And	my	chest	.	.	.	it	was	.	.	.	it	was	fine.		Nothing	at
all.	

No	gaping	wound.

No	giant	gash.

My	body	wasn't	turned	inside	out.

A	young	woman	with	dark	hair	and	the	most	beautiful	eyes	I	had	ever	seen—
I	think—wiped	my	face	with	a	cool	towel.		And	she	smiled,	“You're	going	to	be
just	fine.		Just	try	and	relax,	okay.”

Her	accent	was	distinctly	Southern.		And	the	only	thing	that	I	knew	for	sure,
was	that	I	knew	absolutely	nothing.		I	had	no	starting	point.		No	moorings.		No
frame	of	reference.

“Can	you	tell	me	your	name,	sir?”	she	said,	her	face	soft	and	tanned.		She
continued	to	wipe	my	forehead	and	cheeks	with	the	cool	cloth.



“Do	you	remember	your	name?”	she	insisted	in	such	a	wonderfully	sweet
voice.

I	tried	to	say,	no,	but	the	blackness	overcame	me	before	the	words	made	their
way	to	the	surface.		And	as	I	faded	off,	I	knew	something	was	wrong.		Things
were	not	balanced.		For	reasons	I	may	never	be	able	to	explain,	I	knew	that	there
were	doors	open	to	me	that	should	not	be.		My	body	had	made	a	call	to	some
other	place,	but	it	never	hung	up.	

I	was	still	connected	to	this	place	that	I	shouldn't	be.		And	that	line,	it	wasn't
dead.		It	wasn't	empty.		On	the	other	end	of	the	line	.	.	.	things	were	listening.

McDonald's.

Moments	later...

When	I	finished	telling	Ricky	about	this,	he	didn't	have	much	to	say.	
Nothing	constructive,	anyway.

“You're	either	some	kind	of	psychic	phenomenon,”	he	said	as	he	finished	his
burger,	“	.	.	.	or	you're	as	crazy	as	a	shithouse	rat	in	a	rubber	factory.”		He
shrugged.		“Six	in	one	hand,	half	dozen	in	the	other.”

Thanks	for	the	vote	of	confidence,	buddy.

Twenty	minutes	later	I	was	lying	down,	staring	up	at	the	bumpy	landscape	of
the	ceiling	in	my	apartment.			Like	looking	at	the	moon	from	an	orbiter.		I'm
seeing	the	way	satellites	might	see.		And	the	whole	time	I'm	floating	above	this
strange	terra,	this	other	tingly	feeling	vibrates	through	me.	

I'm	half	hoping	they	wouldn't	show	up.		But	kind	of	hoping	that	they	will.	
I'm	not	a	spook	junkie,	or	anything	like	that.		But	the	adrenaline	I	feel	pulsing
through	my	body	when	they're	creeping	and	crawling	around	.	.	.

There's	nothing	like	it	that	I've	experienced.		But	then,	I'm	not	quite	five-
months-old,	yet.		So	I	have	a	lot	of	growing	up	to	do.



Chapter	7

Dallas	Public	Library.

Thursday	morning,	8:11	am	.	.	.

I	decided	that	I	needed	to	do	some	research	on	this	odd	book	of	mine.		The
book	that	still	didn't	make	any	sense.		I	swear,	if	Ricky	and	this	Ms.	Josephine
are	messing	with	me,	I'm	gonna	take	a	hostage.

Anyway,	Ricky	has	this	bright	idea	to	go	to	the	public	library	and	let	the	real
research	begin.		I've	been	to	the	tiny	room	that	the	hospital	calls	a	library,	but
this	was	completely	different.		The	Dallas	Public	Library	is	the	real	deal.		There
must	be	about	a	million	books	in	this	place.		Ricky,	wisely,	put	a	plastic	bag
around	the	book,	and	headed	over	to	the	'Help/Information'	desk.

A	tall,	gaunt	man	who	looked	like	his	skin	was	as	thin	as	plastic	wrap	peered
over	his	thick	glasses.		His	eyes	were	huge	in	the	lenses—which	looked	thick
enough	to	see	the	surface	of	Mars.		His	big	bulging	eyes	blinked	a	couple	of
times,	and	you	could	almost	hear	them.	

Blink-blink.

“We	have	a	rare	book,	here,”	Ricky	says,	lifting	the	plastic	bag	onto	the
oatmeal	colored	counter	top.		The	counter	and	the	man	with	the	big	eyes,	they
were	both	the	same	color.		He	could	be	a	chameleon.	

The	man	used	his	right	index	finger	to	push	his	glasses	back	to	his	eyes.		He
leaned	in,	and	with	a	long,	almost	English	accent	he	said,	“And	I	presume	that
this	is	the	volume	to	which	you	are	referring.”		He	sounded	smart.		That	accent,
his	glasses,	it	all	made	him	look	like	I	imagine	a	very	intelligent	person	would
look.

Ricky	glanced	at	me,	and	then	pulled	the	book	out	of	the	plastic	bag.		He	laid



it	down	in	front	of	the	library	guy.

“Oh,	how	rude	of	me,”	the	man	said,	“	.	.	.	my	name	is	Rupert.”

“I'm	Rick	Chamberlain	the	third,”	Ricky	said,	and	turned	to	introduce	me.

“I'm,	uh,	Jack.		Jack	Pagan.”

“Cheers	gentlemen,”	he	said,	dipping	his	head	a	few	times.		Very	respectful,
this	Rupert.		His	tongue	briefly	raced	across	his	lips.		He	was	either	hungry,
anxious,	or	testing	the	air	like	snakes	and	lizards	do.		“Now	.	.	.	where,	pray	tell,
did	you	acquire	this?”

I	told	him	that	there	was	a	death	in	the	family	and	that	it	was	left	to	me.		I
wanted	to	have	it	translated,	but	could	not	pin	down	the	language.		Ricky	helped
me	fill	in	gaps	here	and	there.		And	maybe	Rupert	bought	it.		From	the	look	on
his	face	he	was	much	more	interested	in	the	book,	and	its	interesting	cover	and
bindings,	than	in	our	account	of	how	we	got	it.

He	ran	his	fingers	delicately	over	the	cover.		“This	is	very	old,	you	know.”	
He	leaned	down,	squinting	his	planetoid	eyes.		“Is	there	.	.	.	why	yes	.	.	.	there	is
something	here.			A	symbol	perhaps.”

Rupert	lifted	the	book	up,	staring	at	it	from	different	angles.		“One	moment,
gentlemen,”	he	said,	reaching	down	into	a	drawer	to	find	something.		He	brought
up	a	magnifying	glass.		One	of	those	that	has	a	small	light	on	the	bottom	side	to
illuminate	what	your	studying.		He	gave	the	book's	dark	brown	cover	a	closer
inspection	as	he	talked	from	the	side	of	his	mouth.

“Sometimes,	you	can	find	a	wealth	of	information	about	a	certain	volume
just	by	studying	the	cover.		That	is,	after	all,	where	the	eyes	first	begin	their
voyage.”

Ricky	and	I	exchanged	'cuckoo'	glances,	shrugged,	and	then	leaned	in
conspiratorially.	



Rupert	continued,	“Volumes	this	old	.	.	.	and	I	assure	you	that	this	is	several
hundred	years	old	.	.	.	they	were	hand-stitched.		Quite	a	magnificent	amount	of
work,	really.		Leather,”	he	said,	squinting	his	eyes	briefly,	“	.	.	.	if	this	is	leather,
was	often	used	to	hold	patterns	and	designs.		It's	quite	sturdy,	but	over	the	years
the	skin	has	a	tendency	to	flatten,	and	thus,	your	image	can	become	almost
unreadable.”

“Can	you	see	something	on	the	cover?”	I	asked,	finding	myself	leaning	in,
standing	on	my	toes	to	get	a	better	look.

Rupert	nodded	to	himself,	and	then	looked	up	and	Ricky	and	I.		“Gentlemen,
I	think	what	we	have	here	is	very	old.		Quite	obscure.		Would	you	allow	me	to
make	a	scan	of	this	cover	and	send	it	to	the	national	archives	in	Washington,
D.C.?”

“How	long	will	it	take?”	Ricky	asked,	glancing	around	the	library.		The
place	was	quite	busy	for	a	Thursday	morning.		Not	that	I	knew	what	the	traffic
was	like	on	any	other	day.		I	guess	I	didn't	know	that	this	many	people	liked	to
read	anymore.

Rupert	scratched	his	bony	chin	with	his	bony	fingers,	“I	don't	imagine	it
would	be	more	than	about	an	hour	for	some	preliminary	results.		And	while
we're	waiting,	we	can	run	a	language	search.		I	assume	.	.	.”	he	opened	the	book,
thumbing	very	carefully	through	the	first	few	pages.		“Yes	.	.	.	we	can	use	a
sample	of	this	for	an	advanced	language	search.		Who	knows	.	.	.	we	might	get
lucky?”

I	told	him	to	do	it,	and	within	seconds	we	were	following	tall	Rupert	to	a
large	computer	center	on	the	second	floor.		There	were	all	sorts	of	computers
and	printers,	and	what	looked	like	a	copier—that	was	explained	to	me	as	a	high-
resolution,	flatbed	scanner.		I	didn't	tell	Rupert	that	I	knew	what	a	scanner	was.		I
kind	of	liked	hearing	him	talk.

Fifteen	minutes	later	he	had	scanned	the	cover	of	the	book,	along	with



several	inches	of	text,	and	we	were	waiting	for	hits	to	come	back	on	the
computer	that	he	referred	to	as,	“Merlin,”	and	then	giggled.

As	we	waited,	I	noticed	Ricky	looking	at	the	computer	equipment,	sizing	it
up.		“What?”	I	asked.

“These	puppies	are	old	school.		Way	outdated,”	Ricky	said,	almost	turning
his	nose	up.

Rupert	looked	perplexed,	“But	we	had	all	of	these	computers	put	in	less	than
two	years	ago?”

“That's	like	a	decade	in	computer-years,”	Ricky	said.		“Moore's	Law,	man.”

“What's	that?”	I	asked,	prying	my	way	into	the	conversation.

Rupert	crossed	his	arms	defiantly	across	his	chest,	“Gordon	E.	Moore
presumed	that	computer	components—transistors	in	specific—will	shrink	in
size,	and	double	every	year.		He	later	revised	his	presumption	to	eighteen
months.		So	computer	power	and	capability	theoretically	grow	at	an	exponential
rate	every	couple	of	years.”

“So	what	you	got	two	or	three	years	ago	.	.	.”	Ricky	said	with	a	knowing
grin.

“	.	.	.	is	outdated	by	now,”	I	finished.		I	knew	enough	about	computers.		I
read	my	Wired	magazine.		But	if	you	think	about	it,	everything	is	outdated,	the
second	you	get	it.

They	both	nodded.

I	bit	my	bottom	lip,	my	stomach	growling	a	bit.

And	then	we	heard	a	few	beeps	from	Merlin.		Rupert's	eyes	lit	up.		“We	have
a	hit,	gentlemen.		We	have	a	hit!”		He	raced	over	and	printed	out	a	copy	of	the
text	on	the	screen.	

Then,	without	explanation,	he	headed	out	of	the	computer	center,	motioning



us	to	follow	him	with	his	head.		He	didn't	want	to	talk.		So,	we	did	a	lot	of	fast
walking,	turning,	up	some	stairs,	down	a	hallway,	past	two	storage	rooms,	out
into	another	book	area,	then	down	another	hallway.		I	was	thoroughly,
completely	lost.	

This	library	was	like	that	cornfield	in	the	Twilight	Zone,	the	one	you	enter,
but	can	never	ever,	exit	.	.	.	ever.		But	we	followed	old	Rupert.		And	as	we
neared	an	office,	he	glanced	around.

He	stopped	at	a	thick,	grey	door.		“This	is	a	special	room.		A	place	where	we
keep	some,	oh,”	he	searched	for	the	words,	“	.	.	.	more	controversial	volumes.”

Ricky	asked	him	why	he	considered	this	book	controversial.

“Voodoo,	gentlemen.		Voodoo.”

And	with	that,	he	entered	a	code	onto	a	small	keypad	near	the	door	handle,
and	we	entered	the	room.		It	was	a	lot	larger	than	hotel	room.		There	were	rows
and	rows	of	books	in	locked	glass	cases.	

Rupert	explained	to	us	that	most	of	these	volumes	were	very	rare,	and	worth
a	lot	of	money	to	Black	Market	collectors.		They	were	obscure,	hard	to	find,	first
and	second	printings	of	books	that	had,	at	the	time,	been	considered	shocking,
and	blasphemous.		Books	that	went	against	the	Catholic	Church.		Poetry	that
spoke	of	things	less	than	.	.	.	kosher.

“Most	of	the	books	in	here	speak	of	witchcraft	and	mischief.		The	words	in
these	books	instruct	the	readers	to	practice	the	darkest	of	the	black	arts.”		He
looked	at	us	with	a	warning	glare,	“And	don't	be	fooled,	gentlemen.		In	these
volumes	there	are	unspeakable	acts	and	sacrifice	and	violence.		These	books
spilt	blood,	be	sure	of	that.”

“So,	then,”	Ricky	asked,	“	.	.	.	where	does	our	book	fit	in?”

Rupert	continued	walking,	nodding	to	himself	again	as	if	he	was	having
another	discussion	inside	his	head.		“Well,	we	didn't	get	a	hit	on	the	exact



language	.	.	.	but	we	got	close.		Our	software—developed	by	linguistics	experts
at	MIT—takes	the	various	symbols,	and	crosses	them	with	details	about	the
production	of	the	volume.		And	by	that	I	mean	the	bindings,	and	cover
materials.		Designs.		What	have	you.		And	then	it	gives	you	a	'best	guess',	if	you
will.”

He	walked	over	to	a	small	glass-covered	cabinet	and	tapped	his	finger	on
top,	“And	the	computer's	best	guess	puts	us	with	a	section	of	books	on	voodoo
and	the	occult,	that	originated	in	Haiti.”

“Haiti,”	I	echoed,	as	we	all	kind	of	let	it	sink	in.

“They	eat	humans	there,”	Ricky	said.		“In	Haiti.		They	call	it	Long	Pork.	
They	say	it's	better	than	horse	meat.”

“You've	eaten	horse	meat?”	I	asked,	my	stomach	turning	more	than	before.

Ricky	answered	as	if	I'd	asked	him	the	most	obvious	question	in	the	world.	
As	if	I'd	asked	whether	he	knew	how	to	swim.		“Uh	.	.	.	yeah.”

Rupert	looked	visibly	rattled,	his	Adam's	apple	lifting	as	he	made	a	hard
swallow,	and	slowly	lowering	in	his	thin	throat.

“You'd	be	surprised	how	good	it	is,”	Ricky	added	with	a	hauntingly	satisfied
grin.

“Perhaps	we	should	take	a	look	at	some	of	these	volumes,	and	see	if	that
helps	us	to	narrow	it	down,”	Rupert	said,	lowering	himself	to	the	lock	on	the
book	cabinet.

“Voodoo	it	is,	then,”	I	said.		And	I	was	wondering	if	the	book	cover	was
made	with	leather.		Or	if	it	was	something	else.	

Something	a	little	closer	to	home.	

Something	like	Long	Pork.



Chapter	8

Dallas	Public	Library.

8:56	am	.	.	.

Each	book	had	a	protective	plastic	cover	around	it,	like	evidence	in	a	police
locker.		And	with	each	book	was	a	small	notebook	with	printed	information.	
Some	of	it	was	history	of	the	particular	texts.		Some	of	it	was	bits	and	pieces
translated	by	curious	researchers.		Slices	of	the	environment	in	which	these
documents	were	originally	created.		Some	notebooks	were	bigger	than	others.	

“To	understand	these	volumes,	gentlemen,”	Rupert	professed,	“	.	.	.	one	must
understand	their	history.

Haiti	doesn't	have	any	official	religion.		The	country's	constitution	allows	for
religious	freedom	but	gives	special	recognition	to	the	Roman	Catholic	church.	
More	than	60%	of	the	population	is	Roman	Catholic,	and	about	a	quarter	is
Protestant.		Since	the	1970s	some	radical	priests	have	espoused	liberation
theology—the	theory	that	God	speaks	predominately	through	the	poor.	

However,	most	Haitian	Roman	Catholics	are	also	practitioners	of	voodoo
(voudou,	or	vodun)—a	religion	whose	gods	(loas)	are	derived	from	West	African
religions.		Most	of	the	nation's	Protestants	consider	Christianity	to	be
incompatible	with	voodoo.

The	religion	of	Voodoo	is	a	creolized	religion	forged	by	descendants	of
Dahomean,	Kongo,	Yoruba,	and	many	other	African	ethnic	groups	who	had
endured	enslavemen.		They	were	eventually	brought	to	colonial	Saint-
Dominique	(as	Haiti	was	known	then)	and	Christianized	by	Roman	Catholic

missionaries	in	the	16th	and	17th	centuries.	

The	word	Vodou	(Fr.)	actually	means	“spirit”	or	“deity”	in	the	Fon	language
of	the	African	kingdom	of	Dahomey	(now	Benin).		This	religion	encompasses



philosophy,	medicine,	justice,	and	religion.		Its	fundamental	principle	is	that
everything	is	spirit.	

Humans	are	spirits	who	inhabit	the	visible	world.		The	unseen	world	is
populated	by	Iwa		(spirits),	Myste	(mysteries),	Anvizib	(the	invisibles),	Zanj
(angels),	and	the	various	spirits	of	ancestors	and	the	recently	departed.

All	of	these	spirits	are	believed	to	live	in	a	mythical	land	called	Ginen,	a
cosmic	“Africa.”		The	God	of	the	Christian	Bible	is	understood	to	be	the	creator
of	both	the	universe	and	the	spirits.		The	spirits	were	made	by	God	to	help	him
govern	humanity	and	the	natural	world.

The	primary	goal	and	activity	of	Voodoo	is	to	sevi	Iwa	(“to	serve	the
spirits”).		This	is	done	by	offering	prayers	and	performing	various	devotional
rites	that	are	directed	at	God	and	particular	spirits	in	return	for	health,	protection,
and	favor.

Spirit	possession	plays	a	very	important	role	in	Afro-Haitian	religion,	as	it
does	in	many	other	religions.		During	religious	rites,	believers	sometimes	enter	a
trance-like	state	in	which	the	devotee	may	eat	and	drink,	perform	stylized
dances,	give	supernaturally	inspired	advice	to	people,	perform	medical	cures,
and	execute	special	physical	feats.		These	acts	are	supposed	to	exhibit	the
incarnate	presence	of	the	Iwa	within	the	entranced	devotee.

	

“So,”	Ricky	read	aloud,	“	.	.	.	it's	all	about	restoring	balance	and	energy	in
relationships	between	people,	and	the	spirits	of	the	unseen	world.”		And	then	he
glanced	over	at	me,	like	I	should	know	something	about	this	stuff	because	I
claim	to	see	spooks	crawling	around	every	now	and	then.

“It	says	here,”	Rupert	read,	sitting	at	a	rectangular	wooden	table,	his	chin
resting	between	his	thin,	meatless	palms,	“that	families	can	inherit	familial
spirits,	along	with	the	differing	devotional	practices	from	their	elders.”		He



looked	up,	his	eyes	curious	and	speculative,	“So	there	are	whole	societies	that
pass	this	along,	from	father	to	child,	over	and	over.”

I	was	thumbing	through	a	small	book,	about	the	size	of	a	paperback	novel,
with	several	pages	of	strange	drawings.		Some	of	the	drawings	were	of	symbols
and	faces.		There	was	a	sketch	of	a	bunch	of	people	dancing	around	a	fire.	

Then	the	pictures	got	darker,	and	more	supernatural.

And	as	I	flipped	the	pages—silicon	gloves	on	my	hands	that	Rupert	gave	us
so	that	we	wouldn't	get	our	'oils'	on	the	pages—I	noticed	that	some	of	the
shadows	in	the	drawings	were	stretched	differently.		They	had	personality.		The
shadows	were	characters	in	the	sketches,	even	if	the	artist	hadn't	intended	it.

I	felt	the	hair	on	the	back	of	my	neck	stand	when	I	turned	the	next	page.	
There	were	drawings	of	people	with	things	crawling	around	them.		Looking	at
them,	from	the	darkness.		These	things,	they	had	long	thin	hands.		Hidden	in	the
shadows,	waiting	and	watching.

“	.	.	.	the	priestesses	are	the	oungan,	and	the	priests	are	called	manbo,”	Ricky
read.

And	I	turned	to	the	next	page,	and	there	were	three	of	them.		Three	of	the
spooks.		The	creepy	little	shadows	that	I	had	seen	crawling	around	in	that
morgue.

“	.	.	.	the	children	of	the	spirits	are	the	ounsi,	and	the	ritual	drummers	are	the,
uh,	oun-togi.”

I	flipped	the	next	page	and	I	saw	a	different	creature	altogether.		This	one
was	short	and	stocky,	with	long,	skinny	arms,	and	in	its	hands	were	knives.	
Knives	with	two	blades.		And	it	was	hunched	over	a	body	that	looked	to	be	tied
down	to	the	ground.		Maybe	in	some	kind	of	sacrificial	ritual.		That	creature	with
its	arms	and	knives,	it	was	cutting	away	at	the	victim.		Cutting	away	at	his	chest.

On	the	next	page,	that	same	creature	was	pulling	something	out	of	the	body.	



And	even	though	I	don't	read	French,	nor	all	of	the	various	random	squiggles
and	dots	and	symbols,	I	knew	exactly	what	it	was	doing.	

I	realized	that	my	hands	were	sweating	inside	the	silicon	gloves.		Ricky	and
Rupert	had	stopped	reading,	and	were	standing	over	me,	looking	down	at	the
picture.

“Ah,	yes,”	Rupert	said,	“	.	.	.	le	Ramasseur.”

I	looked	up.

Rupert	put	his	hand	on	my	shoulder,	“That	is	the	Gatherer,	in	French.”

“He	cuts	out	your	soul?”	Ricky	posed,	leaning	down	to	the	drawing.	

And	those	words	kept	floating	around	in	that	room.		Floating	around	in	my
head.

The	Gatherer.	

He	cuts	out	your	soul.

And,	again,	I	feel	myself	shaking.		Ricky	and	Rupert,	they	don't	say
anything.		We're	all	just	sitting	there	quietly.		Ricky	knows	why	I'm	bothered	by
this	image.		He	knows	what	I	told	him	I	saw	when	I	was	coming	back	from
whatever	it	was	that	stole	my	life.

Rupert,	he	probably	just	thinks	I'm	getting	caught-up	in	all	of	this	stuff.		He
turns	his	head,	glancing	back	at	my	book,	and	then	down	at	the	drawing	of	the
Gatherer,	and	then	to	Ricky	and	I.		And	he	narrows	his	eyes	suspiciously	at	us,
saying,	“You	told	me	somebody	in	your	family	left	you	that	book?”

Neither	of	us	answered.

“Do	either	of	you	have	any	idea	what	you	are	getting	yourselves	into?”

Good	fucking	question,	Rupert.



Chapter	9

R.H.	Dedmen	Memorial	Hospital.

Neurology	Department,	2:14	pm	.	.	.

I'm	sitting	in	a	waiting	room,	looking	at	two-year-old	issues	of	GQ	and
Cosmopolitan	Lady.		But,	since	I	don't	remember	anything	that	happened	farther
back	than	four-and-a-half	months	ago,	it's	all	new	and	exciting	to	me.	

There	is	one	other	person	in	the	calm-blue	and	warm-yellow	waiting	room.	
A	middle-aged	woman,	with	short	red	hair	and	clothes	that	look	tight	and
uncomfortable,	is	fidgeting	in	her	chair.		I	lifted	up	a	magazine	for	her,	but	she
gave	me	one	of	those	'I'll	scream	rape'	scowls.		She	is	probably	waiting	for
somebody.		Her	husband,	maybe?		A	child?		Hard	to	tell.		Whoever	it	is,	they're
in	for	a	nice	afternoon.		She	looks	like	a	snake,	unhappy	with	its	skin.		An	eel	on
shag	carpet.

I	thumb	through	the	magazines	until	an	attractive	receptionist	calls	out	on	the
intercom	for	a	“Mister	Jack	Pagan.”		I	laughed,	because	there's	only	just	me	and
this	other	woman	in	the	waiting	room.		The	receptionist	then	informs	me	that	I
can	“	.	.	.	proceed	to	Dr.	Smith's	office	for	my	appointment.”

I	walked	through	a	pastel	green	door,	into	a	lavender	and	off-white	hallway.	
I'm	so	tired	of	'feel-good'	colors.		I'd	almost	opt	for	blood	dripping	down	the
walls	rather	than	all	of	this	purple,	green,	pink,	fuchsia.		If	I	see	another	smiling
dinosaur	I'm	going	to	hit	him	over	his	big	head	with	a	chair,	then	stab	his	eyes
out	until	he's	extinct,	again.

I	noticed	the	caseworker's	office	door	was	open.		I	approached	and	knocked
politely	on	the	threshold.

A	short,	bald	man	with	sun-reddened	skin,	a	gleaming	forehead,	and	a	neck
that	seemed	choked	by	his	tie,	waved	me	in.		He	had	a	chubby	smile	to	accent



his	light	blue	eyes.		It	was	almost	like	he	was	part	of	the	color	scheme.		Dr.
Robert	“you	can	call	me	Bob”	Smith	pointed	to	an	area	in	front	of	his	large	oak
desk.		There	was	one	of	those	brown	leather	'psychiatrist'	couches—where	I'm
sure	hundreds	of	people	have	cried	their	eyes	out—and	also	a	big,	leather	chair,
of	the	same	color.	

I	wondered	if	this	was	one	of	those	shrink-tests.		Where,	if	I	choose	the
couch,	it	means	that	daddy	touched	me	wrong	and	I	need	to	be	held;	but	if	I	pick
the	chair,	it	means	I	need	attention	because	my	mommy	ignored	me.

“Sit	down,	Mr.	Pagan,”	Dr.	Smith	said	casually.		He	didn't	even	offer	his
hand	for	a	shake.		Although,	I'm	not	sure	if	caseworkers	in	the	Neurology
Department	are	even	allowed	to	shake	hands.		The	protocol	around	here	is	a	little
stuffy.

I	sat	and	looked	around	the	office.		This	guy	has	a	lot	of	certificates.		They
all	look	very	professional	and	important.		Each	one	of	them	probably	has	an
unpaid	student	loan	attached	to	it.

Dr.	Smith	glanced	down	at	a	folder	in	front	of	him.		“So	.	.	.	how	.	.	.	have	.	.
.	you,”	he	looked	up,	“	.	.	.	been	doing?”

I	shrugged.		I	told	him	everything	seemed	fine.		I	was	adjusting	well	enough.	
My	classes	were	just	about	finished,	and	I	was	already	looking	for	work.

“What	kind	of	work?”

I'd	like	to	work	at	a	library,	or	a	bookstore,	I	think.		Somewhere	that's	quiet.

“Is	your	head	still	ringing.”

Not	as	bad	as	before,	I	explained.		Manageable.

“And	how	about	your	appetite?”

I'm	eating	like	a	champ.		I	didn't	mention	our	little	jaunts	to	McDonald's.		I'm
pretty	sure	the	hospital's	staff	would	frown	upon	that.



“And	your	vision?”

What	about	it,	I	asked.

“Is	it	clear?		Are	you	getting	headaches?		Do	you	see	double.”

I	considered	his	question.		“My	vision	is	crystal	clear.”

Especially	if	you	count	the	spooks	and	monsters	that	appear	from	the
shadows.

I	continued,	“And	my	headaches	are	occurring	less	and	less	frequently.”

And	even	as	I	say	the	words	my	head	is	throbbing	like	there	is	a	city	worker
in	the	back	of	my	skull	pounding	a	jackhammer	on	my	cerebral	cortex.

“I'd	say	everything	is	fine,”	I	added,	just	to	sugarcoat	it.		These	shrinks	make
so	much	out	of	nothing.		I	don't	want	to	give	him	any	ammunition.

He	studied	me	for	a	moment,	leaning	back	in	his	chair—a	much	nicer	chair
than	mine.		And	he	just	looks	past	his	cheeks	at	me,	his	lips	pursed	a	bit.		Then
he	sits	forward,	and	the	skin	above	his	eyebrows	wrinkles	slightly.	

“I'm	worried	that	you	may	be	having	a	bit	too	much	success	this	early	in	the
recovery.”

Oh,	I	tell	him,	that's	just	because	of	the	exemplary	treatment	at	this	facility,
and	all	of	the	knowledgeable	doctors	and	staff	looking	after	me.

And	then	he	squints.		“Right,”	he	says	skeptically.		“Hold	on	a	second,	Jack.	
I	want	you	to	speak	with	Dr.	Culligan.”		Then	he	dials	some	buttons	on	his
phone	and	talks	to	somebody	in	doctor-speak.		Something	about	an	inkblot.

Two	minutes	later,	this	lady	doctor	comes	in,	and	if	the	room	was	darker	and
I	didn't	know	any	better,	I	would	mistake	her	for	him.		They	were	like	freaky
twins.		This	could	be	an	episode	of	Twilight	Zone,	for	sure.

“Hi,”	Dr.	Culligan	says	politely,	and	then	she	went	about	opening	a	folder
and	pulling	out	several	pieces	of	white	cardboard.		She	laid	them	in	her	lap,



while	Dr.	Smith	scooted	his	chair	forward,	his	stomach	squishing	up	against	the
desk.		He	looks	like	a	child	pretending	to	be	an	adult.		She	looks	like	a	child
pretending	to	be	a	doctor.		I	felt	like	the	only	adult	in	the	room.

Dr.	Culligan	turns	over	this	sheet	of	cardboard	and	she	says,	“What	do	you
see?”

I	see	a	bunch	of	black	nonsense.		Like	a	bug	smashed	on	a	windshield.		Like
thick	paint	pouring	on	glass.		Like	a	page	full	of	vomit.		Like	somebody	took	a
chainsaw	to	a	birthday	party	and	made	the	headlines.		

But	out	loud	I	say,	“I	kind	of	see	a	butterfly.		Wait	.	.	.	maybe,	maybe	he	has
a	picnic	basket	with	him.		Yeah,”	I	say	as	I	squint,	nodding.		“A	butterfly	on	her
way	to	a	picnic.”

And	that	Dr.	Smith,	he	never	misses	a	beat,	he	studies	me	very	carefully.		He
says,	“Is	this	butterfly	in	a	hurry?		Is	he	rushing	to	the	picnic?”

And	I	can't	help	but	to	glance	back	and	forth	at	the	both	of	them.		These
oddball	doctor	twins	with	their	ink	and	their	nonsensical	questions.		“No,”	I	say,
lying	back	proudly.		“This	butterfly	has	all	the	time	in	the	world.”

“Where	do	you	see	the	butterfly,”	Dr.	Culligan	asks,	“	.	.	.	where	in	the
picture?”

So	I	point	to	the	center	left.

Dr.	Culligan,	winks	at	me,	and	flips	to	the	next	picture.		Dr.	Smith	scratches
his	forehead	as	he	scribbles	down	something	in	my	folder.

“So	was	I	right?”	I	ask.

Dr.	Culligan	looks	up	at	me,	“	.	.	.	what?”

I	ask,	About	the	picture?		Was	'butterfly	on	the	way	to	a	picnic'	the	correct
response?

They	both	giggled,	like	twins	do,	and	the	female	twin	replies,	“No,	no.	



There	is	no	right	or	wrong	answer	for	these.		This	is	the	part	of	the	Rorschach
Test.”

Anyway,	we	go	through	nine	more	of	these.		Some	of	them	have	small
patches	of	color.		Most	of	them	are	black	and	shades	of	grey.		They	all	look	like
car	accidents,	but	I	answer	them	correctly.		And	with	every	answer	they	seem
more	and	more	satisfied	that	I	am	adjusting	quite	nicely.

What	I	failed	to	mention	to	Humpty	and	Dumpty	during	their	lengthy
interrogation,	is	that	Ricky	gave	me	a	book	that	helps	people	successfully
navigate	and	answer	these	types	of	tests.	

I	don't	tell	the	twins	that	I	know	all	about	the	Swiss	psychiatrist	Hermann
Rorschach,	and	the	test	he	created	in	1921.		I	had	actually	planned	on	the	45-
card	version	of	the	test,	designed	by	the	American	psychologist	W.	H.	Holtzman,
but	what	the	hell.	

They	felt	good	about	my	responses.		I	saw	trees	and	birds.		Trees	with	plenty
of	leaves,	and	birds	with	vibrant,	full	feathers.		I	even	saw	a	lantern;	shining
brightly,	of	course.	

And	as	stupid	as	this	is	going	to	sound,	even	though	I	was	making	all	of	this
crap	up,	I	actually	felt	better.		I	guess	pretending	to	be	happy	and	together,
actually	makes	you	feel	that	way.		Besides,	I	hadn't	seen	a	spook	all	day.	

Well	.	.	.	not	a	live	one,	anyway.

My	version	of	a	good	day.

That	whole	thing	at	the	library	was	still	stagnating	in	the	back	of	my
thoughts.		We	had	taken	the	book	with	us,	but	Rupert	had	taken	Ricky's	cell
phone	number	and	promised	to	call	him	as	soon	as	he	heard	anything	from
Washington.		It	was	kind	of	cool.		I	have	this	motley	crew	of	investigators,	and
we're	all	working	the	same	case.		But,	the	only	one	who	has	actually	seen	the
things	we	are	researching	.	.	.	is	probably	going	insane.



Sure,	I'm	not	a	full-on,	nut-bag	psycho	.	.	.	but	I'm	not	feeling	too	grounded
right	now,	either.		If	I	have	some	complications	from	the	head	trauma—which	is
entirely	possible	given	the	circumstances	that	were	explained	to	me—then	there
is	a	chance	that	they	might	have	missed	something.		Something	big!

See,	with	a	tumor	in	the	brain,	sometimes	you	think	things	are	fine.		The
tumor	might	actually	stimulate	parts	of	your	brain.		But	remember,	it's	still
cancer.		Tiny	little	mutant	cells	convincing	all	the	other	cells	to	commit	suicide.	

Cellular	al	Qaeda.

Jim	Jones	at	the	microbiological	level.

So	while	I	think	I	am	feeling	fine	and	seeing	these	unbelievable	events,	it
could	just	be	cancer	fucking	me	up	slowly	and	progressively.		And	I	don't	want
to	even	think	about	the	possibility	that	my	brain	is	swelling	or	something
horrible	like	that.		Because	if	I	have	the	choice	of	going	crazy	slowly,	or	dying
quickly	.	.	.	I'll	take	crazy.

Think	about	it:	mad	scientists	do	some	of	their	best	work	right	before	they	go
completely	mad.		So	if	I	am	losing	my	grey	matter,	I	hope	it's	at	a	pace	that	I
can't	recognize.		That	way	I	can	at	least	be	productive	before	I	start	painting	the
walls	with	my	own	feces.

I	left	the	twins	with	smiles	and	handshakes,	like	they	were	just	so	gosh-darn
proud	of	old	Jackie	boy.		I	might	even	be	one	of	their	success	stories.

As	I	walked	through	the	waiting	room,	and	out	into	the	hallway,	something
ran	by	me	so	fast	I	thought	it	had	to	be	on	wheels.		No	noise,	no	wind	in	its
wake.		Just	a	dark	flash		.	.	.	and	then	nothing.		And	my	wonderful,	completely
artificial	mood,	it	melts	away	like	ice	on	lava.	

Poof,	and	I'm	loco	again.	

I	used	to	only	see	things	as	I	was	falling	asleep	or	waking-up.		And	even
then,	only	for	a	few	fleeting	seconds.		Then,	in	the	morgue	I	saw	the	spooks



when	I	was	just	really	tired.		And	today,	I'm	not	even	all	that	tired.		I	was
actually	kind	of	relaxed,	feeling	a	bit	lazy	and	lethargic.

So,	whatever	I	have	stirring	up	my	cortex	.	.	.	it's	most	likely	degenerative.

Barely	four-and-a-half	months	old,	and	I'm	already	sliding	down	the	spiral.		

This	is	my	decaying	perfect	success.

I	need	McDonald's.

	



APPENDIX	B:	CHASING	DARKNESS



BY	JILL	FALTER

We	have	decided,	at	the	request	of	several	of	our	early	readers,	to	include	the
first	50	or	so	pages	of	the	novels	we	used	in	the	earlier	parts	of	this	book	so	that
writers	can	see	the	pace,	cadence,	and	flow	that	followed	those	Prologues.	This
should,	we	believe,	assist	you	in	understanding	the	speed	at	which	the	rising
Introduction	flows	into	the	Rising	Action.

Prologue

Chapter	1

Chapter	2

Chapter	3

Chapter	4

Chapter	5

Chapter	6

Chapter	7

Chapter	8

PREFACE
The	image	of	the	sorcerer	in	Classical	Literature	is	almost	uniformly	dark:

Circe	the	seductress,	Medea	the	Murderess,	Ovid's	Dipsias,	Apuleius'	Oenothea,
and	especially	the	Canidia	and	Sagana	of	Horace,	who	with	pale	and	hideous
faces,	naked	feet,	disheveled	hair,	and	clothed	in	rotting	shrouds,	meet	at	night	in
a	lonely	place	to	claw	the	soil	with	their	taloned	fingers,	rip	apart	a	black	lamb,
eat	its	flesh,	and	invoke	the	gods	of	the	underworld.

(—A	History	of	Witchcraft,	Jeffrey	B.	Russell	&	Brooks	Alexander,)



25,000	feet	above	some	Midwestern	state...

The	things	you	think	about	when	you're	staring	blankly	out	of	the
window	about	an	hour	into	an	airplane	ride	are	normally	comforting
and	pleasant.	It's	a	place	where	you	can	gaze	out	into	the	softness	and
infinity	of	the	cottony	clouds	and	impossible	blue.	I	could	be	thinking
of	any	number	of	comforting	images:	a	cute	boy	who	I	saw	jogging	by
our	house	a	couple	days	ago;	how	funny	my	mom	acts	when	she	gets
so	much	as	a	grain	of	sugar	in	her	system;	how	awesome	a	pair	of
converse	sneakers	feel	on	my	feet.	A	normal	16-year-old	girl	wouldn't
be	thinking	about	drowning.

I'm	not	too	normal,	I	guess.

The	less	comfortable	you	are	with	air	travel,	the	more	pleasant	the
images	have	to	be.	But	there's	a	point	where	no	amount	of	positive
self	reflection	and	affirmation	and	images	of	cute	little	puppies	and
gorgeous	European	soccer	players	can	make	you	feel	better—
especially	if	you're	deathly	afraid	of	flying	and	you	want	to	think	of
anything	other	than	the	probability	of	a	water	landing	and	the
complexities	of	getting	out	before	the	obese	woman	in	24C	blocks	the
escape,	damning	the	rest	of	us	to	claw	our	way	out	of	the	front	escape
door.

Not	that	a	water	landing	would	be	anything	more	than	a	series	of
cartwheels	where	every	possible	part	of	the	plane	is	stripped	down	to
tiny	fragments,	like	dropping	a	raw	egg	out	of	your	car	while	driving
down	the	highway.	The	yellow	part	that	gets	painted	across	several
hundred	meters	of	concrete,	that's	us.

Clouds	and	surreal	blue,	that	is	what	I	need	to	focus	on.
Sometimes,	right	as	they	start	the	speech	about	putting	on	your



oxygen	mask	and	life	preserver—a	term	I	never	much	bought	into—I
pretend	I'm	a	mutant	with	the	ability	to	fly.	Once	I'm	sure	that	the
plane	is	spiraling	on	it's	path	down	to	ground	level,	I'll	just	punch
right	through	the	tiny	oval	window	where	thousands	of	people	before
me	have	made	foggy	evaporating	breath	splotches	like	I	am	right	now.

I'll	smash	my	small	fists	through	the	tiny	plastic	window	and
escape	the	chaos,	floating	safely	above.	I	might,	in	some	cases,	try	and
save	some	of	the	other	passengers.	Like	the	boy	with	the	spiky	black
hair	and	perfect	tan	sitting	in	that	first	row	of	seats	that	is	on	the
embarrassing	border	with	first-class,	but	not	actually	in	with	the	rich
people.

I've	seen	him	glance	back	a	few	times,	looking	for	a	flight
attendant,	or	just	seeing	what	the	back	of	the	plane	looks	like.	Every
time	he	does	so,	my	eyes	lower.	Something	about	him	is	frustrating	to
me.	As	if	he	has	no	idea	how	gorgeous	he	is.	He's	like	a	monkey
wielding	a	gun,	with	no	appreciation	for	what	kind	of	damage	he
could	do.

Not	that	he's	the	kind	of	boy	I	could	like.

I	would	need	somebody	more	subtle.	The	last	thing	I'd	want	is	a
guy	who	every	girl	drops	their	jaw	for	when	he's	around.	My	life	is	far
too	complex	to	have	to	worry	about	stuff	like	that.	I'm	not	a	jealous
person,	but	you	can	only	push	a	girl	so	far	.	.	.	right.

Unluckily	for	him,	he	gets	to	spend	his	whole	flight	watching	the
flight	attendants	open	and	close	the	curtain	so	that	the	rest	of	us	can't
see	what	really	goes	on	up	front	in	the	fancy	part	of	the	plane.

I	would	definitely	save	him,	freeing	him	from	certain	death	and	we
could	joke	about	the	frivolity	of	being	stuck	in	first-class,	and	how
good	they	really	have	it.	The	parties,	the	fantastic	wines	and	cheeses



from	all	over	the	world	.	.	.	what	good	it	is	to	them	now?

My	teacher,	Gabe,	says	that	the	front	of	the	plane	is	the	worst	place
to	be.	He	says,	“You	know,	the	front	of	the	plane	is	the	first	point	of
contact	with	the	earth	in	the	event	of	a	disaster.	Leather	seats	and
expensive	purses,	they	still	meet	their	demise	first.”	He's	got	a	very
dark	sense	of	humor.

The	captain	just	muttered	something	about	us	being	at	cruising
altitude	and	that	it	didn't	look	like	we	would	meet	any	turbulence	on
our	way	into	Dallas/Ft.	Worth	International	Airport.

I'm	feeling	much	calmer	now,	my	fists	tired,	beginning	to	open
from	their	previously	clenched	status.	Now	I	don't	have	to	concentrate
on	things	just	to	sate	my	nervousness.		I	noticed	the	beautiful	boy
glanced	back	at	something	or	somebody	sitting	around	me.	And	even
though	I	realize	he	was	far	too	cute	to	be	staring	at	me	I	felt	this	warm
pressing	sensation	in	my	chest.

I	swallowed	a	few	times	and	put	the	silly	notion	out	of	my	mind.	I
needed	to	think.	I	need	to	concentrate	on	the	task	at	hand.

As	I	settle—the	sounds	of	cellphones	and	iPads	and	nooks	and
children	are	fading	into	the	background—I	let	the	other	things	creep
back	in.

The	drowning.

The	darkness.

The	monsters.

Oddly,	because	I	am	now	less	worried	about	the	flight,	not	forced
to	focus	on	happy	thoughts,	I	find	the	darker	memories	creeping	back
in	to	my	mind.	I	look	down	at	my	wrists,	normally	concealed	under
one	of	my	many	long-sleeved	jackets	or	sweaters.	I	have	bracelets	that



aid	in	the	cover-up	.	.	.	lots	of	them	on	both	wrists,	but	I	know	the
twin	crescent	moon	scars	are	there.	It	seems	like	they	have	been	there
forever,	a	gift	from	my	fourth	year	of	life.

My	mom	always	said	I	looked	like	Punky	Brewster	with	all	my
bracelets.	Not	knowing	who	that	was,	I	Googled	it	and	all	I	could	find
were	clips	of	an	obnoxious	looking	girl	who	dressed	like	she	lost	a	bet
with	Fashion	Week,	always	smiling	like	she	was	high	on	pills.

The	marks,	which	I	call	scars	but	Gabe	proudly	proclaims	are
“symbols	of	prophecy,”	bring	back	the	taste	of	water	in	my	mouth.

My	symbols	of	prophesy	come	with	the	incredibly	lucid	memories
of	being	choked	by	cold	water.	So	cold	I	couldn't	even	take	a	breath.
So	cold	that	the	pain	that	shot	down	from	my	neck	through	my	back
paralyzed	me	so	much	that	all	I	could	do	was	watch	myself	drift	off
into	the	abyss	without	so	much	as	a	whimper.

Screaming	underwater	.	.	.	it's	useless.	Nobody	hears	you.	You
don't	even	hear	you.	But	worse	than	the	cold	and	the	pain	and	the
choking	.	.	.	it's	the	fear	of	what	comes	next.	It's	the	uncertainty	of
those	next	few	minutes	that	bothered	me	the	most.	Bare	in	mind,	I	was
only	4	when	all	of	this	happened.	I	still	only	remember	colors	and
pictures,	not	really	any	kind	of	state	of	mind	I	might	have	been	in.

Before	that	morning,	I	was	like	any	innocent	little	girl.	I	liked	to
play	at	the	beach	near	our	house.	I	liked	to	paint	with	my	mother	in
her	art	room,	the	windows	open	and	the	salty	sweet	air	blowing	off	the
ocean	and	into	our	house.	Soft	yellow	curtains	fluttering	silently	in	the
wind,	so	delicate	they	might	have	been	made	with	mist	instead	of	silk.
I	liked	to	dip	my	thumbs	in	the	paint	and	touch	whatever	my	mother
was	working	on,	when	she	least	expected	it.	The	concept	of	life	and
death	and	danger,	they	were	as	foreign	and	impossible	to	understand



as	my	physics	lessons	from	last	year.

Before	the	water	consumed	me,	I'd	have	never	considered	the
monsters	that	were	lurking	among	us.	Nor	the	war	that	is	raging	so
close	to	us	that	we	can	hear	it	sometimes	if	we	really	listen.

No,	before	the	morning	when	the	storm	rolled	in	so	quick	that	my
mother	couldn't	even	see	where	the	water	had	crept	ashore	to	kidnap
me,	I	couldn't	imagine	a	world	as	turbulent	and	chaotic	as	ours.

I	used	to	love	horses—unicorns	especially—and	I	had	a	doll
named	Sarah	Joe,	that	cried	if	left	alone	and	said	“mommy”	when	I
picked	her	up.	I	would	put	Sarah	Joe	in	a	black	and	green	antique
rocking	chair	at	just	the	right	angle	so	that	with	a	fair	push	she	would
say	“Mommy,”	over	and	over	until	I	could	tell	that	my	mother	wanted
to	pull	Sarah's	electric	heart	out	and	stomp	on	it.	That	was	my
insurgency,	my	little	Improvised-Annoyance-Device	to	get	results
when	my	mother	was	painting	and	I	was	bored.

And	that	doll,	that's	what	my	mother	held	on	to	for	those	hours
when	I	was	in	the	darkness.	My	mother	standing	there	on	the	beach,
surrounded	by	police,	clutching	Sarah	Joe	while	I	was	being	shown
things	that	a	four	year	old	can't	possibly	comprehend,	but	that	an	adult
wouldn't	be	able	to	believe.

Gabe	tells	me,	“So	young	and	uncorrupted	by	life,	you	were,	that	I
had	no	choice	but	to	show	you	these	things.	Such	a	mature	young
child.”	He	showed	me	a	world	that	I	just	accepted	without	argument.	I
didn't	have	the	ability	to	dismiss	things	that	were	beyond	the	confines
of	normalcy.	I	wasn't	old	enough	to	know	what	was	crazy,	and	what
was	perfectly	normal.	So	I	just	blinked	my	eyes	over	and	over.

While	I	grew	up,	after	that	morning,	I	wasn't	scared	of	monsters	in
the	closet	or	under	the	bed.	I	didn't	fear	the	dark.	I	learned	quickly	that



the	real	monsters	don't	hide	at	all.	They're	sitting	in	the	corner	of	your
room.	They	ride	with	us	in	the	back	seat	of	our	cars.	They	make	our
dogs	bark	for	no	reason	at	three	in	the	morning,	and	send	smaller,
more	sensitive	animals	running	for	cover.

It's	a	lot	to	ask	you	to	believe	that	I	hunt	monsters.	It's	really	too
much	to	ask	anyone.	You	don't	have	to	believe	me.	You	don't	have	to
believe	in	Demons	any	more	than	you	should	believe	in	snakes	or
trains	or	knives	or	sunsets.	But	they're	all	real.	Depending	on	who	you
are,	and	what	you	do	.	.	.	they	could	all	end	you.

The	drowning.

The	darkness.

The	monsters	.	.	.	that's	just	the	beginning.

If	I	fail,	if	we	fail,	that's	the	really	scary	part.

Like	I	said,	I'm	not	asking	you	to	believe	me.	I'll	tell	you	what	I
know	and	you'll	see	for	yourself,	just	like	I	did.	My	name	is	Muriel
Chase,	and	about	an	hour	and	twenty-six	minutes	from	now	I'll	be	on
my	way	to	finding	out	if	I	have	to	die	again	tonight.



MICHAEL	HARMON'S	PERSONAL	DIARY



Diary	Entry:	Saturday	morning,	9:53	am:

The	things	you	think	about	when	you're	strapped	into	a	seat	about
25,000	miles	above	the	earth:

	

1)	At	least	I	have	plenty	of	legroom	sitting	in	the	first	row	behind
first	class—Which	I	guess	means,	technically,	I	am	second-class.

2)	When	is	the	food	cart	coming	through	that	first-class	section	so
that	I	can	get	something	to	eat?	I	imagine	sitting	in	1st	class	is	like
living	in	Beverly	Hills,	and	every	other	part	of	the	plane	is	like	living
in	Mexico—not	quite	3rd	world	status,	but	might	as	well	be.

3)	My	air	vent	is	clogged	by	some	piece	of	plastic	that	makes	it
sound	like	a	lung	transplant	patient	trying	to	spit	on	me—almost
moaning	as	just	the	tiniest	fraction	of	air	spews	out	in	my	general
direction.

	

I	could	be	thinking	about	any	number	of	things	but	my	mind	is
stuck	on	a	little	slip	of	a	girl	in	the	back	of	the	plane.	Muriel	.	.	.
Muriel	Chase.

I	have	been	watching	out	for	her	for	several	years	now,	even
though	she	doesn't	seem	to	know	I	exist.	She	reminds	me	of	a	pixie	or
even	a	fairy	from	the	picture	books	my	mother	used	to	read	to	me
each	night	as	a	young	boy.

She's	so	unique	that	she	could	be	imagined	into	existence.

She's	the	kind	of	girl	that	you	have	to	take	a	second	and	then	a
third	look	at	because	she	is	that	dynamic.



She	grabs	your	attention	to	the	point	that	you	want	to	study	her	like
a	new	species	in	biology	class.	She's	dramatic	in	all	that	black	with
those	bright	searching	eyes	and	bright	bangle	bracelets—she	probably
has	no	idea	how	striking	she	is.

You	can	tell	at	a	glance	that	she	is	intelligent.	You	can	see	it	in	her
eyes	and	the	way	she	moves.	She	squints	her	eyes	and	tilts	her	head
when	she	is	considering	something.	And	as	she	computes,	her	eyes
shuffle	around	as	if	she's	grabbing	bits	and	pieces	of	information	from
all	around	her	and	just	sticking	it	all	together	like	a	puzzle.

She's	a	brain—actually	brilliant—according	to	the	others.	"Just
like	her	mother,"	they	say.

Every	time	I	look	back	to	try	and	catch	her	looking	this	way,	she
averts	her	eyes	like	she	is	purposely	avoiding	me.	They	must	not	have
told	her	about	me.

Not	one	word	about	us.

No	mention	of	our	destiny.

My	father	is	a	Sergeant	Major	in	the	marines,	stationed	in
Oceanside,	California.	He's	tough	and	rugged,	and	the	skin	near	his
eyes	looks	like	beef	jerky.	In	his	constant	quest	to	make	me	the	"Best
of	the	Best,"	he	had	me	wrestling	by	the	time	I	was	five.

I	was	learning	how	to	box	at	age	7.

For	my	10th	birthday	he	gave	me	shin	pads	and	a	set	of	heavy
leather	Thai-boxing	gloves	and	had	me	kicking	trees	in	the	back	yard.

On	Saturday	and	Tuesday	nights	a	thin,	mean-looking	Brazilian
man	would	come	to	the	house	and	teach	me	the	nuances	of	submission
fighting—like	they	do	in	Brazil.	I	guess	in	Brazil	kids	are	choking
each	other	and	breaking	each	others	arms	by	the	age	of	3.



This	was	child	rearing,	as	far	as	the	Sergeant—my	dad—was
concerned.	Semper	Fi	and	all	that.

He	had	the	value	system	down	pat:	Marine	Corps,	then	God,	then
family.	It	was	inconceivable	to	try	any	shenanigans	with	the	Sergeant.
He	never	had	to	yell	at	me	because	the	low,	base-filled	thunder	of	his
voice	was	enough	to	scare	statues	into	looking	the	other	way.

I	think	he	runs	the	base	single-handed.	And,	come	to	think	of	it,	so
does	he.	This	is	the	kind	of	guy	who,	most	likely,	chews	saddle	leather
and	picks	his	teeth	with	railroad	spikes.	I	figure	he	brushes	his	tight-
cropped	hair	with	a	steel	brush.	The	veins	in	his	neck	look	like	strands
of	coaxial	cable.

Seriously,	if	he	was	ever	to	have	an	arm	chopped	off	and	they
discovered	that	he	was	made	of	titanium	or	something,	I	wouldn't	be
surprised.	He	uses	his	teeth	like	a	pair	of	pliers,	and	his	hands	might
as	well	have	been	catcher's	mitts	they	are	so	big.	With	him,	you	don't
get	out	of	line	because	you	know	that	the	consequences	are	just	to
painful	to	fathom.

He	did	have	one	soft	spot,	though,	and	that	was	for	my	mother.
Everything	about	him	softened	when	she	was	around.	He	wasn't	the
Sergeant	then,	just	Phil.	Phil	would	smile	and	be	playful	and	on	the
rare	occasion	.	.	.	he	would	attempt	a	joke.	He	even	looked	different
when	she	was	alive.

Thank	God	she	lived	long	enough	to	help	him	accept	me	and	my
unique	talents.	Now	I'm	18	and	I	would	have	to	say	he	respects	me	.	.	.
at	least	in	his	own	way.	I	couldn't	ask	for	more	from	my	father.	If	I
made	mistakes,	he	told	me	in	such	a	way	that	made	it	clear	what	I	had
done	and	how	he	felt	about	it..	If	I	did	good,	he'd	nod	a	few	times.

In	his	gruff	voice	he	would	say,	“You	don't	get	a	pat	on	the	back



for	doing	what	you're	supposed	to	do.	You're	expected	to	do	right	.	.	.
so	do	right;	do	wrong	and	you	have	to	pay	the	Man.”

And	trust	me,	you	do	not	want	to	pay	the	Man.	When	I	was
younger,	he	kept	busy	with	the	Core.	He	kept	me	busy	with	school
and	fighting	and	reading,	and	then	more	school	and	more	fighting.
Our	relationship,	and	my	upbringing,	is	based	on	a	rigid	set	of	morals:

Be	first.

Be	better.

Maintain	honor	and	respect.

Take	responsibility	for	your	actions.

You	go	until	you	collapse,	then	you	go	some	more.

There	is	an	answer	to	any	and	every	obstacle.

	

And	then,	to	add	to	my	childhood,	came	the	dreams	and	the	visions
and	the	premonitions.	Dreams	so	real	I	could	taste	the	water	when	I
awoke.	Visions	that	left	me	hurt	and	sore.	Premonitions	that	echoed
far	beyond	the	darkness	they	hinted	at.

It	started	when	I	was	six.	It	first	happened	after	a	rather	nasty
boating	accident.	My	father	loved	to	sail	and	my	mother	loved	picnics
so	that	became	our	family	outing	and	bonding	time,	according	to	my
mother.

It	was	the	one	time	each	week	that	my	mother	wouldn't	allow	the
Sergeant	to	mention	the	military.	If	he	even	grunted,	she	put	him	on
probation	for	an	hour	where	he	wasn't	allowed	to	eat	any	of	her
snacks.	She	was	so	good	in	the	kitchen	that	such	a	probation	was	like
telling	a	drug	junkie	he	can't	have	his	fix.



It's	funny	the	things	you	remember.	I	remember	we	used	to	rent	a
40'	sailboat—white	with	a	turquoise	stripe	running	down	the	side,	and
the	name	"Angela"	painted	in	blood	red	script	on	the	back.	Mother
made	all	our	favorites:	honey-fried	chicken,	potato	salad,	spicy	baked
beans,	and	an	assortment	of	pickles	and	olives.	The	Sergeant	was
definitely	Phil	that	day.

It	was	just	the	three	of	us,	the	wind,	the	water,	the	impossibly	blue
sky,	a	few	feathery	clouds,	and	a	fabulous	picnic	basket.	It	was
perfect!	The	sky	was	missing	a	rainbow,	and	that	was	about	it.

We	sailed	to	Catalina	Island	and	enjoyed	our	picnic	on	the	beach.	I
spent	most	of	my	time	gathering	shells	along	the	shoreline,	having	this
wild	theory	that	I	would	find	oysters	full	of	pearls	and	would	make	a
fortune.	When	that	didn't	pan	out,	I	decided	to	make	a	castle	with	my
yellow	plastic	bucket	and	shovel.

It	was	warm	that	day	but	the	real	warmth	came	from	the	comfort
that	comes	with	knowing	that	your	parents	love	each	other	and	you
are	on	the	inside	of	that	circle	of	love.	As	mom	would	say,	we	were
bonding.

When	the	late	afternoon	approached,	we	gathered	the	picnic
remains—towels,	bucket,	shovel	and	my	shells—and	boarded	the
sailboat	for	our	return	trip	home.	I	remember	looking	at	all	the
impossible	colors	in	the	sky	as	the	sun	was	making	it's	final	exit	for
the	day.

"Just	look	at	that,"	my	mom	said.	"Have	you	ever	seen	such	an
incredible	sky?"	Every	shade	of	pink,	purple,	orange	and	red	flooded
the	horizon	as	we	sat	on	the	bow	of	the	boat	totally	mesmerized.	It
was	as	if	somebody	was	on	the	other	side	of	the	sky,	painting	wild
colors	with	a	giant	soft	brush.



Our	eyes	were	so	transfixed	on	the	sky,	that	none	of	us	saw	it
coming.	The	wave	that	hit	us	and	capsized	the	boat	came	out	of
nowhere.

Just	one	random	roll	in	the	otherwise	placid	ocean.

The	culmination	of	math	and	physics.

I	remember	my	mother	screaming	my	name	as	I	sank	under	the
water	and	then	zipped,	like	lightning,	into	the	depths.	The	sound	the
water	racing	past	my	body	was	accompanied	by	this	warm,
comforting	voice	in	the	back	of	my	mind.

I	didn't	know	if	I	was	dreaming	or	awake.	Was	it	a	fantasy?	Or	just
the	lack	of	oxygen	to	my	brain?	I	still	don't	know.	But	I	certainly
remember.	I	remember	every	tiny	detail.

"You're	fine,	Michael,"	he	assured	me.	"You	are	safe.	Do	not
panic.	Do	not	worry.	I	have	a	special	gift	for	you."

It	all	happened	too	fast	for	me	to	comprehend	at	the	time.	A
mixture	of	push	and	pull,	I	felt	my	body	accelerating	and	decelerating
over	and	over,	until	I	was	left	with	horrible	images	all	around	me.	An
underwater	prison	of	monsters.

That	was	when	I	first	saw	flashes	of	the	gate.

The	gate	that	can	never	be	opened.

To	the	hideous	monsters.

The	beautiful	lost	girl.

To	the	unending	night	that	is	our	eternity.

The	things	I	saw	that	day	were	prophecy	of	our	ending,	at	least	I
think	that's	what	I	saw.		I	can't	be	sure	now.		All	I	know	for	sure	is	I
never	want	to	see	that	prophecy	happen.



And	as	quickly	is	the	images	came,	they	whisked	away.	They
found	me	the	next	morning	floating	peacefully	on	a	life	preserver,	still
appearing	to	be	the	little	boy	who	played	on	the	beach	the	day	before.
But	I	was	different.	Forever	changed.	I	would	never	look	at	the	world
the	same.

When	you	get	all	of	the	facts,	or	even	just	some	of	them,	the	world
is	a	much	scarier	place.	Ignorance	truly	is	bliss.

Now	I	am	here,	in	this	moment,	as	this	beautiful	creature	pretends
I	don't	exist.	This	wonderful	girl	who	is	more	important	than	she	can
possibly	imagine.

I	have	to	protect	her.	That	is	the	promise	I	made.		It	is	a	promise	I
must	keep.	I	am	here,	now,	as	her	backup	.	.	.	her	support.	I	can't	.	.	.	I
won't	allow	any	monster	to	take	her	from	me.

She	may	not	know	I'm	here,	but	very	soon	she	is	going	to	fight
against	an	evil	presence	and	I'll	be	there	for	her.

My	name	is	Michael	Harmon,	and	I'm	in	the	demon	demolition
business.	I	fight	with	the	kinds	of	horrible	things	we	all	don't	want	to
believe	in.	I	fight	against	the	things	that	want	to	eat	you	from	the
insides.

And	right	now,	sitting	in	this	plastic	and	steel	seat,	close	enough	to
smell	the	microwave	that	the	flight	attendants	are	using	to	heat	up	our
shrink-wrapped	meals,	I	can't	stop	thinking	about	her—about	the	imp
of	a	girl	in	black	in	the	back	of	the	plane.

That	girl	just	wrecks	me.



CHAPTER	1
I	got	clear	under	water	and	immediately	struck	out	to	reach	the	surface,	only	to

go	farther	down.	This	exertion	was	a	serious	waste	of	breath,	and	after	ten	or
fifteen	seconds	the	effort	of	inspiration	could	no	longer	be	restrained.	It	seemed
as	if	I	was	in	a	vice	which	was	gradually	being	screwed	up	tight	until	it	felt	as	if
the	sternum	and	spinal	column	must	break.

(—1892	Edinburgh	Medical	Journal,	Dr.	James	Lowson)



12	years	ago,	San	Diego,	California	.	.	.

The	drowning.

The	darkness.

The	monsters.

Well,	it	all	started	with	just	the	most	perfect	day	you	could	ever
imagine.	The	kind	of	day	where	I	wouldn't	have	questioned	it	if	a
bunny	had	hopped	by,	or	if	there	had	been	somebody	playing	the	harp
on	the	beach.	It	was	that	kind	of	perfect.	I	remember	things	more	as
pictures	and	emotions,	and	less	as	any	kind	of	exact	time	line.	I	was	4,
give	me	a	break.

My	mother	woke	me	up,	as	she	always	did,	really	early.	The	sun
was	only	breaking	it's	little	yellow	fingers	through	the	clouds	every
now	and	again.	The	honey	colored	lasers,	“god's	fingers”	my	mother
would	say,	were	descending	from	the	clouds	behind	our	house,	and
out	into	the	darkness	of	the	pacific.

Our	house	was	at	the	foot	of	the	beach,	and	in	the	morning	as	the
night	gave	up	it's	struggle	for	dominance,	the	most	incredible	color	of
blue	would	awaken	me.	I	remember	it	like	being	submerged	in	the
water,	but	being	able	to	breathe.	I	liked	all	things	mermaid.	I	had
mermaid	sheets,	from	the	movie.	I	had	little	stuffed	fish	dolls	and
mermaid	figurines.	Any	chance	I	could	get,	I'd	be	playing	on	the
beach.

Picking	up	strands	of	seaweed	and	collecting	tiny	crab	shells	was	a
regular	morning	ritual	of	ours.	We'd	get	the	occasional	piece	of	wood
or	plastic	that	would	wash	up	to	the	shore	near	our	house,	but	mostly
it	was	bits	and	pieces	of	the	ocean.



My	father	was	never	in	the	picture	because,	as	I	learned	later,	he
had	a	hard	time	dealing	with	a	woman	more	intelligent	than	he	was.
Now,	to	be	fair,	this	was	my	mother's	explanation	and	I'm	sure	he
would	have	a	point	of	view	that	is	somewhat	different.	But	I	never
saw	him,	other	than	an	occasional	letter	or	post	card.	He	does
missionary	work,	I	guess.	Just	when	you'd	think	he	didn't	exist
anymore,	another	post	card	would	arrive.	That	was	the	extent	of	our
relationship,	pieces	of	flayed	paper	with	a	few	sentences	scrawled	on
them.

So,	my	mother	had	her	teaching	and	her	research	and	her	artwork.
I	had	mermaids	and	fluffy	Nemo,	Sarah	Joe,	and	postcards.	We	both
had	our	walks	on	the	beach.	On	that	particular	morning,	what	I
remember	most	was	the	smell.	It	was	electric.

You	know	that	smell,	right	after	the	lightning.	It's	a	clean,	orderly,
charged	scent,	and	it	wakes	up	all	your	senses.	As	we	walked,	Sarah
Joe	tucked	under	my	arm,	me	sniffing	my	slimy	green	rope	I	was
weaving	with	a	few	strands	of	seaweed,	my	mother	stopped,	squinting
back	towards	the	house	like	she	was	trying	to	see	something	in
particular.

Every	now	and	again	a	seagull	would	dive	down,	looking	for	a
quick	breakfast,	singing	on	it's	way	back	up	to	the	safety	of	the	sky.

“Muriel,”	she	said,	“look	at	that.”	She	was	pointing	her	thin	fingers
back	to	the	house.	Her	body	was	slender	and	graceful	without	being
gaunt.	She	had	the	frame	of	a	model,	and	she	walked	with	a	kind	of
cadence	that	seemed	like	she	floated.	Her	steps	were	slight	and
perfect,	and	she	was	like	a	cat	sometimes	in	the	way	her	head	would
turn	and	study	things.

I	turned,	Sarah	Joe	reaching	the	angle	of	speech,	tossing	out	a



muffled	“Mommy,”	and	saw	one	of	the	suns	bright	fingers	pointing
directly	at	our	house.	It	was	in	just	the	right	angle	to	come	in	through
her	window	at	the	front	of	the	house,	and	push	all	the	way	through
and	out	of	my	window,	landing	just	a	few	feet	into	the	water	beside
us.

The	one,	single	bright	spot,	cutting	a	tiny	pinhole	in	the	clouds—
now	darker	than	before.

“Do	you	know	what	that	means?”	she	asked,	turning	to	me	and
kneeling.

I	looked	at	the	beam	of	light,	my	eyes	slowly	following	it	to	the
water's	edge.	I	shrugged.

“It	means	that	God	thinks	you're	very	special,”	she	said,	her	light
brown	hair	falling	across	her	face.	With	her	light	white	blouse	and	the
sunlight	making	the	side	of	her	face	too	white,	she	seemed	like	an
angel.	Or,	at	least,	what	I	thought	an	angel	would	look	like.

Had	I	been	more	than	4,	I'd	probably	have	said	something	deeply
thought	provoking	and	profound.	What	I	ended	up	saying	was,
“Pretty.”

“Very	pretty,”	she	echoed.

It	was	a	few	seconds	later	that	we	heard	her	cell	phone	calling	out
from	the	back	deck.

“Hold	on,	baby,	let	me	go	grab	that.”

As	she	glided	back	to	the	house	to	grab	her	phone,	I	turned	for
some	reason	back	towards	the	water	and	with	the	force	of	a	linebacker
I	was	tackled	by	an	enormous	wave.

No	more	seagulls	calling	out.



No	more	color.

The	songs	of	the	ocean	and	the	birds	were	gone.	The	beautiful	blue
of	the	morning	had	been	replaced	by	darkness.	The	wonderful	smell
had	been	traded	for	a	cold,	wet	blanket	that	wrapped	my	entire	body
in	a	chilling,	choking	embrace.

Fifteen	seconds	ago	I	was	looking	at	the	face	of	an	angel.	Now,	all
I	had	was	the	black	abyss.	I	didn't	know	enough	to	be	frightened	of
dying.	But	I'd	certainly	lived	enough	to	be	afraid	of	choking.

But	you	can	only	hold	on	so	long.	At	some	point,	you	have	to	take
that	breath.	You	fight	it	as	long	as	you	can.	Past	tears.	Past	pain	and
panic	and	fear.	But	you	succumb	eventually.

And	when	my	entire	body	was	shaking	and	freezing	and	the	salt
was	burning	my	eyes,	I	let	go.



CHAPTER	2
Exorcism	(from	Greek ἐ ξορκισμός,	exorkismos—binding	by	oath)	is	the

religious	practice	of	evicting	demons	or	other	spiritual	entities	from	a	person	or
place	which	they	are	believed	to	have	possessed.		Depending	on	the	spiritual
beliefs	of	the	exorcist,	this	may	be	done	by	causing	the	entity	to	swear	an	oath,
performing	an	elaborate	ritual,	or	simply	by	commanding	it	to	depart	in	the	name
of	a	higher	power.	The	practice	is	ancient	and	part	of	the	belief	system	of	many
cultures	and	religions.



Leaving	DFW	International	Airport	.	.	.

All	three	of	the	men	glance	around	furtively,	checking	the
periphery	to	see	if	I'm	being	followed.	They're	tense,	but	practiced.	I
can	tell	it's	probably	their	first	case	like	this.	The	first	time,	when	your
faith	really	gets	tested,	that's	the	most	difficult.	That's	when	you
decide	what	you're	willing	to	believe	or	not.

“You're	alone,”	the	short	one	says.	It's	more	a	statement	than	a
question.	He	doesn't	look	like	I	thought	he	would,	talking	to	him	on
the	phone.	But	then	again,	I	don't	look	like	he	thought	I	would	either	.
.	.	black	jeans,	black	tank,	black	sweater	.	.	.	black	.	.	.	well,	you	get
the	drift.

I	wear	black,	it's	not	just	my	favorite	color—it's	my	only	color.	I
like	to	think	of	it	as	my	camouflage	since	my	hair	is	black	and	long
and	straight,	I'm	hard	to	find	in	the	darkness.	This	is	a	plus	for	lots	of
reasons.

He	glances	down	at	my	wrists,	waiting	for	me	to	show	him	the
markings.	He	studies	them,	his	eyes	darting	from	wrist	to	wrist,	then
to	my	face,	then	to	the	wrists	again.	“.	.	.	Do	they	hurt?”	he	adds.

“Yes,	Father	.	.	.	sometimes,”	I	say,	shaking	my	sleeves	back	down
over	my	wrists	as	I	study	his	sharp	features—pointed	nose,	intense
jaw	and	cheeks,	beady	suspicious	eyes	set	below	a	brow	that	seems
carved	out	of	stone.	His	skin	is	olive,	but	pale.	Like	a	Spaniard	that
spends	too	much	time	indoors,	tucked	away	in	some	small	room	doing
really	boring	religious	things	that	I	can't	even	imagine.

I'm	never	exactly	sure	what	the	proper	amount	of	grace	and	respect
is	that	I'm	supposed	to	show	to	these	priests.	I'm	not	even	really
religious.	Maybe	I	accidentally	got	some	religion	from	my	invisible



biological	father,	like	a	gene,	like	my	black	hair.	I	normally	lower	my
head	and	extend	my	thin	hands,	we	would	shake	firmly,	but	not	so
firm	that	they	felt	superior	to	me,	or	so	softly	that	I	didn't	respect
them.	Situations	like	this	are	very	delicate.	Everyone	is	on	edge	and
it's	best	to	let	them	dictate	the	pace	.	.	.	at	least	until	I	have	to	do	my
thing.

This	is	like	walking	on	a	sea	of	egg	shells.	Nobody	in	the	church
likes	to	admit	that	the	monsters	are	here.	They	whisper	about	them—
referring	to	them	as	“dark	entities”	or	“demons.”

I	call	them	“Cancers.”	But	they're	more	horrible	than	any	kind	of
medical	illness	you	can	imagine.	You	won't	find	my	kind	of	cancer	in
the	Physicians'	Desktop	Reference	Manual.	You	won't	hear	about
them	in	medical	school,	nor	in	biology	class.

The	other	two	men,	obviously	bodyguards,	hustle	us	towards	the
first	of	two	identical	black	suburbans.	Standing	next	to	the	second
suburban	are	2	more	bodyguards.	As	I	get	into	the	backseat	I	ask,
“Who's	in	the	other	van?”

It	seems	as	if	no	one	heard	my	question,	because	within	seconds
the	Airport	is	disappearing	in	the	background.

“I'm	Jose	Alvarado,”	he	says	calmly	as	he	climbs	in	the	backseat
with	me.	He	starts	unzipping	a	black	canvas	folder	case.	He's	wearing
a	black	button	up,	and	I	can	see	where	the	starched	white	clerical
collar	would	normally	be.	I'm	guessing	it's	been	removed	for	the	sake
of	discretion.

He	and	I	were	in	the	back,	him	just	behind	the	driver,	with	me
pressed	into	the	passenger	side.	A	small	mountain	of	files,	boxes,	and
papers	made	a	kind	of	barrier	between	us.	He	looked	me	up	and	down
a	couple	of	times,	clearly	uncomfortable	that	I'm	so	young	and,	well	.	.



.	a	girl.

“I'm	good	at	this,”	I	told	him	pleasantly,	“even	if	I	am	a	girl.”

He	nodded	unconvincingly	as	he	thumbed	through	some	file
folders	inside	the	canvas	case.	Stopping	on	the	one	about	halfway
through	the	pile,	he	paused	for	a	moment	as	if	to	decide	if	he	was
really	willing	to	go	through	with	this.

“You	understand,”	he	said	hesitantly,	“.	.	.	nothing	like	this	has
ever	happened	around	here.”

I	nodded,	my	hand	extended	to	take	the	file.

“.	.	.	I	don't	have	a	lot	of	experience	in	these	matters,”	he
continued.	I	was	now	picking	up	the	hint	of	a	Spanish	accent.

I	nodded,	my	palm	open	and	slightly	curled	as	if	he	was	about	to
pour	coins	into	my	hand.

“.	.	.	It's	very	dangerous,	but	you've	done	this	several	times?”	he
said,	more	of	a	hopeful	question	than	a	statement.

I	placed	both	of	my	hands	on	his,	and	in	as	calm	and	reassuring	a
voice	as	I	could	muster	I	said,	“Father	Alvarado,	I'm	very	good	at
what	I	do.	I	have	been	trained	by	the	best.	I	am	well	prepared	for	this
kind	of	thing,	and	I	have	Netflix	on	my	phone,	so	I'm	always	doing
research.”

That	brought	the	hint	of	a	smile	to	his	anxious	face,	although	it
faded	quickly.	“How	will	you	know	if	it's	one	of	them?”

This	is	a	question	I	always	get	on	the	way	to	a	potential	cancer.
“The	truth	is,	Father,	they	usually	hide	for	a	little	while	when	they
know	what's	about	to	happen.	But	a	little	coaxing	and	they'll	present
themselves.”



My	mom,	before	me,	and	before	the	accident,	was	a	doctor.
Specifically,	she	studied	neurological	disorders	caused	by	small
tumors	of	the	brain	and	stuff.	After	I	was	born,	she	shifted	more	to
research	gravitating	away	from	patient	care	because	she	didn't	want	to
be	cold	and	separated	from	empathy.	I	guess,	when	you	see	so	many
people	pass	on,	you	get	numb	to	it.	But	I	would	hear	her	talking	on	the
phone	to	other	doctors	and	some	of	the	terms	stuck.

I	try	explaining	to	Father	Alvarado	that	if	he,	too,	can	treat	the
person	as	a	patient,	that	it	would	leave	him	more	capable	of	making
good,	unbiased	decisions.	Now	I'm	beginning	to	sound	like	my
mother!	Don't	get	me	wrong,	I	love	my	mother,	but	after	the	incident
at	school,	she	felt	it	would	be	best	if	she	home	schooled	me	so	I	think
differently	than	other	girls...and	boys...and,	well,	just	about	everyone
on	the	planet.

“You	can't	think	like	a	member	of	the	church,	Father.	You	have	to
be	like	a	doctor,	or	a	scientist.”

The	usual	three	options	for	a	situation	like	this,	a	possession,	are:	

A)	Mental	illness

B)	Possession	by	a	lower	demon

C)	Possession	by	an	upper	demon

	

The	first	one	is	easy,	and	the	most	common.	Normally,	I	won't	get
the	call	if	it's	mental	illness.	Priests	and	doctors	and	neurologists
usually	figure	out	the	psychotics,	bipolars,	schizophrenics,	and	such.
The	schizophrenics	have	it	the	worst.	Gabe	explained	to	me	that	they
simply	hear	everything.	They	hear	us,	the	monsters,	cats	and	dogs,
everything.	And	since	they	can't	turn	it	off,	they	go	nut-bag	crazy.



Imagine	all	the	songs	you	hate	the	most,	all	mashed	together,	playing
on	an	endless	loop	.	.	.	forever.	We'd	probably	all	be	in	a	rubber	room,
licking	the	little	window	on	the	door.

The	second	scenario	is	the	possession	by	a	lower	demon.	I	call
them	“Yellows.”	There	are	thousands	of	lower	demons.	They're	all
throughout	every	religion,	movies,	television,	and	cheesy	horror
novels.	They	cause	trouble,	basically.	Imagine	the	lower	demons	like
kids	just	getting	into	high-school.	They	aren't	little	kids	anymore,	but
they	aren't	ready	to	move	out	and	get	a	job,	either.

Yellows	are	dangerous	because	they	don't	care	about	the	bodies
they	inhabit.	They'll	get	inside	of	you,	smash	you	around	like	a	stolen
car,	and	leave	you	at	the	side	of	the	road.	You	wake	up	with	a	bag	full
of	cash,	a	shotgun,	and	a	horrible	headache.	Only	later	do	you	learn
what	you	did	for	the	last	two	weeks.

When	a	yellow	takes	control	of	you,	they	typically	push	you	just
far	enough	to	the	side	that	you	can	kind	of	see	what's	happening,	but
can't	wrestle	back	control	without	some	external	help.	First	sign	of
serious	trouble,	they'll	bail	out	leaving	you	to	pick	up	the	pieces.
They're	loud	and	obnoxious	and	frightening—in	a	Blair	Witch	kind	of
way—but	mostly	they	can	be	dealt	with	if	you're	careful	and	have	a
good	support	system	for	the	patient.

Upper	demons,	now	that's	an	entirely	different	matter.	I	refer	to
them	as	“Reds.”	Using	the	previous	analogy,	the	upper	demons	are
like	college	professors.	They	can	also	act	as	a	conduit,	using	a	body	or
series	of	bodies	to	bring	forth	other	demons.

They	are	dangerous,	violent,	calculating,	and	clever.	They	are
almost	always	more	intelligent	than	the	people	sent	to	purge	them.
Most	of	the	strictly	religious	exorcists,	the	ones	that	are	formally



trained	at	the	program	at	the	Vatican,		learn	all	of	these	religious
arguments	and	philosophical	reasons	to	convince	a	demon	that	they
have	no	place	here,	among	the	humans.	But	that	never	really	works.

You	can't	successfully	reason	with	a	red.	They	see	too	much.	They
have	access	to	all	the	information.	It's	like	being	on	American	Idol
and	arguing	when	they	tell	say	you	suck.	They're	right,	you're	wrong,
end	of	story.	They're	obstinate	and	clever.	Reds	are	resolved	to
complete	their	task,	no	matter	what	the	cost.

And	they	really	have	only	one	main	goal:	To	open	the	gate.

A	red	will	take	care	of	its	host	so	that	it	can	continue	to	do	its
bidding.	They	can	do	something	that	yellows	can't,	though.	They	can
jump	into	another	body	if	the	circumstances	are	right.	Nobody	is	safe
around	a	red	and	for	this	reason,	it's	best	to	go	one-on-one.	That	way,
if	the	unfortunate	event	happens	that	a	red	wins,	at	least	the	next
person	to	follow	in	your	tracks	will	know	who	to	track.

I've	only	ever	faced	an	upper	demon	one	time.	It	was	one	of	the
most	frightening	experiences	of	my	life.	Gabe	says	I	acted	with	a	level
of	grace	and	skill	and	compassion	that	is	to	be	commended.

By	grace	he	means	me	punching	and	kicking	wildly	while	the	red
tried	to	tear	into	me.	By	skill	he	means	me	being	overwhelmed	and
tackled	while	the	red	fell	on	my	knives.	By	compassion	he	means
when	it	was	over,	our	bodies	both	covered	in	blood,	that	I	couldn't
stop	crying	for	days.	Gabe	and	I	remember	that	event	completely
different.	My	wrists,	they	burnt	for	a	week	after	that	happened.	Like
red-hot	coals	buried	beneath	the	markings.

When	evil	bleeds	on	you,	there's	nothing	you	can	ever	do	to	forget
it.	The	smell.	The	taste.	The	complete	and	paralyzing	panic.	It's	on
you	forever.	Like	a	tattoo	that	only	you	can	see.



So	those	are	the	three	basic	scenarios.

There	is	actually	a	D	scenario,	but	it's	never	happened	in	the	time
that	humans	have	recorded	possessions	so	I'd	rather	not	talk	about	it.
It's	kind	of	the	nightmare	scenario	that	we	whisper	about.	But	they
take	it	very	seriously.	They're	always	wondering	.	.	.	when?

Each	formal	religion	has	a	small	group	of	individuals	that	share
information	and	reporting	about	possessions.	I	think	of	it	like	the	real
men-in-black.	Once	every	couple	of	days,	all	the	groups	around	the
world	combine	information	from	all	their	sources	and	make	it
available	to	the	cardinals,	priests,	imams,	etc.	It's	one	of	those	little
known	secrets	that	nobody	likes	to	talk	about.	They	do	this	because,
regardless	of	all	the	religious	politics	to	the	contrary,	they	do	all	agree
that	once	the	war	spills	over	onto	us,	we	are	all	finished.

That	is	why	we	train,	Gabe	tells	me.	That	is	why	you	have	to	be
more	dangerous	than	the	monsters.	They	must	fear	us	the	way	people
fear	them.

It	just	won't	matter	which	religion	you	are	when	the	monsters
escape.	I'm	not	old	enough	to	understand	and	I	can't	even	imagine
what	that	would	look	like.	Horror,	I	guess.	Panic.	The	worst	parts	of
Revelations	and	every	other	end	of	the	world	movie	on	the	SciFi
channel.	That's	all	I	can	figure.	Just	complete	and	utter	violence	and
shock.

None	of	us	would	be	prepared	for	what	would	come.

Anyway,	It's	one	of	those	scenarios	that	I'll	probably	never
encounter,	and	I	wouldn't	be	the	one	to	deal	with	it	anyway.	Let's	just
say	that's	way	above	my	pay	grade.	I'm	a	rookie	to	all	this.	A
newcomer	to	the	world	of	demons	and	exorcisms	but	I'm
good....really	really	good,	but	it's	not	at	all	the	way	I	would	have



imagined	it.

Father	Alvarado	hands	me	the	file	and	I	start	to	study	it.



Redding,	Peter
Age:								36																													Eye	color:brown

Height:					6'2																													Hair	color:	brown

Weight:				218

Location:		Carrollton,	Texas

Rel.	Pref:		Non-denom.

	

History:After	sustaining	a	mild	head	injury	in	a	car	accident,	Mr.	Redding—a
microbiologist	who	lives	in	Boston—reported	hearing	voices.	After	several
months	of	observation	the	voices	intensified.	At	his	parent's	house	in	Carrollton,
Texas,	(during	the	consul	of	a	youth	group	administrator—friend	of	the	family)
Peter	collapsed	and	began	speaking	in	an	unrecognizable	language.

The	Vatican	was	contacted	by	local	clergy,	and	an	expert	was	sent	to	screen
Mr.	Redding.	Initial	screening	was	performed	with	three	witnesses	from	St.
Andrew	Catholic	Church	in	attendance.

Notes:

I	(Father	Jose	Gomez	Alvarado)	was	assigned	the	case	of	Mr.	Peter	Redding.
My	inspection	of	Peter	revealed	several	aspects	of	his	personality	that	suggest	a
legitimate	possession.	Peter,	and	the	entity	I	witnessed	were	both	responsive,
indicating	to	me	that	this	is	a	possible	possession	by	a	lower	entity/presence.

He	responded	to	the	name	Maltus—claiming	to	be	a	lieutenant	under
Malthus.	But	I	think	it	could	be	lying.	I	hope	it's	lying.	Normally	an	entity	like
this	would	never	give	his	name.

When	I	asked	what	his	purpose	was,	the	entity	claimed	to	be,	“Opening	the
door	to	a	dialogue	with	humanity,”	at	which	point	he	began	to	systematically



break	all	of	the	fingers	on	Peter's	right	hand	before	we	could	wrestle	him	to	the
ground.

I	believe	this	case	warrants	the	removal	of	this	entity	to	protect	Mr.	Redding
and	to	prevent	the	local	arrival	of	more	entities.

	

I	turned	to	Father	Alvarado,	“He	broke	all	his	fingers?	Like,	as	in,
he	just	grabbed	his	own	fingers	and	snapped	them	pencils?”	

Just	the	thought	of	that	makes	me	feel	a	bit	queasy.	I	still	get	that
queasy	feeling	when	I	drive	by	a	car	crash.	Those	movies	I	had	to
watch	in	my	driver's	education	class,	with	people	all	mangled	in
accidents,	they	make	me	feel	sick.	I	sometimes	cringe	when	an	ice
skater	falls.	My	tummy	doesn't	always	like	my	career	path...heck...I
don't	always	like	my	career	path.

If	I	watched	somebody	break	their	own	fingers,	I'd	be	passing	out
buckets	of	puke,	for	sure.

He	nodded,	“This	is	why	I	believe	him	to	be	a	lower	entity,	not	at
all	respecting	the	body	of	his	host.”

I	found	myself	curling	my	fingers	into	fists,	as	my	hands	sat	above
the	file.	“Opening	a	door	to	a	dialogue	.	.	.”		Hmmm	.	.	.	not	so	good.

Father	Alvarado	sighed	slowly,	one	of	the	bodyguards	glancing
back	at	him	with	a	very	subtle,	but	warning	stare.

“A	lot	has	been	happening,	lately—”	he	started.	The	bodyguard
turned	back	towards	the	front	as	we	continued	to	drive.

“With	this	.	.	.”	I	glanced	down	at	the	patient's	name,	“-Mr.
Redding?”

“He	is	one	of	many.”	Father	Alvarado	leaned	his	head	back.	“In



this	part	of	the	country,	alone,	there	have	been	almost	ten	possessions
in	the	last	six	months.”

Six	months!

Whoa.

That's	staggering	in	an	I’ve	just	been	hit	by	a	train	kind	of	way.	
I’ve	never	heard	of	more	than	one	or	two	at	a	time,	anywhere.	At
least,	not	the	legitimate,	you	can	prove	it	with	hard	science	and
quality	video	type	possessions.	Come	to	think	of	it,	I	can’t	remember
being	told	about	a	year	that	had	more	than	two	possession	in	a	6
month	period.	

Ten	means	the	floodgates	are	open.	

Ten	means	they’re	giving	away	free	bus	tickets	from	Hell.

“I	haven't	been	here	before,”	I	said.

Father	Alvarado	nodded,	then	shrugged.	“I	witnessed	three,	Peter
being	the	third,	right	here	in	this	city,”	he	continued.	“You	know	what
that	could	mean	.	.	.	“

I	let	his	words	float	around	the	suburban	as	we	quietly	made	our
way	through	traffic.	The	obvious	danger,	when	you	get	a	group	of
possessions	in	a	geographical	area,	is	that	there	is	a	red	around	here.
And	since	they	don't	come	around	often,	that	means	trouble	with	a
capitol	T.

We	drove	without	another	word,	my	wrists	starting	to	sting	a	bit
under	my	bracelets,	under	my	sweater,	and	under	my	apprehension.
Six	possessions	in	an	entire	year,	all	over	the	world	is	too	many.	But	if
there	are	six	right	here	in	this	part	of	the	country,	three	in	this	city?
Something	is	coming	unglued	somewhere.



I'm	still	learning	the	ropes.	I'm	16.	If	I	stretch,	I	am	5	feet	tall.	I
barely	got	my	driver's	license	because	I	have	a	tendency	to	roll
through	stop	signs.	I	like	bracelets	with	beads	on	them	that	spell
stupid	stuff	in	loud	colors.	I	like	raisin	bagels	and	double-mocha-lattes
and	Katy	Perry	and	boys	with	muscular	arms	and	sincere	blue	eyes.	

And	then	I	can	hear	Gabe	talking	to	me,	training	me,	“.	.	.	You
aren't	a	politician.	You	are	a	hunter.	Don't	negotiate.	Don't	console.
Don't	try	to	understand	why	the	monster	does	what	it	does.	Hunt	it.”

The	highway	and	the	flat	city	raced	blurrily	by	us	as	we	drove.	I
leaned	my	head	on	the	back	of	the	seat,	closed	my	eyes,	and	found	my
wrists	stinging	more	and	more.

If	Father	Alvarado's	notes	were	accurate—and	I	believe	that	they
probably	were—this	one	was	real.

I	might	just	get	to	pick	a	fight	with	a	yellow,	today.



CHAPTER	3
Among	the	necessary	properties	mentioned	by	the	Book	of	True	Black	Magic

are	the	sword,	the	staff,	the	rod,	the	lancet,	the	architrave	or	hook,	the	bolline	or
sickle,	the	needle,	the	poniard,	a	white-handled	knife	and	another	knife,	with	a
black	handle,	used	to	describe	the	circle.

(—The	Book	of	Ceremonial	Magic,	Arthur	Edward	Waite)



Carrollton,	Texas—just	north	of	Dallas	.	.	.

As	we	pulled	into	the	circular	white	cement	driveway,	I	stared	at
the	bushes	and	trees,	everything	so	green	and	peaceful	that	I	couldn't
imagine	that	somewhere	behind	a	door	really	close	to	me	a	monster
might	be	hiding.

"This	is	the	parents	house,	where	Peter	has	been	staying	for	the	last
six	weeks,"	Father	Alvarado	said	pensively.	We	all	sat	for	a	moment,
the	suburban	stopped	but	idling	in	the	front	yard,	waiting	for	the	right
thing	to	say.	Truth	is,	there's	nothing.	Fear	and	rage	and	panic	and
sensibility	don't	work	together.	Like	four	horses	trying	to	run	in
different	directions	but	their	tails	are	tied	together.

I	wonder	to	myself	if	this	is	for	real.	I	don't	really	get	butterflies
the	way	some	people	do	when	they	get	nervous.	For	me	it's	the
markings	on	my	wrists,	the	hotter	and	hotter	they	get	the	closer	and
closer	I	am.

I	hand	the	folder	back	to	Father	Alvarado.	He	takes	it	very	quietly,
very	delicately	as	if	he	is	handling	pages	from	the	original	Bible.	He
places	them	in	the	canvas	case	and	slowly	zips	the	zipper,	and	I	can
hear	each	and	every	metal	link	that	the	zipper	passes	over.	Father
Alvarado	looks	up	and	nods	to	the	men	in	the	front.	He	sighs,	turns
slightly	toward	me,	and	very	gently	squeezes	my	forearm,	"It's	time	to
go	work."

I	turned	to	him,	my	left	hand	gently	rubbing	my	right.	For	some
reason	my	right	wrist	is	burning	something	fierce.	At	first	it	doesn't
feel	so	bad,	more	or	less	like	that	icy	hot	stuff	you	can	put	on.	The
closer	I	get	to	any	kind	of	real	presence,	the	hotter	and	hotter	they	get.
At	a	point	when	I'm	really	close—within	10	or	15	feet—it	feels	like



someone	has	a	branding	iron	and	they're	pressing	it	against	my	wrist.
And	this	burning	makes	me	excited	and	electric	and	angry	all	the
same	time…	kind	of	like	watching	Hell's	kitchen	reruns.

"Gentlemen,"	Father	Alvarado	says	carefully,	"let's	all	be	very	.	.	.
ah,	del-i-cate,	about	how	we	approach	this.	This	family	is	dealing	with
a	lot	right	now	and	the	last	thing	they	need	is	to	have	their	faith
shaken."	He	seems	to	consider	his	words,	“	.	.	.	well,	shaken	more,	I
suppose.”

Father	Alvarado	turns	towards	me	studying	me	up-and-down,
realizing	that	this	is	an	enormous	task	for	such	a	slight	little	girl	.	.	.
but	he	doesn't	know	me,	he	doesn't	know	what	I'm	capable	of,	and	he
really	has	no	idea	what	is	probably	about	to	happen.	The	guys	that	the
Vatican	sends	around	the	world	to	investigate	the	possessions,	they're
usually	the	most	skeptical.	They're	scientists	and	psychologists	with
very	formal	and	impressive	educations.

Very	grounded	individuals.

It's	even	rumored	that	many	of	the	Vatican's	investigators	are
atheists.	The	theory	being,	I	guess,	that	if	you	don't	have	a	god	and
heaven	and	hell,	and	all	the	things	that	necessarily	go	along	with	that,
you'll	most	likely	be	a	very	balanced	and	unbiased	investigator.	Father
Alvarado	looks	like	a	psychologist.	I	could	see	him	asking	me
questions	about	my	father,	while	I	lay	back	on	a	soft,	squeaky	leather
couch	as	he	scribbles	unintelligible	notes.

The	house	was	a	early	80's	two-story	with	several	large	windows
on	both	sides	of	the	front	entrance	way.	A	small	black	and	gold
mailbox	is	on	the	right,	close	enough	that	you	could	open	the	front
door,	reach	your	mail,	and	disappear	back	inside	without	much	of	an
affair.	The	walls	were	an	off	pink	brick	with	bright	white	panels



meeting	the	shingles	from	the	roof.

You	could	tell	this	was,	or	had	been,	a	very	happy	home.	I	can
imagine	a	father	and	son,	or	sons,	running	around	in	the	summer,
working	on	cars,	throwing	baseballs,	doing	guy	stuff.	I	imagine	that
Mrs.	Redding	probably	had	her	hands	full	then...and	especially	now.

We	all	got	out	of	the	car	and	as	we	approached	the	front	door	I
could	smell	jasmine,	and	the	slightest	hint	of	morning	glories	that	had
probably	bloomed	earlier,	now	refolding	and	hiding	as	the	midday
started	to	settle	in.	I	wondered	how	long	has	this	family	lived	here.	I
wondered	how	many	times	a	day	walking	in	and	out	of	this	house	they
smelled	the	same	flowers	and	bushes	and	leaves	that	we	were
smelling	right	now.

There	must	have	been	one	day,	when	they	realized	that	something
extremely	horrible	was	happening	with	their	son.	And	from	that
moment	on,	that	exact	second	in	time,	everything	changed.	From	that
tiny	fragment	in	there	long	time	line,	interpersonal	histories,	no	longer
did	they	look	forward	to	that	walk	thru	the	front	door.		Now	it	was	the
same	as	walking	into	a	prison,	only	much	worse.

When	a	gate	like	this	is	opened,	it	shocks	everyone's	faith.	It's	not
just	that	your	son	is	sick.	It's	never	just	as	simple	as	my	mother	is
talking	strange,	or	my	father	is	making	weird	noises,	or	my	brother	is
peeling	his	fingernails	off	and	smashing	his	head	against	the	wall
over	and	over	every	night.

There's	just	much	more	to	it	than	that.	The	real	fear	comes	from
knowing	that	somewhere,	somehow,	a	gate	has	been	opened.	A	gate
that,	before	then,	no	one	even	really	believed	could	possibly	exist.

As	we	got	to	the	door	it	opened	suddenly	and	a	small,	pleasantly
round	woman	smiled	at	us,	her	lips	pressed	together—half	hoping	we



could	help,	half	lost	in	the	belief	that	this	was	futile.	She	had
impossibly	dark	red	hair,	the	result	of	age	and	expensive	hair	care
products.	She	had	on	an	apron	with	small	bears	all	over	it.

Behind	her	a	tall,	lean	older	man,	maybe	in	his	60's	opened	the
door	further.	He	looked	like	he	could	be	a	college	professor.	He	had	a
very	square	face.	Maybe	a	math	teacher.	Or	history,	even.

He	spoke	quietly,	but	very	firm,	“Thank	you	so	much,	Mr.
Alvarado.	I'm	glad	you—”	Seeing	me	seemed	to	unhinge	his	train	of
thought.	I	could	see	the	wind	seeping	out	of	him,	his	shoulders
noticeably	lowering.	Hope	was	audibly	ebbing	out	of	him.	I	hate
meeting	parents.	It's	so	awkward.	You	can't	just	say,	'hi,	nice	house	.	.
.	I'm	here	to	beat	the	crap	out	of	a	demon.'	Usually,	I	just	don't	say
anything.

Father	Alvarado	seemed	to	pick	up	on	it	instantly,	“George,	I
assure	you,	Ms.	Chase	is	going	to	help	your	son.”	I	raised	my	finger
and	half	smiled,	half	nodded.

“Is	she	old	enough	to	drive?”	Mr.	Redding	snorted.

I	walked	forward	and	shook	Mrs.	Redding's	chubby	little	hand.
Looking	up	at	Mr.	Redding	I	said,	“I	get	that	all	the	time.	But	I
promise	you,	I	passed	my	driving	exam	with	flying	colors.”	Mrs.
Redding	smiled,	Mr.	Redding	shrugged,	and	I	glanced	at	the	cooking
apron,	“I	love	bears.”

“I	think	you're	precious,”	Mrs.	Redding	said,	turning	to	her
husband.	“Don't	you	think	she's	just	cute	as	a	button.”

Calling	me	cute	is	like	calling	a	growling	hyena	cute.	It's	like
calling	a	computer	cute.	It	just	doesn't	fit.

Father	Alvarado	nodded,	“Can	we	see	Peter,	please?”



We	were	welcomed	in	by	Mrs.	Redding	and	as	she	told	us	about
the	house,	commenting	on	the	ceramic	cows	that	were	on	every	table,
shelf,	counter,	and	any	other	flat	surface	you	could	squeeze	one	on.
She	had	been	collecting	them,	from	all	over	the	country,	for	the	last
40	years.	There	were	enough	cows	for	several	farms.

As	we	made	our	way	past	the	dining	room	and	into	the	kitchen	we
all	congregated	at	the	back	of	the	kitchen	around	a	glass	table	where	I
imagine	breakfast	was	enjoyed	while	the	sun	came	up	each	morning.
Everyone	got	silent	and	Father	Alvarado	addressed	us	at	a	volume	just
above	a	whisper.



CHAPTER	4
All	witches,	men	and	women,	must	be	accused,	arrested,	convicted,	and

executed.

(—A	History	of	Witchcraft,	Jeffrey	B	Russell	&	Brooks	Alexander)



The	Redding	House,	Carrollton,	Texas	.	.	.

“When	we	go	up	there,	only	myself	and	Ms.	Chase	will	enter	the
room,”	Father	Alvarado	said,	barely	audibly.	“Mr.	White,”	he	said,	as
he	glanced	at	the	bodyguards,	“.	.	.	and	Mr.	Green,	you	two	will	stand
outside	the	bedroom	door.	Nobody	gets	in,	no	matter	what	you	hear,
no	matter	how—”

Thump!

All	of	us	were	startled	by	the	noise.	It	was	a	sharp	hammering
sound	that	seemed	to	resonate	through	the	entire	house.	Even	though
Peter—the	patient—was	upstairs	in	a	bedroom,	I	was	certain	that	the
noise	came	from	beneath	us.	A	yellow	throwing	a	temper	tantrum	no
doubt.

“.	.	.	nobody	gets	in	the	room	no	matter	what	happens	in	there.	Mr.
White,	please	have	the	second	unit	on	standby	if	necessary.”

My	wrists	were	starting	to	really	sting	as	I	considered	his	words.	
Second	unit?

I	thought	to	myself	.	.	.	hmmm.	That	must	be	why	the	second
suburban	was	here.		It	had	picked	up	somebody	else	from	the	airport
too.	I	guess	it	made	sense	to	have	some	backup.

Nervously	I	was	shuffling	the	bracelets	back	and	forth	over	the
marks	on	my	wrists.	The	small	pouch	I	carried	in	with	me	felt
comforting,	now.	It's	weight	a	reassuring	fact.

Father	Alvarado	nodded	to	the	bodyguards,	both	of	them	much
bigger	than	I	had	originally	noticed	at	the	airport.	They	both	had	dirty
blond	hair	and	dense	muscles	that	were	hardly	obscured	behind	their
sports	coats.	Mr.	White	had	dark	brown	eyes	and	olive	tanned	skin.



Mr.	Green	had	water	blue	eyes,	with	flatter	features.	Both	of	them
were	probably	Swiss	guards,	sent	by	the	Vatican.	Even	though	guns
wouldn't	do	them	any	good	in	a	situation	like	this,	they	both	had
pistols	in	concealed	holsters	at	their	waists.

Father	Alvarado	turned	to	me,	“Ms.	Chase	.	.	.	a	few	words?”

I	felt	like	it	was	time	to	give	a	pep	talk	or	something	like	that.	I
never	really	said	too	much,	but	Peter's	family	was	huddled	with	us,
almost	waiting	for	a	prayer,	or	at	the	very	least,	some	words	of
encouragement.	My	brain	is	scanning	through	movies	I've	seen	where
somebody	gives	a	locker	room	speech	before	the	big	game.	And	a	few
pop	to	mind,	but	they	don't	seem	appropriate.

I	bowed	my	head	a	little,	my	eyes	focused	on	my	wrists,	almost
expecting	smoke	to	be	emanating	from	the	markings.	The	burning	was
making	me	uneasy	and	edgy.

“Mostly,”	I	started,	“these	creatures	just	want	to	scare	everyone.
No	matter	what	happens,	just	think	of	all	the	wonderful	things	you
guys	all	share.	The	farther	back	your	good	memories	go,	the	better.”
Short	and	sweet,	that's	my	thing.

Mrs.	Redding	tried	to	smile,	holding	back	the	first	tears	of	what	I
imagine	would	be	a	real	gusher	in	the	next	few	minutes.

Father	Alvarado	added,	“Your	faith	in	each	other	is	what	will	help
Peter	get	through	this.	And	like	any	kind	of	wound,	you	guys	will
heal.	Everything	will	be	fine.”

Nobody	looked	convinced,	although	Father	Alvarado	nodded
several	times,	smiling	and	taking	a	deep	breath.	He	turned	to	look
towards	the	stairwell	that	was	just	around	the	corner	from	the	kitchen.

Mr.	Redding	asked,	“What	is	it,	exactly,	that	you're	going	to	do,



Ms.	Chase?”

Father	Alvarado	was	going	to	answer	but	I	blurted	the	textbook
response,	“We're	going	to	confirm	and	identify	the	presence.	We	will
document	and	verify	the	event.	And	we	will	remove	the	presence	in
the	safest	manner	possible	so	that	it	may	be	dealt	with	at	another
level.”	Even	as	I	said	it,	I	realized	that	my	explanation	was	a	bit
sterile.

“That	sounds	like	political	jargon,	to	me,”	Mr.	Redding	hissed.

“It	is,”	I	replied	dryly.

“My	son	is	two	hundred	and	twenty	pounds,	and	he	couldn't	fight
this	thing	off.	How	is	a	little	girl	going	to	do	it?”

Father	Alvarado	stepped	in,	“I	promise	you,	Ms.	Chase	is	much
more	capable	than	her	appearance	would	suggest.”

Thank	you?	I'm	guessing	that	was	his	attempt	at	reassurance.

Thump-thump!

We	were	all	momentarily	startled	by	another	series	of	loud	noises.
Again,	they	felt	like	they	were	coming	out	of	the	walls,	all	around	us.

Mrs.	Redding	lifted	a	small,	leather	bound	bible	to	her	chest,
pressing	her	eyes	closed	as	she	flinched.	Mr.	Redding	wrapped	his
larger	arms	around	her.

“Please	kill	that	damn	thing!”	he	blurted	as	he	hugged	his	wife.

“We	will	help	your	son,”	I	said	and	we	started	to	move	toward	the
stairs.

As	we	left	the	kitchen,	I	turned	briefly	back	to	Mr.	and	Mrs.
Redding,	“No	matter	what	you	hear,	or	what	you	think	is	happening,
do	not	come	up	here.”		And	with	that	said,		we



headed	up.

Thump-thump-thump!

While	we	ascended	the	stairs,	the	crashes	and	bangs	were	echoing
through	the	house.	It	felt	like	being	inside	a	speaker	while	rap	music
was	playing.

Mr.	White	and	Mr.	Green	led	the	way,	their	arms	extended	in	front
of	them	as	if	they	were	making	their	way	through	a	crowd	of	people.

Father	Alvarado	is	just	in	front	of	me,	I	guess	protecting	me	from
the	paintings	of	cows	that	we're	passing	with	each	step.

Thump!

I	could	actually	feel	the	vibration	that	time.	We	are	really	close.
My	wrists	are	stinging	so	bad,	I	think	they	might	actually	be	on	fire.

At	the	top	of	the	stairwell	the	bodyguards	scanned	the	area	left	and
right.	Agreeing	that	it	was	safe,	they	motioned	us	up	as	they	split
apart,	Mr.	White	going	left,	Mr.	Green	going	right.

“Clear	left,”	Mr.	White	barks.

“Clear	right,”	Mr.	Green	adds.

“All	Clear,”	Mr.	White	adds.

Thump-thump!

As	we	reach	the	top	of	the	stairs,	Father	Alvarado	turns	to	me,	“Is
there	anything	else	you	need	to	know	so	that	you	can	do	your	job?”

“He	told	you	his	name	was	Maltus?”	I	ask.

“Yes,	a	lieutenant	under	Mal—thus.”

I	eye	him,	a	little	skeptical,	“They	never	give	their	real	name	until
you	get	them	angry.”



Father	Alvarado	suddenly	looked	very	alarmed,	“Wait,	what	did
you	.	.	.	angry?”

“I	need	his	real	name	to	get	him	to	the	surface.	So	I	have	to
provoke	him	a	little.	I	have	the	personality	for	it.	Sometimes	I	rub
people	the	wrong	way.	It	works.	We	need	to	just	see	what	we	can
see,”	I	tell	him,	sliding	my	bag	around	to	the	front	of	my	body.

He	glances	down,	“What's	that?”

“Have	you	ever	seen	an	exorcism	before?”

He	shakes	his	head,	no.

I	nod,	“It's	a	lot	less	formal	than	you	think.”

He	looks	uncomprehendingly	at	me.

“Do	you	ever	watch	those	UFC	fights	on	pay-per-view?”	He
doesn't	answer.	“You	know,	the	guys	who	beat	the	piss	out	of	each
other	in	a	cage?”

“No,”	he	answers	quickly.

“Demons	basically	only	understand	a	few	things.	They	don't	listen
to	reason,	because	they	think	they	already	know	it	all,”	I	explain.	“So,
pretty	much,	we	just	have	to	get	it	out	of	the	patient	.	.	.	and	then	kick
the	crap	out	of	it.”

“So	what	is	in	the	bag?”

“Tools.”

He	nods,	probably	deciding	it's	best	not	to	ask	any	more	questions.
Sometimes	it's	best	just	to	let	things	happen.

Just	then	we	heard	a	man's	muffled	voice	pleading,	“Please	help
me	get	this	thing	out	of	me!”



We	lined	up	in	front	of	the	door,	just	to	the	right	of	Mr.	White.	Mr.
Green	was	on	the	far	right.

Father	Alvarado	touched	the	door	handle	a	few	times,	as	if	he	was
afraid	it	might	be	scalding	hot	.	.	.	like	my	wrists	were.	He	slowly
opened	the	door	and	we	entered	the	guest	bedroom.

	

It	was	not	at	all	what	I	had	expected.



MICHAEL	HARMON'S	PERSONAL	DIARY



Diary	Entry:	Saturday	12:30	pm:

I	can	just	imagine	the	reception	that	Muriel	is	getting.	Mr.	Redding
did	not	look	pleased.	He	has	no	idea	how	powerful	she	is	because	he
is	just	looking	at	her	age,	height,	weight,	and	the	goth	look	of	her
clothes.

All	he	sees	is	a	screwed-up	looking	girl	who	probably	listens	to
death	metal	or	dub-step.	He	sees	a	girl,	not	even	old	enough	to	buy
liquor	or	vote	in	an	election.	He	sees	her	frail	form	and	figures	she
couldn't	find	her	way	out	of	a	Buick	if	it	was	sinking	in	the	lake.

But	he	doesn't	really	see	her	at	all.

I	wish	I	could	be	inside	that	house	with	her.	But	that's	impossible
this	time.	Gabe	has	me	stuck	to	the	seat	like	a	bug	on	the	windshield.

“She	will	be	fine,”	he	whispers	in	my	mind.	“This	is	a	test	for	her.
To	prove	to	herself	that	she	is	capable,	she	must	do	this	alone.”

I	suppose	I	should	be	comforted	by	his	reassurances	.	.	.	but	I'm
not.	I	can't	imagine	her	being	in	there,	all	alone,	fighting	that	thing.
Even	a	weak	demonic	presence	inside	a	full	grown	man	is	dangerous.
I	can't	bear	the	thought	of	her	getting	hurt.

So	I	just	get	to	sit	here,	watching	the	house	shake.	Oddly,	there
aren't	any	birds	or	bugs	or	anything	flying	around.	It's	as	if	they	all	left
hours	ago	and	spread	the	word	that	the	living	have	no	business
hanging	out	around	the	Redding's	house	right	now.

I	told	the	driver—Mr.	Blue—to	turn	the	radio	down	so	that	I	can
listen.	Truth	is,	the	radio	was	barely	audible,	and	the	other	Swiss
Guards	are	radioing	back	every	couple	of	minutes	to	give	Mr.	Blue	a
report	of	the	action.



We've	been	listening	to	police	scanners	and	all	the	medical
dispatchers	to	make	sure	there	aren't	a	fleet	of	Carrollton's	finest
heading	this	way	to	crash	the	party.

I	have	no	idea	what	happens	when	society	finally	gets	a	whiff	of
the	kinds	of	horrible	things	that	are	really	going	down.	All	those	UFO
people	and	the	Sasquatch	lovers	and	every	other	kind	of	weirdo	will
crack	the	can	on	this	thing	wide	open.

And	that's	only	going	to	make	it	easier	for	the	Demons	to	cross
over.	It	will	probably	empower	them.	And	then,	instead	of	Muriel	and
I	doing	this	kind	of	thing	every	couple	of	months,	we	will	be	demon
stomping	every	couple	of	days.	It	will	get	to	a	point	where	we	can't
work	fast	enough.

I	don't	even	like	to	consider	things	like	that.

I	can	feel	this	rumble	shaking	the	suburban	every	few	seconds.	I
know	there	is	no	seismic	activity	in	the	greater	Dallas	metroplex	so
this	must	be	the	pangs	of	a	pissed	off	entity.

It	brings	a	smile	to	my	face	when	I	imagine	Muriel	in	there
taunting	that	monster.	Over	and	over	I	tell	myself,

She	can	do	this.

She	is	tough.

She	is	gifted.

She	is	the	most	beautiful	girl	I	have	ever	seen.

That	demon	really	has	no	idea	who	he's	dealing	with.



CHAPTER	5
Swimming	a	witch.	One	of	the	common	tests	of	witchcraft	was	to	throw	the

witch	into	deep	water.	If	the	water,	God's	creature,	rejected	her	and	she	floated,
she	was	guilty.	If	she	sank,	she	was	innocent.

(—A	History	of	Witchcraft,	Thames	&	Hudson)



12	years	ago,	San	Diego,	California	.	.	.

Once	you	quit	holding	your	breath,	and	you	just	give	in	to	the	pain,
there	is	a	moment	where	fear	and	panic	give	way	to	this	immense
feeling	of	oneness.	I	remember	this	quite	well,	even	though	I	was	so
young,	because	I	dream	about	it	almost	every	night.	Figuring	12	years
at	300-350	dreams	a	year,	and	that	has	me	well	on	my	way	to	4,000
times.

4,000	times	I've	been	pulled	out	to	sea	in	an	instant.

4,000	times	I've	had	color	and	sound	and	air	stolen	from	me.

And	4,000	times	I've	accepted	my	fate,	even	as	a	small	child	with
no	real	understanding	of	what	was	occurring.	Somehow,	my	body
knew	that	it	was	a	wasted	effort	to	continue	holding	my	breath.

When	the	burning	was	too	intense,	and	I	finally	took	that	thick,
choked,	salty	breath	.	.	.	the	fear	disappeared	in	an	instant.	In	a	flash,
all	the	horror	and	fright	was	washed	aside,	replaced	by	this	sense	of
well	being.	This	strangely	warm	sensation,	like	those	heating	blankets,
or	a	really	big	hug	from	my	mother,	seemed	to	embrace	me.

I	could	feel	my	body	being	shaken	around,	spun,	thrust	here	and
there,	but	strangely,	I	couldn't	focus	on	any	particular	thing.	I	had	this
sense	that	I	was	being	pulled	through	the	water	so	fast	that	the
different	submerged	mountains	and	valleys	and	all	the	topography
from	a	hidden	earth	raced	by	me	in	a	blur.

Without	the	fear	of	having	to	breath,	I	no	longer	was	afraid.	And
again,	I	could	open	my	eyes	to	the	wonder	and	beauty	of	this	dark
place.

Faster	and	faster	I	went,	sometimes	my	feet	leading	the	way,	other



times	my	head	out	front	like	a	fish	racing	through	the	water.	The	light
became	dimmer	and	weaker	until	I	was	surrounded	by	nearly
complete	blackness.	An	occasional	flash	of	green	or	blue	would	zip	by
me,	something	like	what	warp	speed	looks	like	on	SciFi.	Nothing
more	than	little	lines	and	sparks	that	momentarily	alerted	me	to	the
speed	at	which	I	was	passing	the	strange	land	that	now	surrounded
me.

Whatever	light	might	have	been	coming	from	the	surface	was	a
distant	memory.	My	hands	were	open,	feeling	the	force	of	the	water	as
I	moved	through	it.	Imagine	that	feeling	when	you	put	your	hand	out
the	car	window,	multiplied	by	a	thousand,	pinning	your	hands	near
your	side.

I	can't	remember	ever	having	to	take	another	breath.	If	I	had	to
explain	the	feeling,	it	would	be	that	sensation	you	achieve	just	after
taking	in	a	deep	breath.	Almost	as	if	you	never	have	to	take	another
breath.

Contentedness.

Calm.

Tranquility.

Farther	and	farther	I	went,	darker	and	thicker	the	water	felt	on	my
body.	I	had	this	sense	that	I	was	sinking,	at	an	angle	of	course,	but	I
could	definitely	feel	a	downward	direction	to	this.

The	torpedo	that	was	me	zoomed	quickly	and	quietly	until	I	started
to	feel	two	distinct	things.	The	first	sensation	was	that	I	was	slowing
down.	The	second	sensation	was	this	electrical	feeling	that	was
bouncing	here	and	there	throughout	my	body.	It	was	like	having	a
bunch	of	tiny	electric	eels	in	my	body,	darting	here	and	there,



bouncing	off	of	bones	and	giving	my	nerves	little	shocks.

Was	this	the	end?

Is	this	what	death	feels	like?

But	4-year-old	girls	don't	think	things	like	this.	So	I	just	kind	of
giggled	and	squirmed,	enjoying	the	feeling.	Not	one	time	did	I	cry.
The	little	girl	in	me	did	not	feel	sadness	or	self-pity,	or	any	real
emotion	other	than	enjoyment.	Like	anything,	you	aren't	scared	of
what's	in	your	closet	until	people	start	telling	you	there	are	monsters
in	your	closet.	But	for	me	there	were	no	monsters.	No	reason	to	be
afraid.

My	contented,	calm,	tranquil	passing	from	life	into	whatever
happens	next.	With	no	real	basis	for	terror	and	panic,	this	was	much
more	exciting	than	a	normal	walk	on	the	beach.	Unlike	the	rides	at
Universal	Studios,	this	ride	seemed	to	last	forever.

My	only	real	context	for	what	happens	underwater	were	my
mermaid	dolls	and	books,	Sponge	Bob,	and	what	my	mother	told	me
about	dolphins.	If	Nemo	was	out	there,	I	didn't	see	him.	But	then,	I
didn't	see	much	of	anyone	else	either.

As	my	speed	decreased	I	felt	myself	heading	more	down	than
across.	More	like	an	anchor	than	a	torpedo.	And	as	my	trajectory
turned	to	a	downward	drop	I	could	make	out	large	masses	all	around
me.	Enormous	black	mountains,	bigger	than	anything	I	had	ever
imagined,	or	seen,	or	could	even	draw	with	my	mother's	oil	paint.

The	mountains	all	around	me	kept	rising	as	I	fell	deeper	and
deeper,	creating	the	most	incredible	jagged	walls	on	the	side	of	me.
Millions	of	years	ago	the	sunlight	would	have	made	it's	way	into	this
gigantic	valley.	Not	now.	These	mammoths	were	cloaked	in	darkness.



The	feeling	of	sinking	was	actually	quite	pleasant.	Again,	I	had	no
need	for	air.	The	water	in	my	mouth	was	salty	and	sweet	all	at	the
same	time.	My	eyes	were	no	longer	burning,	and	things	began	to	be
less	blurry.	The	blackness	gave	little	hints	of	dark	blue	and	green	that
gained	color	and	brightness	until	I	could	start	to	see	the	landscape
again.

I	was	in	an	incredible	valley,	and	as	I	looked	down	to	appreciate
the	sheer	size	and	magnitude	of	where	I	was,	I	heard	the	most
comforting	sound	I	had	ever	heard.

It	was	a	very	low	humming	sound,	not	quite	a	rumble.	It	shook	my
body,	tickling	as	if	I	was	one	of	the	strings	on	a	harp,	or	a	base	drum.
My	body	resonated,	feeling	energized	by	the	sound	and	comforted	by
the	vibration.	I	was	music.

Looking	all	around	me,	enjoying	my	place	as	a	note	in	some
exquisite	symphony,	I	was	finally	brought	delicately	to	the	sea	floor.
It	took	me	a	moment	to	understand	what	I	was	seeing	all	around	me.

At	the	peak	of	this	valley,	with	mountainous	walls	that	went	higher
than	I	could	see,	I	was	on	a	flat	field.	Strange	looking	creatures	that
glowed	colors	of	red	and	green	and	blue	and	gold	slowly	passed	over
my	head,	seemingly	disinterested	in	anything	I	was	doing.
Occasionally	there	would	be	a	spark	here	or	a	flash	of	red	there,	but
the	floating	giants	above	me	did	little	more	than	mind	their	own
business.

As	I	walked	slowly,	the	sand	beneath	my	feet	so	fine	and	soft	that
it	might	be	silk	dust,	I	noticed	that	all	around	me	were	large,
rectangular	rocks	that	seemed	to	come	out	of	the	ground	like	giant
teeth.	Teeth	so	big	that	they	were	ten	times	my	size.

This	ring	of	large	tooth-like	forms	made	a	giant	circle	and	in	the



middle	was	a	large	mass	that	came	out	of	the	ground.	I	approached,
taking	my	tiny	little	steps	as	the	form	got	larger	and	larger.	Oddly,	I
didn't	feel	the	effects	of	walking	through	water.	I	felt	like	I	was	right
back	on	the	beach,	just	taking	a	stroll.

The	closer	I	got	to	the	semi-circular	form,	the	louder	and	more
ticklish	the	humming	became	as	it	oscillated	through	me.	I	studied	this
large	half	disk.	It	was	rough	around	the	edges,	and	very	thick.	It
seemed	to	be	made	of	carved	stone.	It	reminded	me	of	a	manhole
cover	that	had	been	buried	in	the	sand.

Several	smaller	stones	were	near	the	outer	edge,	creating	a	ring.
Inside	of	that	there	was	an	etched	line,	with	a	faint	bluish	glow	barely
visible	from	behind	it.

I	walked	closer	and	closer,	the	rumbling	and	vibrations	rattling
every	part	of	me.	But	as	I	got	to	within	an	arms	length	of	this	massive
half	disk,	I	noticed	all	kinds	of	strange	markings.	The	symbols	and
marks,	all	carved	into	the	huge	form,	were	overwhelming.

I	slowly	extended	my	hands,	fighting	with	all	my	might	every
fraction	of	an	inch.	For	reasons	I	still	don't	understand,	I	was
completely	determined	to	touch	the	wall	in	front	of	me.

The	harder	I	pushed,	the	louder	it	got.	The	more	I	tried	to	extend
my	arms,	the	more	the	world	around	me	shook.	At	some	point,	the
water	around	me	started	to	churn	and	fizz,	like	being	in	a	coke	bottle
while	somebody	was	violently	shaking	it.

Bubbles	and	dust	and	my	body	all	vibrating	and	churning,	and	then
I	touched	the	wall,	and	for	an	instant	I	felt	real	fear.	For	the	first	time
in	my	young	life,	I	knew	what	it	was	to	experience	true	horror.

And	some	force	I	can't	explain	pulled	me	back	from	that	wall.



I	found	myself	10	or	15	feet	away	from	the	disk,	unable	to
comprehend	what	had	happened.	At	that	moment,	the	terror	struck	me
and	I	began	to	shake.	I	began	to	turn	in	circles,	the	large	jagged	carved
rectangular	teeth	around	me,	the	strange	creatures	floating	above	me,
the	disk	that	seemed	to	hold	the	keystone	to	true	fear	in	front	of	me.

I	turned	and	turned,	without	any	idea	of	what	was	to	happen	now.	I
knew	what	death	was...is	this	death?	Is	this	what	comes	after?	Is	this
—

“No,	young	Muriel,”	a	calming	voice	thundered.	“Do	not	be	afraid.
No	harm	will	come	to	you.”

Blinking,	uncomprehendingly,	I	turned	to	see	where	this	voice
came	from.	But	it	emanated	from	everywhere	all	around	me.	This	was
spiritual	surround	sound.

I	wasn't	scared	so	much	as	confused.

“Where	is	Mommy?”

“Your	mother	is	not	here,	young	Muriel.	She	is	waiting	for	you.
You'll	be	home	soon,”	the	voice	said,	calming	me	in	a	way	I'll	never
be	able	to	truly	explain.

“Where	is	Sarah	Joe?”	I	asked.

“Your	Sarah	Joe	is	also	fine.	You'll	see	her	soon,	as	well.”

With	the	important	questions	out	of	the	way	I	pressed	on,	“Where
is	here?”

“You	are	in	a	very	special	place,	young	Muriel.	A	place	where
only	a	few	humans	have	ever	been	allowed	to	visit.	Very	special
humans	.	.	.	like	you.”

“Are	there	mermaids	here?”	I	asked.	It	seemed	like	a	reasonable



question	under	the	circumstances.

“There	aren't	any	mermaids	here,	young	Muriel.	Not	that	I	have
seen.”

I	laughed,	“I'm	just	kidding.	I	know	there	aren't	real	mermaids	.	.	.
I'm	not	a	little	girl,	anymore.	I'm	almost	this	many.”	I	held	up	my	little
hand	to	show	4	fingers	and	a	thumb.	“I	just	like	them	because	mommy
believes	in	them.”

“You're	a	very	clever	girl,”	the	voice	said,	almost	in	a	fatherly
tone.	“One	day,	when	you're	ready,	you	will	come	back	here	and	we
will	teach	you	more	about	this	place.”

“When?”	I	asked,	noticing	tiny	marks	on	my	wrist	that	were	icy
cold.	I	suppose	it	was	something	I	touched	on	that	disk	that	did	that.

“Soon,	young	Muriel.	Soon.	We	will	send	you	back	now	to	be	with
your	Mother	and	with	Sarah	Joe,	but	I	must	ask	you	a	favor.	Can	you
do	me	a	favor?”

I	shrugged,	sure.

“You	must	not	speak	of	this	place.	This	must	be	your	secret.”

“Okay,”	I	replied.	It's	not	as	if	anyone	would	believe	the
nonsensical	mutterings	of	a	4	year	old	anyway.

“One	more	thing,	young	Muriel	.	.	.	your	mother	loves	you	very
much—”

“I	know,”	I	said,	smiling,	“she	always	tells	me.”

“	.	.	.	and	your	father	loves	you	very	much,	as	well.”

And	before	I	could	even	respond,	I	felt	my	body	lifting	quickly
back	above	the	ring	of	stone	teeth,	above	the	disk,	and	quickly	out	of
the	valley.



Again	I	was	like	a	torpedo,	racing	at	impossible	speeds,	in	an
electrified	flash,	back	across	the	seas.	This	time,	the	trip	was	much
faster.	Either	that	or	I	was	less	awed	by	what	I	was	seeing,	and	still
trying	to	understand	what	I	had	already	seen.

In	what	felt	like	a	few	seconds	I	found	myself	washed	to	the	beach,
soaking	wet,	seeing	my	mother	yelling	at	several	men	dressed	in
black,	with	flashlights	and	notepads	and	nervousness	in	their	every
movement.

I	wondered	if	something	bad	had	happened.	There	must	have	been
20	or	30	people	all	over	the	beach.	“Hi,	Mommy!”	I	yelled,	noticing
that	my	seaweed	rope	was	nowhere	to	be	found.	It	was	going	to	take
me	forever	to	find	another	good	piece	of	seaweed	like	that.

She	looked	from	the	patio,	over	towards	me,	screaming,	“Muriel,
Muriel!	Baby,	are	you—”	And	instantly	I	was	grabbed	by	several	men
who	covered	me	in	a	warm	blanket	and	rushed	me	to	the	patio.

I	remember,	more	than	anything	else,	that	my	mother	was	holding
onto	Sarah	Joe.	And	the	relief	I	felt	when	she	wrapped	her	arms
around	me,	crying,	not	able	to	even	speak,	was	the	first	time	I
remember	what	it	feels	like	to	actually	be	loved.	That	warm,	perfect,
gentle	longing	.	.	.	that	was,	for	me,	a	perfect	moment.

While	she	was	sobbing	and	holding	me,	policemen	and	all	sorts	of
other	people	moving	around	us,	she	asked,	“What	happened,	baby?
Where	did	you	go?”

My	mother	hugging	me,	me	hugging	Sarah	Joe,	I	whispered,	“It's	a
secret,	Mommy.”	With	that	her	hug	got	even	tighter.

I	decided	not	to	tell	her	the	truth	about	mermaids.	She'd	had
enough	for	one	day.



CHAPTER	6
First,	we	must	judge	whether	a	person	who	has	not	been	ordained	as	an

exorcist,	such	as	the	layman	or	a	secular	cleric,	may	lawfully	exercise	Devils	and
their	works.	Bound	up	with	these	questions	are	three	others:	namely;	first,	what
constitutes	the	legality	of	this	practice;	secondly,	the	seven	conditions	which
must	be	observed	when	one	wishes	to	make	private	use	of	charms	and
benedictions;	and	thirdly,	in	what	way	the	diseases	to	be	exercised	and	the	devil
conjured.

(—The	Book	of	Ceremonial	Magic,	Arthur	Edward	Waite)



Guest	bedroom	at	the	Redding's	house,	Carrollton,	Texas	.	.	.

I	guess	I	expected	the	walls	to	be	bleeding,	hellhounds	to	be
circling,	or	something	nefarious	like	that.	But	as	we	walked	into	the
room,	Father	Alvarado	and	I	found	ourselves	in	a	very	pleasant	place.
The	room	was	comfortable	and	bright.	Very	welcoming,	I	can	imagine
—present	circumstances	aside.

I	always	figure	I'm	going	to	see	the	walls	bending	back	and	forth,
monsters	crawling	about	the	furniture,	paintings	coming	to	life
showing	scenes	of	horror	and	discontent	.	.	.	but	none	of	that	ever
really	happens.	

Instead	what	we	had	was	a	beautiful	taupe	colored	room	with	a
yellow	framed	twin	size	bed—not	nearly	big	enough	for	Peter	who
was	over	6	feet	tall—with	a	thick	blue	comforter	that	had	small	green
flowers	sewn	into	it	about	1	million	times.

Peter,	like	a	statue,	was	hunched	down	in	the	back	corner	of	the
room	near	a	small	end	table	which	has	a	yellow	shaded	lamp	with	a
simple	blue	base—the	same	blue	as	the	comforter.	I	can	see	the
bandages	on	one	of	his	hands	from	where	he	recently	broke	all	his
own	fingers.

As	we	entered	the	room	Peter	didn't	even	look	up	at	us.	His	eyes
were	fixed	somewhere	out	into	the	distance,	looking	at	things	we	can't
possibly	see,	probably	looking	at	things	he	can't	possibly	imagine.

“Peter,”	I	said	very	carefully,	“we're	here	to	help	you,	and	we're
here	to	listen.	Everything	is	going	to	be	okay,”	but	even	as	the	words
were	rolling	off	of	my	tongue	I	didn't	necessarily	believe	them.

The	truth	is	when	a	person	has	an	entity	living	inside	them,	forced
to	share	space	in	one	brain	with	the	creature	that's	been	around	for



thousands	and	thousands	of	years,	it's	very	difficult	for	some	people	to
make	the	transition	back	into	normal	life.	Because	even	when	they	are
repressed	and	squished	down	into	some	tiny	little	space	in	the	back	of
their	mind	while	this	monster	controls	their	body	like	a	stolen	car,
they	still	see	the	world	around	them	as	if	they	were	watching	a	movie.

They	still	realize	pain	even	though	they	understand	in	some	way
they've	lost	control	and	that	they	are	a	passenger	in	a	very	heinous
crime.	But	that's	not	the	only	thing	they	see.	They	also	have	a	tiny
glimpse	into	the	knowledge	and	understanding	that	the	monster
possesses,	as	if	they're	linked	in	a	sense.

In	a	way,	it	is	the	closest	thing	they	will	get	to	any	kind	of
universal	understanding	while	still	being	alive,	not	having	made	the
transition	from	life	to	death	into	some	kind	of	spiritual	rebirth.

I	can't	tell	you	with	certainty	what	it	feels	like	to	die,	but	I	can	tell
you	what	it	feels	like	to	stand	on	the	precipice	of	death	and	to	fall
forward	with	reckless	abandon.	I	was	lucky	in	that	when	I	died	I	was
too	young	to	be	afraid	of	it.	I	didn't	have	the	intellectual	sophistication
to	fear	death	and	to	appreciate	the	kind	of	loss	that	my	death	would
have	caused	my	mother.

But	anybody	who	has	lived	past	the	age	of	about	13	or	14—when
true	understanding	and	maturity	begin	to	root	themselves	within	our
minds—has	a	healthy	fear	of	death.	If	a	person	truly	has	no	fear	of
passing	then	they	have	a	relatively	vacant	soul	.	.	.	society	labels	these
kinds	of	people	psychopaths,	but	I'm	not	so	sure.

“Peter,”	Father	Alvarado	said,	“can	you	hear	us?”

Peter	didn't	move.

He	didn't	budge	an	inch.



In	the	corner	of	this	pleasant	room,	with	the	midday	sun	starting	to
march	its	way	across	the	floor	and	onto	the	bed;	Peter	might	have
been	a	statue	in	the	corner,	little	more	than	a	trinket	or	some	kind	of
antique	that	was	purchased	at	a	flea	market.

I	noticed	that	neither	Father	Alvarado	nor	myself	had	stepped	more
than	a	couple	of	feet	into	the	room,	and	I	was	also	keenly	aware	that
the	bodyguards	closed	the	door	behind	us.	I	turned	to	Father
Alvarado,	nodding,	reassuring	him	in	my	own	way	that	I	knew	what	I
was	doing.

“Peter,	I	want	you	to	pay	very	close	attention	to	what	I'm	saying.	I
want	you	to	listen	to	every	single	word,	and	I	want	you	to	repeat	these
words	wherever	you	are	in	there	until	you	completely	understand	what
I'm	saying.”

No	recognition.	I	couldn't	even	tell	if	he	was	breathing.	Father
Alvarado	started	to	say	something,	but	before	the	first	word	left	his
mouth	it	collapsed	into	little	more	than	a	sigh.

I	started	again,	“Peter,	my	name	is	Muriel	Chase,	but	you	can	just
call	me	Muriel.	Can	you	do	me	a	favor	.	.	.	can	you	tell	the	other	one
to	speak	to	us?”

Again	we	waited	for	sign	of	any	kind	of	animation	in	Peter.	He
didn't	move	a	muscle,	not	one	hair	on	his	closely	cropped	haircut
moved.	Not	one	single	blink	from	his	eyes.	He	might	have	been
kneeling	for	all	we	knew.

I	charge	Father	Alvarado,	“Father,	when	was	the	last	time	you
spoke	to	Peter	.	.	.	and	he	actually	responded?”

Father	Alvarado	stepped	forward	a	little	bit,	lowering	his	body	to
Peter's	level.	He	was	staring	very	intently	at	Peter's	face	looking	for



any	kind	of	sign	that	there	was	some	humanity	left	in	him.

He	glanced	back	at	me	shrugging,	“Yesterday	evening,	and	this
morning.	I	thought	it	was	mental	illness	originally,	but	last	night	he
made	some	statements	that	confirm	my	suspicion	that	he	is	possessed.
Yesterday	was	when	he	told	me	his	name.”

I	wondered	to	myself	if	this	happened	all	at	once,	or	was	a	slow
transition	into	his	own	private	hostage	situation,	locked	deep	away	in
the	recesses	of	his	own	mind.

One	of	the	things	that	none	of	us	still	know,	not	the	church	and	all
its	brilliant	researchers	and	scientists,	not	the	Vatican	experts	and
historians,	and	not	the	few	of	us	who	actually	fight	the	demons	.	.	.	is
how	the	possessions	begin.

Do	you	drink	a	glass	of	possessed	water?

Do	you	slip	and	fall	and	get	cut	on	some	jagged	concrete	that	has
demon	bacteria	in	it?

An	open	mouth	kiss	with	a	farm	animal	afflicted	with	Mad	Cow
disease?

Is	it	possible	to	open	your	mind	up	enough	to	accept	an	entity?

Or	are	we	all	targeted?

There	are	so	many	questions	that	people	much	smarter	than	me
have	pondered,	I	guess,	for	centuries	that	I	doubt	I'm	going	to	come
up	with	any	answers	for	you	right	now.	Still	though,	I	wonder
sometimes,	will	these	creatures	ever	push	me	aside	stealing	away	my
capacity	to	decide	for	myself?	Will	I	ever	wake	up	one	morning,	stuck
inside	my	own	mind,	forced	to	watch	my	body	be	used	as	a	tool	by
monsters	whose	only	goal	is	to	bring	about	the	end	of	prosperity,	the
end	of	free	will,	and	the	end	of	humanity?



Because	that's	what	this	is	really	all	about.	The	forces	of	evil	didn't
conspire	to	take	a	research	microbiologist,	break	the	fingers	on	his	left
hand,	and	frustrate	his	parents.	All	of	these	possessions	have	a
purpose—whether	it's	a	child,	an	animal,	a	62-year-old	golfer,	or	a	19-
year-old	medical	student	who	works	part-time	at	a	pet	shop	to	pay	off
her	student	loans.

I	walked	to	the	corner	of	the	bed	laying	my	small	bag	down	as	I
sat.	Moments	like	this	are	very	tense	because	there	are	several	parts	to
the	equation:	the	monster,	the	patient,	and	the	Hunter.

I	can	assume,	because	my	wrists	are	burning	in	icy	cold	same	time,
that	what	is	inside	Peter	is	a	true	entity.	And	in	the	same	way	that	I
can	sense	them	I	am	most	definitely	certain	that	they	can	sense	me.

So	the	demon,	he	basically	knows	I'm	here.	And	I	know	where	he
has	been	hanging	out	lately.	Peter,	he's	in	there	somewhere,	in	some
emotional	prison	cell,	watching	a	copy	of	a	copy	of	a	grainy	copy	of
what's	really	going	on—having	no	real	understanding	of	what's
happening	to	him.

So	it	gets	to	the	point	where	through	either	cleverness,	religious
argument,	or	a	series	of	direct	insults—my	personal	favorite—we	can
pull	it	to	the	surface.

Peter	hasn't	started	horizontally	vomiting	blood	or	green	slime	yet,
so	I	guess	that's	a	plus.	I	look	down	at	my	feet,	noticing	how	soft	and
fluffy	the	gray	carpet	is	beneath	my	sneakers.

I	turn	to	Father	Alvarado,	“Can	you	please	say	something	religious
and	appropriate	to	bring	this	entity	out?”

He	nods,	clearing	his	voice.	I'm	still	watching,	waiting	for	any	kind
of	sign.	Since	we	came	into	the	room	there	hasn't	been	so	much	as	a



cough.	Not	one	thump	or	screech	or	anything.	Just	silence.

Peter	looks	gaunt,	kind	of	emaciated	and	pale,	as	if	the	skin	on	his
face	is	super	thin,	pulled	like	pinkish-white	plastic	wrap	over	bones.
He's	going	to	need	several	bags	of	natural	saline	to	rehydrate	his	body
when	this	is	over.

We	will	have	to	do	most	of	the	emergency	medical	treatment
ourselves,	because	there	is	no	way	the	Vatican	people	want	Peter
trying	to	explain	this	or	any	other	part	of	this	psychological	quagmire
to	any	paramedics	or	doctors.	But	doctors	would	most	likely	dismiss
this	is	a	psychological	episode,	the	paramedics	would	gossip	like
schoolgirls,	and	everybody	in	5	counties	would	be	hearing	stories
about	this.

The	other	guys,	like	Father	Alvarado,	who	travel	around
investigating	and	fighting	evil	and	such,	are	doing	a	pretty	good	job	of
keeping	things	quiet.	See,	people	will	dismiss	talk	of	demons	and
monsters	and	ghosts	right	out	of	hand.	Especially	if	it's	one	old	lady	in
a	trailer	park	here,	or	an	immigrant	from	Mexico	that	speaks	broken
English.

But	.	.	.	if	enough	sane,	believable	people—especially
microbiologists	like	the	one	wadded	up	in	the	corner—start	talking
about	what	happened	to	them,	more	people	might	glance	up	from	their
video	games	and	CNBC	and	pay	it	some	attention.

If	news	reports	of	'three	more	possessions	in	Alabama,'	and	'four
more	reported	cases	of	demon	involvement'	suddenly	start	to	appear
each	night	on	network	broadcast	television	and	YouTube,	well,	then	it
starts	to	seem	more	like	a	real	epidemic	and	less	like	something
unbelievable	and	silly.	And	that's	when	the	snowball	effect	happens
and	things	start	to	deteriorate.



Do	you	know	the	statistics	on	how	many	people	in	America
actually	believe	in	zombies?	Over	40%!	Pretty	soon	the	people	that
believe	in	zombies	will	outnumber	everyone	else.	That	would	mean
that	by	definition,	if	you	do	not	believe	in	zombies	you	are	insane.
Sanity	is	what	the	majority	believes	in.

Situations	like	this	are	more	than	just	delicate.

I	don't	know	what	the	end	of	the	world	is	going	to	look	like,	but	I
imagine	that	it	won't	be	too	fun	for	those	of	us	who	don't	see	it
coming.	The	end	of	a	species—humans,	I	mean—doesn't	seem	like	a
good	time.	If	I	asked	the	dinosaurs	what	their	last	days	were	like,	I'm
sure	their	account	of	things	would	be	quite	ghastly.

I'm	staring	intently	across	the	bed	to	the	corner	where	Peter's	quiet,
his	entangled	body	is	stagnant	and	still.	I	hear	Father	Alvarado's
words.

“And	I	bestow	unto	you	the	first	exorcism.	Oh	God	of	Abraham,
God	of	Isaac,	and	God	of	Jacob,	vouchsafe	to	bless	and	sanctify	these
creatures	.	.	.”

My	eyes	still	intently	focused	on	Peter's,	I	reached	into	my	small
bag	bringing	the	contents	out	across	the	bed.	I	feel	the	comforting
reassurance	of	the	cold	edges	as	they	sink	slightly	into	the	comforter.

“.	.	.So	that	they	may	obtain	virtue	and	power	to	discern	good
spirits	from	bad	.	.	.”

I	scoot	off	of	the	bed,	and	walked	very	slowly	taking	the	tiniest
steps	towards	Peter.	I	kneel	down	almost	on	my	knees,	making	sure
that	my	eyes	are	exactly	level	to	his.	And	I	think	I	noticed	a	glimmer
in	his	eyes.	Some	tiny	spark.

“	.	.	.Even	phantoms	and	enemies,	through	the,	oh	Adonay,	who



livest	and	reignest	forever	and	ever.	Amen.”

Thump-thump,	thump-thump,	thump-thump!

Whatever	it	was	about	that	last	sentence	that	Father	Alvarado
spoke,	it	sure	heated	things	up.	The	entire	room	is	shaking.	The	blue
lamp	is	vibrating	towards	the	end	of	the	small	table.	The	dust	that	was
hiding	beneath	the	confines	of	the	carpet	is	now	floating	around	us,
the	sun	making	each	tiny	fragment	of	dust	seem	like	glowing
diamonds	suspended	in	the	dense	air.

It's	a	bit	harder	to	breathe,	the	atmosphere	in	this	room	has	become
thick	and	choked—a	little	like	being	in	the	water.	And	whatever	is
inside	Peter	.	.	.	it's	pissed	off.

Thump-thump,	thump-thump,	thump-thump!!



CHAPTER	7
I	feel	this	dizziness,	as	my	lungs	fight	for	breath.	I	know	that	the	second	I	part

my	lips,	that's	when	the	real	nightmare	begins.	My	mouth	opens,	I'm	dead	.	.	.
end	of	story.

Period.

Full	stop.

My	air	is	gone.	The	fire	in	my	chest	has	grown	epic.	I	don't	have	a	choice,
now.	I	can't	find	it.	I'm	shaking	and	quivering,	and	in	so	much	pain	that	I	can't
feel	the	roar	anymore	period	I	lose.	That's	it.	I	can't	win.

(—See	Jack	Die,	Nicholas	Black)



11	years	ago,	San	Diego,	California	.	.	.

Almost	exactly	one	year	later	from	the	day	of	my	drowning	event	I
was	back	in	the	water	being	pulled	towards	that	strange	place	again.	
A	year	doesn't	seem	like	a	long	time,	but	when	you	know	it's	coming,
when	there's	this	feeling	always	sitting	in	the	back	of	your	mind	that
you're	going	to	be	sucked	into	the	water	again	.	.	.	it's	pretty	ominous.

It	wasn't	exactly	the	same	as	the	first	time,	but	perhaps	it	was	more
frightening.	The	mental	capacity	of	a	4-year-old	compared	with	that
of	a	5-year-old	is	staggering.	Percentage	wise,	it's	the	same	as	the
maturity	of	a	40-year-old	compared	with	that	of	50-year-old.	I	know
every	psychologist	in	the	world	will	tell	you	that	neither	a	4	or	5-year-
old	has	much	of	a	clue	about	what's	going	on	around	them,	but	I	don't
know	any	psychologists	who've	been	down	to	the	deepest	part	of	the
ocean,	and	seen	the	things	I've	seen.

The	scars	on	my	wrists,	which	one	of	the	paramedics	had
attributed	to	bumping	some	rocks	as	I	was	twisted	to	and	fro	in	the
water	during	my	first	drowning	event,	had	healed	nicely	into	what
looked	more	like	two	small	half	moon	tattoos.	At	that	point	in	my
early	life,	they	didn't	hurt	or	burn	anything	like	they	do	now.	They
were	radars	for	demons.	More	like	a	fascinating	thing	I	could	talk
about	with	my	mermaid	dolls	and	Sarah	Joe.

How	it	started	was,	late	at	night	I	heard	the	voice.	That	familiar
voice	that	comforted	me	when	I	was	on	the	bottom	of	the	water
looking	at	that	strange	submerged	rock	disk.	It	must	have	been	a
couple	of	hours	before	the	sun	was	to	rise	and	my	mother	was
sleeping	peacefully	in	her	bed,	no	longer	having	the	nightmares	that
plagued	her	for	at	least	six	months	after	my	initial	visit	to	the	sea
floor.



Strange	to	think	that	a	person	who	spends	their	entire	life	studying
the	brain	could	be	so	susceptible	to	those	kind	of	nightmares,	but	I
guess	we	all	have	that	little	space	inside	of	our	personality	that	fears
the	things	we	cannot	control.

I	remember	thinking,	as	I	woke	up	hearing	that	comforting	voice,
that	it	was	unusually	bright	outside.	The	sparse	clouds	in	the	sky
seemed	to	amplify	the	moon's	light	by	a	million	times.	And	that	bright
giant	white	orb	looming	just	over	the	ocean	was	amplified	by	the
rolling	waves	that	washed	ashore	with	the	pleasant	crashing	cadence.

I	decided	to	leave	Sarah	Joe	in	bed.	It	had	been	a	long	day	and	we
had	been	playing	at	the	beach	for	hours.	She	was	so	tired	that	I	figured
I	would	give	her	the	night	off.	Besides,	I	didn't	know	how	well	Sarah
Joe	could	hold	her	breath.

I	didn't	need	to	take	any	of	my	mermaid	dolls	with	me	because	my
pajamas	had	a	pattern	of	about	6,000	mermaids	in	every	conceivable
position	you	can	imagine	printed	on	them.	So	just	me	and	my
mermaid	coat	of	arms	walked	quietly	downstairs,	across	the	hardwood
kitchen	floor,	gently	sliding	the	patio	door	open,	and	out	across	our
yard	to	the	beach.

The	moment	my	little	feet	touched	the	cool	beach	sand	I	could	feel
him	beckoning	me.	And	that's	what	I	heard	him	speak,	“Are	you	ready
young	Muriel?”

I	nodded,	figuring	there	was	really	no	need	to	answer	since	he	was
already	inside	my	head.

“You	have	nothing	to	fear,	for	I	will	be	with	you	the	entire	way.”
His	voice	was	quite	reassuring.	It	was	in	his	deep	voice	as	one	might
think	a	voice	should	sound	coming	from	the	other	side,	or	wherever
the	heck	he	really	was.	He	had	perfect	pronunciation,	and	had	a	funny



accent,	which	I	later	learned	was	distinctly	English.

As	I	approach	the	water,	knowing	that	this	was	where	it	had	to
begin,	the	cool	night	air	with	the	hint	of	water	and	salt	blew	by	me
sending	a	chill	down	my	spine.	One	of	the	things	that	I've	never	liked
is	the	cold	water.

And	anyone	who's	lived	near	the	Pacific	knows	that	cold	water	is
pretty	much	all	you	get.	It's	like	some	kind	of	universal	balancing	act
—you	have	a	beautiful	beach,	beautiful	weather	and	beautiful	people,
but	the	waters	can	be	cold	enough	to	take	your	breath	away.	But	then	I
guess,	if	the	Pacific	Ocean	was	warm	everybody	in	the	whole	world
would	move	to	California	.	.	.	so	maybe	it's	a	good	thing.

Still	being	only	5	years	old,	I	can't	make	the	argument	that	I	was
mentally	sophisticated	enough	to	understand	the	importance	of	what
was	happening	to	me.	Or	to	fully	appreciate	how	impossible	this
whole	thing	was.	I	guess	I	just	never	evolved	in	an	environment	of
disbelief.

Normal	kids	grew	up	thinking	normal	kid	stuff.	And	what's	funny
is	that	the	same	children	who	couldn't	imagine	traveling	through	water
at	hundreds	of	miles	an	hour	without	having	to	take	a	breath	are	the
same	kids	that	desperately	believed	in	Santa	Claus	and	the	Easter
Bunny.

How	silly	is	that?

“I	have	something	very	beautiful	to	show	you	young	Muriel,”	the
voice	said	to	me	very	softly	as	I	approached	the	edge	of	the	water.
“Something	very	magical.”

Every	time	I	hear	his	voice,	even	now,	I	feel	warmer	inside.	I	feel
like	with	Gabe	around	there's	nothing	that	I	can't	do,	and	there's



nobody	that	can	hurt	me.	Obviously	the	rational	part	of	me	realizes
this	is	not	the	case	.	.	.	but	that's	how	good	he	makes	me	feel.	I	guess,
in	a	way,	he	became	the	voice	of	a	father	I	never	really	knew.

He	and	his	wonderful	voice	and	his	constant	guidance	filled	a	void
in	me	that	perhaps	I	never	even	realized	I	had.

As	the	water	came	up	touching	my	toes	I	felt	that	familiar	chill
crawl	through	my	feet,	ascending	my	legs	like	a	cool	electric	eel,
working	its	way	into	my	back	and	eventually	to	my	neck	where	I
shivered	briefly.	I	could	feel	that	my	breath	was	getting	a	bit	thinner,
the	teeth	at	the	back	of	my	mouth	starting	to	chatter	just	a	bit.

“Relax	young	Muriel,	you	will	be	fine—”	he	said,	and	before	I
could	react,	a	wave	that	seemed	as	big	as	a	mountain	top	overtook	me,
sweeping	me	to	sea	so	fast	that	only	a	slow-motion	camera	could	have
captured	it.

I	guess	I	was	like	a	torpedo,	or	even	faster.	It	seemed	like	I	could
have	been	a	bolt	of	lightning	in	the	water.	I	was	traveling	so	fast	and
at	such	great	speed	that	everything	was	a	blur.	I	couldn't	make	out	any
distinct	objects—mountains	and	peaks	and	valleys	were	all	just	gray
blue	smudges	that	I	left	as	I	went	deeper	and	deeper.

And	within	seconds	this	time	my	speed	was	decelerating	and	I	was
being	slowly	lowered	to	the	sea	floor	again.	The	familiar	jagged	rock
like	teeth,	and	the	large	surreal	looking	disk	set	in	the	middle	of	this
ring	of	teeth	glared	at	me	as	if	a	giant	monster	was	buried	beneath	the
silky	gray	sand	trying	its	best	to	swallow	the	disk.

As	I	was	deposited	to	the	soft	sand	below	I	again	heard	his	voice,
“Welcome	back.”

I	looked	up,	perhaps	more	awed	that	ever	before	at	the	beautiful



neon	colored	glowing	creatures	that	meandered	here	and	there	above
me.	They	swam	above	my	head,	glowing	little	beacons	like	bright
blinking	birds	in	the	night	sky.

And	I	looked	again	at	the	disk.	It	seemed	as	if	there	was	a	barrier
where	the	fish	above	me	would	not	cross,	as	if	the	area	inside	this	ring
was	off-limits	to	them.

“This	place	is	very	sacred	Muriel.	This	is	a	very	magical	place,	and
very	important	for	every	living	creature	on	this	planet.	No	regular
human	can	reach	this	place,	but	you	have	been	given	very	special
gifts.	Unlike	other	people,	this	place	is	so	deep	that	right	now	you
can't	even	imagine	that	you	have	the	ability	to	come	here.”

Now	that	I	look	at	the	disk	again	from	a	distance	I	see	what	looks
to	be	a	blue	glowing	outline	in	the	rough	shape	of	a	door.	But	that
doesn't	make	any	sense	to	me,	because	the	disk	is	only	a	few	feet
thick,	so	why	have	a	door	that	simply	leads	to	the	other	side	when	you
can	just	walk	around?

I	mean,	I	don't	know	if	those	were	my	exact	thoughts,	but	I'm	sure
it	was	the	5-year-old	kid	version	of	that.

“This	is	the	gateway	to	the	other	side,”	the	voice	said.

“What	does	that	mean?”	I	asked.	“What	other	side?”

He	beckoned	me	to	walk	forward,	“Approach	the	Gateway
slowly.”	His	tone	was	cautious	but	calm.	“It	will	all	make	sense	in
time.”

I	walked	slowly	forward,	my	wrists	starting	to	feel	cold,	like	two
big	pieces	of	ice	pressing	against	them.	The	closer	I	got	to	the	disk	the
more	I	could	make	out	that	there	was	a	definite	outline	in	the	center	of
it.



Again,	with	each	step	I	took	closer	to	the	object	my	wrists	began	to
sting	more	and	more.	I	felt	the	churning	of	the	water	around	me	and
the	vibration	and	the	feeling	that	someone	picked	up	the	entire	planet
and	was	shaking	it	between	their	hands	as	violently	as	possible.

“What	is	it?”	I	asked	as	I	approach	within	about	five	feet.	The	blue
light	that's	emanating	from	behind	the	outline	of	this	so-called
gateway	seems	full	of	excitement.	It's	almost	as	if	there	is	something
behind	it	moving	around	back	and	forth	.	.	.	or	several	somethings.

I	instinctively	took	a	step	back,	my	hands	and	arms	curling	to	my
stomach.	I'm	not	sure	why	exactly	but	the	idea	that	there	was	actually
something	behind	this	door	scared	me.

His	soothing	voice	continued,	“This	is	a	very	sacred	place.	A	place
where	no	other	human	can	come	except	for	you.”

What	does	it	do?	I	asked	him,	especially	skeptical	of	the
movement	behind	the	large	stone	gateway.

“This	is	a	doorway	of	sorts.”

To	where?	I	inquired.	And	I'm	not	sure	if	I	was	even	saying	the
things	aloud,	or	just	thinking	them.

“The	question	is	not	to	where,	but	rather	to	whom?”

Huh?

“I	want	you	to	make	your	way	around	to	the	other	side	of	the
gateway,”	he	instructed.

I	did	as	he	said.	Who	am	I	to	argue	with	a	strange	voice	that	in	the
middle	of	the	night	sucks	me	into	the	ocean	thousands	of	miles	away
from	anything	that	could	be	considered	sanity.

Just	as	on	the	front	side,	a	large	door	seemed	to	be	etched	out	of



the	middle	part	of	this	half	disc.	But	what	was	strange	to	me	was	that
the	light	emanating	from	behind	the	doorway	was	different.	Instead	of
the	cool	blue	light,	I	noticed	an	amber	color,	similar	to	something	I
might	see	on	those	cold	nights	when	my	mom	would	make	a	fire	in
our	small	brick	fireplace.

The	icy	feeling	in	my	wrists	turn	to	an	intense	burning,	and	it	was
almost	enough	to	bring	tears	to	my	eyes.

The	voice	warned	me,	“Pay	special	attention	Muriel,	these	two
doors	are	distinctly	different.	It	will	be	your	job	to	guard	these	doors.”

I'm	only	five,	so	how	am	I	supposed	to	do	that?	I	can	barely	even
reach	the	microwave.

He	seemed	to	almost	chuckle	at	my	thoughts.		“Do	not	worry,	we
will	prepare	you.	Remember	only	this:	the	red	door	is	never	to	be
opened	.	.	.	ever.”

Okay.

“Do	you	understand?”

Yes,	I	said	or	thought	or	whatever.	The	red	door	is	bad.	The	red
door	is	like	playing	with	fire.

“You're	a	very	bright	young	girl,”	he	told	me.	And	then,	just	as	I
was	about	to	ask	another	question	I	felt	myself	lifting	again,	and	in	a
flash	too	fast	to	fathom	I	found	myself	shuffling	up	the	beach	towards
my	house	again.	My	clothes	were	wet	and	I	was	cold	beyond	words.

And	yet	the	warmth	of	his	voice	made	me	feel	safe	and	loved.
There	was	still	one	question	I	had	wanted	to	ask.	Even	at	the	age	of
just	five	I	felt	the	need	to	ask	him	what	was	behind	the	doors.

What	or	who	was	so	dangerous	at	the	bottom	of	the	ocean	that	it



had	to	be	kept	locked	away	forever?



CHAPTER	8
Secondly,	we	must	consider	what	is	to	be	done	when	no	healing	grace	results

from	the	exorcism...	This	example	gives	rise	to	the	question,	whether	there	is	not
any	efficacy	in	other	benedictions	and	charms,	and	even	conjuration	is	by	way	of
exorcism;	for	they	seem	to	be	condemned	in	this	story.

(—The	Malleus	Maleficarum,	Heinrich	Kramer	and	James	Sprenger)



Guest	bedroom	at	the	Redding's	house,	Carrollton,	Texas	.	.	.

Thump-thump,	thump-thump,	thump-thump!!

Now	that	the	room	was	shaking,	I	think	Father	Alvarado	was	a
little	less	cavalier	about	sticking	around.	I	noticed	he	had	taken	a	step
back	with	his	hands	reaching	for	the	wall.	That	little	voice	in	our	head
that	tells	us	not	to	walk	into	oncoming	traffic,	it	was	probably	telling
him	to	get	out	of	this	room.	I	have	a	good	sense	for	things	like	this	.	.	.
well,	I	could	also	hear	his	teeth	chattering.

Real,	verifiable	demonic	possession	is	such	a	rarity	that	when	most
people	are	presented	with	it	their	world	view	starts	to	change.	I
wondered	this	to	myself	as	I	stared	deep	into	Peter's	cold	eyes	if	he
too	was	soul-searching.	In	the	same	way	that	I'm	sure	Father
Alvarado's	belief	was	being	shaken,	was	there	some	part	of	Peter—a
scientist	and	microbiologist	by	profession—that	was	a	little	bit	more
open	to	things	beyond	science?

“Father	Alvarado,	you	don't	need	to	be	here	for	this,”	I	said,	my
eyes	still	locked	on	Peter's.	Eye	contact	is	perhaps	the	most	important
thing	in	dealing	with	an	entity.

“No,	no,	I'm	fine.	I	need	to	see	this,”	the	now	trembling	priest	told
me	through	clenched	jaw.

Suddenly	Peter's	eyes	gloss	over	turning	liquidly	black,	like	wet
pearls.	And	I	knew	the	darkness	was	looking	at	me.	This	is	the	part
that	is	still	scary	every	single	time.	Recognition.	Awareness.

It's	like	getting	a	strange	call	at	3	in	the	morning,	and	even	though
nobody	is	talking	.	.	.	you	know	for	certain	that	somebody,	way	way
on	the	other	side	of	the	darkness	is	listening.



Well,	I	had	just	picked	up	the	phone.

Peter	started	to	smile,	his	thin	pale	skin	contorting	oddly	around
his	mouth.	It	looked	like	his	jaw	was	twice	the	size	that	it	had	been
just	moments	earlier.	I	have	seen	this	a	few	times	before,	when
yellows	try	to	scare	you.

They're	all	about	the	show.

Crack,	pop,	click,	pop,	pop!

I	could	hear	each	and	every	bone	in	Peter's	face	snapping	out	of
alignment	as	his	jaw	grew	even	bigger	and	more	grotesque.	Within
seconds	he	looked	like	some	strange	animal	that	might	have	been	a
distant	relative	of	Peter,	but	any	hint	of	the	human	had	now	been
flushed	away.

“Oh	dear	God,”	Father	Alvarado	muttered.	I	could	hear	panic	and
abject	horror	in	his	voice.

I	started	to	notice	Peter's	head	shifting	from	side	to	side,	his	eyes
still	locked	on	mine.	The	cracks	and	pops	and	snaps	were	more
muffled	now	as	I	could	hear	his	neck	clicking	while	it	rotated	from
right	to	left.	Something	about	his	movement	reminded	me	of	a	shark
swimming	through	the	water.

Father	Alvarado	was	still	in	the	early	stages	of	shock.	In	the
background	of	all	this	chaos,	words	falling	out	of	his	mouth	as	he
could	muster	them,	small	bits	and	pieces	of	familiar	Scripture	could
be	heard.

“.	.	.the	Lord	is	my	shepherd,	I	shall	not	want—”

Peter's	lips	started	to	peel	back	exposing	his	teeth,	and	a	contorted
voice	thundered,	“Shut	up,	human	insect!”



I	snapped	my	fingers	several	times,	drawing	the	beast's	attention
back	to	me.	“Over	here	Peter,	pay	attention	to	me.	Or	is	it	Maltus?”

I	turn	my	head,	my	eyes	still	focused	very	intently	on	Peter's,
“Father	Alvarado,	I	urge	you	to	leave	the	room	at	this	point	so	that	I
can	do	my	job.	It	will	be	much	easier	if	I	don't	have	to	worry	about
your	safety.”

Peter's	eyes	had	lowered,	and	for	the	first	time	there	was
movement	in	his	body	as	his	arms	extended	to	the	sides	of	his	body
like	wings.	“Let	the	Vatican's	lapdog	stay,”	Peter	hissed.	Each	word
that	he	spoke	seemed	like	it	was	fighting	its	way	out	of	Peter's	body.

I	didn't	wait	for	an	answer	from	Father	Alvarado.	This	was	getting
outside	the	area	of	his	ability	to	cope.	The	fight	against	evil	doesn't
get	any	better	if	guys	like	him	spend	the	rest	of	their	days	in	an	insane
asylum—a	rubber	room	and	a	Thorazine	drip	won't	help	humanity
fight	the	monsters	one	bit.

I	heard	the	door	quickly	opened	and	closed.	In	the	back	of	my
mind	now	I	could	hear	Gabe	talking	to	me,	teaching	me,	coaching	me.
He	had	prepared	me	for	this	kind	of	thing.	And	as	frightening
horrifying	as	it	was,	I	was	getting	better	at	it.	But	just	like	those	guys
that	jump	motorcycles	across	the	Grand	Canyon,	no	matter	how	good
you	get	at	it	there	is	a	chance	that	you	wont	make	the	jump	each	and
every	time.

“What	do	you	want?”

Peter's	enormous	jaw	started	chomping	over	and	over,	up-and-
down,	up-and-down,	as	if	he	was	hungry.	Like	a	creature	who	hadn't
eaten	in	years	savoring	his	first	taste	of	young	flesh.

“What	a	cute	little	girl	you	are,”	Peter	said,	the	words	gurgling	out



of	his	mouth.	“Have	you	come	to	read	me	Scripture?	Shall	we	hold
hands	and	share	a	deep	love	of	all	things	human?	Are	you	here	to	sing
to	me	.	.	.	to	show	me	the	good	and	grace	and	beauty	of	your	Lord	and
Savior?”

With	each	passing	word	his	eyes	seem	to	get	bigger.	This	was
definitely	a	yellow	trying	to	scare	the	crap	out	of	me.	And	I'll	have	to
admit	he	was	doing	a	pretty	good	job.	Rarely	can	yellows	have	this
much	affect	on	the	human	body.	All	his	movements	were	insect-like.

“Are	you	Maltus?”	I	said	calmly.

Peter's	teeth	slide	back	and	forth	over	his	tongue,	slowly	drawing
blood.	I'll	take	that	as	an	emphatic	no.

“Can	you	tell	me	your	name?”	I	asked,	barely	above	a	whisper.

Rather	than	answer,	Peter's	jaw	chomped	down	sharply,	and	it
sounded	like	a	hammer	smashing	on	concrete.

Gabe's	words	floated	around	in	the	back	of	my	thoughts,	dealing
with	a	demon	is	like	dealing	with	a	small	child—It	is	not	necessary	to
argue,	and	pointless	to	attempt	doing	so.

“Should	I	call	you	Peter,	then?”

No	answer,	just	more	of	the	chomping	and	biting.	Peter	started	to
waddle	out	of	the	corner	and	with	each	forced	movement	I	could	hear
tendons	tearing	and	snapping.	His	body	was	going	to	be	a	mess	if	I
didn't	get	this	over	with	soon.	He	was	already	starting	to	look	like	a
rag	doll.

But	it's	all	about	timing.	I	have	to	get	this	yellow	to	the	surface	so
that	I	can	snatch	it,	otherwise	it	could	disappear	into	the	depths	of
Peter's	soul,	only	to	resurface	days,	weeks,	or	even	months	later.	At
this	point,	with	this	much	physical	damage,	Peter's	body	may	not	be



able	to	survive	that.

The	mere	thought	of	him	going	into	a	coma	would	be	like	being
locked	away	in	some	horrible	prison	with	that	monster	in	his	cell.	He
would	be	a	life-long	mental	patient	by	the	time	they	ever	revived	him
from	that	nightmare—if	they	could	even	bring	him	back.

“Is	this	your	feeble	attempt	at	an	exorcism	little	human	monkey?”
Peter	asked,	almost	laughing	between	coughs	and	spits,	and	I	could
see	some	blood	and	saliva	mixed	starting	to	come	from	his	nose	and
mouth.

Instinctively	I	took	a	step	back	reaching	for	my	tools.

Within	an	instant	Peter	sprung	from	the	corner,	suddenly	standing
over	me,	looking	much	bigger	than	I	had	imagined	him	to	be.	His
twisted	face	was	looking	down	on	me	with	a	wicked	smile	that
screamed	insanity.	Blood	slowly	dripped	down	his	jaw,	flowing
towards	the	carpet.

Oddly,	instead	of	fearing	for	my	life,	I	was	strangely	comforted	in
the	knowledge	that	my	pullover	was	polyester	and	nylon	mixed.	A
little	club	soda	and	the	blood	would	come	right	out.

“Are	you	my	gift?	Are	you	my	little	toy	that	I	get	to	play	with	like
a	cat	with	a	tiny	mouse?”

What	is	your	name?

I	needed	him	to	say	it.	I	needed	to	get	the	word	out	of	his	mouth	so
that	I	could	snatch	him	up.

“And	what	would	you	do	if	you	knew	my	name?”	he	said	as	he
hovered	over	me.	He	looked	like	a	predator	deciding	which	part	of	me
he	wanted	to	eat	first.



“I	would	ask	you	what	you	are	doing	here,	and	why	did	you	pick
this	person	to	possess?”

“All	science	and	no	faith	makes	a	human	weak	and	feeble.	A
person	who	believes	in	nothing	can	be	frightened	very	easily.	Their
ego	will	leave	doors	open.	But	I	guess	you	religious	zealots	know	this
all	too	well,”	he	barked.	“It's	how	you	lead	all	of	the	little	sheep	that
follow	you	blindly.”

“I'm	not	really	very	religious,	myself,”	I	explained	as	my	hands
tightened	themselves	around	the	grips	of	my	knives	that	were	still
hidden	behind	my	back.

“A	priest	.	.	.	who's	not	religious?	What	kind	of	nonsense	is	this?”
He	almost	seemed	offended	at	the	thought.

I	decided	to	go	with	it,	“I'm	not	a	priest	at	all.	I	barely	just	got	my
drivers	license.	I	can't	legally	buy	alcohol,	or	go	to	R-rated	movies
without	an	adult	present—”

“Is	this	some	kind	of	game	to	you?”	the	demon	screamed,	probably
shaking	every	single	house	on	the	block.	“Do	you	think	I	will	not	rip
you	limb	from	limb	tearing	each	and	every	piece	of	your	body	apart
dining	on	your	feeble	frame?	You	have	no	divine	protection	in	this
form.	I	might	delight	in	tasting	your	flesh.”

“Oh,”	I	said,	really	trying	to	badger	him,	“I	doubt	you	could	do
anything	like	that.	You're	just	an	immature	little	boy	who	stole
someone's	body	for	a	while,	having	a	little	joy	ride	around	town.	The
only	thing	you're	going	to	eat	is	your	own	embarrassment,	when	the
others	find	out	how	much	of	a	pussy	you	really	are!”

“Pathetic	little	monkey,	how	dare	you	insult	me!	I	am	Nebirot,	
Lieutenant	to	the	great	Nebiros—Field	Marshal	and	Inspector	General



under	Lucifer!!”

And	as	the	word	Nebirot	escaped	his	twisted	jaw,	I	lunged	at	him.
My	elbow	crashed	into	his	face	sending	him	backwards	towards	the
corner	where	he	had	been	for	so	long.	I	caught	him	off	guard	and	this
gave	me	the	upper	hand.	Now	that	I	knew	his	name,	I	had	the	power
to	pull	him	out	of	Peter's	body.

But	I	had	to	act	quickly,	because	Demon	or	not	this	is	still	full-
grown	man	and	I'm	a	94	pound	girl.	Physics	don't	completely	favor
me	in	this	battle,	so	I	have	to	use	the	skills	that	Gabe	taught	me.

As	his	body	crashed	down	to	the	ground,	I	straddled	him,	my
knees	across	his	chest.	In	my	hands	were	the	blades,	forged	from
another	place,	their	edges	so	sharp	that	they	could	cut	through
electricity.	I	rained	several	well-placed	elbows	down	onto	the
creature's	face	as	I	began	to	speak	.	.	.

Now	it's	time	to	conjure	Nebirot,	remove	him	from	this	human
body,	and	take	him	back	to	where	he	belongs—imprisoned	with	the
other	monsters	behind	the	door	of	the	Gateway.

All	around	me	the	room	was	shaking,	everything	vibrating
violently.	Dust	and	debris	was	falling	from	the	walls.	The	bed,	the	end
table,	the	lamps	and	light	fixtures	were	all	smashing	and	shattering
around	me.

“In	the	name	of	the	Father,	and	of	the	Son,	and	of	the	Holy	Ghost.
Take	heed!	Come,	all	spirits!	By	the	virtue	and	power	of	your	King,
by	the	seven	crowns	and	chains	of	your	kings—”

Back	and	forth	he	thrashed,	his	back	arching	impossibly	high,	the
sound	of	bones	tearing	and	breaking	beneath	the	thin	surface	of	the
skin.	Blood	and	mucus	and	spit	were	spraying	from	his	mouth	and



nose.

His	eyes	were	now	three	times	as	big	as	they	had	been,	glowering
at	me.	I	knew	if	he	had	even	one	chance	he	would	tear	me	to	ribbons.

I	continued,	“.	.	.all	spirits	of	the	Hells	are	forced	to	appear	in	my
presence	before	this	pentacle	or	circle	of	Solomon,	whensoever	I	shall
call	them	.	.	.”

I	lowered	my	body,	my	knees	touching	the	floor	beside	him	just
under	his	armpits,	my	arms	with	the	sharpest	blades	in	the	universe
held	fiercely	in	my	grasp	as	I	tried	to	steady	myself.

Gargling	and	spitting	and	puking	and	screaming,	he	continued	to
thrash	about.

“.	.	.	Come,	then,	all	at	my	orders,	to	fulfill	that	which	is	in	your
power,	as	commanded.	Come,	Nebirot,	from	the	East,	South,	West,
and	North!	I	conjure	thee	and	command	you,	by	the	virtue	and	power
of	Him	who	is	three	.	.	.”

One	of	the	creatures	arms	whipped	by	my	face,	his	jagged
fingernails	slicing	into	my	cheek	as	I	winced.	I	lowered	my	head	even
closer	to	his	dodging	his	attempts	to	chew	into	my	face	and	neck.
Elbow	after	elbow	I	dropped	on	him,	digging	the	blades	of	the	knives
into	the	wall	to	steady	me.

“.	.	.	Eternal,	Equal,	who	is	God	indivisible,	consubstantial,	in	a
word,	who	has	created	the	heavens,	the	sea,	and	all	which	is	under
heaven!”

Suddenly,	I	could	see	panic	in	the	monstrous	black	eyes.	I	could
see	the	realization	and	for	a	split	second,	maybe	I	saw	a	momentary
flash	of	fear.

“I	order	you,	Nebirot,	to	leave	this	body	for	now	and	for	eternity!”



I	screamed.

The	creature's	body	instantly	stiffened,	its	arms	and	knees	curling
into	the	fetal	position.	I	raised	both	my	hands	high,	my	grip	very	tight
on	the	shiny	gray	blades,	their	tips	pointed	downwards	like	talons.

And	with	every	ounce	of	force	I	could	muster	I	brought	the	blades
down	on	the	creature's	face—one	blade	for	each	enlarged,	liquidy	eye.
The	sensation	I	felt	was	like	stabbing	down	into	sticks	of	butter,	the
creature's	enormous	eyes	engulfing	the	blades	completely.	Luckily	for
Peter,	these	blades	would	not	hurt	human	flesh.

The	terrifying	scream	and	howl	shook	every	part	of	me.	And	I
could	feel	a	kind	of	electric	explosion	knocking	me	away	from	Peter's
body.	I	rolled	quickly	and	got	back	to	my	feet,	still	kneeling,	finding
myself	on	the	other	side	of	the	bed.

I	raised	both	of	the	blades	defensively,	in	case	there	was	something
I	had	missed.	Peter's	body	thrashed	back	and	forth,	his	head	and	arms
and	legs	crashing	and	thrusting	in	all	directions.	And	moments	later	I
could	see	the	human	part	of	Peter	fall	away	from	the	monster.

Like	a	piece	of	fruit	being	cut	in	half,	a	faded,	translucent	image	of
the	contorted	twisted	monster	fell	to	the	left,	while	the	now	human
form	of	Peter	collapsed	in	a	heap	to	the	right.

The	door	swung	open	behind	me	as	Father	Alvarado	entered,	his
voice	almost	in	a	panic,	“Ms.	Chase	are	you	alright?!”

Stay	back,	Father,	I	warned	with	one	of	my	blades.	I	approached
the	two	bodies	very	slowly,	making	sure	I	hadn't	overlooked	anything.

Peter,	was	starting	to	gain	consciousness,	still	gaunt	and
emaciated,	with	several	broken	bones,	ripped	tendons	and	torn
muscles,	especially	in	his	face.	I'm	not	a	doctor,	but	I'm	guessing	he's



going	to	need	reconstructive	surgery.	His	eyes	were	now	back	to	the
size	of	a	relatively	normal	person,	and	I	couldn't	tell	for	sure	but	I
think	they	were	blue.		He	was	badly	mangled,	but	at	least	he	was
alive.

On	the	left,	at	a	frequency	that	I	think	only	a	few	people	such	as
myself	can	actually	see,	was	the	beaten	and	frightened	faded	image	of
Nebirot.	I	approached	cautiously,	standing	over	him	with	both	of	the
blades	directed	towards	his	face.

I	could	hear	behind	me	as	Father	Alvarado	and	one	of	the
bodyguards	rolled	Peter	very	carefully	onto	a	small	stretcher	after
placing	a	C-collar	on	his	neck.	Soon	some	of	the	Vatican's	own
doctors	would	be	caring	for	Peter,	but	right	now	was	about	getting	the
necessary	medical	attention	with	the	least	amount	of	publicity.	My
guess	is	they	would	stage	a	car	accident	or	something	of	that	nature	to
cover	up	what	was	really	happening.

I	could	see	the	creature	writhing	in	pain,	and	probably	a	fair
amount	of	embarrassment.	Still	curled	in	a	ball,	he	turned	to	me
hissing	just	above	a	whisper,	“You	pathetic	little	girl	.	.	.	you	have	no
idea	what's	really	going	on	.	.	.	you're	just	a	silly	little	child.”

I	knelt	down	above	him,	my	face	very	close	to	his,	the	razor-sharp
tips	of	each	blade	floating	at	the	edges	of	his	wincing	eyes,	“Why
don't	you	go	tell	all	of	your	friends	that	you	got	your	ass	kicked	by	a
girl	who	has	a	collection	of	Juicy	bracelets,	and	still	eats	Lucky
Charms	for	breakfast.”

I	heard	Father	Alvarado's	voice	behind	me,	“What	will	we	do	now
Ms.	Chase?”

The	tips	of	the	blades	still	pointed	at	Nebirot's	large	eyes,	“	its	up
to	him,	really.”



“What	is	going	to	happen	to	me?”	Nebirot	whispered	fearfully.

I	whispered	back	to	him,	“You're	going	back	to	the	Gateway.”

Father	Alvarado	could	not	see	the	demon.	He	could	not	hear	the
demons	words,	nor	could	he	make	out	my	response.	Again,	these	are
things	he	didn't	need	to	know.

Not	yet,	anyway.

Very	carefully	I	pulled	up	the	sleeves	on	my	jacket,	exposing	the
half-moon	marks	on	my	wrists	to	the	demon.	His	eyes	blinked
furiously,	trying	to	understand	what	he	was	seeing.	The	look	on	his
face	was	pure	disbelief.

“You	.	.	.	you	are	the	chosen	one?”	he	said,	the	words	being	little
more	than	air	as	they	escaped	his	mouth.

“Tell	your	friends,”	I	warned	him,	“the	earth	is	not	your
playground,	humans	are	not	your	toys.	If	you	come	back	again,	I
won't	be	returning	you	to	the	gateway	.	.	.”

I	didn't	have	to	say	it	because	the	warning	was	fairly	clear.	I	was
taking	him	back	to	his	prison,	but	if	he	escaped	again	I	would	deliver
him	to	the	other	door—the	blue	door—and	let	the	other	beings	have
their	way	with	him.

He	turned	away	from	me	closing	his	eyes,	dejected	and	knowing
his	fate.	I	quickly	placed	one	of	the	knives	behind	my	back,	the	other
knife	still	pointed	at	his	face	while	my	free	hand	grabbed	for	my
necklace.	A	small	vial	of	sea	water	was	held	at	the	end	of	my	necklace
by	silver	clasp.

I	pinched	the	clasp,	freeing	the	small	glass	vial,	and	with	the	same
hand	my	thumb	and	forefinger	unscrewed	the	cap.	Like	a	mist	being
sucked	into	a	vacuum,	Nebirot's	faded	body	was	inhaled	into	the	vial



and	within	seconds	he	was	gone.

I	secured	the	top	of	the	vile,	placed	it	inside	the	silver	clasp	around
my	neck	and	turned	to	Father	Alvarado	who	was	watching	in	near
disbelief.

“And	this	is	what	you	do?”

I	shrugged,	“It	beats	washing	dishes	and	mowing	the	lawn.”

A	weak	smile	played	across	his	tired	face.		“What	.	.	.what	happens
now?”

“Well,”	I	said	as	I	placed	a	knives	back	in	the	bag,	slinging	the	bag
over	my	shoulder,	“.	.	.	now	they	remodel	this	room,	get	Peter	a
speech	therapist	and	some	good	pain	pills,	and	we	go	eat	at	that	cool
Asian	fusion	restaurant	I	saw	when	we	left	the	airport.”

I	could	feel	the	slight	sting	from	my	cheek	where	the	yellow	had
scraped	me,	but	the	feeling	of	victory	was	strong	enough	that	I	wore
my	scratches	like	a	badge	of	courage.

	



APPENDIX	C:	HOW	MY	GAY	UNCLE	F’ED	UP
CHRISTMAS:	THE	LEGEND	OF	SODOMY	CAT	We	have	decided,
at	the	request	of	several	of	our	early	readers,	to	include	the	first	50	or	so	pages	of
the	novels	we	used	in	the	earlier	parts	of	this	book	so	that	writers	can	see	the

pace,	cadence,	and	flow	that	followed	those	Prologues.	This	should,	we	believe,
assist	you	in	understanding	the	speed	at	which	the	rising	Introduction	flows	into

the	Rising	Action.

WARNING:	The	following	material	contains	explicit	content.	Please	ensure
that	you	are	over	the	age	of	17,	don’t	have	a	weak	stomach,	or	have	an	aversion
to	sexually	related	content.	If	the	title	offends	you,	then	skip	this	one!		You’ve
been	warned!
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Prologue



TODAY,	9:32	AM	.	.	.

These	chairs	are	less	comfortable	than	having	a	bunch	of	rusty	old	nails
shoved	up	your	ass.		And	as	I	try	to	politely	squirm	around	I'm	feeling	this	kind
of	pulsating	feeling	in	my	pants.		My	slacks—that	I've	only	worn	twice	in	my
life—they're	just	light	and	smooth	enough	to	slide	by	my	boxer	briefs	in	just	the
right	way.		I	don't	know	if	that's	by	design	or	if	I'm	just	being	hypersensitive.	
But	I'm	swelling	for	sure.	

I	swear	to	god,	if	I	get	an	erection	during	a	funeral	.	.	.	that	will	just	be	the
end	of	it.	

The	final	chapter	on	my	skewed	life.

My	gay	uncle	Gary,	he	once	told	me	to	think	of	old	women	getting	torn	apart
by	ravenous	wolves	whenever	I	feel	a	chubby	coming.		He	said	that's	the	image
that	short	circuits	your	brain	into	killing	the	blood	supply	to	your	wood.	

He	said	it's	an	age-old	technique.	

But	if	you	think	of	that	scene	even	one	time	while	you're	masturbating	.	.	.
that's	it.		From	that	moment	on	a	pack	of	wild	dogs	chomping	down	on	a	bunch
of	old	biddies	is	the	turn-on	of	all	time.		So	I'm	trying	not	to	think	about	that	one,
anymore.

When	you're	sitting	at	a	funeral,	all	sorts	of	things	go	swimming	through
your	mind.		Imagine	ideas	as	electric	eels	just	sparking	and	shocking	those	dark
places	in	the	back	of	your	mind	where	you	store	all	the	really	subdued,	bridled
memories	you	don't	care	to	think	about.		Ethereal,	surreal,	thoughts.		All	those
skeletons	in	your	proverbial	closet.

Well,	in	my	family	model,	the	memories	are	a	bit	more	unusual	and
unconventional—something	between	grotesque	and	absurd.		Anyway,	this	is	one
of	those	stuffy	occasions	where	you	think	about	the	things	you	desperately	want



to	forget.

And	there's	a	peculiarity	to	everything.		Like	we're	all	stuck	in	a	graphic
novel	where	colors	have	smells	and	people	are	two-dimensional.		Everything
gloss-covered	and	the	perspective	is	off	just	a	tinge.		You	know,	we're	all
wearing	drab	colors,	and	people	aren't	sad	enough	to	cry,	but	they	don't	dare
smile.		They	keep	it	just	dark	enough	in	here	that	even	the	people	who	are	still
alive	might	as	well	be	corpses.	

The	living	seem	more	dead	than	those	who	are	speaking	to	us	from	the
grave.

There's	a	lot	of	furtive	gesturing,	shifty	eyes	and	whatnot.		I	think	this	guy	in
front	of	me	is	somebody	from	my	uncle's	side	of	the	family.		He's	got	the	same
male-pattern	baldness	going	on.		Same	pasty	white	skin	with	three	or	four	coats
of	magic-tan	spray—sun	in	a	6-ounce	bottle.		I	don't	know	if	he's	gay	or	straight,
or	on	one	of	those	fences	that	bi-curious	people	find	themselves	straddling
during	their	mid-30s.		The	woman	that's	with	him	has	jet-black	hair	that,	up
close,	looks	like	strands	of	nylon.		Like	high-tensile	strength	fishing	line.		Guitar
strings	painted	black.

People	here	don't	know	how	to	be	people.		Honestly,	I	can't	tell	you	if	any	of
them	actually	have	any	genetic	connection	to	me.		Biologically,	I	would	put
them	somewhere	between	Homo	erectus	and	Homo	sapiens.		They	walk	upright
and	basically	understand	how	to	use	tools,	but	the	concept	of	having	a	television
screen	on	your	cell	phone	boggles	their	minds.		If	they	knew	you	could	get	on
Google	and	see	yourself	from	space	they	would	probably	shit	all	over
themselves.

These	are	people	pretending	to	be	real	people.	

And	I'm	not	just	talking	about	that	nice	old	lady	with	bluish-grey	hair	and
mismatched	earrings	who	thinks	this	is	a	wedding.		I'm	not	referring	to	the	well-
dressed	Hispanic	midget	in	the	front	row	that's	holding	hands	with	a	blond	that



could	easily	be	a	swimsuit	model.	

When	you	find	yourself	in	an	environment	like	this,	with	clocks	not	even
ticking,	at	all	.	.	.	you	have	time	to	ponder	the	fabric	of	the	universe.		My	mind	is
analyzing	everything	from	a	theoretical	viewpoint.		I	could	be	Einstein,	or	Roger
Penrose,	or	Stephen	Hawkings.		I	need	to	focus	on	complex	mathematical
formulas.	

Anything	so	that	I	don't	get	a	hard-on.		You	have	to	think	of	the	more
philosophical	stuff.	

That	being	said,	I	guess	I	need	to	tell	you	how	my	gay	uncle	fucked-up
Christmas.



CHAPTER	1



NOT	THAT	MANY	YEARS	AGO	.	.	.

Christmas	at	our	place,	it	was	always	a	festive	occasion.		We	pulled	out	all
the	stops.		We	had	the	trees	with	glowing	hot	lights	and	ornaments	from	at	least
three	continents.		There	was	an	Angel	near	a	Jewish	star	next	to	a	little	Muslim
guy—who	is	supposed	to	be	Mohammed,	but	looks	more	like	a	holiday
hijacker.	

We	had	the	lights	out	front,	woven	through	the	bushes	so	that	you	could	turn
them	on	and	see	whole	ecosystems	of	insects	in	blue	and	green	and	orange	and
red.		So	hot	that	leaves	are	melting	in	every	color	of	the	rainbow,	falling	to	the
ground	burnt	to	a	crisp.

We	had	a	nativity	scene	out	in	the	front	yard,	surrounded	by	Santa,	and	even
some	elves.		The	idea	that	none	of	these	symbols	should	ever	be	in	the	same	zip
code	was	apparently	lost	on	my	family.		Christmas	was	a	time	for	lots	of	lights
and	lots	of	music	and	anything	that	added	to	that	was	accepted.	

Every	kind	of	food	you	can	imagine,	we	had	it.		At	any	given	time	there	were
at	least	14	different	varieties	of	hors	d'oeuvres.		We	had	two	different	kinds	of
eggnog	to	wash	it	down.		One	for	the	parents,	and	one	for	the	children.		There
was	a	special	card	that	said	'Adults	Only'	in	thick	black	ink	to	delineate	between
the	two.		Adults	Only	meant:	Full	of	alcohol.		More	alcohol	than	eggnog.		We
started	using	the	card	a	few	years	back,	after	one	of	my	cousins	got	tanked	and
threw-up	while	cutting	into	the	Christmas	turkey.	

Those	cards,	that	was	my	family's	version	of	evolution.

Seriously,	this	was	a	huge	event	for	our	family.		My	gay	uncle	Gary	had
made	some	money	in	computers	or	something.		A	lot	of	money.		Not	enough	to
buy	us	all	cars	for	Christmas,	but	enough	to	buy	us	all	Rolexes.		Although,	he
never	did.



Anyway,	I'm	doing	the	tight-legged	pee-pee	dance,	dragging	myself	down	a
hallway	trying	desperately	to	find	a	bathroom.	As	I've	already	had	about	13
glasses	of	eggnog	and	eaten	enough	chilled	shrimp	and	cocktail	sauce	to	make
me	deliberate	on	each	and	every	breath	I	take,	I	need	to	pee.	

There's	Nat	King	Cole	wafting	throughout	the	house,	telling	us	how	a
holiday	like	this	should	really	feel.		So,	I've	got	Christmas	hitting	me	from	just
about	every	sensory	angle	possible,	and	my	eyes	are	watering	because	I	have	to
relieve	my	bladder.		And	I	see	a	bathroom	with	the	door	closed.		I	give	it	a
glance	down,	make	sure	there's	no	light	spilling	out	from	under	the	door.	

It's	dark,	so	it	must	be	empty.

And	I'm	a	kid,	so	I	don't	do	the	prudent	thing	and	knock.		No,	I	just	barge	on
in,	fumbling	for	the	light	switch.	

Looking	back,	if	I	could	take	back	any	five	seconds	of	my	life,	it	would	be
those	next	five.		I'd	gladly	rewind	myself	back	out	into	the	hallway	and	find	a
closet	to	piss	in.		I'd	even	take	pissing	all	over	myself	and	take	all	the	emotional
badgering	that	would	follow.	

Just	those	five	seconds	was	enough	to	leave	a	scar.

Anyway,	as	the	door	opens,	the	light	behind	me	pouring	into	the	bathroom,	I
see	something	standing	in	the	corner,	near	the	toilet.		But	when	you're	a	kid,	and
you're	on	borrowed	time,	you	don't	compute	things	correctly.		Your	mind	doesn't
discern	shadows	and	shapes	in	the	corner	of	a	bathroom.		The	little	voice	that
would	normally	say	'back	away,'	it	doesn't	sound.

All	the	alarms	that	are	supposed	to	go	off	are	overwhelmed	by	my	desire	to
take	a	leak.		And	I	flip	on	the	light.		And	what	I	see,	it	basically	changes	me
forever.	

It's	one	of	those	things	you	see,	but	you	can't	ever	un-see.		Like	it's	burnt
onto	your	retinas.		Etched	into	the	back	of	your	corneas.		Stuck	forever	in	the



bundle	of	nerves	and	muscles	in	your	occipital	lobes.

Funny	thing	is,	two	months	later	I'm	living	with	my	gay	uncle	Gary.		He's
my	parents,	now.		He's	my	life	coach.		And	that's	when	I	kind	of	disappeared	as
a	kid.		That's	when	I	started	hiding	inside	my	old	books	and	encyclopedias	and
late-night	television	programming.

In	my	mind,	where	important	things	like	biology	and	philosophy	should	be,
there's	only	just	random,	non	sequitur	bits	of	literature	and	film.		The	words	and
images	that	buffed	against	my	forgotten	childhood.		They	were	my	inoculations
against	pain.		I	was	never	meant	to	be	brought	up	like	this,	it's	just	my	family's
version	of	Darwinism.

I	never	asked	Gary	about	that	five	seconds	in	our	shared	history.		And	he
never	brought	it	up.			It	was	one	of	those	things	that	we	all	quietly	agreed	never
really	happened.		Like	Iran/Contra,	the	holocaust,	or	the	moon	landings.		If	you
don't	talk	about	something	for	long	enough,	it	doesn't	exist.		The	past	is	replaced
by	a	less	hurtful	version	of	the	truth.

So	that's	what	we	did.

That's	how	I	was	taught	to	cope.

And	I	don't	think	it	worked	so	well.	

This	story,	my	story,	it's	not	a	thrill	ride.		It	won't	make	you	feel	like	a	better
human	being.		There	is	absolutely	no	profound	wisdom	in	these	pages.		No
paradigm-shifting	catharsis.		None	of	that.		People	don't	win	awards	for	stuff	like
this.	

Most	likely,	you'll	want	to	take	a	shower.		Clean	that	junk	out	from
underneath	your	fingernails.		Maybe	get	a	physical.		Get	some	shots.		Anything
you	can	think	of	that'll	help	you	forget	what	you're	about	to	read.		Perhaps	you'll
be	able	to	forget	me	the	way	we	forget	the	uglier	parts	of	our	past.

But,	even	though	I'm	fully	aware	of	how	unsettling	my	story	is,	I	have	to	tell



it.		I	need	to	get	it	out	there.		Because,	if	I	don't	tell	somebody,	anybody,	about
me,	I'll	probably	end	up	some	lazy-eyed	psycho.		That	guy	you	hear	about	on	the
5-o'clock	news,	who's	found	walking	through	a	furniture	store	with	gum	in	his
hair,	a	pair	of	flip-flops,	an	army	vest	.	.	.	and	a	loaded	shotgun.	

Where	are	the	fucking	sofa-sleepers?

I'm	not	saying	I	am	that	guy,	but	I	might	be.		Who	knows	what	turns	us	into
monsters?		We	all	have	a	switch.		I	don't	think	I've	got	that	kind	of	horrible
potential,	but	then	.	.	.	neither	did	Dr.	Jekyll.	

So,	I	need	to	tell	you	this	history	of	me.		For	me.

My	name	is	Trevor	.	.	.	and	this	is	my	story.



CHAPTER	2



FIRST	DAY	WITH	MY	GAY	UNCLE	GARY	.	.	.

Almost	any	subject	you	can	think	of,	there's	a	spot	in	my	brain	hooked	to	it.	
I	mean,	don't	get	me	wrong,	I	don't	know	everything.		Not	by	a	long	shot.		But	I
have	some	bit	of	old,	useless	knowledge	tacked-up	there.		That's	how	I	coped
with	the	shit	I	couldn't	cope	with.

I'll	give	you	a	for	instance.

We	use	this	one	every	day:		A.M.		Probably,	you	can't	find	ten	people	out	of
a	thousand	who	actually	know	what	it	means.		But	if	you	ran	into	me	at	the
library,	or	in	a	movie	theater,	I'd	tell	you	it	is	the	abbreviation	for	ante
meridiem.		It's	Latin.		It	means	'before	noon'.		It	also	could	be	anno	mundi,	in	the
'year	of	the	world'.		And	if	I	really	want	to	be	an	elitist	prick,	I'll	remind	you	that
it's	also	used	for	the	Master	of	Arts	degree—like	M.A.	is	used.		See,	in	Latin	the
A	would	be	used	first.		In	English,	we	place	the	M	first.

Seriously,	my	mind	is	just	full	of	that	kind	of	pointless	information.		It's	my
escape	from	the	awkward	realm	I	call	reality.

How	I	got	through	school	was	by	memorizing,	not	learning.		How	I	made	it
past	my	years	living	with	gay	uncle	Gary	was	by	becoming	numb,	not	feeling.	
I'm	not	claiming	this	as	the	way	somebody	else	should	live	their	early	years.		But
when	you	see	your	short,	fat	uncle	coming	in	two	or	three	times	a	day	with	those
black	plastic	bags	that	they	give	you	at	the	sex	shops,	you	look	the	other	way.

When	your	guncle—gay	plus	uncle—buys	enough	D-cell	batteries	to	power
a	nuclear	reactor,	you	bury	your	face	in	another	encyclopedia.		When	the	power
being	drained	from	Gary's	bedroom	is	enough	to	dim	the	lights,	not	just	in	our
house,	but	along	this	whole	side	of	the	block	for	as	far	as	I	can	see	.	.	.	well,
maybe	you		turn	the	television	up	a	little	louder.

When	I	first	started	living	with	my	guncle,	he	sat	me	down	at	a	large	glass



table	in	the	living	room.		Think	of	grey	and	white	marbled	floors,	cold	and
polished	enough	to	see	the	insides	of	your	pant	legs.		Imagine	furniture	that
comes	with	birth	certificates,	just	so	the	owner's	can	prove	their	lineage.		Picture
artwork	worth	so	much	money	that	people	ask,	'	.	.	.	That's	a	lithograph	.	.	.
right?'

Think	of	giant,	flat-screen,	HD	televisions	that	come	up	from	underneath	the
floor.		A	swimming	pool	with	it's	own	waterfall,	and	a	bar	inside	the	cascading
wall	of	water.		A	thermometer	that	alters	the	climate	by	listening	to	who's	in	the
room.		That's	my	gay	uncle	Gary's	house.

Gary's	sitting	across	this	glass	table—so	thick	it's	blue—and	he	tells	me,	very
calmly,	his	hands	folded	on	top	of	each	other,	“Trevor,	your	dad	and	I	didn't	see
eye	to	eye	on	everything.”

Understatement	of	all	time.		Like	saying,	the	sun	is	warm.

“.	.	.	he	had	his	way,	and	I	have	mine.		And	it's	not	about	anyone	being	right
or	wrong.”

My	dad,	he	hated	Gary	like	most	people	hated	that	Nazi	torturer,	Joseph
Mengele—the	Angel	of	Death.		He	hated	my	guncle	the	way	people	hate	Paris
Hilton,	but	where	you	know	there's	a	hint	of	envy	stashed	away	in	there
somewhere.		

“.	.	.	But	I	still	loved	your	dad,	just	like	I	love	everyone	else	in	this	family,”
he	says,	his	fingers	manicured	to	perfection.		He	could	be	a	hand	model	if	his
fingers	weren't	so	chubby.		Like	little	manicured	pink	bananas.

Everyone	in	our	estranged	family	likes	Gary	because	he's	loaded.		If	he	didn't
have	the	money,	they'd	have	pushed	him	over	the	edge	of	a	cliff	long	ago.		If	he
wasn't	the	financial	foundation	which	kept	the	constant	cries	for	help	muffled,
they'd	have	put	strychnine	in	his	Red	Bull	first	chance	they	got.		Or	thrown	a
pillow	over	his	face	during	a	nap.	



People	quietly	plot	grandiose	mutinies	in	our	family.

They	had	to	love	Gary	because	he	was	our	Wizard	of	Oz.	

The	guy	you	could	turn	to.	

Like	when	my	cousin	Tina,	on	my	mom's	side.		When	she	got	pregnant	and
needed	a	very	complicated	procedure	after	she	tried	to	do-it-herself	with	a
twisted	coat	hanger.		All	she	ended-up	doing	was	making	a	mess,	but	the	fetus
was	still	alive.		Gary's	lawyers	were	called-in	to	keep	Tina	out	of	prison.		And	I
guess,	somewhere,	I've	got	a	scarred-up	nephew.

Or	when	our	other	uncle,	Steve,	got	liquored-up	and	crashed	his	car	into	the
side	of	a	school	bus	full	of	Jehovah's	Witnesses.		Talk	about	a	shitload	of	bad
karma	on	that	one.		We've	had	a	running	pool	that	he's	going	to	slip	on	some
banana	peel	or	get	hit	by	a	stray	bullet	at	any	time.		It's	was	up	to	$835	the	last
time	I	checked.		I	took	death	by	electrocution,	so	I	figure	that	money's	as	good	as
mine.	

Anyway,	Gary	saved	the	day	on	that	one,	too.		And	now	he's	trying	to
become	the	last	thing	he'd	ever	imagine	being	.	.	.	a	parent.		My	legal	guardian.		I
can	tell	he's	uncomfortable	with	this.		Not	as	uncomfortable	as	I	was	when	he
bought	hamsters	and	duct-tape	and	a	5-gallon	bucket	of	Mayonnaise	for	an
experiment.

But	I	can	see	this	isn't	easy	for	him.

“.	.	.	I'm	going	to	take	care	of	you.		I'm	going	to	give	you	everything	you
need	to	become	a	successful	adult.		To	be	able	to	.	.	.	to,”	he	shrugs,	“.	.	.	to
become	the	man	you	can	be.		I	want	you	to	feel	at	home.		I	will	respect	your
privacy.		You	must	respect	mine.”

At	this	point,	I	don't	know	about	the	gas-powered	purple	dildo,	or	the	body
condoms,	or	the	swing	set	in	his	shower.		So,	this	whole	privacy	thing,	I'm
thinking	it's	just	about	him	being	undeniably	gay.		And	I'm	a	kid,	so	I	don't



understand	what	all	that	entails.		I	mean,	I've	only	seen	like,	3	minutes	of	Queer
Eye	for	the	Straight	Guy,	so	I	get	it,	I	just	don't	get	it.

“.	.	.	and	this	house	is	your	house.		Anything	you	want,	if	you	can	prove	to
me	that	it	will	benefit	your	intellectual	development	in	some	way,	I'll	get	it	for
you.		Whatever	food	you	need,	you	can	give	your	order	to	Bruce—our	chef—
and	he'll	prepare	it.”

I'm	not,	even	now,	sure	which	way	Bruce	swings.		He	is,	um,	sexually
ambiguous,	and	hard	to	figure	out.		But	he	is	the	most	incredible	chef	this	side	of
the	Mississippi.

“.	.	.	I	want	you	to	complete	all	of	your	studies,	and	if	you	have	any
problems,	Bruce	and	I	can	help	you.		If	there's	something	we	can't	figure	out,
we'll	find	somebody	who	can.		I	guess	.	.	.”	he	says	looking	down	at	the	ocean	of
crystal	blue	table	between	us,	“I	just	want	you	to	succeed.		Be	the	one	man	in
this	family	that	becomes	something	great.”

I	tell	him,	Uncle	Gary	.	.	.	I	think	you're	a	success.

And	that	brings	a	smile	to	his	round	face.		When	he	smiles,	his	cheeks	turn
all	rosy	and	his	eyes	get	partially	obscured	by	all	the	skin.

“Thank	you,	Trevor.”		And	then	his	smile	fades,	“But	I	think	you'll	hear	the
family	calling	me	anything	but	successful.		I'm	their	embarrassment.		Their	dirty
smudge	and	indignity.		They	only	like	me	because	I'm,	well	.	.	.	you	know.”

I	don't	know	what	to	say	to	him.		I've	only	ever	seen	the	side	of	him	that	he
shows	us	at	parties.		At	Christmas	and	Thanksgiving	and	Easter	and	Birthdays.	
I've	only	seen	other	people	around	him	when	he's	giving	them	things,	or	they're
angling	for	him	to.

Mom	liked	you,	I	say	to	him.

He	nods	slowly	to	himself,	a	kind	of	sad	smile	briefly	lighting	up	his	eyes
before	they	fade	again.		“I	liked	Candice	a	lot.		She	was	a	wonderful	woman.”	



He	unfolded	his	hands	and	steepled	them,	“Let's	you	and	I	become	friends.		I
won't	try	and	be	your	father.		I'll	just	be	your	friend.		You	know,	when	you	want
some	advice,	or	when	you're	feeling	down.		No	pressure.		No	motives.”

My	guncle,	he's	a	strange	fellow,	but	he's	got	a	good	heart.		Sure,	he	has
special	nipple	clamps	that	run	electricity	into	his	body.		Yeah,	he's	the	guy	who
plays	dress-up	with	himself.		With	wigs	and	make-up	and	assless	chaps.		He's
that	guy.	

But	he's	the	only	guy	that	cares	about	me.		The	only	one	who	would	take	me
in.		None	of	my	plethora	of	aunts	and	uncles	and	cousins	and	grandparents
wanted	to	take	on	the	responsibility	that	was	me.	

I	never	thought	of	myself	as	a	burden	when	those	same	people	were	hugging
me	at	Christmas,	giving	me	multicolored	sweaters	that	would	get	me	beat-up	in
school.		No,	it	was	all	smiles	and	kisses	and	hugs.		Lots	of	proud	appraisals.	
You	know,	plenty	of	he's	going	to	be	a	fine	young	man,	and	that	Trevor	of	yours
is	so	smart.

He's	so	polite.

What	a	gentlemen.

He	has	such	perfect	manners.

None	of	the	people	that	said	those	things,	not	a	one	of	them	wanted	me.	
They	all	claimed	that	the	economy	was	in	a	tight	spot.		Too	unsteady	to	take	on	a
teenager.		The	dollar	is	just	too	weak.	

One	of	my	grandparents	actually	said	that	they	couldn't	keep	me	because	of
the	problems	in	the	middle	east.		How	they	were	growing,	spiraling	out	of
control.		And	with	a	political	climate	as	volatile	as	this	one,	it	wouldn't	be
prudent	to	have	a	young	child	in	their	house.		Like	I	might	need	my	diaper
changed,	but	the	situation	was	just	too	tense	on	the	Iranian	border.		Never	mind
that	I'm	almost	15	when	this	discussion	takes	place.



My	aunt	Gwyneth—who	I	think	is	a	blood	relative	of	my	guncle—she	said
that	she	didn't	understand	children	enough	to	take	on	another	one.		And	that's	an
odd	stance	for	her	to	take	seeing	as	she	has	three	daughters	around	my	age.	
Claire,	Daisy,	and	Karin.	

Thing	is,	none	of	my	cousins	even	have	the	same	eye	color	as	their	parents.	
Aunt	Gwyneth	and	Uncle	Bobby	both	have	blond	hair	and	pale	blue	eyes,	with
milky	white	skin.		I	think	Gwyneth’s	problem	is	that	she	doesn't	understand	the
genetic	probability	of	having	three	brown-eyed,	black-haired	daughters	.	.	.	it's
nearly	impossible.

My	shady	uncle	Nick,	he's	a	writer.		He	told	my	guncle	that	he'd	love	to	take
me,	but	that	he	thought	it	would	be	a	bad	environment	for	him	to	finish	his	latest
novel.		I've	read	some	of	uncle	Nick's	writing,	and	I	can	tell	you,	he's	never
going	to	publish.		No	way.		Gary	and	I	started	a	pool	for	that,	too.		Nick's	already

on	his	13th	novel,	and	he's	got	more	pages	in	rejection	letters	from	his	first	12
books	than	there	are	pages	in	War	and	Peace.

Uncle	Nick	ain't	no	Tolstoy.

I	could	go	on	and	on,	but	I'm	sure	you	get	it.

I	tell	Gary,	I	know	that	nobody	else	wanted	me.		So	you	don't	have	to	pretend
to	like	me.

He	leans	in,	his	face	growing	red	and	menacing,	“Who	told	you	that,
Trevor?”

I	shrug.		“I'm	not	stupid,”	I	tell	him.		“I	heard	grandma	on	the	phone	when
you	were	talking	to	her	last	weekend.		I	could	hear	uncle	Bobby	apologizing	for
aunt	Gwyneth.”

He	held	up	his	angry	little	finger,	“Trevor	.	.	.	I	took	you	because	I	wanted
you	here,	with	me.		I	didn't	do	it	because	everyone	else	made	excuses.		Your
mother	and	I	talked	about	this	years	ago.		It	was	always	going	to	be	me.		So	don't



you	listen	to	any	of	them.”

But	I	heard—

“I	know	what	you	heard.		You	heard	a	bunch	of	selfish	people	make	horrible
excuses	for	not	being	decent	people.		Have	you	ever	heard	the	phrase,
'everyone's	your	friend	until	the	rent	is	due?'		Well,	that's	our	family.

“But	me	.	.	.”	he	says	placing	his	soft	plump	little	hand	on	his	chest,	“I'm	not
them.		And	neither	are	you.		You	are	different.		You	are	special.”

I	hope	he	doesn't	mean	serial	killer	different.		Or	special	like	those	kids	at
school	who	lick	the	windows	on	the	short	yellow	bus,	wearing	safety	helmets
while	they	slobber.

“You	are	much	too	intelligent	to	be	a	product	of	this	family,”	my	gay	uncle
Gary	says	as	his	face	relaxes.	

And	that	was	our	talk.

My	first	day	at	my	guncle's	estate.	



CHAPTER	3



FIRST	DAYS	AT	SCHOOL	.	.	.

When	I	moved	in	with	my	guncle	I	changed	zip	codes.		And	even	though	it
was	only	by	a	few	digits,	it	was	enough	to	get	me	thrown	into	a	different	school.	
This	new	school	was	much	bigger	and	better	financed	than	my	last	school.	

My	last	school	smelled	like	burnt	pasta	and	propane.		Its	mascot	was	a	lion
with	a	broken	arm.		Seriously,	who	has	a	mascot	with	a	broken	appendage?		My
old	school	lost	every	sport	we	participated	in,	but	due	to	the	large	amount	of
black	and	Mexican	gang	members	that	went	there,	we	always	won	the	after-
game	fights.

Away	games	were	more	like	treasure	hunts.		While	our	guys	were	getting
their	asses	kicked	out	on	the	gridiron,	almost	every	car	in	the	parking	lot	was
getting	broken	into.		Our	mascot	should	have	been	a	pirate	with	a	big	bag	full	of
stolen	wallets	and	purses.

But	my	new	school,	Peterson	High,	well	.	.	.	that	was	something	completely
different.		The	hallways	had	carpet.		The	aroma	was	that	of	vanilla	and	jasmine.	
It	smelled	so	good	that	you	could	almost	see	colorful	swirls	of	scent	and
fragrance	rising	from	the	floor	like	the	melted	air	lifting	off	a	hot	roof	in	the
summer.

We	had	vending	machines	that	had	all	sorts	of	fruit	punch	and	health	drinks,
even	carrot	juice.		At	Peterson	High,	you	didn't	have	to	find	a	safe	place	to	hide
when	you	saw	two	Mexicans	walking	towards	two	black	guys.		Here	kids	talked
about	music	and	politics	and	art.		They	made	plans	for	their	futures	and	traded
wall	street	gossip.

Kids	at	my	old	school	carried	knives.		At	my	new	school,	the	students	carried
diaries	and	day	planners	and	stock	portfolios.		At	my	old	school	the	smart	kids
get	beat-up	on	a	pretty	regular	basis.		Here,	you	have	to	have	a	high	IQ	just	to
understand	how	they're	making	fun	of	each	other.	



At	Peterson	I	haven't	seen	one	girl	who's	showing	signs	of	pregnancy.		Not
one	kid	who's	ever	been	shot.		No	teachers	that	have	ever	been	raped	by	the
students.		None	of	that.

But	I'm	still	the	new	kid.		And	I	have	lower-middle	class	stitched	into	my
DNA	at	some	level,	because	they	can	all	tell.		Rich	kids	can	always	play	poor,
but	you	can't	go	the	other	way.		The	really	rich	can	sniff	out	a	kid	who	ate	Cap'n
Crunch	a	mile	away.		They	can	take	one	look	at	you,	even	when	you're	wearing
designer	jeans	that	Gary	bought	you,	and	tell	that	you've	swam	at	a	public	pool
before.	

Or	that	you've	tasted	bologna.

Eaten	dinner	at	McDonald's.	

Watched	Jerry	Springer.

Upper	echelon	kids	like	these,	they	instinctively	know	these	things.		It's	how
they	stay	on	top.		Their	ability	to	pick	a	kid	like	me	out	of	all	the	others,	it's
some	sense	they	have	that	I'll	never	develop.

And	my	first	day,	while	I'm	taking	a	spot	at	the	back	of	the	class,	in	a	grey
desk-chair	combo,	that's	when	Thomas	introduces	himself.	

“New	kids	sit	at	the	front,”	he	says	as	he	looms	over	my	right	shoulder.

I	look	around,	trying	to	figure	out	if	he's	full	of	it,	or	if	there	really	is	some
program	for	getting	the	newer	students	involved.

I	ask	him,	How	do	you	know	who	the	new	kids	are?		There	are	lots	of	kids	in
here.

“You're	new,”	he	says	tapping	on	my	book	bag.		“Nobody	around	here
would	carry	that	kind	of	bag.		It's	queer.”

Oh-boy.		My	uncle	must	be	so	gay	that	people	can	tell	just	by	the	kind	of
book	bags	he	buys.		I	look	at	the	bag,	then	up	to	this	stocky	kid.		He's	got	a



shaved	head,	very	risqué	for	a	high	school	kid.		His	face	is	kind	of	stern	and
etched,	like	a	statue	that	hasn't	been	smoothed	out.		His	eyes	are	dark	and
menacing.	

He's	the	kid	who	will	probably	put	me	in	a	trashcan	at	some	point.		I	make	a
mental	note	to	learn	karate	or	something.

It's	a	black	bag,	I	say.		How	can	that	be	queer?		There	are	no	rainbows	on	it.	
No	pink	triangles,	or	naked	slimy	men.

He	sits	down	beside	me,	no	books,	no	bag,	just	a	ballpoint	pen	that	he
carefully	places	on	the	desk	so	that	it's	exactly	parallel	to	the	top	edge	of	the
light	tan	colored	desktop.		“When	a	guy	buys	a	black	bag,	he's	probably
compensating	for	something.”

Is	this	guy	for	real?		Compensating?		Seriously?

“.	.	.	he's	trying	to	hide	something,”	Thomas	says.		“Like	the	fact	that	he's
gay,	or	a	democrat.		Something	horrible.		Look	around,	do	you	see	anyone	with	a
solid	black	book	bag?”

My	eyes	do	a	quick	scan	of	the	room.		There	are	probably	35	kids	in	here.	
Well-dressed	girls	and	boys	with	their	notepads	and	three-ring	binders	and
backpacks.		And	he's	right.		There's	not	a	single	all	black	bag	in	the	room.		All
but	mine.		Shit.

I	turn	to	him,	“My	dad	gave	me	this	bag.”		I'm	fumbling	for	something,
anything,	to	say.		“From	Vietnam.		He	.	.	.	he	used	to	carry	body	parts	in	it.		You
know,	when	he	would	cut	the	ears	off	of	NVA	officers	and	shit	.	.	.”	

And	then	I	shrug	like	it's	par	for	the	course	in	my	family.		That's	how	tough
we	are.		We're	the	kind	of	family	that	picks	our	teeth	with	railroad	spikes.

I'll	seem	like	a	badass	vicariously	if	he	doesn't	see	that	I'm	a	freakin'	liar	and
completely	full	of	it.		And	then	I	wait	and	watch	his	reaction.		The	truth	is,	my
dad	actually	hid-out	in	college	with	a	bunch	of	tree-huggers	during	the	war.		He



even	went	to	Canada	for	a	stretch,	but	this	kid	doesn't	know	that.

“He	was	a	green-beret,”	I	add,	as	an	afterthought.		No	big	deal,	really.	

Thomas	takes	another	look	at	the	bag.		Lucky	for	me	the	zipper	is	scratched-
up	from	where	I	dropped	it	getting	out	of	Gary's	Bentley	this	morning.

And	Thomas,	he	just	nods	and	then	looks	at	me.		He	extends	his	hand,	“I'm
Thomas	Velasco.”

“.	.	.	as	in	Velasco	Motors?”	I	say.		They	have	these	really	cheesy	exotic	car
commercials	where	a	tall,	dark	complected	man	is	flanked	by	women—strippers,
I	bet—and	he's	talking	about	what	a	car	should	be,	how	life	is	short,	and	how
he'll	handle	the	financing.

He	smiles	as	we	shake.		“That's	my	dad's	dealership.”

Then	he	turns,	kind	of	shifting	in	his	desk,	his	eyes	staring	vacantly	forward,
“The	teacher	for	this	class,	Miss	Reegan,	she's	hot.”

About	five	minutes	later	the	most	attractive	math	teacher	to	walk	the	earth
sauntered	in.		She	was	tall	and	thin,	with	brilliant	green	eyes	behind	thin-rimmed
glasses.		Her	hair	was	pulled	back	into	a	ponytail,	and	it	looked	more	like	brown
silk	than	hair.		Her	skin	was	tanned	and	perfect,	and	she	had	amazing	breasts	that
we	all	hoped	to		see	whenever	she	leaned	down	towards	her	desk.

It	was	like	a	lust	lottery.

Her	legs	were	toned	and	every	time	she	turned	around	to	write	something	on
the	board,	every	boy	in	the	room	gawked.		This	lady	was	the	first	teacher	I	had
ever	seen	that	I	would	later	fantasize	about.		Later	on,	she	would	be	the	girl	in
the	shower.		And	really,	I	don't	think	there	was	a	kid	in	this	class,	the	girls
included,	who	didn't	have	imaginary	sex	with	Miss	Reegan.

Supposedly	she	was	seeing	one	of	the	History	teacher-slash-wrestling
coaches.		But	that	only	made	her	that	much	more	attractive.		The	idea	of	her



rolling	around	on	the	floor,	her	hair	loose	and	wild	.	.	.	well,	you	see	where	that
could	get	good.

Thomas	and	I	became	friends.		He	was	a	soccer	player—which	at	my	old
school	was	reason	enough	to	get	beat-up,	but	at	Peterson	was	a	status	symbol—
and	was	considered	one	of	the	Jocks.		I	tried	playing	soccer	a	few	times,	but	it
was	just	too	much	for	me.		All	that	running	for	no	reward.		I	like	basketball,
where	every	fifteen	seconds	somebody	is	scoring.		I	like	video	games	where	you
can	shoot	something	and	be	instantly	gratified	by	more	points.	

Thomas	introduced	me	to	the	other	kids	that	were	important.		The	kids	who
would	grow	up	to	be	doctors	and	lawyers	and	senators	and	governors.		“Chances
are,”	he	said,	“you'll	see	a	president	or	two	come	out	of	this	school	during	your
lifetime.”

And	I	don't	know	if	that	idea	haunts	me,	or	gives	me	pride.		But	that	sums	up
Peterson	High.		It's	what	Beverly	Hills	High—you	know,	from	90210—would
be	like	if	the	kids	weren't	actually	32	years	old.		Girls	here	had	sweet	16	parties;
the	boys	got	Porsche's.	

Me,	I've	got	one	friend	name	Thomas,	and	an	uncle	I	can	never,	ever	admit
to.



CHAPTER	4



MY	FIRST	MEAL	WITH	BRUCE	.	.	.

Bruce	is	our	chef,	accountant,	legal	advisor,	and	guru	on	all	things	religious.	
He's	the	kind	of	guy	who	knows	a	lot	of	things,	very	intricately.		I	don't	know	if
he's	really	intelligent,	or	well	read,	but	he	knows	all	sorts	of	stuff	on	just	about
any	question	I've	got.

How	he	looks	is	tall	and	thin,	but	with	a	bit	of	a	stomach.		I	assume	it's	from
snacking	and	eating	all	the	time.		He's	got	olive	colored	skin,	ice-blue	eyes,	and	a
long	slightly	bent	nose.		His	forehead	is	set	with	those	even	spaced	wrinkles,	like
lines	of	corduroy,	and	his	eyes	squint	when	he's	thinking.

Oh,	and	he	always,	without	fail,	wears	a	gnarled	tan	cowboy	hat.		It's	a
fraction	too	small	for	him,	but	he	loves	it.		I've	never	seen	him	without	it.		I
woke-up	one	morning	and	he	was	out	front,	explaining	something	to	the
landscapers,	and	he's	just	wearing	a	pair	of	boxer	shorts	and	his	cowboy	hat.	
He's	eccentric	so	he	can	get	away	with	that	kind	of	thing	in	this	neighborhood.	
Anywhere	else	the	cops	would	be	booking	his	arrogant	ass	for	lewd	conduct.

He	lives	day	and	night	in	the	kitchen.		We	have	two	of	those	enormous	silver
refrigerators	that	look	sturdy	enough	to	deflect	anti-tank	rounds.		I	think	our
weekly	food	budget	rivals	that	of	Guatemala.

The	closest	any	of	us	will	ever	get	to	Heaven,	Bruce	always	says,	is	in	our
cuisine.

“What	about	sex?”	my	guncle	counters.

Sex	is	fleeting,	Bruce	will	say	with	a	wave	of	his	hand.

Our	first	official	sit-down	meal	together,	he	prepares	broiled	Lobster	with
fried	popcorn	shrimp	and	batter-dipped	clam	cakes.		He	serves	it	on	a	bed	of
green	spinach	with	a	small	cup	of	garlic	butter	on	the	side.		He	does	all	of	this
because	he	heard	me	telling	Gary	that	my	favorite	restaurant	used	to	be	Red



Lobster	before	they	went	out	of	business.

Bruce	was	almost	repulsed	to	the	point	of	gagging	when	I	said	it.		“Red
Lobster!		Dear,	God,	my	child.”		And	then	he	disappeared	into	the	large	expanse
known	as	the	kitchen	and	flipped	on	Iron-Chef.

“Don't	mind	him,”	Gary	said.		“He's	had	it	in	for	that	place	ever	since	they
started	serving	apple	sauce	as	a	side	dish.”		And	then	he	whispered,	“he	hates
restaurants	that	don't	have	a	dress	code.”

Anyway,	here	we	are,	Bruce	and	I,	all	of	this	incredible	food	between	us,	and
I	don't	know	what	to	say.		He's	watching	me	take	the	first	bite,	his	plate	pristine
—untouched.		His	mouth	is	actually	hanging	open	a	bit,	expectantly.

I	take	a	bite	of	the	lobster,	remembering	that	it's	impolite	to	dip	sauce	or
seasoning	on	it	before	you've	tried	it.		I	chew	slowly,	lips	closed,	the	whole	nine-
yards.		And	the	warm,	juicy	meat	may	actually	be	a	piece	of	the	afterlife,	it's	that
good.

I	swallow	and	smile,	“That's	the	best	lobster	I've	ever	tasted.”

He	squints	down	at	me,	his	apron	splashed	with	burn	marks	and	darkened
spots	where	butter	and	grease	must	have	splatted	in	the	past.		I	don't	know	if	he
believes	me.

“No	.	.	.	seriously,”	I	tell	him.		“It's	like	eating	the	broiled	thigh	muscle	of	an
angel	straight	from	Heaven.”

And	then	he	smiles,	laughing,	“I	knew	you	had	a	discerning	palette.		The
first	time	I	saw	you,	I	knew	it.”		And	then	he	nods	politely	to	himself	as	he
scoots	forward	and	starts	his	meal.		“Try	the	garlic	butter	with	the	shrimp.”

I	take	the	second	of	the	three	silver	forks	and	stab	a	small	golden	piece	of
fried	shrimp,	dipping	it	lightly	in	the	garlic	butter.		I	take	a	bite,	nodding	as	my
teeth	push	through	the	breading.		As	I	swallow	I	say,	“Like	dining	on	an	angels
fingers.”



Garlic,	he	explained,	is	from	the	species	Allium	sativum.		It's	a	bulbous
perennial	plant	of	the	lily	family	(Liliaceae).		It	was	prized	during	ancient	and
medieval	times	for	it's	medicinal	uses	and	was	carried	as	a	charm	against
vampires	and	other	demonic	creatures.

I	take	a	swig	of	red	wine.		Yeah,	Bruce	poured	me	a	glass,	telling	me	that	it
would	be	the	only	way	to	properly	appreciate	the	dinner.	

I	say,	“Bruce,	do	you	know	the	history	of	your	name?”

He	looks	at	me	quizzically,	“Please.”

Bruce	is	the	name	of	a	Scottish	national	hero,	Robert	Bruce.		He	was	one	of
the	most	prominent	characters	in	Jane	Porter's	Scottish	Chiefs.		Like,	almost
every	Scottish	person	knows	this	story.

They	even	wrote	a	story	Bruce	and	the	Spider.		In	1305	Robert	Bruce	was
crowned.		Then	the	English	attacked	him,	forcing	his	retreat	to	Ireland,	and
everyone	thought	he	had	been	killed	in	battle.		While	lying	low,	hiding	out	in	the
small	island	of	Rathlin,	in	1307,	he	noticed	a	spider	crawling	around.		It	tried	six
times	to	fix	its	web	on	a	beam	in	the	ceiling.		That's	a	very	persistent	bug.

Bruce	realized	that	he	too	had	tried	six	times	to	succeed,	but	had	failed	each
time.		The	spider,	on	the	seventh	effort	finally	fixed	its	web.		At	that	point	Bruce
took	it	as	a	sign	that	now	was	his	time,	and	he	left	the	island.		He	collected	300
followers,	landed	them	at	Carrick,	and	surprised	the	English	garrison	at
Turnberry	Castle	with	a	midnight	attack.		Then	he	overthrew	the	Earl	of
Gloucester,	and	in	two	years	he	made	himself	master	of	all	Scotland.		All	thanks
to	that	spider.

King	Edward	III	declared	Scotland	to	be	an	independent	kingdom	in	1328.	
To	this	day	it	is	still	considered	a	crime	for	anyone	named	Bruce	to	injure	a
spider.

“That	.	.	.”	I	say	as	I	take	another	bite	of	the	crab	cakes,	dipping	them	in	a



red,	tangy	cocktail	sauce,	“.	.	.	is	the	story	of	Bruce.”

He	raised	his	glass	to	me	across	a	large,	glossed,	red	oak	table.		“Welcome
home,	Trevor.”

And	that's	how	Bruce	and	I	got	to	know	each	other.		Through	food	and	our
appreciation	of	obscure	detail.		He	became	the	man	that	I	could	turn	to	with	any
problem,	no	matter	how	discretionary,	or	fantastic.		He	knew	what	could	and
couldn't	be	discussed	with	my	guncle.

Bruce	was	my	first,	real,	adult	friend.



CHAPTER	5



POOLSIDE.

2	MONTHS	LATER	.	.	.

I'm	sitting	on	the	edge	of	our	pool,	just	kicking	my	legs	lazily	back	and	forth,
not	really	thinking	about	anything	in	particular.		The	sun	is	baking	my	back
while	my	guncle	swims	back	and	forth	like	a	fat	penguin.		As	strange	as	it	is,	the
guy	can	really	swim.		He's	like	a	chubby	fish	that	outwits	bigger	predator	fish	by
being	much	faster	than	the	physics	of	his	round	body	should	allow.

He	comes	up	for	air,	his	goggles	making	him	look	like	one	of	those	slimy
things	from	Creature	from	the	Black	Lagoon.		“What	kind	of	classes	are	you
having	trouble	with?”

I'm	doing	alright,	I	tell	him.		I	have	a	class	in	Government	that	is	kind	of
frustrating,	but	everything	else	is	fine.

“Do	you	know	where	the	word	Democracy	comes	from?”

That's	an	easy	one.		The	laughing	philosopher	Democritus	of	Abde'ra.		He
lived	about	460-357	BC.		He	was	also	termed	the	'deriding	philosopher'	because
he	laughed	at	people's	vanity	and	folly.		It	is	said	that	he	put	out	his	eyes	so	that
he	could	think	more	deeply.

Talk	about	making	a	statement.

Gary	smiles,	looking	at	me	sideways.		“Very	good.”		And	then	he	considers
something	as	the	beads	of	water	crawl	down	his	face.		“You	said	that	your	class
was	.	.	.	frustrating.		What's	bothering	you?”

“Well,”	I	say,	“the	whole	democracy	thing	is	giving	me	some	grief.		Like,
how	we're	all	supposed	to	vote	for	our	elected	officials,	but	really	we	vote	for	a
couple	of	people	from	each	state,	and	they	cast	their	votes.		And	they	don't	even
have	to	vote	the	same	way	we	did.		There	was	actually	a	president	elected	who



lost	the	popular	vote.”

I	sigh,	“So	how	is	that	a	democracy?”

He	spits	little	streams	of	water	like	a	cherub	on	the	side	of	a	water	fountain.	
“It's	all	a	show,	Trevor.”

Show?		How	so?

He	gargles	for	a	few	seconds	and	then	spits	the	mineral-treated	water	straight
up	into	the	air—a	good	10	feet.			“Because,	the	presidents	are	elected	years
before	they're	actually	elected.		If	you	know	what	I	mean.”

I	scratch	my	head.		My	brown	hair	is	really	hot	from	the	sun.		I	shake	my
head,	no.

“Okay,	think	about	it	like	this.		You	have	a	small	group	of	rich,	powerful
Jews.		They	control	the	media,	most	of	the	real	estate	on	this	planet,	and	have
their	dirty	little	hands	in	just	about	every	aspect	of	politics.		This	group	of	well-
positioned	players,	they	control	the	world.		They	chose	somebody	they	have
groomed	to	be	president	of	all	the	super-power	nations.		That	way	they	never
lose	control.	

“All	of	that	election	stuff	you	read	about,”	he	says	as	he	lowers	his	voice,	“.	.
.	it's	all	just	window	dressing.		Keeps	the	plebeians	at	bay.”

I	didn't	read	about	any	of	that,	I	explain	to	him.

He	leans	towards	me,	whispering,	“.	.	.	grand	scale	subterfuge.		You	see	and
hear	and	read	what	they	want	you	to.		I	don't	like	to	say,	secret	government,	but
that's	really	what	it	is.”	

And	then	he	winked	from	behind	his	goggles	and	disappeared	into	the	depths
of	the	pool.	

He's	like	a	twisted,	sagely	seal	pup	when	he's	swimming	around	like	this.	
He'll	pop	up	every	few	minutes,	when	he's	starved	for	air,	with	a	deep	breath	and



a	steaming	heap	of	unconventional	wisdom.

I'm	still	scratching	my	head.		Now	I'm	confused	about	several	things.	
Elections	still	seem	a	bit	dodgy,	and	now	I'm	wondering	exactly	how	grounded
my	guncle	is.		I	don't	know	if	his	elevator	stops	at	every	floor.

Maybe	that's	just	one	of	the	things	that	comes	along	with	being	rich—
eccentricity.

He	swims	around	just	under	the	surface,	looking	like	a	chubby	torpedo	that
can	change	directions	on	a	whim.		I	watch	him	surface	briefly,	spit	like	a	whale,
and	then	disappear	again.	

Our	pool	is	shaped	like	the	Mediterranean.		Where	I	am	right	now,	it	would
be	like	I'm	sitting	in	France,	and	my	guncle	is	skillfully	negotiating	the	deeper
areas	near	the	south	of	Italy.		The	waterfall	with	the	bar	hidden	behind	where	the
Gulf	of	Sidra	(just	north	of	Libya)	would	be.	

Over	near	Lebanon	and	Syria,	there	is	a	rock	formation.		In	Turkey,	there's	a
large,	stainless	steel,	open	range	grill	for	parties.		In	Algeria	and	Tunisia—a
pagoda	with	comfortable	white	couches	and	silk	sheets	hanging	from	above.

Of	course,	it	just	looks	like	a	huge	pool	going	in	every	which	way	unless	you
stand	on	the	second	floor,	where	my	room	is	located,	and	look	downward.		My
room	would	be	somewhere	in	mainland	Spain.		My	bed	is	in	the	center	of	Spain.	
Kind	of	near	Madrid,	I	guess.

My	uncle	comes	up	to	my	left,	near	Marseilles,	France.		He	dog	paddles	over
to	me	full	of	intent	and	conspiracy	in	his	puffy	cheeks.

“Do	you	understand	just	how	powerful	the	Zionist	lobby	is	in	this	country?”

“I	don't	know	what	any	of	that	means,	Gary,”	I	say.		And	I'm	not	being	cute.	
I	really	don't	have	any	idea	what	he's	going	on	about.

He	gravitates	closer	too	me,	somewhere	near	the	Balearic	Islands,	his	voice



kind	of	low	and	hesitating	as	if	he's	undecided	whether	I'm	ready	to	learn	this
stuff.	

“They	run	everything.		The	politicians	are	bought	and	paid	for	by	the
lobbyists.		The	lobbyists	work	directly	for	the	Zionist	power	elites.”		

“What's	their	plan?”	I	ask	skeptically.		“To	make	everyone	become	Jewish?	
How	does	that	make	them	richer?”

He	spits,	frustrated,	“It's	not	about	converting	to	their	religion.		It's	about
controlling	the	way	of	life	for	Americans,	and	where	our	dollars	go.		They	want
to	have	control	over	every	vote	that	the	Congress	hears.		They	want	to	strangle
every	bill	that	passes	through	the	Senate	.	.	.	

“Control,	control,	control!”	he	barks	as	he	slaps	the	water	and	then
submerges	again.	

I	watch	the	water	swell	in	his	wake	as	he	heads	south	for	Morocco.		He's
nimble	for	a	short,	fat	guy.		He's	got	the	dexterity	of	a	barracuda,	but	the	sonar
signature	of	a	sea	cow.

Gary's	eyes	slowly	rise	from	the	water	like	a	periscope	from	a	submarine.		
As	his	mouth	surfaces	oxygenated,	mineral-rich	water	slowly	pours	out	of	his
mouth,	as	if	he's	a	piece	of	military	machinery	just	clearing	out	the	baffles.	

With	a	hiss	as	the	water	is	purged,	he	says,	“They	own	all	of	the	news
agencies.		They	own	all	of	the	television	networks	that	you	watch—”

Even	.	.	.	Discovery?

“Especially	Discovery!		And	that's	not	the	half	of	it.		The	publishing
companies	that	supply	you	with	interesting	fiction	and	fun	stories	of	adventure
and	peril,	who	do	you	think	owns	all	of	those?”

The	Jews,	I	answer.	

He	nods,	“That's	right.		And	who,	prey	tell,	do	you	think	is	in	control	of	all



companies	that	produce	those	encyclopedias	you're	always	tearing	through?”

Israel.

“Now	you’re	getting	it.”		He	looks	pleased.		And	I	can	honestly	say	that	he
hardly	ever	looks	pleased.		Gary's	one	of	those	weird	guys	that	always	seems	just
one	step	away	from	failure	and	depression.		He's	loaded,	but	looking	at	him,
you'd	think	they	just	seized	all	his	accounts	and	declared	him	bankrupt.

“Who,”	he	asks	as	his	head	leans	back,	the	whites	of	his	eyes	showing
through	the	goggles,	“owns	all	of	the	banks	that	make	car	and	house	and
investment	loans	to	the	Average	American?”

Zionist	pigs!

He	claps	his	hands	a	few	times.		“You're	much	smarter	than	people	realize.”

I	look	down,	wiggling	my	feet	off	the	coast	of	Spain.		I	like	my	guncle.		He's
crazy.		Not	Norman	Bates	crazy.		More	like	that	tower	in	Italy,	the	leaning	tower
of	Pisa.		He's	intelligent	and	intellectual,	but	angled	a	bit	toward	the	deranged.

He's	unbalanced,	but	not	enough	to	make	him	dangerous.

He's	not	nutty,	but	he's	definitely	a	fruitcake.

Squirrelly.

“Uncle	Gary,”	I	say,	angling	the	subject	away	from	the	High	Priests	of	New
Jerusalem,	“how	did	you	make	your	money?”

“My	money	.	.	.”	he	echoes.

“You	know	.	.	.	how	did	you	get	rich?”

He	considered	my	question	as	he	backpedaled	a	bit,	his	chalky	white
stomach	poking	out	of	the	water	a	few	inches.		His	portly	little	tummy	could	be
the	island	of	Palma	de	Mallorca.

“.	.	.	I	sold	people	their	wildest	fantasies	and	dreams,	and	I	did	it	in	a	way



that	they	could	enjoy	their	dreams	in	private.”

“What	kinds	of	dreams?”	I	asked	him.		I	think	he's	being	purposefully
vague.		But	maybe,	since	I	played	it	anti-Semitic	earlier,	he'll	open	up	a	bit.	
Give	me	a	peek	inside	that	mind	of	his.

And	that's	when	I	learned	about	the	seedy	world	of	pornography.		The	whole
time	he's	explaining	all	of	this	to	me,	literally	the	ins	and	outs,	I'm	stuck
somewhere	between	disgusted	and	excited.

Grossed-out,	and	aroused.	

And	for	sure,	none	of	this	is	going	to	help	my	erectile	over-function
problem.	

When	he's	done	I	feel	like	I	need	to	take	a	shower—for	getting	clean.		I	need
to	hit	my	encyclopedias.		Watch	my	old	movies.		Anything	to	take	my	mind
away	from	the	barrage	of	imagery	that	is	now	floating	around.

See,	at	this	point	in	my	young	life,	I'd	never	even	experienced	an
ejaculation.		I	don't	know	if	my	strange	life	with	my	parents	arrested	my	sexual
development.		But,	other	than	the	reoccurring	stimulation	of	my	third	leg,	I	know
only	what	I've	read	in	books.

I've	never	seen	a	real	live	naked	woman.		I	basically	know	where	things	are
supposed	to	go,	but	not	the	logistics	of	getting	them	there.			Hell,	up	until	I	was
12,	I	thought	that	you	could	get	a	girl	pregnant	from	kissing.		That	was	a	little
gem	my	father	passed	on	to	me.

As	I	made	my	way	towards	the	house,	Gary	said,	“.	.	.	Trevor	.	.	.	life	is
much	stickier	than	you	realize.		We	all	have	to	get	a	little	dirty,	sometime.”



CHAPTER	6



MY	FIRST	PHYSICAL	ENCOUNTER	.	.	.

I	walk	into	my	classroom	and	it's	empty,	all	except	for	Miss	Reegan.		She's	at
the	back	of	the	class,	near	a	set	of	locked	cabinets,	shuffling	boxes	back	and
forth.		I	don't	know	if	she's	got	some	special	reading	materials	to	give	us,	or	if
she's	on	drugs	and	tweaking-out.

Thomas	told	me	that	teaching	is	such	a	high-stress	job	at	a	place	like
Peterson,	that	most	of	the	teachers	turn	to	drinking	or	drugs	to	get	through	the
semester.		And	a	necessary	bi-product	of	drug	use	is	tweaking-out—fumbling
around,	reshuffling	things	that	don't	need	reshuffling,	arranging	books	or	pencils
or	pens	that	are	perfectly	fine	where	they	are.

So	as	I	walk	in,	my	black	Vietnam	book	bag	slung	over	my	shoulder,	I
wonder	what	is	going	on.		Right	now,	this	very	second,	she's	down	on	the	floor,
her	feet	folded	under	her	incredible	legs,	so	that	just	her	perfect	round	ass	is
facing	me.

I	don't	know	what	the	rules	are	for	being	in	a	room	alone	with	a	teacher,	but
class	is	supposed	to	start	any	minute	so	I	figure	I'm	safe.		I	make	my	way	to	my
desk,	dropping	my	bag	down	loud	enough	so	that	she	knows	I'm	behind	her.	

Last	thing	I	need	is	some	teacher	freaking	out	that	the	new	kid	is	sneaking-up
on	her.		That	kind	of	thing	happens	and	you	end	up	at	a	special	school	for
perverts	and	retards.	

Thomas	told	me	all	about	it.

Anyway,	she	hears	me	because	she	turns	her	head	to	the	side	so	that	I	can	see
her	neck	behind	her	loose	brown	hair.		She's	wearing	it	down,	today	.	.	.	no
ponytail.		Her	chin,	the	way	it	curves	upward	toward	her	ear,	it's	absolutely
flawless.		Her	neck	is	thin	and	smooth.

“Hello,	Trevor,”	she	says,	her	voice	as	soft	as	spun	silk.		Like	honey	poured



over	satin.

Hello,	Miss	Reegan.

“Amanda,	Trevor.		You	can	call	me	Amanda.”

My	eyes	glance	nervously	around.		We're	never	supposed	to	refer	to	our
teachers	by	their	first	name.		It	creates	an	environment	of	informality	and
unprofessionalism.		I	read	that	in	the	student	handbook,	sandwiched	between	the
sections	on	profanity	and	library	late	fees.

I	don't	know	what	to	say	so	I	revert	to	my	bank	of	obscure	knowledge,	“Did
you	know	that	Amanda	was	the	victim	of	Peregrine	Pickle's	seduction,	in
Smollett's	novel	Peregrine	Pickle,	written	in	seventeen	fifty-one?”

She	smiles	and	then	turns	her	head	back	to	the	boxes	she's	moving	here	and
there.		Her	blouse,	it's	kind	of	light	grey,	with	small	black	lines	in	it	that	make
her	seem	taller.		Even	down,	sitting	on	her	legs,	she	looks	tall.		The	material
must	be	something	elastic,	because	it's	clinging	to	her	body.	

She	says,	“Trevor,	can	you	help	me	over	here?”

My	heart	is	beating	faster	than	it	should	be.		And	I	feel	the	early	pulses	of	an
erection.		Luckily	I'm	wearing	my	jeans	that	are	tight	enough	to	subdue	any
excitement.		My	way	of	coping	with	my	erectile	problem	is	to	wear	firm,
constricting	underwear	that	won't	allow	blood	to	fill	me	up.	

No	blood,	no	hard-on—that's	my	theory.

Anyway,	I	walk	slowly	towards	her	and	she	turns	just	a	bit	to	the	right,	her
brilliant	green	eyes	blinking	a	few	times.		She	takes	her	right	hand	and	brushes
away	the	hair,	once	again	exposing	her	neck	to	me.		And	she	smells	wonderful,
even	from	several	feet	away.		She	has	a	sweet,	almost	edible	aroma.		Like	that
chapstick	that	smells	good	enough	to	eat—but	trust	me,	you	shouldn't.

She	sighs,	her	lips	pouting	like	a	frustrated	little	girl,	“I	can't	decide	where	to



put	these	boxes.		Can	you	help	me	put	them	away?”

I	shrug,	acting	as	if	this	is	nothing	big.		My	pants,	I	can	almost	hear	the	fibers
of	denim	stretching	and	popping.		Luckily	for	me,	my	piece	is	kinked	and
folded-up	like	an	old	garden	hose,	so	it	can't	get	the	full	rush	of	warm	blood	that
is	being	forcibly	pumped	into	it.

The	pain	I'm	feeling,	is	only	paralleled	by	how	attracted	I	am	to	Miss
Reegan.		Seriously,	she's	pretty	enough	to	be	a	Victoria's	Secret	model.		She
could	be	in	a	Sport's	Illustrated	Calendar.		Way	too	hot	for	Maxim,	even.

Her	shirt,	it's	open	a	few	buttons	more	than	it	should	be,	and	I	catch	myself
looking	down	at	her	black	bra	for	a	brief	instant.		It's	like	the	holy	grail	of
seductive.		I	turn	away,	grabbing	two	cardboard	boxes,	hoping	that	the	weight	on
my	muscles	will	be	enough	to	calm	me	down.	

Now	I'm	completely	turned-on.		The	kink	in	my	hose	has	been	straightened
by	the	pressure.		My	brain	must	be	wired	for	evolutionary	purposes.		All	the
chemicals	in	my	body	are	working	together	to	continue	the	species.	

This	is	primal.

My	brain	is	hard-wired	to	my	hard-on,	and	there	is	nothing	I	can	do	to	stop
it.		Now	I	have	to	make	sure	that	I	keep	my	tent	facing	towards	the	cabinet.		It's
so	tight	in	my	pants	I	can	barely	walk	upright.		I	try	to	pretend	that	the	boxes	are
heavy	so	that	I	can	bend	over	a	bit.	

I	lift	the	brown	cardboard	boxes	up	to	a	shelf	just	overhead	level.		“Right
here?”	I	ask.

And	she	whispers,	“You	can	let	go	of	the	boxes,	Trevor.		I	need	you	to	do
something	else	for	me.”		And	she's	standing	right	behind	me.		She's	so	close	that
I	can	feel	her	warm,	moist	breath	on	the	back	of	my	neck.

Oh	shit.		I	absolutely	cannot,	for	any	reason,	turn	around.		She'll	see	that	I'm
at	full	attention	and	then	I'll	be	shipped	out	to	the	kind	of	school	that	has	more



psychiatrists	than	teachers.		The	rooms	will	be	padded,	and	the	dress	code	will
consist	of	a	straightjacket	and	electrodes.

And	to	make	matters	worse,	it	must	be	getting	close	to	time	for	the	first	class
to	start.		I'm	going	to	turn	around,	with	a	full-on	woody,	and	the	entire	class	is
going	to	see	me.		This	will	be	social	suicide	on	so	many	levels	I	will	need
Bruce's	accounting	skills	to	calculate	it.

“Trevor,”	Miss	Reegan	whispers,	her	voice	as	soft	as	baby	duck	fur,	“.	.	.	I
would	like	to	tell	you	something.”

I	turn	just	my	upper	body,	pressing	myself	against	the	rigid	wooden	cabinet
hoping	to	cause	enough	pain	to	short-circuit	my	erection.

“Do	you	think	I'm	pretty?”

Now,	really,	I	can't	breathe.		What	is	she	trying	to	do	to	me?		Is	this	some
television	show	where,	the	minute	I	answer	her,	game	show	hosts	and	midgets
will	jump	out	with	cameras	and	questions	that	I	can't	possibly	answer?	

I	catch	just	a	glimpse	of	her	shoulder	because,	for	reasons	beyond	my
comprehension,	she	has	lowered	her	blouse.		It's	just	her	tanned	skin,	and	her
black	lace	bra.		My	eyes	are	watering.		My	heart	is	pounding	like	an	Indian	drum
summoning	the	rain.

There's	a	throbbing	that's	shaking	the	entire	lower	half	of	my	body	with	the
drum's	rapid	beat.		It's	like	there's	a	direct	line	from	my	heart	to	my	penis.		All
the	blood	in	my	body,	it's	all	for	this	moment.		All	for	this	impossibly	perfect,
horrifying	moment.

My	eyes	can't	help	but	to	be	drawn	to	her	breasts.		They're	what	I	imagine
God	used	as	a	mold	for	the	female	form.		She	is	what	all	of	those	Greek	painters
and	sculptors	were	trying	to	accomplish.		If	there	was	a	doll	of	Miss	Reegan,
everyone	would	buy	it,	even	girls.		She's	so	attractive	that	women	would	gladly
go	lesbo	just	to	touch	her.



Her	hand	drops	to	my	stomach,	crawling	slowly	towards	my	waist.		I	feel
each	of	her	warm	fingers	as	they	near	my	belt,	not	knowing	what	is	going	to
happen	next.		I	can't	be	the	guy	a	woman	like	her	would	want.		I'm	barely	15.	
The	wrestling	coach	is	going	to	break	my	spine,	for	certain.	

Her	fingers,	they	get	just	inside	my	belt	line,	loosening	my	buckle	and	then
her	warm	touch	slides	down	past	my	belly	button,	as	if	her	hand	is	a	liquid.		I've
been	holding	my	breath.		I've	thought	about	all	the	old	ladies	in	the	world	getting
ripped	apart	by	legions	of	wolves,	but	it's	not	helping.	

And	then	I	feel	this	pulsating	heat	course	through	my	body	as	I	.	.	.	as	I	.	.	.
oh,	God!

I	sit	up	in	my	bed,	my	face	drenched	in	sweat	as	I	fight	for	breath.		My	legs
are	shaking	as	I	try	to	make	sense	of	what	just	happened.		I	look	down	at	my
waist,	and	either	I've	wet	the	bed,	spilled	wood	glue	on	my	crotch,	or	just	had
my	first	wet	dream.

It	takes	me	several	minutes	for	the	throbbing,	electrical	pulse	to	stop
resonating	through	my	body.		This	is	probably	the	best,	most	guilt-ridden	feeling
I've	ever	experienced.	

And	all	it	took	was	just	the	imaginary	touch	of	my	first	period	teacher.		My
throat	is	dry,	my	shorts	warm	and	wet,	and	I	feel	like	I	just	ran	the	Boston
Marathon.

I	waddle	my	way	to	the	bathroom,	my	soldier	still	thick	and	hard	from	my
neuronal	encounter	with	Miss	Reegan.		She	didn't	even	touch	me	much.		We
didn't	kiss.		There	wasn't	one	naked,	exposed	body	part	on	either	of	us.		But	it
was	still	enough.

As	I	wash	myself	off,	running	my	boxers	under	the	bathtub's	hot	water	spout,
I	think	how	all	of	this	must	look.		Like	I'm	some	sexual	deviant.		A	coitus
starved	animal.



In	my	family,	before	I	came	to	live	with	Gary	and	Bruce,	we	didn't	talk	about
things	like	this.		So	right	now,	I'm	a	little	scared,	to	be	honest.		My	dad	didn't	tell
me	about	the	birds	and	the	bees.		He	only	warned	me	that	it	would	be	the	ruin	of
my	life	if	I	started	messing	with	girls	before	I	became	an	adult.

Here,	I'm	just	four	months	past	15-years	old	and	already	I'm	trashing	my	life
with	my	sexually	repressed	fantasies.		What	kind	of	loser	am	I?

I'm	like	those	monkeys	that	jerk-off	all	the	time	at	the	zoo	and	toss	it	on
unsuspecting	visitors.

I'm	one	of	those	stray	dogs	that	fucks	everything	in	its	path.

I	could	be	dangerous.



CHAPTER	7



HOW	I	LEARNED	ABOUT	WORK	ETHIC	.	. 	.

I've	got	a	chokehold	on	a	soft	maple—also	known	as	Acer	saccharinum.		I'm
helping	the	landscapers	redo	part	of	the	beds	near	the	back	of	the	pool.		We're	in
the	Middle	East,	somewhere,	stomping	all	over	freshly	tilled	soil.	

Bruce	and	Gary	thought	it	would	be	a	good	idea	for	me	to	learn	what	goes
into	a	yard	like	this,	I	guess	so	that	I	would	have	a	proper	respect	for	the	beauty
that	we	surround	ourselves	with.		I	don't	know	if	they	actually	wanted	me	to
work	with	Juan	and	the	other	landscapers,	but	I	felt	like	I	should	lend	a	helping
hand.

In	school	I'm	taking	Spanish	for	third	period,	so	it	can't	hurt	to	get	my	hands
dirty	while	they	teach	me	foreign	profanity	and	landscaping	techniques.

“Hijo	de	puta!”	Juan	yells	as	we	roll	the	ball	of	the	tree	into	place.		This
thing	is	heavier	than	it	looks,	and	if	we	don't	set	it	just	right	in	the	ditch	we	dug,
it	will	grow	at	a	funny	angle	and	ruin	the	aesthetic	that	Gary	is	trying	to	create.

Juan	is	so	dark-complected	that	his	skin	looks	like	old	boot	leather.		He's	thin
and	wiry,	like	all	of	his	muscles	are	high-tension	cables.		The	guy	has	tendons	as
thick	as	electrical	cord.		His	eyes	are	hidden	deep	beneath	his	pronounced	brow,
and	he	smiles	with	less	teeth	than	a	leper.		But	he's	very	good	at	landscaping.

“A	la	derecha,”	he	instructs	me	while	his	partners	file	in	behind	me	to
control	the	tree's	wavering	trunk.			“To	the	right,	Señior	Trevor.		To	the	right.”

“A	tree	is	not	a	woman,	Señior,”	Carlos	explains.		“A	lady	must	be	led
delicately	to	the	hole;	a	tree	must	be	forced	into	it.”

I'm	getting	sex	advice	from	an	El	Salvadorian	immigrant.		Sad	thing	is,	he's
probably	told	me	more,	just	then,	than	I	ever	got	in	the	15	years	I	lived	with	my
parents.

“Trees	need	water	only	once	a	day,”	Carlos	explains,	“.	.	.	but	a	woman,	she



will	need	water	whenever	she	wants	it.		And	you	must	be	ready	to	give	it	to	her.	
You	know	.	.	.	give	it	to	her?”		His	eyebrows	flutter	up	and	down.

I'm	too	young	for	all	that,	I	tell	them.		I'm	only	fifteen.

Carlos	tells	the	others,	“¿Quince?		¿Demasiado	joven?”

They	all	trade	quizzical	glances	and	then	deteriorate	into	laughter.	

“Fifteen,	that	is	not	too	young.		My	wife	was	pregnant	when	she	was	fifteen	.
.	.	with	my	second	child.”

Now	I	know	why	all	those	population	statistics	are	so	staggering	in	third
world	countries.		They	have	babies	with	the	same	forethought	as	I	buy	sneakers.	
Babies,	babies,	babies,	as	far	as	the	eye	can	see,	that's	the	future	of	El	Salvador.

I	don't	want	to	have	a	baby,	I	tell	them.		I	just	want	to	get	a	girlfriend.

“Una	novia,”	Juan	nods.		“Si,	this	makes	sense.		You	don't	want	to	get	tied
down	to	a	woman,	yet.”		And	then	he	rolls	the	ball	of	the	tree	back	and	forth.		It's
covered	in	burlap,	but	right	underneath	you	can	see	the	roots	fighting	to	escape.

They	explain	to	me—between	advice	about	casual	sex	with	farm	animals	and
the	dangers	of	dealing	with	women—that	when	you're	transplanting	a	young	tree
you	don't	want	to	have	the	entire	trunk	completely	submerged	in	the	ground.	
The	tree	can	drown	and	all	sorts	of	other	nasty	botanical	things.	

It	is	best,	they	showed	me,	to	leave	the	ball	of	the	tree	an	inch	or	two	out	of
the	ground,	and	then	to	cover	it	over	with	mulch.		Give	it	some	iron—an	old	nail
in	the	ground	near	the	trunk—and	watch	the	leaves	at	the	lower	branches	to	see
how	the	tree	is	doing.		Water,	but	don't	over-water.		If	it	faces	high	winds,	use
three	strings,	tied	from	the	middle	of	the	trunk	to	the	ground,	going	in	different
directions	to	stabilize	it.

We	also	spent	time	planting	small	crape	myrtles	(Myrtus),	spiraling	junipers
(Juniperus	Communis),	rhododendrons	(Ericaceae)	and	Japanese	boxwoods



(Buxus	microphylla).		Most	of	this	stuff	is	ornamental	but	it's	all	about
appearance.		In	those	few	seconds	you	look	past	the	waterfall	in	the	Middle	East,
you'll	see	an	oasis	of	calming	perfection.		Or	something	like	that.

I've	found	it	to	be	a	place	for	the	neighbor's	cats	to	bury	their	little	turds,	but
that's	neither	here	nor	there.		My	guncle	and	Bruce	seem	to	spare	no	expense
when	it	comes	to	the	landscaping.

After	we	installed	the	ground	cover,	we	retreated	through	the	grass	to	get
several	bags	of	cedar	bark	mulch.		The	stuff	really	brings	out	the	color	of
everything	else	and	it	smells	wonderful.		Again,	it's	only	good	for	a	week,	tops,
but	it's	all	about	the	illusion	of	perfection.

I've	been	warned	to	look	for	any	signs	of	plant	disease,	especially	a	cluster	of
dwarfed,	weak	shoots,	or	where	the	branches	of	the	plants	start	to	die	back.		It
could	be	the	Witchess'-broom.		What	causes	it	are	mites,	fungi,	insects,	bacteria,
mycoplasmas,	mistletoes,	or	any	number	of	plant	viruses.		I'm	to	pay	special
attention	to	the	juniper,	oak,	the	rhododendrons,	and	the	roses.

Later	that	night	I	was	sitting	with	Bruce	and	Gary	out	on	the	patio.	We	ate
jumbo	shrimp	that	had	been	cooked	over	hot	rocks,	simmering	while	Bruce
bathed	them	in	a	thick	butter	that	had	hints	of	garlic,	oregano,	rosemary,	and
some	little	red	bits	that	I'm	not	even	sure	about.

I	was	hungry	enough	to	eat	the	south	side	of	a	northbound	horse.		My	back
was	tired	and	aching,	only	slightly	more	than	my	hands	were	stinging	and
blistered.		Yard	work	hits	you	after	the	fact.		Like	a	kick	in	the	nuts.		You	feel
fine	for	a	while,	and	then	long	after	you've	finished,	in	comes	the	wave	of
prolonged	pain.	

Bruce,	noticing	how	worn-out	I	am,	hands	me	a	wooden	stake	with	two	large
immaculately	cooked	shrimp,	“Here	you	are	Don	Trevor.		You	look	exhausted.”

I	take	the	warm	stick,	the	brown	wood	singed	to	black	near	the	huge	golden



shrimp.		“Don,”	I	tell	them,	“is	a	man	of	distinction.		An	aristocrat.		At	the
universities,	the	masters,	fellows,	and	noblemen	are	termed	dons.		The	word	is
from	the	Spanish	form	of	the	Latin	word	Dominus.”

Gary,	finishing	a	small	bite	of	shrimp,	blots	both	sides	of	his	mouth	the	way
you	see	rich	people	doing	in	old	movies—kind	of	snobbish,	really.		He	then
places	his	small	fork	down.		We	have	two	sets	of	forks,	even	out	on	the	patio.	
There's	always	so	many	sets	of	silverware	that	I	get	confused	just	how	much
we'll	be	eating.		Seriously,	how	many	spoons	does	it	take	to	have	a	bowl	of
calamari	soup?

“Trevor,”	Gary	says,	“you	are	a	young	man	of	distinction.		You	will	carry-on
a	great	legacy.”

And	that	makes	me	laugh,	almost	snorting	a	piece	of	shrimp	through	my
nose.		I	tell	them,	“I	don't	want	to	burst	any	bubbles,	but	I'm	the	opposite	of
distinguished.		I	don't	even	have	my	learner's	permit	yet.		I	don't	have	a
girlfriend.		I	don't	have	a	job.		For	about	two	million	reasons,	I'm	not	a	don.”

Bruce	laughs	as	he	holds	a	chunk	of	shrimp	on	his	fork,	just	letting	the	steam
lift	off	of	it.		It's	impolite	to	blow	on	it,	they	tell	me.		And	the	way	they	explain	it
to	me,	it's	like	something	that	lower-class	heathens	would	do.		As	if,	with	just
one	little	cooling	exhale	from	your	mouth,	suddenly	everyone	turns	away	from
the	table,	revolted	at	your	indignation.	

First	you	blow	on	your	food,	next	thing	you	know	you're	eating	with	the
wrong	fork.		And	who	knows	where	that	could	lead?	

Eating	with	your	hands?

Crawling	across	the	table	on	all	fours?

Sex	on	the	main	dinner	platter?

Well,	you	can	see	where	it	could	all	spiral	out	of	control.		I'm	starting	to
understand	these	guys.		I	have	this	feeling	that	Gary	and	Bruce	live	a	delicately



restrained	social	life.		They	want	so	desperately	to	be	seen	as	astute	and
sophisticated.		As	for	me,	I	just	want	to	eat	this	shrimp	as	fast	as	I	can	because
I'm	so	hungry.

And,	honestly,	with	the	whirlwind	of	my	life	spinning	all	around	me,	I	don't
care	if	people	think	I'm	a	caveman.		I've	got	bigger	fish	to	fry.		I've	got	real
problems,	like	what	I'll	do	on	Monday	when	I	have	to	see	Miss	Reegan,	again.



CHAPTER	8



FUNERAL.

TODAY,	9:33	PM	.	.	.

The	throbbing	in	my	pants,	it's	still	not	going	down.		I've	tried	biting	my
tongue.		Nope.		I	crossed	my	legs	and	tried	to	create	unbearable	pressure	on	my
testicles.		Nada.		It's	like	half	tickle	and	half	arousal.		Somewhere	in	between
there	is	a	lot	of	blood	going	in	the	wrong	direction.		Especially	for	a	funeral
service.

I	lean	forward	a	bit,	trying	to	focus	on	something	Gary	used	to	say	about
communists	dining	on	aborted	fetuses.		He's	says	that's	a	virtual	wood-be-gone.	
One	douse	of	morbid	fetal	cannibalism,	and	what	was	once	growing	into	grand-
scale	embarrassment	will	be	reduced	to	a	rapidly	deflating	skin	sack.		Or	so	he
says.

Glancing	to	the	left	of	my	row	of	placid,	quasi-conscious	people,	I	notice
several	familiar	faces.		Familiar	only	because	Gary	introduced	me	to	them
through	their	sordid	exploits.		The	tall,	lean	guy	with	the	earrings	and	the	blue
pompadour,	that's	Nigel	Nightshaft.		He	played	in	Two	for	the	Money-shot!	

Right	beside	him,	actually	lying	her	head	on	his	muscular	shoulder,	that's
Sara	Salisbury.		She	did	Monkey	Wench	II	and	III	after	Pamela	Pamson's
immune	system	took	a	turn	south	and	nobody	else	would	work	with	her.

All	of	these	people	look	different	with	their	clothes	on.		Without	an	animal
behind	them,	pushing	organs	in	directions	they	should	never	go,	they	might	be
regular	people.		They	have	humanity	when	they're	not	on	the	grainy	8	mm	film,
sweating	and	bruised	as	they	half-moan	their	way	through	orgasms	less
enthusiastic	than	a	human	wave	at	a	sports	bar.

To	Nigel's	left,	one	row	forward,	crying	nearly	uncontrollably,	is	Barry



Boneyard.		He	did	Hot	Rods	1-7,	Little	Red	Riding-wood,	and	The	Back	Door	of
Eden.		He's	a	freaking	legend	among	fetish	porn	audiences.		That	guys	sucked-
on	and	eaten	things	that	pigs	won't	touch.		Things	so	awful	that	starving	hyenas
won't	go	near.		He's	chewed	the	salt	off	of	the	peanuts	in	an	actress's	.	.	.	well,
you	know.	

And	he	might	just	be	some	lonely	guy,	balling	over	his	friend's	passing.	
There	is	a	moment	of	true	mortality	and	compassion	wafting	through	this	dark
room.

In	the	front	row,	a	few	seats	away	from	the	midget	star,	Manny	Mandingo,	I
can	see	the	back	of	Melissa	Moorehead's	head.		Mostly,	she's	a	nuts	and	bolts
kind	of	actress.		She	doesn't	do	a	lot	of	hardcore	stuff.	

Anyone	over	the	age	of	14	probably	recognizes	the	back	of	her	head.		The
way	her	hair	parts	when	she's	buried	between	somebody's	legs,	it's	as	distinct	as
an	area	on	a	roadmap.		I	can't	draw	you	the	outline	of	Ohio,	but	I	can	easily
sketch	the	part	in	Melissa's	dirty-blond	hair.

These	people,	all	of	them,	have	a	story.		And	their	crazy	stories,	most	of
them	started	with	a	healthy	dose	of	abuse,	a	fair	amount	of	alcohol,	and	some

screwed-up	genetics.		Face	it,	you	find	yourself	in	3rd	grade	with	a	14	inch	penis,
and	there's	no	doubt	what	line	of	work	you'll	end	up	in.		If	one	of	your	uncles
doesn't	turn	you	out,	most	likely,	the	industry	will	find	you.

And	even	if	uncle	bad-touch	does	corner	you	after	a	family	get-together,
you'll	still	end	up	using	your	stirred-up	psychological	neurosis	to	lash	out	in
dangerously	ways.		Maybe	Freud	was	right.		Maybe	the	whole	thing	is	just	about
sex.	

If	we	listen	to	Sigmund,	all	boys	want	to	have	sex	with	mommy.		All	girls
want	to	throw	daddy	down	on	the	bed,	mount	him,	and	establish	dominance	over
mother.		I	never	wanted	to	fuck	either	of	my	parents,	but	then,	that	might	be	why
I'm	so	screwed-up.		Perhaps	a	little	parental	sexual	longing	is	what	keeps



children	from	getting	twisted	and	neurotic.

Terry	Thunderwood	is	rubbing	his	short,	furry	fingers	on	Dick	Hurtz's	pale
neck.		Nobody	even	knew	they	were	swinging	both	ways	until	they	worked
together	on	Who's	Dick	Hurtz	5.		They	had	a	scene	with	two	airline	stewards	and
were	all	supposed	to	join	the	mile-high	club	at	the	same	time.	

They	come	in	dressed	like	captains	in	their	blue	suits,	throwing	the	female
attendants	down	onto	the	rough	airplane	carpet	floor.		Skirts	are	lifted	up	over
the	women's	stomachs	and	they	go	to	town	like	hungry	animals.		It's	relatively
high-quality	fucking,	as	other	films	in	the	genre	go.		But	that's	not	what	made
them	famous.

Once	they	got	their	wings,	blowing	fountains	of	giz	all	over	the	place,	they
turned	to	each	other,	cameras	still	rolling,	and	filled	each	other	in.		It	wasn't	in
the	script.		It	wasn't	planned.		It	was	like	it	was	meant	to	be.	

Love	captured	on	film.

That	one	scene	won	them	both	awards	at	the	Adult	Video	Awards	show.	
Who's	Dick	Hurtz	5	is	still	impossible	to	keep	on	the	shelves.		It's	been	the
fastest	selling	film	for	nearly	16	months	straight.		I	think	Terry	and	Dick	are
even	getting	an	official	marriage	in	Oregon	or	California,	if	they	haven't	already.

Sprinkled	in	and	out	of	the	various	seedy	film	stars	are	members	of	my
immediate,	and	not	so	immediate,	family.		They	all	seem	to	be	really	grief-
stricken	and	sad,	but	I	know	better.		The	truth	that	we	don't	really	like	to	admit
is,	the	estranged	members	of	my	family	are	a	thousand	times	more	warped	and
messed-up	than	the	most	animal-banging,	piss-drinking,	queer	porn	actor	in	this
room.

Compared	to	my	aunts	and	uncles,	Lisa	Lips	could	be	a	saint.		The	things
she's	put	down	her	throat,	at	least	they're	easy	to	figure	out.		There's	no	agenda
there.		When	Lisa	steps	up	to	the	plate,	she	intends	to	gobble	you	up.		When	the



members	of	my	family	shake	a	hand,	or	greet	you,	or	smile	in	your	direction,
there's	a	motive.	

There's	a	plan	that's	being	enacted.

A	scheme	unfolding.

Every	encounter	in	my	family	is	an	Act	in	Macbeth	or	Hamlet.	

They	probably	plot	in	front	of	car	mirrors	as	they	rehearse	their	lines	of
compliments	and	sweetness.		It's	never	as	simple	as	'how	are	you	doing?'	

I	see	uncle	Bobby,	he	looks	more	uncomfortable	than	I	feel.		Like	a	snake	in
a	tuxedo.		He's	kind	of	squirming	slowly	around	in	his	chair.		Who	knows,	he's	a
lot	closer	to	the	coffin	so,	maybe	he's	got	a	hard-on	too.	

Gwyneth	beside	him,	her	blond	hair	is	cut	business	short,	round	and	boyish.	
She's	wearing	a	black	power	suit,	keeping	a	stern	face.		She's	trying	to	be	bold
for	all	of	us.		Oh,	how	noble.		Her	three	girls—with	their	honey	brown	skin,	their
dark	eyes,	and	black	hair—they're	as	quiet	as	mimes,	sitting	to	her	left.

At	any	moment	we	will	start	viewing	the	body,	and	if	I	don't	figure	out	a	way
to	deflate	this	erection,	I'll	be	hit.		I	have	to	go	up	there,	I	don't	have	a	choice.	
Hard-on	or	not,	I'm	going	to	have	to	make	the	long	walk	past	each	and	every	one
of	these	people.	

Maybe	they'll	be	so	caught-up	in	grief	that	they	won't	notice	my	firm	turgid
form.		My	cavernous	tissue	that	has	become	dilated	and	engorged	with	warm
oxygenated	blood.	

Yeah,	right.

I'm	like	a	walking	pervert	sign.

A	beacon	of	embarrassment.

This	is	like	some	kind	of	nightmare,	only	the	monster	is	me.		So	to	take	my
mind	away	from	the	horror,	which	is	soon	to	arrive,	I'll	tell	you	more	about	how



we	got	here.



CHAPTER	9



GAY	UNCLE	GARY'S	ESTATE.

A	FEW	MONTHS	AGO,	SUNDAY	EVENING,	THE	KITCHEN	.	.	.

Bruce	is	wearing	his	chef's	outfit.		He's	got	on	the	white	shirt	with	the
buttons	on	the	chest.		He's	got	on	the	baggy	pants	and	the	knives	are	all	laid	out.	
Oh,	and	he's	got	on	his	cowboy	hat.

“What	we're	cooking	would	be	referred	to	as	le	grande	cuisine.		The	classic
cuisine	of	France.		It	takes	its	roots	from	the	sixteenth	century	to	its	flowering	in
the	many	lavish	banquets	of	the	late	nineteenth	century.”

I'm	looking	at	a	kitchen	full	of	food.		There	might	be	ten	different	vegetables,
diced	and	waiting	to	be	used.		As	he's	explaining	in	his	erudite	manner,	I'm	just
keeping	my	mouth	closed,	taking	in	the	intense	smells	of	everything.		Just
listening	to	Bruce	perfectly	enunciate	each	and	every	syllable	he	pronounces.	
He's	very	careful	to	get	as	much	as	he	can	out	of	every	word.

In	the	middle	of	the	kitchen	there	is	a	large	stainless-topped	table	that	is	big
enough	for	two	cadavers.		At	present	it's	filled	with	plates	and	pots	and	bowls
and	meats	and	spices.		This	is	the	preparation	area,	where	everything	is	pre-
fabbed	like	those	houses	they	truck	to	you	in	parts.

“.	.	.	The	classic	cuisine	of	the	period	takes	great	pride	in	its	richness,
balance,	suavity,	and	presentation.		You're	not	going	to	experience	the	earthy,
bold	tastes	of	your	bourgeois	cuisine.		No,	no.		What	we're	looking	for,”	he	says
as	he	mixes	a	raw	egg	into	some	bits	of	cheese	and	green	leaves,	“is	a	mellow,
palatable	feel	.	.	.	with	appearance	and	artfulness	as	the	foundation.”

He	shows	me	how	to	cut	tiny	slices	of	meat	with	a	knife	so	sharp	it	will
shave	your	arm	hair	.	.	.	to	the	bone.		He	teaches	me	the	chef's	trick	of	curling
my	fingers	back	so	that	the	blade	only	ever	gets	near	my	fingernails.		He	lets	me



practice	each	and	every	part	of	the	process.

“There	didn't	have	sophisticated	cookery	until	fifteen	thirty-three,	with	the
arrival	of	Catherine	de	Médicis.		She	really	taught	the	French	how	to	enjoy
eating.		She	brought	a	taste	for	things	like	truffles,	artichokes,	the	many
sweetbreads	.	.	.”	

He	lifts	up	the	small	bowl	to	sniff	it	gingerly,	then	passes	it	under	my	nose,
waiting	for	my	reaction.		I	nod.		He	nods.

“.	.	.	she	brought	about	the	interest	in	refined	dishes	like	quenelles,	custards,
and	aspics.		We	don't	use	heavy	sauces	or	spices	to	cover	for	a	lack	of
preparation.		You	see,	added	flavoring,	that's	the	mark	of	a	rank	amateur.			But	.	.
.

“.	.	.	a	professional	.	.	.	well,	he'll	bring	out	the	very	best	in	what	you're
cooking.		Our	goal	as	chefs	is	to	gather	the	finest	ingredients,	and	use	them	with
skillful	preparation	to	bring	out	the	myriad	nuances	of	flavor.		We	must	pay
strict	attention	to	symmetry	and	color	when	they're	served.		You	see,	Trevor,
presentation	is	everything.”

Like	in	the	landscaping?

He	nods,	“Like	in	life.		Our	presentation	is	everything.		We	are,	each	and
every	one	of	us,	more	or	less	the	same.		Sure,	some	of	us	are	smarter,	some	of	us
run	faster,	or	drive	a	car	more	skillfully.		But	at	the	end	of	the	day	we're	all
basically	human.”

He	walked	over	to	a	shining	silver	pot	and	added	the	eggs	we	just	sniffed.	
Stirring	with	a	wooden	spoon	he	continued,	“.	.	.	it	is	in	how	we	present
ourselves,	just	as	in	how	this	meal	will	be	carefully	laid	out	on	a	pristine	white
plate	with	the	proper	garnish	and	color	combination.		People	look	at	a	plate	of
fish	and	they	say	'there's	a	meal.'		But	they	look	at	something	we	prepare	and
they	are	fascinated	by	it.”



He	lowers	the	heat	as	he	stirs,	motioning	for	me	to	take	over	so	that	he	can
check	the	slowly	broiling	fish.

“.	.	.	it's	as	much	a	work	of	art	as	it	is	a	meal	they	are	to	enjoy.		And	that's	a
perfect	analogy	for	how	we	ought	to	live	our	lives.		Were	everyone	to	see	us	as
interesting	works	of	art	and	sculpture,	imagine	how	much	easier	it	would	be	to
communicate.		To	break	down	those	barriers	that	society	teaches	us	to
construct.”

He	adjusts	his	cowboy	hat,	pushing	the	brim	up	as	he	lowers	his	head	to
inspect	something.		“We	explore,	in	our	cooking,	the	various	subtle	properties	of
fish,	eggs,	butter,	sugar,	flour,	different	meats,	and	other	vegetable	dishes.		With
the	proper	duplication	and	repetition	of	heat,	moisture,	and	proportion,	we	can
recreate	Victorian	opulence.”

He	looked	over	at	me	with	a	slim	smile	on	his	face,	“So	too	can	we	learn	to
recreate	proper	manners	and	respectful	mannerisms.		We	can	cast	a	certain
image	of	ourselves	that	most	highlights	our	brilliance	and	shades	our
shortcomings.”

“Tricking	people?”	I	ask	as	I	stir	the	eggs	while	they	start	to	clump.

“All	the	world's	a	stage,”	he	says.		“You've	heard	this	one,	yes?”

Yes.

“We're	all	acting,	some	of	the	time.		If	we're	really	lucky,	we	get	to	be
ourselves	among	the	people	we	love	because	they	accept	us	no	matter	what	they
see.		But	this	is	a	lazy,	unrealistic,	and	dangerous	way	to	behave	in	a	public
environment.		People	don't	always	need	to	know	everything	about	us.		Leave
some	mystery,	let	them	make	estimations.		If	they	like	you,	they	will	assume	the
most	interesting.”

“But	if	they	don't	like	you	.	.	.”

What	then?



He	shrugs,	“Then	you	will	be	scourge.		The	epitome	of	disgusting	and	ill
repute.”

This	was	classic	Bruce.		Such	an	elitist.		Such	an	aristocrat.		I	don't	know	if
he's	having	gay	sex	with	my	guncle,	but	there's	a	very	strong	possibility.		He's
got	all	the	warning	signs:		good	grooming,	polite	manners,	keen	fashion	sense,
incredible	vocabulary,	and	an	uncanny	understanding	of	human	relationships.

I	like	Bruce.		This	towering,	scholarly,	well-read	man	is	most	likely	a
flaming	fag	of	the	first	order.		A	fudge-packer,	as	Thomas	calls	them—which,
considering	that	I	eat	chocolates	quite	often,	is	about	the	most	horrible	image	I
can	imagine.	

But	Bruce	is	one	of	my	parents	now.		I	don't	see	the	guy	packing	fudge.		I
don't	imagine	him	sweating	and	panting	as	somebody	does	unimaginable	things
to	him	in	ways	I	hope	I'll	never	be	able	to	fathom.		He	looks	more	asexual	than
anything	else.		Like	he's	found	some	way	to	reproduce	on	his	own.		Frogs	do
that.		So,	it's	conceivable	that	he's	evolved	past	us,	maybe.	

Anyway,	I	don't	see	him	doing	disgusting	things	to	smelly	men.		But	there's
something	going	on	between	he	and	Gary.		I	don't	know	what	it	is.		I	won't	ask,
either.		Whatever	they	do,	it's	their	thing.

Bruce,	he's	growing	on	me.		I'm	learning	from	him	all	the	things	my	parents
would	never	think	to	teach	me.		And	I'll	be	damned	if	I	don't	like	the	guy.



CHAPTER	10



THE	ROOM	OF	TITS	.	.	.

I'm	burping	up	warm	hints	of	tournedos—thick	savory	slices	of	beef	fillets—
as	I	walk.		I	can	taste	the	sumptuous	ravioli.		Mushrooms,	and	herring,	capers
and	olives	and	caviar	.	.	.	all	of	it	so	incredible	I	don't	know	what	I	like	most.

And	I	realize,	as	my	stomach	is	bloated	slightly	more	than	my	pants,	that	I
love	food.		I	appreciate	it	in	a	way	that	defies	logic.		I	can	easily	see	myself
turning	into	a	big	fat	lard	who	spends	all	his	time	in	the	kitchen,	coming	up	with
new	ways	to	constrict	my	arteries.		It'd	be	me,	my	perpetual	erections,	and	a
mountain	of	cookbooks.

I	could	be	that	guy.

After	we	enjoyed	dinner,	my	guncle	took	me	up	to	the	study	where	he	asked
me	to	help	him	gather	some	“media”	for	the	Salvation	Army.		He	has	several
large	bags	full	of	canned	groceries	and	non-perishable	foodstuffs	that	he	is	going
to	give.		He	does	it	every	couple	of	weeks.		It's	like	this	whole	big	ordeal	for
him,	and	he	really	puts	his	soul	into	it.

What	we're	going	up	to	the	study	for,	I'm	not	sure.		Let	me	describe	the
study.		It's	a	large,	rectangular	room	with	a	high,	vaulted	ceiling	that	has
bookshelves	lining	every	wall.		On	all	four	sides	there	are	books	that	ascend	over
20	feet	high.	

There	are	rare	books	gathered	in	a	glass	case	that	goes	from	floor	to	ceiling
on	the	north-most	side	of	the	room.		There	is	also	one	of	those	rolling
stair/ladder	combinations	so	that	you	can	access	books	higher	than	six	feet	up.		It
doesn't	look	to	have	been	used	in	the	last	decade.		Most	of	the	books	are
exquisitely	bound,	and	probably	worth	a	small	fortune.

In	the	middle	of	the	room	is	a	large	oak	desk	with	an	oatmeal-colored
computer.		It's	got	a	full	catalog	of	all	the	volumes	and	their	locations.		The	desk



has	several	magazines	on	it,	and	boxes	that	are	half	open.		I've	been	in	here	a	few
times,	mostly	to	gawk.		It	has	that	old	book	smell	that	I	can't	resist.	

“So,”	I	say	casually,	“what	are	we	doing	up	here?”

“Homeless	people	have	urges	too,”	Gary	explains	as	he	makes	his	way	over
to	the	desk.		“They	have	desires.		Needs	that	must	be	fulfilled.		And	I	like	to	help
them	out.		You	know,	spice	the	pudding.”

My	eyebrows	are	curved	to	a	V,	as	I	try	to	understand	what	he's	up	to.		I
watch	as	he	grabs	a	cardboard	box	that	looks	incredibly	heavy.		Like	it's	full	of
lead	bearings.

“This,”	he	says	as	he	summons	me	over,	“.	.	.	is	how	I	give	back.”

I	walk	to	the	box	and	look	inside.		Pornography.		Lots	of	it.		Pictures,	trading
cards,	comics,	and	magazines.		And	the	thing	that	really	stands	out	is	all	of	the
tits.		There	are	huge	glossy	breasts	with	bulging	nipples	next	to	small	pairs	with
tiny	brown	dots.		There	are	cans	with	huge	saucer	nipples,	and	jugs	with	so
much	silicon	that	you	can	see	the	implants	outlined	in	their	skin.

Black	tits.

Olive	tits.

Maple	brown	tits	with	piercings.

I	can't	really	tell	you	why	I'm	so	drawn	to	the	breasts,	other	than	that	there
might	be	some	oral,	breast-feeding	issues	I	haven't	correctly	dealt	with	in	my
infancy.		Whatever	it	is,	I'm	getting	one	of	those	quasi-painful	hard-ons	where
you're	fruit	and	berries	are	juxtaposed.		Until	they	unravel	I'll	be	biting	my
bottom	lip.

“What	I	do,”	Gary	says	as	he	starts	pulling	out	various	bits	of	pornography,
“is	to	intersperse	bits	and	pieces	of	porn	within	the	cans	of	food	I	donate.		That
way	they	can	enjoy	the	Thick-n-chunky	soup	with	a	thick-n—chubby.”	



My	eyes	are	filled	with	breasts.		Some	vaginas,	but	mostly	just	the	breasts.	
Part	of	me	wants	to	look	at	the	other	stuff	.	.	.	the	vaginas.		But	I	don't	know	if
I'm	ready	for	that.		I	might	just	explode.		And	that	would	be	rather	difficult	to
explain	to	Gary.

He	smiles	self-importantly.		“How	wonderful	is	that?”		And	as	he's	looking
at	the	different	pictures,	his	tongue	slowly	circles	the	inside	of	his	lips,	pausing
at	his	bottom	teeth	for	a	few	moments	before	it	begins	to	circle	again.

“So,”	I	ask	him,	“.	.	.	what	do	we	do?”		I	see	lots	of	naked	girls,	and	a	large
bag	full	of	canned	foods,	but	I'm	not	sure	what	the	next	step	is	in	this	petty
deception.

He	slides	a	porno	trading	card	across	the	polished,	red-stained	oak	desk.		His
stubby,	porky	little	index	finger	taps	the	flat	naked	woman	a	few	times.		“We
glue	these	to	the	cans.		Under	the	labels.”

That	works?		Nobody	checks	for	stuff	like	that?

“This	stuff	isn't	going	to	prison,	Trevor.		We're	going	to	give	it	to	the
Salvation	Army.		They're	going	to	weigh	it,	inventory	it	for	tax	purposes,	and
then	distribute	it	in	the	inner	city	among	the	destitute.		A	few	weeks	from	now
bums	will	be	tearing	apart	their	cans,	making	all	sorts	of	interesting	and
industrious	things	with	the	metal,	and	they'll	find	our	gift.”

A	gift	within	a	gift,	I	say.

“Poor	or	not,	they	still	want	stimulation.		They	still	want	to	feel	the	warm
embrace	of	a	woman.		Well,”	he	shrugs,	“I	don't	have	enough	money	to	buy
them	all	prostitutes,	so	this	is	the	best	I	can	offer.”

And	then	he	sees	me	tunnel-visioned	on	the	most	perfect	pair	of	c-cups	to
every	grace	the	planet.		He	squints,	“Trevor,	you've	seen	pictures	like	this,
before,	right?”

“Yeah,	I	mean	.	.	.	of	course,”	I	laugh	uncomfortably.		“I'm	fifteen,	right.		So,



for	sure.		Yes,	sir.		I've	seen	lots	of	pornography	pictures	of	naked	bodies.”		I'm
busted.		I'm	talking	about	women	like	they're	corpses.

“My	dear	boy,	you've	never	seen	the	female	figure	in	its	purest	form.”

I	look	up,	my	hands	folding	at	my	stomach	like	a	thief	who's	been	caught	in
the	act.		My	face	is	probably	turning	all	kinds	of	red	right	now.		“My	parents
didn't	think	that	I—”

“No,”	Gary	interrupted,	“they	didn't	think.		How	on	earth	are	you	supposed
to	teach	a	person	about	life	if	they	haven't	been	exposed	to	the	very	thing	that
perpetuates	that	life?”

I	understand	sex,	I	tell	him.

“There's	more	to	sex	than	reproduction.		There's	more	to	love	than	just	sex.	
But	self-fulfillment	falls	somewhere	in	the	middle.		You	have	to	understand
what	your	body	is	capable	of	in	order	to	enjoy	life.”

And	then	he	purses	his	lips	and	sighs	very	slowly,	breathing	out	every	last
molecule	of	air	from	his	lungs.		“What	did	your	parents	explain	to	you?”

The	only	thing	my	father	ever	said	about	intercourse	was	that	it	wasn't
something	to	mess	around	with.		It	was	an	adult	thing,	and	to	even	experiment
with	such	behavior	would	destroy	my	life.		They	said	that	the	Lord,	and	Jesus,
and	all	of	our	dead	relatives	going	back	a	hundred	years	were	watching	at	all
times.	

And	they'd	know.

“My	God,”	he	blurted.			“You	must	be	so	pent-up	you're	on	the	constant
verge	of	explosion.”

My	eyes	are	darting	around	uneasily.		Now	I'm	the	uncomfortable	one.		I'm
the	deranged	weirdo.	

“Have	you,	ah	.	.	.	played	doctor	with	any	girls?”	my	guncle	asks.



Nope.

“Have	you	seen	any	sex	tapes,	like	with	Paris	Hilton	or	Lindsey	Lohan?”

No	way.

“Late	night,	soft-core	porn	on	Cinemax?”	he	asks,	holding	out	barely	a
glimmer	of	hope.

No,	Gary.		None	of	that.

“Have	you	even	kissed	a	girl?”

Not	yet.

He	puts	his	hands	on	his	forehead,	groaning.		“That	would	explain	why
you're	always	walking	around	at	full	attention.”

Oh,	Shit

“You	know	about	that?”	I	say,	my	voice	breaking	and	raspy	as	my	vocal
chords	quiver	in	shame.

He	smiles,	his	face	relaxing,	“Trevor,	it's	not	a	big	deal.		You're	getting	urges
that	your	mind	doesn't,	at	some	level,	know	how	to	deal	with.		You're	almost
sixteen,	now.		These	are	things	you	should	have	been	explained	years	ago.”

And	then	he	puts	all	the	pictures	back	in	the	cardboard	box.		“Come	with
me.		I'm	going	to	find	some	appropriate	learning	materials	and	you're	going	to
have	a	lesson	on	the	physical	connections	between	people.”

“I	understand	reproduction,”	I	plead,	hoping	this	will	not	become	any	more
embarrassing	than	it	already	is.		You'd	think	I	was	on	my	way	to	get	a	spanking
the	way	I'm	nearly	at	the	verge	of	tears.		I'm	sweating	I'm	so	nervous	and
uncomfortable.	

“But	you	know	nothing	of	intimacy.		You	must	find	out	how	far	the	human
body	can	go	in	order	to	fully	realize	your	own	sexual	potential.”



I	don't	want	to	realize	my	sexual	potential.		I	want	to	crawl	under	the	covers
in	my	room	and	die.		I	want	to	clamp	off	the	blood	supply	to	my	penis	so	that	it
never	gets	out	of	control	like	it	did	the	other	night.		I	want	to	purge	all	thoughts
of	sexuality	from	my	dirty	little	mind	before	I	become	some	kind	of	leviathan
sex	fiend	that	can't	be	controlled.

“Don't	be	silly,	Trevor,”	Gary	says	as	we	head	out	of	the	study,	leaving	the
box	of	perfect	tits	behind	to	gather	dust.		“You	need	to	learn	these	things	to
become	a	man.		And	besides,	it's	how	I	made	my	fortune.		We	owe	it	to	the
industry	to	make	sure	you're	informed.”

And	then	he	stops	near	the	spiraling	staircase,	“Who	knows,	one	day	all	of
this	might	be	yours.”

I	guess	the	homeless	sex	addicts	are	going	to	have	to	use	their	imagination	a
little	while	longer,	because	Gary	is	hell-bent	on	teaching	me	the	inner	workings
of	the	woman.

Halfway	down	the	stairs	he	looks	back	over	his	shoulder,	“Have	you	ever
seen	a	wet	vagina?”



CHAPTER	11



1	WEEK	LATER	.	.	.

Bruce	and	I	are	carefully	preparing	fish-wraps.		I'm	learning	about	sushi
from	him.		He's	learning	about	Surya,	the	Hindu	god	of	the	sun.		I'm	rolling	rice
into	bundles	as	he	explains	how	healthy	raw	fish	actually	is.		I'm	telling	him
about	Agni—the	god	of	the	earth—and	Indra—the	god	of	the	air.

I'm	letting	the	smells	of	fish	and	smoke	and	vegetables	and	spices	overpower
my	recent	memories	of	vaginas	and	breasts	and	clitorises	and	tongues	and
nipples.		Gary's	version	of	education	is	explaining	the	various	parts	of	the
woman	while	standing	in	the	theatre	while	hardcore	porn	is	exploding	on	a	10-
foot	tall	screen	behind	him.	

He's	pointing	at	this	pink	thing.	That	wet	spot.		It's	all	a	little	intimidating.	
So	I'm	doing	my	best	not	to	think	about	sex	for	a	while.	

But	then,	right	after	I	learn	what	the	dark	green	wasabi	is,	Gary	walks	in
disturbed	by	something.		Horseradish	paste	looks	better	than	it	tastes,	apparently,
until	you	use	it	to	heighten	the	taste	of	the	sushi.

Bruce	doesn't	even	look	up	as	he	speaks,	“What's	the	bother,	Gary?”

“It's	those	goddamned	communist	bastards,	again.”

“Who?”	I	ask	casually,	trying	to	follow	Bruce's	non-nonchalant	lead.

He	throws	down	a	copy	of	some	conspiracy	paper	he	gets	on	a	regular	basis.	
On	the	cover	are	pictures	of	Nazis,	gun	targets,	a	few	senators,	Elvis,	an	alien,
and	a	Chinese	Flag	stabbing	through	a	unborn	child.

“Fetal	Cannibalism!”

Bruce	is	hand-forming	Nigiri-zushi,	making	oblong-shaped	little	torpedoes
of	rice	with	a	slice	of	raw	herring.		We	also	have	oshi-zushi	which	is	a	similar
rice	cake	that's	pressed	into	a	mold.		All	of	this	food	looks	like	something	you'd



eat	off	the	body	of	a	naked	Asian	girl.		My	hands	tremble	at	the	thought.

“They	hid	it	all	during	the	Olympics	a	few	years	ago,	but	it's	happening	right
under	our	noses.		This	is	the	death	of	society,	the	beginning	of	the	end	of	our
time	on	this	planet.		When	a	species	turns	on	itself,	that's	the	mark	of	it's	final
days,”	Gary	says	as	he	picks	up	a	small,	nearly	finished	bit	of	sushoga.

His	lips	pucker	as	he	chews	the	vinegar-pickled	ginger	root,	“That's
wonderful.		Rich,	palate-clearing,	inspiring.”

Uncle	Gary,	I	ask,	what	do	you	mean	by	fetal	cannibalism?

And	even	as	the	words	come	out	of	my	mouth	Bruce's	eyes	are	rolling.

He	taps	the	conspiracy	rag,	telling	me	it's	all	right	there.		And	so	I	have	a
little	peek	on	page	A-12:	'Among	the	many	delicacies	eaten	in	China—
domesticated	cats	and	dogs,	monkey	brains,	bird	eyes,	and	various	other	less
palatable	slimy	things—there	is	an	alarming	trend.		The	vile	practice	of	fetal
cannibalism.'

That	is	the	eating	of	aborted	children.

I	glance	up,	“How	would	you	say	'yucky'	in	Chinese?”		Because,	honestly,
this	is	the	most	horrifying	thing	ever.

Nobody	answers,	so	I	keep	reading:	“Infant	corpses	and	fetuses	have	become
the	newest	supplements	for	health	and	beauty	in	China.		Not	only	is	the	placenta
considered	a	beauty	remedy,	but	also	aborted	fetuses	are	much	sought	after
delicacies”

My	stomach	does	turns	and	folds	as	I	read	of	women	making	soup	out	of
placenta	and	sliced	up	male	fetuses;	doctors	in	a	Shenzhen	hospital	eating
aborted	babies	after	performing	the	surgeries	that	killed	them;	and	Chinese
performance	artist	Shu	Yu,	who	eats	aborted	corpses	live	on	stage.

The	article	says	that	the	doctors	wash	the	fetuses	in	clear	water	until	they



look	transparent	white	and	then	stew	them.		Making	soup	is	best,	they	claim.	

I	clear	my	throat	before	reading,	“Fetuses	are	very	smelly	and	not	everybody
can	take	the	odor.		You	can	also	make	meat	cakes	by	mixing	fetuses	with	minced
meat,	but	you	have	to	add	more	ginger	and	chives	to	get	rid	of	the	smell.”

I	put	the	paper	back	down.		“I'm	done	reading	that.”

My	vomit	wants	to	puke	all	over	itself.

Gary's	got	on	his	I	told	you	so	face.

“For	an	intelligent	businessman	such	as	yourself,”	Bruce	says	of	Gary,	“you
sure	are	seemingly	naïve	when	it	comes	to	silliness	like	this.”

My	guncle	slaps	his	chubby	hands	down	on	the	counter,	“This	is	really
happening,	Bruce!		Compulsory	abortions	in	China	are	well	documented.		At	one
hospital	in	Shenzhen	alone	there	were	over	seven	thousand	in	the	last	year.		I'm
not	making	this	stuff	up.		The	world	just	doesn't	want	to	listen.”

“How	do	they	get	away	with	all	that	killing?”	I	ask	as	I	lay	out	another	piece
of	nori—washed	and	chilled	seaweed.		Bruce	actually	tries	to	stomp	my	toes	for
that	one.

Gary's	face	is	getting	more	red	than	pink,	“Women	are	being	apprehended	on
the	street,	even	as	far	along	as	seven-months	pregnant.		They're	taken	to	the
'family	planning	office'	where	nurses	tie	them	to	gurneys,	rip	off	their	clothes,
and	give	them	an	injection	into	their	abdomen	to	kill	the	children.		They
experience	horrible	pain,	pass	out,	and	when	they	awaken	.	.	.	doctors	tell	them
that	they've	lost	the	babies.”

Baby	soup,	I	add	softly.		Would	you	garnish	that	with	parsley	sprigs	or	rinds
of	orange?

Gary	points	a	warning	finger	at	me,	“A	male	fetus	can	sell	for	as	much	as
three-hundred	dollars	on	the	street	in	China.		That's	a	year's	wages	for	most



families.		And	did	you	know	they	kill	their	prisoners	and	sell	the	organs.		Nearly
ninety	percent	of	all	transplanted	kidneys	come	from	executed	prisoners.		Where
the	prisoner	is	shot	depends	on	what	they're	harvesting.		If	they	want	the	liver,
kidney,	or	heart,	they'll	give	you	a	headshot.

“.	.	.	if	they	want	to	take	your	corneas,”	Gary	says	blinking	deliberately
several	times,	“they'll	shoot	you	in	the	chest.		And	that's	not	a	good	way	to	go,	I
bet.”

Bruce	looks	up,	setting	his	knife	to	the	side	as	he	crosses	his	arms,	“What	are
we	going	to	do	about	these	atrocities?”

“Don't	patronize	me,	Bruce.		I'm	just	trying	to	point	out	to	Trevor	how	awful
the	world	around	us	is,	and	how	good	we	really	have	it.		If	our	biggest	worry	is
walking	around	with	a	constant	boner,	we	could	be	a	lot	worse.”

I	look	at	Gary,	then	to	Bruce,	then	back	to	Gary,	feeling	a	bit	betrayed.	
“Gary	.	.	.	I	told	you	that	in	confidence.		You	know,	uncle-client	privilege.”

“Oh,	don't	worry	Trevor,”	Bruce	assured	me.		“Anyone	who's	been	around
you	for	more	than	an	hour	knows	about	your,”	he	makes	little	quotes	with	his
fingers,		“.	.	.	situation.”

“Hey,”	Gary	says,	his	eyes	gleaming,	“maybe	you	could	use	that	fetal	soup
thing	to,	you	know,	coax	down	your	stiffies.”

I'm	learning	about	sex,	I	tell	them.		Soon	my	problem	will	be	a	thing	of	the
past.		In	a	couple	of	weeks	I	won't	even	be	able	to	get	an	erection,	no	matter	how
many	naked	women	are	rubbing	their	slippery	wet	bodies	all	over	me.

And	now	that	I've	just	said	that,	I	feel	myself	filling-up.		My	tent	is	being
pitched	as	the	sushi	is	served.

Gary	laughs,	“When	you	get	older	you'll	wish	you	had	erectile	over-
function.		Hell,	I	bet	there	are	scientists	that	would	love	to	mine	whatever
problem	you	really	have	and	put	it	into	a	pill.		They'd	make	a	fortune.		The	guy



who	invented	Viagra	.	.	.	he	drives	a	different	colored	Ferrari	every	day	of	the
week,	you	can	bet	on	that.”

“You	know	sushi	makes	you	more	fertile,”	Bruce	adds.

Shit,	I'll	be	up	at	3	am.,	again,		washing	my	boxers	under	the	warm	bath
water	while	I	pray	for	forgiveness	to	a	God	who	hasn't	answered	one	single
request	.	.	.	ever.



CHAPTER	12



PLAINVIEW	MALL.

SATURDAY	AFTERNOON	.	.	.

Thomas	and	I	are	at	the	biggest	mall	for	fifty	miles.		We're	heading	to	the
food	court	after	having	searched	high	and	low	for	what	he	calls,	'money	shirts.'

Money	shirts	are	high-dollar,	very	distinct	shirts	that	you	wear	out	to	a	party
or	social	gathering	and	people	go	wow,	cool	shirt!		They	have	to	meet	several
criteria	to	be	official	money	shirts.		First,	they	must	be	prohibitively	expensive.	
Second	they	must	catch	the	attention	of	attractive	girls.		And	third,	they	must	be
unique.	

If	you've	ever	seen	anyone	else	wearing	a	shirt	of	the	same	design	or	pattern,
you’re	dead	in	the	water.		We	went	to	the	Versace	store.		We	perused	the	Armani
Exchange.		We	even	summoned	up	the	courage	to	walk	through	the	Gucci	store.

But	nothing	struck	our	fancy.

“You	won't	always	find	a	money	shirt,”	Thomas	says	as	we	decide	what	we
should	eat.		“It's	like	treasure,	you	just	gotta	keep	looking	until	you	see	gold.	
Let's	get	McDonald's.”

I	tell	him,	“I	don't	know.		Do	they	buy	their	meat	from	China?”

He	looks	at	me	like	I'm	retarded,	like	I	have	a	visible	24th	chromosome.	
“Who	cares	where	they	buy	their	meat?		It's	McDonald's.		We	only	ever	get	to
eat	shit	food	like	this	when	our	parents	aren't	around.		It's	good	to	see	how	poor
people	experience	life.”

“We	can	try	it,”	I	say	as	if	it	would	be	the	first	time.		“But	I've	heard	it's
disgusting.		Rots	your	insides	and	everything.”

Thomas	looks	at	me,	I	guess	trying	to	figure	out	if	there's	any	truth	to	my



nonsense.		“Never	mind	that,	then.		Let's	get	Subway.”

“Why,	because	of	Jerod?”	I	ask.

“Fuck	Jerod	in	his	fat	ass!”	Thomas	barks.		“I	want	a	meatball	sub.”

“Sweet,”	I	say	and	then	we	make	our	way	through	row	upon	row	of
glistening	white	plastic	chairs	and	tables.		They're	laid	out	in	perfect	lines	like
the	headstones	at	Arlington	National	Cemetery.		And	most	likely,	the	food	here
has	killed	enough	people	to	justify	the	analogy.

We	make	our	way	to	the	Subway	and	place	our	orders.		Two	Footlong
meatball	subs,	plenty	of	cheese,	plenty	of	red	sauce.		And	two	Sprites.		Got	to
watch	the	caffeine.		Poor	people	drink	caffeine	to	keep	up	with	the	rest	of	us.	
They	even	eat	ketchup	soup.				At	least,	that's	what	Bruce	tells	me.

Everyone	that	works	here	is	wearing	yellow	shirts,	khaki	pants,	and	a	smile
that	looks	to	be	made	of	the	same	make-up	that	circus	clowns	wear.		You	know,
where	there	is	a	painted-on	cheeky	grin,	but	the	clown	is	really	crying.

Can	you	imagine?

These	kids,	working	here	for	minimum	wage,	getting	bullied	by	some	42-
year	old	failure	of	a	man,	they	might	as	well	be	slaves	in	some	third-world
country.		None	of	them	look	happy	to	be	here.		Forced.

If	my	uncle's	right,	kids	like	this	would	have	been	eaten	long	ago	if	they	had
been	conceived	in	China.

Somehow	the	sandwiches	seem	to	materialize	in	front	of	our	eyes	and	a
skinny	kid	with	an	enormous	Adam's	apple,	named	Kenny,	punches	50	or	60
things	into	the	register	and	then	we're	shelling	out	about	20	dollars.	

I	thought	Subway	was	supposed	to	be	reasonably	priced,	I	tell	Thomas.

“Gas,	man.		Gas.”

I	wish	these	oil	conglomerates	would	screw	their	heads	on	straight	so	the	rest



of	us	could	buy	a	bag	of	groceries	without	having	to	go	down	the	street	and	sell
two	gallons	of	blood	plasma	.	.	.	or	worse.

As	Thomas	and	I	make	our	way	through	the	plastic	chair	forest,	looking	for	a
place	to	eat,	we	see	these	two	girls	sitting	near	the	railing.		They	seem	to	be
looking	down	at	the	skating	rink	on	the	first	floor.		One	of	them	has	bright	blond
hair,	the	other	has	jet-black	hair	with	red	highlights—with	a	kind	of	Gothic
look.		But,	from	where	we	are,	they	both	look	attractive.

Of	course,	Thomas	leads	us	in	their	direction.

As	we	get	closer	and	closer	these	girls	seem	to	get	prettier	and	prettier.

“This	is	why	I	love	the	mall,”	Thomas	says	under	his	breath.		He	then
proceeds	to	set	anchor	at	the	table	directly	beside	these	two	girls.		This	move
couldn't	be	any	more	obvious.

Their	smells—the	perfumes	from	exotic	origins,	no	doubt—seem	to
overwhelm	the	aroma	of	our	meatball	subs	and	now	my	brain	is	mixing	the
signals	and	rewiring.		These	girls'	scents	are	getting	hooked	to	places	in	my	mind
normally	reserved	for	cuisine.	

I'll	be	explaining	all	of	this	to	some	shrink	when	I'm	40.

We	sit	down,	spreading	out	the	wax	advertising	paper	that	blankets	our
sandwiches.		I'm	sitting	with	my	back	towards	the	girls	and	Thomas	is	looking
past	me,	right	at	them.		He's	better	designed	for	courting	gestures	and	I'm	more
designed	for	uncontrolled	penile	swelling	and	food	preparation.	

Don't	get	me	wrong	.	.	.	I've	talked	to	girls	before,	but	I've	never	really	talked
to	girls	before.

“I	know	you,”	Thomas	says,	talking	past	my	shoulder	to	the	girls.

“Excuse	me?”	one	of	them	says.		I'm	not	sure	which	one	because	I'm	not
near	ballsy	enough	to	turn	around.		As	a	matter	of	fact,	I'm	burying	my	head	in



my	sandwich	before	this	all	turns	uncomfortable.

“.	.	.	I	know	you,”	he	repeats.		“You're	the	most	beautiful	girl	in	the	world,
three	years	running.”		And	then	he	puts	on	a	pleasant	smile.

I	hear	the	second	voice,	much	softer	and	higher-pitched,	“You're	probably
mistaking	her	for	me.”

And	everybody	but	me	is	doing	that	flirtatious	giggling	thing.		I	don't	really
understand	the	science	behind	what	just	happened,	but	those	two	cute	girls	are
gathering	their	stuff,	answering	Thomas's	head	motioning,	and	coming	to	sit
with	us.

The	girl	with	the	blond	hair	is	very	pretty.		She's	like	a	young,	less
intimidating	version	of	my	first	period	teacher,	Miss	Reegan.		This	girl's	eyes	are
greenish-blue,	and	honest	looking.		Her	eyebrows	are	thin	and	her	nose	is	small
and	proportioned	to	her	slender	face.		Her	lips	are	bright	watermelon	pink,	and
she	doesn't	seem	to	blink	very	often.		It	makes	her	look	incredibly	inquisitive	.	.	.
like	she's	studying	us.		She	sits	down	beside	Thomas,	looking	at	me	with	an
expression	of	genuine	curiosity.

The	Gothic	girl's	face	is	much	more	etched	like	a	super	hero.		She	could	be	a
young	Wonder-Woman,	or	Batgirl.		Her	eyes	are	a	dark	blue,	almost	black.		And
she's	thin,	but	muscular-fit.		Almost	athletic	like	a	female	wrestler—the	Divas,
not	the	butch	lesbian	types.		She	sits	down	beside	me,	her	hands	shuffling
through	her	stuff	like	a	nervous	raccoon.

Thomas	introduces	us,	“I'm	Thomas,	and	that's	my	man	Trevor.”

“I'm	Amber,”	the	Gothic	heroine	says.		“This	is	my	sister,	Stephanie.”

“Hi.”

“Hey.”

“What's	up.”



“Nice	to	meet	you,”	I	say.		And	then	I	wonder,	“You're	sisters?”		They	don't
look	at	all	like	sisters.		Different	noses,	facial	bone	structure,	and	eyes.		Same
mom	different	dads,	maybe?

They	both	start	giggling,	like	.	.	.	well,	like	schoolgirls.

And	that's	how	we	all	met.		Luckily,	the	nervousness	and	tension	of	this
moment	doesn't	allow	me	to	think	about	how	pretty	this	girl	is.

As	the	lunch	went	on	I	started	talking	to	Stephanie.		Thomas	and	Amber
were	having	a	grand	time.		Turns	out	they	both	go	to	a	high	school	that	is	only	a
few	miles	away	from	Peterson.		When	we	told	them	what	school	we	went	to	they
looked	at	each	other	like	they'd	just	hit	the	lottery.

When	they	told	us	they	were	juniors,	Thomas	and	I	traded	similar	glances.	
As	it	turns	out,	girls	like	rich	boys.		As	it	also	turns	out,	we	are	excited	by	the
idea	of	being	with	attractive	older	girls.		Girls	with	experience.

They're	almost	old	enough	to	vote,	so	they	probably	know	all	kinds	of	fancy
sexual	tricks	that	Thomas	and	I	can	only	watch	on	Gary's	DVDs.

Things	they've	learned	from	Seniors.

I	learned	that	Stephanie	is	two	weeks	from	her	17th	birthday.		She	likes
horses,	haunted	houses,	beaches,	and	that	video	game	where	you	dance	on	the
colored	pads	while	music	makes	your	eardrums	bleed.

Oh,	yeah	.	.	.	and	she	doesn't	have	a	boyfriend	after	last	weekend	when	her
ex	apparently	got	so	drunk	that	he	cussed	her	dad	out	when	he	called	to	check	on
her.

“See,”	I	explain	to	her,	“that	would	never	happen	with	me.”		I	take	a	drink	of
Sprite	through	a	big	green	straw.

“No?		Why	not?”	she	says,	smiling	at	me	with	her	wide,	liquidy	eyes.

“Because,	I	rarely	use	profanity,	and	I've	never	been	drunk.”



Her	eyebrows	perk-up,	“Have	you	ever	smoked?”

No.

“No,”	she	says.		“I	mean	.	.	.	smoked.”

No	drugs,	no	cigarettes,	nothing.

And	then	everybody	gets	eerily	quiet.		I	think	I	can	hear	record	players
screeching	to	a	halt.		And	it's	so	quiet,	now,	that	you'd	swear	there	were	crickets
in	here.		All	eyes	are	on	me.

I	look	around	at	Thomas,	Stephanie,	Amber,	and	then	back	to	Stephanie.	
“What?”

She's	got	this	borderline	sinister	look	on	her	face.

Thomas	defends	me,	“Yeah	.	.	.	I	don't	let	him	drink	so	that	when	I	get
wasted	he	can	drive	us	home.”

Stephanie	and	Amber	look	at	each	other,	talking	with	their	eyes,	the	way
only	girls	can.	

And	then	there	is	an	awkward	pause.		I'm	not	sure	if	time	is	still	ticking	at	a
normal	rate	right	now.		Slowly	this	strangeness	gives	way	to	people	in	the
background	talking.		Music	begins	to	play,	and	the	world	starts	spinning	about
its	axis	again.

Stephanie	leans	in	and	asks	me,	her	voice	soft	and	seductive,	“Are	you	a
virgin?”

Thankfully,	she	has	spared	me	the	embarrassment	of	asking	that	question
loud	enough	for	the	others	to	hear	it.

I'm	not	sure	exactly	how	to	answer	her.		I've,	um,	climaxed.		But	I'm	pretty
sure	I'm	still,	technically,	a	virgin.		As	my	eyes	dart	around	indecisively,	she
seems	to	derive	the	answer	on	her	own.

Then	she	gets	this	perplexed	look	on	her	face,	her	eyes	almost	squinting,



“But	you're	cute	.	.	.	and	.	.	.”

I'm	feeling	the	early	pangs	of	a	chubby	coming	on	as	I	stare	into	her	eyes.	
Flashes	of	Gary's	DVDs	are	dancing	around	the	back	of	my	mind.		Stephanie	is
wearing	a	blue	sweater	and	jeans,	but	I	know	what's	under	there.	

“.	.	.	and	you're	easy	to	talk	to	.	.	.”

The	garden	hose	in	unraveling	as	I	fight	off	images	of	wet,	pink,	heaven.

“.	.	.	and	you're	loaded	.	.	.”

With	every	beat	of	my	heart,	I'm	engorging	my	formerly	flaccid	member.

And	then	she	puts	her	hands	on	mine,	“You	need	to	come	to	Amber's	party
Saturday	night.”

We're	at	full	attention,	Captain!



CHAPTER	13



LATER	THAT	NIGHT	.	.	.

I'm	back	at	the	estate,	clicking	my	way	through	late-night	television.		Ever
since	I	had	my	encounter	with	fantasy	sex,	I've	been	a	little	weary	of	sleep.	
Don't	get	me	wrong,	I	certainly	liked	it.		I	just	feel	so	dirty.

Anyway,	I'm	flipping	through	the	channels	and	I	find	Jerry	Springer	with	his
hands	on	his	head	as	security	tries	to	wrestle	a	family	of	midgets	off	of	some
skinny	guy.		I'm	watching	this	show	with	the	volume	turned	down.		Turns	out
you	don't	even	need	it.	

The	midgets	seem	pissed-off	that	some	skinny,	normal-sized,	guy	is	messing
with	a	midget	girl.		It	might	be	a	lover	triangle,	or	maybe	they're	just	mad	at	the
girl	for	dating	the	guy,	or	some	variation	on	that	basic	theme.	

Whatever	it	is,	they're	kicking	the	shit	out	of	this	dude	as	security	guys	in
black	shirts	scramble	to	scoop	them	up	and	carry	them	back	to	their	seats	across
the	stage.

And	while	all	of	this	is	happening,	I	can't	keep	my	eyes	off	of	the	midget
chick.		As	far	as	small	people	go,	she	is	pretty	cute.		Her	face	is	pretty,	her	hair	is
nice,	and	she's	the	object	of	all	of	these	people's	affections.	

And	it	makes	me	wonder	about	her	other	parts.

I	know	this	isn't	politically	correct,	but	I'm	thinking	about	the	relative	size	of
her	vagina.		Do	little	people	have	little	vaginas?		Or	is	there	a	regular-sized	love-
cave	hidden	between	her	tiny	legs?		Those	are	questions	that	Gary,	I'm	sure,	can
answer.

About	the	time	I	start	feeling	myself	hardening,	I	change	the	channel.		It
takes	me	several	minutes	of	some	old	black-n-white	movie	for	me	to	nurse	down
my	excitement.		Two	guys	are	looking	at	an	old	bomber,	kicking	the	tires	for	one
last	mission	when	the	throbbing	in	my	boxer	briefs	has	finally	subsided.



And	at	some	point	in	their	mission	to	Japan,	I	drifted	off	to	sleep	.	.	.



BACKSTAGE,	ON	THE	SET	OF	JERRY	SPRINGER	.	.	.

I'm	sitting	on	a	couch	with	a	basket	full	of	fruit	and	cheese	and	bottled	water
in	front	of	me.		There	is	a	small	mirror	outlined	by	soft	yellow	lights	and	a
modest	brown	desk	in	front	with	someone's	make-up	sitting	off	to	the	side.

For	whatever	reason,	it's	just	me	in	this	quiet	room.		And	so	I	start	pilfering
the	food	basket.		First	thing	I	grab	is	one	of	those	cheese	sticks	shrink-wrapped
in	plastic	so	that	it	can	last	for	10,000	years.		I	struggle	to	get	the	cheese	out	so
that	I	can	take	a	bite,	but	it	keeps	on	slipping	out	of	my	hands.

While	I'm	struggling	like	a	fool,	I	hear	the	door	open	and	in	she	walks.		I
look	up,	leaving	the	cheese	on	the	soft	grey	carpet.		It's	her.		It's	the	girl	from	the
show.		The	pretty	midget	who	everyone's	pining	for.

And	she's	alone.

She	reaches	up	to	the	handle,	closing	the	door	behind	her,	and	then	comes
across	the	room	to	the	other	side	of	the	small	coffee	table.		Only	the	woven	food
basket	separates	us.	

This	close,	she	looks	like	a	vision.		She	has	a	woman's	mature,	experienced
face,	but	she's	so	short,	like	a	doll.		Me	sitting,	her	standing	in	front	of	me,	we're
the	same	height.		Where	her	breasts	would	be,	there	are	boxes	of	crackers
blocking	my	view.

She	winks,	saying,	“Hi,	Trevor.”		And	her	voice	is	deep	and	sultry.		She
wants	me.		I	know	it	in	that	way	you	just	instinctively	know	things	in	your
dreams.	

“What	about	all	your	boyfriends?”	I	ask,	nervously	looking	around	for	that
band	of	badass	little	midgets	that	tried	to	brain	that	guy	on	stage	earlier.

“They	mean	nothing	to	me,”	she	says,	sliding	the	basket	aside.		It	drops	to
the	floor	spilling	out	jellybeans,	some	oranges	and	apples,	and	several	more



small,	foil-wrapped	wedges	of	gourmet	cheese.

“The	cheese!”	I	say	stupidly.		For	whatever	reason	I'm	still	hankering	for	that
cheese	stick	I	couldn't	open.

She	crawls	her	little	body	up	onto	the	coffee	table,	pulling	her	shirt	apart	to
reveal	wonderfully	full	breasts	barely	restrained	by	a	pink	lace	bra.

“Do	you	want	cheese,	or	do	you	want	to	see	my	pussy?”	she	says,	her
breathing	becoming	heavy	and	slow.

God!		This	little	woman	has	a	mouth	on	her.		And,	damn	it,	if	it	doesn't	turn
me	on	something	fierce.		I'm	at	instant,	pulsating	hard-on	status.		I	look	down	to
see	that	I'm	not	wearing	any	shorts.		Just	naked	me	and	my	throbbing	erection.

She	stands	on	the	table	and	starts	to	do	this	striptease,	sliding	her	skirt	down
her	oddly	proportioned	thighs	inch	by	unpredictable	inch.

With	a	little	kick	her	skirt	disappears	to	the	floor	and	she	slides	her	hands
from	her	bra,	sexily	down	to	her	matching	pink	panties.		This	is	like	something
out	of	a	cheesy	porno	film.

“Do	you	like	what	you	see?”	she	asks	me.

I	can't	breathe,	I'm	so	turned-on.		This	feels	so	wrong,	and	yet	so	wonderfully
right.		I	feel	like	somebody's	going	to	barge	in	on	us	at	any	moment.		They'll	kill
me,	that	clan	of	mean-spirited	midgets,	if	they	catch	me	tasting	their	forbidden
fruit.

She	places	her	fingers	on	the	strings	of	her	panties	and	slowly	starts	to	pull
them	downward	as	she	leans	slightly	forward.		The	whole	time,	her	eyes	are
focused	on	me,	her	tongue	licking	her	lips	in	the	most	provocative	ways.

They	get	lower	and	lower,	starting	to	pull	at	the	small	triangle	of	lace	that's
covering	her	hidden	garden.		I	still	can't	tell	if	her,	you	know,	is	correctly	sized.	
Her	breasts	seem	normal	as	they	fight	to	escape	her	bra.		But	her	other	thing	.	.	.



I	don't	yet	know.

The	pink	lace	triangle	starts	to	roll	downward,	with	each	tiny	increment
revealing	more	of	her	flesh.		I	watch	the	space	between	her	navel	and	the	top	of
the	panties	grow.

I'm	so	hard	now	I	might	not	ever	be	able	to	turn	it	off.		I	might	have	a
perpetual	woody	for	the	rest	of	my	life	after	this	ordeal.

She's	shaven	as	far	as	I	can	tell.		My	entire	body	feels	warm.

“You	.	.	.	still	.	.	.	curious,	Trevor?”

I	nod,	yes.		I'm	probably	slobbering	right	now.		This	is	so	hot.		I	wonder	if
Jerry	Springer	has	ever	been	with	a	midget?

Reading	my	thoughts,	she	says,	“Don't	think	about	anything	other	than	my
steamy	.	.	.”

Her	panties	get	lower.

“.	.	.	wet	.	.	.”

I	start	to	see	the	pinkish	curve	of	something	soft.

“.	.	.	hot	.	.	.”

And	just	as	the	curves	and	folds	begin	to	take	form	in	front	of	my	eyes	.	.	.	I
blow	my	load.	

Instantly,	I'm	curling	forward,	trying	to	contain	myself.		And	as	my	body
shakes	and	jolts	through	the	orgasm,	I	awaken	on	the	floor	of	my	bedroom	with
a	wet	tent	in	my	boxer	briefs.

I	grab	myself,	trying	to	calm	the	spasms,	but	my	body	continues	to	pulse	and
jerk.		I'm	losing	control	of	my	faculties.		Some	dark,	fantasy	driven	part	of	my
subconscious	is	taking	over.

This	feeling,	it's	so	good	that	I	don't	want	it	to	stop,	and	yet	I'm	terribly



scared	that	I'll	be	found	enjoying	it.		I	crawl	to	the	bathroom	because	to	stand
would	be	impossible.		Now	I	have	to	clean	up	my	moment	of	uncontrolled
delight.

If	I'm	not	careful,	people	are	going	to	start	asking	questions.		The	kinds	of
questions	that	my	self-esteem	can't	answer.		And,	the	real	pisser	is,	I	never	got	to
see	the	whole	thing.		I	still	can't	tell	you	what	a	midget	vagina	looks	like.

I'm	sure	I'll	be	recounting	this	whole	imaginary	incident,	while	a	board	of
state-certified	psychologists	furiously	scribble	prescriptions	for	the	sex	freak	that
I've	become.		They'll	have	all	kinds	of	indirect,	tongue-twisting	questions,	and	I
won't	have	any	good	answers.

God	forbid	they	show	me	an	inkblot	and	ask	what	I	see.		Because,	right	now,
all	I	can	think	about	is	midget	pussy.



CHAPTER	14



ST.	JUDE'S	MEDICAL	CENTER	.	.	.

Bruce	and	I	are	waiting	patiently	in	a	sterile,	oatmeal-colored	room	until	they
call	my	name.		It	seems	that	Gary	needs	me	to	get	a	physical	so	that	he	can	have
me	fully	covered	on	his	life	insurance	plan.		It's	going	to	involve	a	urine	test,	a
blood	test,	and	some	prodding	doctor	touching	me	all	over.

I'm	sure	they'll	listen	to	my	lungs	through	their	stethoscope,	ask	me	to	cough,
and	pepper	me	with	all	kind	of	obnoxious	questions.		This	is	all	the	kind	of	thing
my	parents	used	to	do.		They'd	sit-in	on	physicals	and	any	other	medical
appointments,	answering	all	the	questions	that	I	couldn't.

But	Bruce	says	he's	going	to	let	me	step	up	to	the	plate,	and	take	the	lion's
share	of	the	interrogation.		And	just	by	the	way	he	says	it,	I'm	kind	of	nervous.

A	short,	balding	man	in	a	blue	lab	coat	comes	out	from	behind	a	door,
making	a	straight	line	towards	us.		His	eyes	light	up	as	he	glances	from	a	small
folder,	“You	must	be	Trevor.”

I	nod,	standing.	

He	reaches	forward	and	shakes	my	hand,	and	then	he	and	Bruce	shake.	
“Come	with	me	and	we'll	get	you	taken	care	of.”



DOCTOR'S	OFFICE.

7	MINUTES	LATER	.	.	.

I'm	naked	under	this	paper-thin	gown,	and	apparently	they	think	I'm	a	child
because	there	are	fucking	dinosaurs	on	this	thing.		Little	blue	and	green	and
orange	dinosaurs	smiling	at	red	flowers.		I've	never	felt	more	gay.

At	this	very	moment,	I'm	sitting	on	an	examination	table,	my	butt	sticking	to
the	butcher's	paper	they	have	over	the	black	vinyl.		This	gown	attaches
impossibly	in	the	back,	and	my	butt	is	completely	exposed	when	I	stand.	

On	the	wall	is	a	blood-pressure	cuff	near	a	metal	sink.		Several	jars	of	cotton,
tongue	depressors,	and	some	small	rubber	cones	that	I	assume	will	end	up	in	my
ears.		This	room	reeks	of	alcohol.

The	floors	in	here	are	faux	marble,	the	walls	a	powder	blue	with	small	black
diamonds	every	few	inches.		And	it's	cold	in	here.		Really	cold.		So	cold	I
thought	I	saw	a	mouse	run	out,	take	a	dump,	and	warm	his	hands	over	it.

This	is	the	model	of	sterility.

Oh,	yeah.		I	almost	forgot	.	.	.	there	are	posters	of	these	creepy	looking
clowns	on	the	walls.		Three	of	them.		And	these	aren't	your	birthday	party
clowns,	either.		No.		These	are	your	John	Wayne	Gacy	type	of	clowns.		These
are	the	clowns	that	carry	around	squeeze	bottles	of	chloroform,	trying	to	get	you
close	enough	to	the	ice-cream	truck	to	pull	you	in	and	drive	off.	

Well,	that's	the	excuse	my	parents	gave	me	not	to	get	anywhere	near	those
ice-cream	vans,	for	any	reason.		While	all	my	friends	were	enjoying	Strawberry
Rocket	Ships,	Fudge	Sticks,	and	Orange	Push-Pops,	I	was	no	closer	than	25-
meters	away—my	father's	minimum-safe	distance	for	escaping	the	confection-
peddling	serial	pedophiles.		They're	everywhere,	he	said	every	chance	he	could.	



“Throw	a	rock	in	any	direction	and	you'll	hit	one,”	he	said	on	more	than	42
occasions.

I	decide	to	stare	at	the	marbleized	floor	because	it's	more	calming	than	the
clown	posters.		And	then	I	hear	the	door	open.		A	doctor-looking	guy	walks	in.	
He's	thin,	with	dark	brown	skin,	and	smooth	features,	like	he's	just	had	a	face-
lift.		I	know	this	look	because	my	aunt	Gwyneth	has	a	new	one	each	year,	a	few
weeks	before	Thanksgiving.		She	thinks	it'll	last	her	through	the	holidays,	I
guess.

This	doctor	guy	smiles	pleasantly,	and	asks,	“Have	you	had	a	physical	in	the
last	twelve	months?”

No,	sir.

He	looks	down	at	a	metal	clipboard,	bringing	it	to	his	chest	as	he	marks
something.		Nodding	to	himself	he	continues,	“You	have	any	known	allergies?”

No,	sir.

“Have	you	been	hospitalized	for	any	reason	in	the	last	twenty-four	months?”

No,	sir.

“Any	fever,	rash,	or	shortness	of	breath?”

No,	sir.

And	we	keep	doing	this	for	the	next	10	or	15	minutes.		So	long,	in	fact,	that
my	toes	are	frozen.		I	can't	even	feel	them	anymore.		I'm	taking	turns	heating	the
toes	on	one	foot	with	the	bottom	of	my	other	foot.		When	I	start	to	get	sensation
I	switch.

He	notices	me,	“I	know	it's	cold	in	here.		We'll	get	started	before	you	freeze
to	death.”

What	a	horrible	thing	to	say	to	a	guy	wearing	dinosaurs	on	his	gown.

He	comes	and	places	the	coldest	possible	part	of	his	stethoscope	on	my



chest,	listening	to	me	breathe	in	.	.	.	breathe	out	.	.	.	breathe	in	.	.	.	and	again	.	.	.

Satisfied,	he	checks	my	blood	pressure	with	this	machine	that	squeezes	my
arm	so	tightly	that	my	fingers	start	quivering.		Right	about	the	point	where	my
teeth	are	grinding	together	it	stops	inflating	and	numbers	appear	on	the	screen.	
He	nods,	mumbling	something	about	one-forty	over	eighty-one.	

Then	he	puts	a	thermometer	in	my	mouth	while	he	lights	up	my	ears.		He
pulls	out	the	thermometer,	squints	at	it,	and	makes	some	scribbles	on	his	sheet.

“You	seem	to	be	as	healthy	as	a	mule,”	he	says	with	a	painful-looking	grin.	
When	he	smiles,	it's	a	forced	effort	as	he	fights	the	tension	in	his	skin	to	curve
the	sides	of	his	mouth.		It	comes	off	like	a	fish	trying	to	smile.

“Now,”	he	ads,	“we	need	to	get	a	little	blood	and	make	sure	you	haven't	got	a
hernia.”

The	blood	can	tell	you	that?

“No,	no,”	he	laughs.		“The	blood	gives	us	all	sorts	of	clues	as	to	what's	going
on	inside	your	body.		The	hernia	is	a	separate	test.		It	doesn't	involve	anything
invasive,	though.”

He	asks	me	to	lay	down	and	then	a	nurse,	a	woman	with	beady	brown	eyes
and	a	long	nose	walks	in.		As	she	nears	me	I	see	her	dark	hair	restrained	by	a
bluish	hairnet.		I'm	trying	not	to	look	at	the	needle.		That's	the	secret,	Bruce	told
me,	to	beating	the	fear	of	the	blood	test.		Just	imagine	that	you're	doing
something	fun,	and	before	you	know	it	.	.	.	it'll	be	done.

I	imagine	I'm	swimming	when	the	nurse	says,	“Little	pinch.”

I	feel	the	slightest	prick	in	my	left	arm,	and	then	this	kind	of	jarring	feeling.	
Nothing	bad,	mind	you,	just	odd.		And	I	have	this	urge	to	look.		To	know	what's
happening	to	me.	

As	I	turn	my	head	she	goes,	“All	done,”	and	then	places	a	small	bit	of	tape



over	a	ball	of	cotton	and	presses	it	gently	to	my	arm.		She	takes	several	small
glass	bottles	of	my	freshly	harvested	blood	and	leaves	the	office.

I	sit	up	slowly	as	the	doctor	makes	some	notes.		Then	he	nods	at	me	and
leaves	the	room.		Looking	at	my	cotton-n-tape	Band-Aid,	I	wonder	what	the
hernia	test	consists	of.		I	think	that's	where	you	cough	or	something.		And	it's
right	about	then	when	the	nurse	walks	back	in,	pulling	rubber	gloves	on.

Oh,	shit!	

I	was	prepared	for	the	shame	of	letting	a	stranger	place	his	doctoral	hands
underneath	my	testicles.		But	this	is	completely	different.		This	can't	be
happening.		They	have	rules	about	this	kind	of	thing.	

Don't	they?

“Almost	done,	Trevor,”	she	says	in	a	soft	voice,	strangely	opposite	the	way
I'd	imagine	her	to	sound.	

Um,	shouldn't	the	doctor	be	doing	this?

“This	is	a	simple	test,”	she	says.		“I've	done	it	a	hundred	times.		You're	not
going	to	have	anything	I	haven't	seen	before.”

Yeah,	yeah,	yeah,	I'm	thinking.		But	that's	still	not	going	to	make	me	feel	any
different.		I've	never	had	a	woman	touch	me	before.		Not	.	.	.	there.

Like	a	zombie	I	stand	up,	and	she	reaches	her	hand	slowly	inside	my	gown,
her	thumb	delicately	grazing	my	lower	stomach	just	gently	enough	to	start	the
process.	

Oh,	God!		Please	let	her	finish	before	I	spring	a	stiffy.		I	will	read	the	bible	a
hundred	times	in	a	row.		Just	keep	the	wood	at	bay.

She	grins	at	me,	her	face	very	close	to	my	chest	as	her	warm	fingers	find	my
scrotum.		And	it's	like	she's	deliberately	going	slow.		Like	she	knows	what's
happening.		She's	doing	this	on	purpose,	I	just	know	it.



With	each	millisecond	that	passes,	I	feel	the	electrical	throbbing	of	my	penis
engorging	with	blood.		I'm	getting	dizzy,	even.		This	is	not	good.		They're	going
to	lock	me	up	for	sexual	assault,	I	just	know	it.

“I	want	you	to	cough	a	couple	of	times	for	me,	and	just	relax	Trevor,	there's
nothing	to	worry	about.		We're	all	adults	here.”

I	try	to	cough	as	quickly	as	possible.

“A	little	slower,	please,”	she	instructs,	her	hand	almost	cradling	my	testicles.	
I	can't	make	it	much	longer.

I'm	trying	to	imagine	a	whole	nursing	home	full	of	elderly	women	being
attacked	by	a	pack	of	wolves	so	thick	they're	rolling	over	each	other.		Little	old
ladies	tripping	over	walkers,	their	I've-fallen-and-I-can't-get-up	beepers
screaming	hollowly.

Still,	the	sensitivity	in	my	flesh	pistol	is	cocked	and	loaded,	waiting	for	just
the	slightest	reason	to	shoot.

She's	so	playing	with	fire,	and	she	doesn't	even	know	it.		Or,	maybe	she	does
and	this	is	her	idea	of	fun.		But	I'm	sweating,	and	scared,	and	nervous,	and
wishing	I	could	be	anywhere	but	here.

I	cough	once,	my	legs	starting	to	shake.

“Again,”	she	says.

I'm	imagining	a	crock-pot	full	of	Chinese	babies,	all	of	them	simmering,
being	slowly	brought	to	a	boil.		Their	transparent	skin	shows	all	the	hideous,
undeveloped	organs	that	I	must	dine	on	to	get	rid	of	this	pressing	penile
sensation.	

Dead	babies	to	kill	my	hard-on!

Discarded	fetuses	to	shrink	my	armed	missile!

Human,	semi-developed	children	as	a	disgusting	appetizer	to	stave-off	an



orgasmic	detonation!

And	with	the	second	cough	I	can't	hold	back.		For	reasons	beyond	my
comprehension,	I	blurt	out,	“I'm	sorry,	I	didn't	mean	to	.	.	.	to—”

And	then	I	explode	all	over	her	hand,	my	thin	gown,	and	anything	else	in	the
path	of	semen	destruction!

Oh,	and	by	the	way	.	.	.	that	was	the	first	time	I	ever	ejaculated	while	I	was
awake.		I'm	some	kind	of	freakin'	monster,	for	sure.	

They're	going	to	forcibly	check	me	into	some	special	institution.		No	doubt
about	it.		See,	for	sickos	like	me,	I	don't	get	to	go	to	the	shrink.	

No	way,	Jose.	

They're	going	to	check	me	into	one	of	those	places	where	the	barbed	wire	on
the	walls	faces	inwards.		Where	the	nurses	and	orderlies	wear	body	armor.	
Where	they	plug	my	nuts	in	to	a	machine	that	will	suck	out	the	maniacal	lust-
poison	that	I	must	have	coursing	through	my	veins.

My	life	is	officially	over.



CHAPTER	15



THE	LONG	DRIVE	HOME	.	.	.

I	haven't	had	the	courage	to	make	eye	contact	with	any	other	human.		Not
Bruce,	not	the	doctors	who	were	trying	their	best	to	hold	back	their	laughter,	and
certainly	not	with	the	nurse	who	milked	me.		Coincidentally,	her	name	was
Nurse	Patricia	Cummins.	

Could	I	be	any	more	of	a	cliché	than	that?

Bruce	hasn't	said	much.		He	didn't	laugh	or	giggle	or	even	grin.		Not	in	the
least.		We	just	walked	quietly	out	of	the	hospital,	making	our	way	to	the	Bentley
without	so	much	as	a	word.		I	wish	I	was	a	snail,	and	could	have	somebody	pour
a	heap	of	salt	on	me	and	just	melt	me	into	a	goo.

After	what	happened,	who	knows	if	Gary's	company	will	let	me	be	insured
on	his	policy	or	not.		I	mean,	they	might	have	some	kind	of	indemnifying	clause
for	weirdo	sex	freaks	like	me.		I'm	like	some	kind	of	walking	time	bomb.		With
every	step,	I	might	go	off.		People	should	take	shelter	around	me.	

I'm	the	orgasm	version	of	al	Qaeda.

Yeah,	that's	it	.	.	.	I'm	a	sperm	terrorist.		Given	half	a	chance	I	will	spooge	all
over	everyone	in	my	path.		So	I	know	I'm	going	to	have	problems	getting
insured.		When	I	eventually	die,	they'll	know	me	by	my	perpetual	woody.		If	I'm
burned,	they'll	just	search	the	bodies	for	one	that	sports	a	blackened	meat-rod.

Five	minutes	into	the	drive	Bruce	glances	at	me,	but	doesn't	say	anything.	

“What,	Bruce?		Just	say	it.		I	know	I'm	the	biggest	loser	in	the	world.”

He	places	his	hands	at	exactly	at	10	and	2-o'clock,	just	like	you're	supposed

to.		I'm	taking	driver's	education	for	6th	period.		His	posture	is	good,	and	he
routinely	checks	his	mirrors.		He'd	pass,	for	sure.

“Trevor,”	Bruce	says	delicately,	as	if	the	words	might	cut	me	like	shards	of



broken	glass,	“you	are	simply	going	through	the	experiences	that	all	of	us	did,
only	you're	having	to	experience	them	at	fifteen,	instead	of	twelve,	or	thirteen,	or
fourteen.”

“This	is	the	most	embarrassing	thing	ever,”	I	plead,	almost	bringing	myself
to	tears.		“This	is	unnatural.”

He	sniffs,	“Believe	me,	this	is	completely	natural.		It's	just	that	you	lived	a
rather	stifled,	seemingly	restrained	childhood.		I	don't	know	much	about	you
parents,	but	I'm	quite	certain	that	they	denied	you	access	to	the	kinds	of
information	and	experiences	that	are	undoubtedly	necessary	for	a	developing
male.		You're	becoming	a	man,	and	you	must	express	your	sexuality.”

I	feel	dirty,	Bruce.		Like	a	creep.		One	of	those	sickos	that	lives	in	a
cardboard	box,	just	oozing	all	over	the	place.		I	can't	control	my	body.		Believe
me,	I've	tried	everything.		I	don't	want	to	get	excited	the	way	I	am,	but	my,	you
know	.	.	.	it's	stuck	on	autopilot.	

“You're	like	a	pair	of	Siamese	twins,”	he	said,	slowing	for	a	stoplight.		“Part
of	you	wants	to	control	these	urges,	even	ignore	them.		And	another	side	of	you
desperately	wants	to	express	them.		So	you're	body	and	mind	are	constantly	in	a
state	of	flux.		The	more	you	allow	yourself	to	feel	these	urges	all	the	way	out,
the	easier	it	will	get	to	control	them.”

I	shrug.		“I	don't	know	about	that.		What	happens	if	I	become	some	maniac?”

Bruce	smiles	as	he	performs	a	perfectly	executed	left-hand	turn.		“Then	you
become	a	maniac.		There	are	worse	things	than	becoming	a	sex	addict.”

Bruce,	this	isn't	helping.

“Don't	worry,	Trevor.		You'll	be	fine.		This	all	feels	scary	and	new,	but	it's	as
old	as	human	beings	are.		Adam	in	the	Garden	of	Eden	probably	sat	behind	a
tree,	wondering	what	was	happening	the	first	time	that	Eve	touched	him	below
the	waist.		He	probably	sprayed	every	tree	in	the	garden	before	he	got	himself



under	control.”

That's	a	horrible	image.

“Life	is	tricky,”	he	says	as	he	checks	his	mirrors	again.		“Just	be	honest	with
yourself.”

Whatever.

“Now	tell	me,”	he	says,	shifting	his	tone	lower,	“you're	always	reading	those
strange	books.		What	do	you	know	of	Siamese	twins?”

That's	an	easy	one,	Bruce	.	.	.

Siamese	twins	are	also	referred	to	as	Yoke-fellows,	or	inseparables.		They	get
their	name	from	the	original	pair,	Eng	and	Chang,	who	were	born	of	Chinese
parents	about	1814.		They	were	discovered	at	Mekong,	Siam,	in	1829,	and	were
subsequently	exhibited	as	freaks.

Their	bodies	were	united	by	a	band	of	flesh,	stretching	from	breast-bone	to
breast-bone.		They	eventually	married	two	sisters,	had	offspring,	and	died	within

three	hours	of	each	other	on	January	17th,	1874.

P.T.	Barnum	also	had	a	pair,	named	the	“Orissa	twins.”		They	were	born	at
Orissa,	Bengal,	joined	by	a	band	of	cartilage	at	the	waist	only.

“.	.	.	after	that,”	I	added,	“doctors	knew	enough	to	be	able	to	separate	twins
in	most	modern	cases.”

Bruce	looked	at	me,	“Now	.	.	.	don't	you	feel	a	little	better.”

No.

“Bruce,”	I	ask,	“how	did	you	and	Gary	meet?		I	mean,	you	guys	are	totally
different	from	each	other.”

He	looks	at	me,	then	back	to	the	road,	considering	where	to	begin;	or	.	.	.	if
he's	going	to	tell	me	at	all.



“Your	.	.	.”	he	said	before	stopping	himself.		“Gary	and	I	met	at	a	very
elegant	party	in	the	early	nineties.		I	was	an	apprentice	sous	chef	at	the	time,
learning	everything	I	could	about	the	art	of	fine	cuisine.		We	just,”	his	face
softened	as	if	his	smile	was	a	reflection	from	years	ago.		“We	just	.	.	.
connected.”

“Are	you	.	.	.	um	.	.	.	like	Gary?”	I	asked,	not	really	knowing	the	appropriate
way	to	ask	somebody	their	sexual	affiliation.		“I	mean,	it's	really	none	of	my
business.		I	was	just	curious.		But	you	don't	have	to	answer	if	you	don't	want	to.”

“It	makes	no	difference	if	you're	straight	or	gay,	a	bottom	or	a	top.		Queer,	or
a	poof,	or	bi-sexual,	or	somewhere	lost	like	the	rest	of	the	world.		What	matters
is	that	you	are	you.		You	look	for	love,	cherish	it,	and	follow	your	own	morals.

“.	.	.	we	are	who	we	are,	and	it	is	pointless	to	fight	it.		Just	be	yourself,	and
honor	that.		Respect	your	own	choices,	and	defend	them	until	the	heavens	should
come	raining	down	on	you.”

So	.	.	.	was	that	a	yes	or	a	no?

“What	do	you	think,	Trevor?		Do	you	think	I'm	homosexual	or
heterosexual?”

This	has	got	to	be	the	most	awkward	conversation	I've	ever	had.		“Well,”	I
admitted	to	him,	“you're	a	really	good	chef.		And	you	do	know	all	of	those	rules
about	etiquette.		Plus,	you're	very	clean	and	efficient.”		I	shrug,	my	teeth	tapping
lightly	together	as	my	lips	pull	back	to	my	gums.

“And	all	of	those	things	equal	fag	to	you?”

Yeah,	I	say	matter-of-factly.	

He	laughs,	“Trevor,	you're	a	very	smart	boy.		But	you've	got	a	lot	to	learn
about	being	a	man.”

And	with	that	he	chuckled	to	himself	and	we	continued	driving	in	silence.	



He	turned	on	the	stereo	to	a	classical	music	channel	on	the	satellite	radio.	
Somebody	with	a	Russian-sounding	name	was	conducting	a	bunch	of	people	in
Philadelphia	in	a	concert	from	2006.

And	this	is	exactly	the	opposite,	and	at	the	same	time	perfect,	music	for
what's	cascading	through	my	mind	right	now.		Controlled,	articulated,	precisely
complicated	confusion.

A	couple	minutes	later	he	asked	me	what	I	wanted	to	eat	for	dinner.		I	told
him,	anything	with	beef	in	it.		Like	something	you'd	feed	to	a	wild	dog,	or	an
animal	that	can't	be	caged.

Me,	I'm	the	animal.

Bruce,	I'm	still	not	sure.



CHAPTER	16



FUNERAL.

TODAY,	9:34	PM	.	.	.

I'm	trying	the	trick	of	biting	really	hard	on	the	inside	of	my	gums.		This,	if	I
can	exert	enough	debilitating	pain,	should	be	what	I	need	to	cut	the	strings	on
my	meat	puppet.		I	have	to	get	this	damn	pecker	under	control	before	I'm	asked
to	make	a	statement.

There's	a	creepy	looking	priest	milling	around,	consoling	the	inconsolable.	
He's	a	meager	looking	man,	short	in	stature,	with	small	wire-rimmed	glasses.	
He's	bald,	with	sprigs	of	grey	hair,	and	eyebrows	that	look	thin	and	manscaped.	

He's	got	that	look.

You	know,	where	you	shouldn't	leave	your	children	unattended	around	him.

Anyway,	this	penguin-looking	douche	is	about	to	make	some	eulogy,	or
whatever	they	call	it	when	he	starts	reading	a	bunch	of	esoteric	bullshit	that	will
somehow	put	us	all	in	a	better	state	of	perspective.		I	don't	know	why	we	all	need
to	hear	stuff	like	this	when	somebody's	passed	away,	but	it	makes	people	feel
like	they're	closer	to	whatever	god	they	believe	in.		If	only	for	a	few	minutes.

I	haven't	decided	exactly	what	I'll	say.		A	crowd	full	of	porn	stars,	mixed
equal	parts	with	a	group	of	conniving,	maneuvering	biological	relatives.		I
wonder	if	this	would	really	make	a	deceased	person	happy?		All	these	strange
people,	thrown	into	the	proverbial	blender,	tears	rolling,	throats	choked-up	and
desperate.

This	isn't	the	way	I	want	my	wake	to	go.		No	way.		I	want	a	big	party,	with
strippers	and	wine	and	strawberry	cake	.	.	.	and	more	strippers.		People,	when
they	come	to	my	party,	I	want	them	to	get	laid.		I	want	every	guy	in	the	room	to
still	be	telling	the	story	of	my	funeral	20	years	later,	to	his	disbelieving	buddies.



But	not	here.	

Not	this	ceremony.

I	nonchalantly	reach	my	hand	under	my	jacket,	sliding	my	fingers	into	my
pocket.		With	a	carefully	practiced	maneuver,	I	get	a	hold	of	my	lizard	and	shift
my	hips	to	the	side,	hooking	it	upwards	so	that	the	fireman's	helmet	is	hidden
somewhere	beneath	my	belt	buckle.		At	least,	with	the	help	of	my	sport	coat,	I'll
be	able	to	walk.

A	move	like	this	is	best	performed	before	you	have	to	get	up,	otherwise	it's
all	over.		And	for	me,	all	over	could	be	more	than	just	the	embarrassment	of
hiding	my	wood.		It	might	just	as	easily	be	a	wet,	sticky	explosion	in	my	dress
pants.		I	wonder	if	the	porn	actors	ever	have	problems	like	mine?

Glancing	over	at	Jack	Johnstaff,	I	try	to	imagine	him	shuffling	around	in	his
chair,	trying	to	redirect	his	17-inch	mammoth.		He	was	in	Shaving	Private	Ryan,
To	Drill	a	Mockingbird,	and	Fondling	Nemo.		He	uses	his	warrior	as	an
extension	of	his	character.		In	some	films,	you	can	actually	see	the	tip	of	his	dick
thinking.		His	small	head	pondering	the	fabric	of	the	known	universe.

They	say	that	when	Jack	got	passed	up	for	the	lead	role	in	Good	Will
Humping,	it	just	tore	him	to	pieces.		He	went	on	a	two-month	binge	where
nobody	could	reach	him.		He	never	left	his	Beverly	Hills	home	the	entire	time.	

Right	before	Christmas	some	carolers	found	him	naked,	wearing	yellow
boots,	a	pair	of	football	pads,	and	a	general's	cap.		He	was	lying	unconscious
behind	some	boxwoods	near	his	front	door.		One	of	the	elderly	women	thought
there	was	a	snake	coming	out	of	the	bushes	until	a	younger	woman	determined
that	there	was,	in	fact,	a	snake	.	.	.	but	of	the	human	variety.

After	that,	as	the	story	goes,	Gary	had	him	placed	in	a	special	clinic	in
Belgium	for	adult	film	actors.		Six	weeks	later	he	was	a	new	man.		He	even	met
a	girl	while	at	the	clinic:		Lauren	Golden,	the	star	of	the	hit	Pocahot-ass.		They



got	married	when	they	returned	to	Los	Angeles.

He's	sitting	quietly	with	Lauren	to	his	left.		They're	actually	a	nice	couple	if
you	can	get	past	the	image	of	her	gaping	sphincter.		If	you	ever	plan	to	eat	again,
I	suggest	you	don't	rent	Pocahotass.

There	are	all	sorts	of	people	around	here	that	kind	of	owe	Gary,	one	way	or
another.		He's	helped	more	than	a	few	people	get	back	on	their	feet	after	they	fell
down.	

As	far	as	fetish,	animalsex	porn	goes,	there	is	no	better	producer	than	Gary.	
The	way	industry	insiders	tell	it,

God	may	have	created	the	animals,	but	Gary	was	the	one	who	got	them	to
fuck	women	on	cue.	

He's	like	a	donkey	whisperer.		It's	spooky.

And	another	thing	they'll	all	tell	you	about	Gary,	his	sets	were	immaculately
clean.		It	wasn't	just	a	bunch	of	sweaty	fat-asses	lugging	camera's	and	hard-ons
around.		No.		Gary's	sets	were	the	mark	of	professionalism.		There	was	always
medical	staff	around	to	offer	assistance	if	there	was	a	dangerous	scene.

Like	when	Sara	Salisbury	was	sucking-off	Tony	Treblecock	while	taking	it
from	behind	by	a	rather	over-excited	goat,	named	Lucky.		It	was	for	A	Bone	on
the	Range.	

Anyway,	Tony's	supposed	to	be	this	farmer's	son,	and	Sara	is	just	passing
through,	taking	it	in	the	ass	from	any	capable	farm	animals	as	she	continues	her
travels.		In	this	particular	scene,	Lucky	seems	to	hear	something	that	kicks	him
into	overdrive.		He	starts	pounding	away	so	violently	that	they	have	to	use	a
tranquilizer	gun	to	get	him	off	of	Sara.

Sara	needed	several	stitches,	and	quite	sadly,	so	did	Tony.		Lucky	plowed
Sara	who	bit	Tony,	who	screamed	so	loud	that	Lucky	went	nuts	in	the	first
place.		An	odd	chain	reaction.		And,	to	this	day,	nobody	is	sure	which	came	first,



Tony's	screaming,	or	Lucky's	over-zealous	penetrations.		Perhaps	we'll	never
know.

If	anyone	on	set	ever	looked	dehydrated,	medics	were	standing	by.		If	you
were	tired,	there	was	plenty	of	food	and	drink—but	no	alcohol	or	drugs.		If	an
actor	was	feeling	down,	Gary	would	bring	in	a	psychologist	to	talk	them	through
their	troubles.	

Often,	the	first	time	a	woman	does	anal	on	tape,	there	is	a	moment	of	terror.	
She's	exposing	herself	in	a	rather	demeaning	way,	and	it's	just	difficult	to	work
through	unless	you	have	somebody	there	dealing	with	all	of	your	emotions.	
Gary	took	care	of	things	like	that.	

He	cared	about	more	than	just	dicks	and	vaginas.		And	you	can	tell	when	you
watch	any	of	his	films	that	he	puts	something	of	himself	into	his	work.		I	won't
say	it's	artwork,	but	it's	as	close	as	you're	ever	going	to	find	in	this	industry.		And
Gary	gave	it	to	the	world	at	an	affordable	price.	

He	was	offered	an	undisclosed	amount	of	money	to	produce	a	snuff	film	in
Yugoslavia.		He	turned	it	down	without	a	second	thought.		He	wasn't	that	kind	of
man.		Gary	believed	in	the	expression	of	sexuality	in	any	manner	that	people
could	fantasize	or	enjoy,	without	pain	being	involved.	

Truth	be	told,	he	didn't	even	like	to	film	the	heavy	sado-masochism	stuff.		He
was	so	emotional	that	he	kind	of	empathized	with	the	actors,	even	though	they
were	acting.		He	didn't	like	mixing	sex	with	violence.

These	people	in	this	dark,	gloomy	room	represent	about	two-thirds	of	the
upper-echelon	porn	community.		And	all	of	them	are	crying,	or	on	the	verge	of
it.		They	all	loved	Gary.		I	wonder	if	I	should.	

I	probably	didn't	know	him	like	these	people	did.		Not	anything	like	Bruce
did.		But	I	was	a	part	of	him.		There	will	always	be	bits	and	pieces	of	Gary	that
linger	in	my	soul,	surfacing	every	now	and	again.		Like	when	he	explained	to	me



what	a	clitoris	is	all	about,	how	it	works,	and	how	to	best	apply	sensuous
pressure	to	it.		Try	finding	a	dad	who	will	do	that	without	his	voice	cracking.

Gary's	barely	gone	and	I	miss	him.		I	miss	him	like	he's	been	away	for	years,
already.		This	legend,	biological	extension	of	myself,	he's	something	I	don't
think	I'll	ever	totally	understand.

Anyway,	my	pistol	is	aiming	upwards,	so	it's	time	for	me	to	stand.		I	have	to
make	my	way	to	the	front	and	take	one	last	look	at	this	part	of	my	life	that	is
gone	forever.

This	is	harder	than	I	thought	it	would	be	.	.	.	no	pun	intended.



INDEX:	NARRATIVE	TERMS



NARRATIVE	TERMINOLOGY

CHARACTER:

Antagonist/archenemy—a	character,	group	of	characters,	or
organization/institution	that	represents	the	opposition	against
which	the	protagonist	must	contend.	In	other	words,	a	person,	or
a	group	of	people	who	oppose	the	main	character,	or	the	main
characters.

Protagonist—The	main	character

Characterization—the	art	of	creating	characters,	which	includes
the	process	of	conveying	information	about	those	characters.
Typically	this	is	presented	through	a	description	of	actions,
speech,	or	thoughts.

False	protagonist—a	literary	technique	used	to	make	the	plot
more	interesting	or	memorable	by	fooling	the	reader’s
preconceptions.	When	you	fold	the	reader	into	believing	a
character	is	the	protagonist,	but	later	he	is	revealed	not	to	be.	A
false	protagonist	is	presented	at	the	very	beginning	of	the	novel
as	the	main	character,	but	is	then	eradicated	(often	by	death)	to
create	shock	value	or	plot	twists.	It	may	eventually	be
discovered	that	the	false	protagonist	is	actually	the	antagonist.

Focal	character—the	focal	character	is	the	character	in	your
story	on	which	you	wish	the	reader	to	place	the	majority	of	their
interest	and	attention.	He	or	she	is	almost	always	the	protagonist
of	the	story,	however	that	is	not	a	rule.	You	can	have	a	focal



character	that	is	not	the	protagonist.	Which	ever	character	the
audience	more	closely	empathizes	with	will	be	the	protagonist.
The	focal	character	is	the	person	on	whom	the	spotlight	focuses,
making	them	the	center	of	attention.

Foil	character—a	character	that	contrasts	with	another	character
in	order	to	highlight	particular	qualities	of	that	other	character.	A
foils	complementary	role	may	be	emphasized	by	physical
characteristics.	A	good	example	of	a	foil	would	be	Sherlock
Holmes	and	his	partner	Watson—Sherlock	Holmes	is	tall	and
lean,	Watson	is	short	and	stocky.

Stock	character—a	fictional	character	based	on	social
stereotypes,	or	common	literary	stereotypes.	Stock	characters
rely	heavily	upon	cultural	types	or	names	for	their	personality,
manner	of	speech,	and	other	characteristics.	They	are	an
important	part	of	fiction,	helping	to	provide	relationships	and
interactions	that	people	familiar	with	a	specific	genre	will
recognize.

Supporting	character—a	character	in	your	novel	that	will	give
added	dimension	to	a	main	character	by	adding	a	relationship
with	that	main	character.	Supporting	characters	may	develop
complex	stories	of	their	own,	but	usually	only	in	relation	to	the
main	character.	Supporting	characters	both	aid	and	enhance	the
plot	of	your	novel.

Viewpoint	character—when	the	narrator	is	also	a	character	in
your	novel,	he	or	she	can	be	referred	to	as	the	viewpoint
character.	The	narrator	is	one	of	3	entities	responsible	for
storytelling	of	any	kind.	Those	3	are:	the	author,	the	reader,	and



the	narrator.

PLOT:

Climax—the	turning	point	in	a	narrative	work	where	the	highest
tension	and	drama	occur,	or	when	the	action	starts	and	a	solution
is	given.

Conflict—and	inherent	incompatibility	between	the	objectives
of	2	or	more	characters	in	your	novel.	Conflict	creates	tension
and	interest	in	the	story	by	adding	doubt	as	to	the	possible
outcome.	There	may	be	several	conflicts	in	a	single	story,	and
not	all	of	these	conflicts	have	to	be	resolved.

Dénouement—the	events	between	the	falling	action	and	the
actual	ending	scene	of	your	novel,	serving	as	the	conclusion	of
your	story.

Dialogue—written	or	spoken	conversation	between	2	or	more
characters

Dramatic	structure—the	structure	of	a	dramatic	work,	such	as
your	novel,	consisting	of	the	5	basic	elements	of	a	story
(introduction,	rising	action,	climax,	falling	action,	dénouement).

Exposition—the	introduction	of	your	story

Falling	action—the	point	in	your	story	where	the	conflict
between	the	protagonist	and	the	antagonist	starts	to	unravel,	with
the	protagonist	winning	or	losing	against	the	antagonist.

Plot	device—and	object	or	character	in	your	novel	whose	sole



purpose	is	to	advance	the	plot	of	the	story,	or	to	assist	the
characters	in	overcoming	some	difficulty	in	the	plot.	If	it	is
arbitrary	or	contrived,	it	may	confuse	or	frustrate	the	reader.

Subplot—a	secondary	or	tertiary	plot	strand	that	is	a	supporting
side	story	for	your	novel.

SETTING:

Dystopia—the	idea	of	a	society,	typically	in	a	speculative	future,
characterized	by	negative	and	anti-utopian	elements,	varying
from	environmental	to	political	and	social	issues.	Dystopian
societies	have	many	sub-genres	and	are	often	used	to	raise
societal	issues	(environmental,	political,	religion,	spiritual,
technological,	psychological,	etc.).

Fictional	city/country/location/universe—the	fictional	setting
you	use	to	build	your	novel.

Utopia—the	ideal	community	or	society	possessing	a	desirable
social/political/legal	system	of	government.

THEME:

Motif—any	of	a	number	of	recurring	elements	that	have	a
symbolic	significance	in	the	story.	Through	its	repetition,	a	motif
can	produce	a	theme,	or	mood,	and	drastically	affect	the
emotional	appeal	of	a	story.

Moral—the	message	that	is	conveyed,	or	message	that	is	to	be
learned	from	a	story	or	event	within	your	novel.



STYLE:

Diction—the	writer	or	speaker’s	distinctive	vocabulary	choices
and	style	of	expression

Figure	of	speech—the	use	of	a	word	or	several	words	diversion
from	their	usual	meaning.	May	consist	of	a	repetition,
arrangement,	or	omission	of	words	with	literal	meanings,	or	a
phrase	with	a	specialized	meaning	not	based	on	the	literal
meaning	of	the	particular	words.	Such	figures	of	speech	would
be:	idioms,	metaphors,	similes,	hyperbole,	and	or
personification.

Imagery—when	the	writer	uses	an	object	that	is	not	really	there
in	order	to	create	a	comparison	between	one	that	is,	evoking	a
more	meaningful	visual	experience	for	the	reader.	This	allows
you	as	the	writer	to	add	depth	and	understanding	to	your	work.

Literary	technique—any	element	or	group	of	elements	that	the
writer	uses	in	the	structure	of	their	work.	It	could	be	an	example
of:	a	literary	motif,	a	convention,	rule	of	thumb,	or	the	absence
of	those.	Specific	techniques	would	include:	alliteration,	illusion,
anthropomorphism,	aphorism,	cliffhanger,	echoing,	epiphany,
euphuism,	flashback,	etc.

Narrative	voice—is	the	set	of	methods	that	you	use	in	your
novel	to	convey	the	plot	to	the	reader.

Stylistic	device—are	the	use	of	any	of	a	variety	of	techniques	to
give	an	auxiliary	meaning,	idea,	or	feeling	to	the	literal	or
written	text	of	your	novel.



Suspension	of	disbelief—when	you	as	the	author	infuse	enough
human	interest	and	just	enough	truth	into	your	story,	no	matter
how	fantastic	it	may	be,	that	the	reader	will	suspend	judgment
concerning	the	implausibility	of	the	narrative.	Giving	them	just
enough	truth	to	buy	your	fictional	story.

Symbolism—a	story	in	which,	though	unrelated	on	its	face,	the
basic	premise	relates	to	another	larger
system/government/society/person.	Stories	like	Animal	Farm,
actually	being	a	commentary	on	politics	and	violence.	A	story	of
a	small	kid,	fighting	for	survival	on	his	block	may	be	symbolic
of	a	small	nation,	fighting	for	solidarity	among	it’s	neighboring
countries.

Tone—the	attitudes	toward	the	subject	and	toward	the	reader
implied	in	a	literary	work.	Tone	may	be	formal,	informal,
intimate,	solemn,	somber,	playful,	serious,	ironic,	guilty,
condescending,	or	many	other	possible	attitudes.	Each	piece	of
literature	has	at	least	one	theme,	or	central	question	about	a
topic,	and	how	the	theme	is	approached	within	your	novel	is
known	as	the	tone.

FORM:

Fable–parable—A	fable	is	a	succinct	fictional	story,	in	prose	or
verse,	that	features	animals,	plants,	mythical	creatures,	inanimate
objects	or	forces	of	nature	which	are	anthropomorphized	(given
human	qualities	such	as	verbal	communication	and	morality),
and	that	illustrates	or	leads	to	an	interpretation	of	a	moral	lesson
(a	"moral"),	which	may	at	the	end	be	added	explicitly	in	a
maxim	of	some	variety.



A	Parable	excludes	animals,	plants,	inanimate	objects,	and
forces	of	nature	as	actors	that	assume	speech	and	other	powers
of	humankind.

Fairytale—a	type	of	short	story	that	usually	features	folkloric
fantasy	characters,	such	as	fairies,	goblins,	elves,	dwarves,
mermaids,	etc.,	and	usually	magic	of	some	kind.

Folktale–legend—consists	of	music,	oral	history,	legends,
Proverbs,	jokes,	fairy	tales,	stories,	tall	tales,	and	other	customs
that	are	the	traditions	of	a	culture,	subculture,	or	group.	Folklore
may	include	artifacts,	strange	rituals,	culture,	etc.

A	legend	is	a	narrative	of	human	actions	that	are	perceived	by
the	writer	and	the	reader	to	take	place	within	human	history	and
possess	certain	qualities	that	make	the	tale	fantastic.	All	of	the
happenings	inside	of	a	legend	fall	within	the	realm	of	possibility,
although	they	may	sometimes	seem	outrageous	or	improbable.

Hypertext—this	is	a	relatively	new	genre	of	fiction	that	is
characterized	by	the	use	of	hypertext	links,	which	provide	a	way
to	create	a	nonlinear	story	for	the	reader,	who	can	react	and
interact	with	the	actual	story.	This	is	like	the	new	version	of
those	old	choose	your	own	adventure	novels.

Novel—this	is	our	favorite!	A	novel	is	a	book	of	long	narrative
in	literary	prose.	The	novel	has	historical	roots	both	in	the	fields
of	the	medieval	and	early	modern	romance,	and	in	the	tradition
of	the	novella.

Novella—written,	fictional,	prose	narrative	usually	somewhat
shorter	than	a	novel.	The	definition	of	a	novella	is	typically	a



word	count	between	17,000	and	40,000	words.

Screenplay—a	written	work	by	screenwriters	for	a	film	or
television	program.	These	may	be	original	works,	or	adaptations
from	existing	writing,	such	as	novels,	plays,	etc.

Short	story—a	work	of	fiction,	usually	written	in	prose,	in	a
narrative	format.	The	short	story	usually	deals	with	a	small
amount	of	characters	and	concentrates	more	on	the	creation	of
mood	rather	than	the	plot	its	self.	The	length	of	the	story	is
solely	determined	by	the	needs	of	the	writer	to	complete	his
story.

GENRE:

Adventure—a	genre	of	novels	that	include	adventure,	and
involve	the	undertaking	of	risk	and	physical	danger	as	part	of	its
main	storyline.

Comic—a	work	of	fiction	in	which	the	writer	not	only	seeks	to
amuse	the	reader,	but	also	makes	the	reader	think	about
controversial	issues,	sometimes	written	into	the	story	quite
subtly,	as	part	of	a	elegantly	woven	narrative.	The	underlying
ideas	and	themes	of	a	comic	are	more	important	than	the	plot
itself.

Crime—the	literary	genre	that	deals	with	the	fictionalization	of
crimes,	their	detection,	criminals	and	their	dubious	motives.
Within	this	genre,	there	are	several	sub-genres	including
detective	fiction,	legal	thrillers,	courtroom	drama,	etc.

Docufiction—the	cinematic	combination	of	documentary	and



fiction.	Is	a	documentary	style	work	with	fictional	elements,
presented	in	real-time,	where	the	character	plays	his	own	role.
By	contrast,	the	docudrama	is	usually	a	fictional	and	dramatized
of	factual	events

Epistolary—a	novel	written	as	a	series	of	documents,	usually	in
the	form	of	letters	or	diary	entries,	newspaper	clippings	or	other
documents.	Lately,	the	use	of	e-mail,	text	messages,	and	radio
recordings	or	blogs	has	come	into	this	genre.

Erotic—fictional	and	factual	stories	and	accounts	of	human
sexual	relationships,	which	have	the	power	to,	and	are	intended
to,	arouse	the	reader’s	sexual	interests.

Faction—a	literary	genre	that	depicts	real	historical	figures	and
actual	events	woven	together	with	fictitious	allegations	and
using	the	storytelling	techniques	of	fiction.

Fantasy—a	genre	of	fiction	that	commonly	uses	magic	and
other	supernatural	phenomena	as	a	primary	element	of	the	plot,
theme,	or	setting.	Many	novels	in	this	genre	take	place	in
imaginary	worlds	where	magic	is	commonplace.	Fantasy
typically	includes	wizards,	sorcerers,	and	witchcraft.

Historical—a	kind	of	fiction	that	tells	a	story	that	is	set	in	the
past.	The	setting	and	scenery	are	usually	real	and	drawn	directly
from	history,	and	contain	actual	historical	people,	but	the	main
characters	tend	to	be	fictional.	Much	attention	is	placed	on	the
exact	manners,	culture,	and	societal	conditions	that	correspond
with	the	time	that	the	story	is	told.

Horror—a	style	of	fiction	that	is	intended	to	frighten	its	readers,



by	scaring	or	startling	them	with	feelings	of	terror	and	fear	and
horror.	It	may	be	supernatural	or	non-supernatural,	and	presents
frightening	scenery	and	atmospheres.

Magic	realism—a	style	of	fiction	in	which	magical	elements
blend	with	the	real	world.	The	story	explains	these	magical
elements	as	real	occurrences,	presented	in	a	straightforward
manner	that	places	both	the	real	and	the	fantastic	in	the	same
stream	of	thought.

Mystery—similar	to	detective	fiction	and/or	crime	fiction,	is	a
novel	or	short	story	in	which	a	detective	investigates	and	solves
one	or	many	crimes.	Mystery	doesn't	necessarily	have	to	be
fiction,	if	it	recounts	the	true	events	of	an	investigation.

Paranoid—works	of	literature	that	explore	the	subjective	nature
of	reality	and	how	it	can	be	manipulated	by	the	forces	in	power.
These	forces	can	be	external,	such	as	an	overbearing
government,	or	they	may	be	internal,	such	as	a	character's
mental	instability,	or	his	refusal	to	accept	the	harshness	of	the
world	he	is	surrounded	by.	Paranoid	fiction	is	written	in	a	way
so	as	to	suggest	that	the	story	may	only	be	a	delusion	or
construct	of	the	characters.

Philosophical—this	type	of	fiction	refers	to	works	in	which	a
significant	portion	of	the	story	is	devoted	to	a	discussion	of	the
kind	of	questions	normally	addressed	in	philosophy.	These	could
include	the	role	of	society	and	its	function,	the	purpose	of	life,
morals,	ethics,	the	role	of	art	in	human	lives,	and	the	role	of
reason	or	experience	in	the	development	of	knowledge.	Often
times	these	stories	bleed	over	into	science	fiction.



Political—a	sub	genre	of	fiction	that	deals	with	political	affairs
and	situations.	Political	fiction	often	provides	commentary	on
political	events,	systems,	and	political	theories.	They	typically
criticize	an	existing	society,	hinting	or	looking	at	and	alternative,
whether	real	or	imagined.

Romance—a	literary	genre	developed	in	Western	culture,
mainly	in	English	speaking	countries,	where	the	primary	focus	is
on	the	relationship	and	the	romantic	love	between	2	people.
Typically,	a	romance	novel	must	have	an	emotionally	satisfying,
optimistic,	and	happy	ending.	Yes,	they	are	really	cheesy,	but
man	do	they	sell	well.

Saga—stories	about	ancient	Scandinavian	and	Germanic	history,
typically	dealing	with	Viking	voyages,	and	the	battles	that	took
place	during	the	voyages,	dealing	with	migration	to	Iceland	and
the	feuds	between	Icelandic	families.	They	were	originally
written	in	the	old	Norse	language,	mainly	in	Iceland.

Satire—a	literary	genre	in	which	vices,	follies,	abuses,	and
shortcomings	are	held	up	to	ridicule,	with	the	intent	of	shaming
certain	individuals	and	society,	into	improvement	through
reflection.	Although	satires	are	usually	meant	to	be	funny,	the
greater	intent	is	constructive	and	social	criticism,	using	clever
wit	as	its	weapon.

Science	fiction—the	type	of	fiction	dealing	with	imaginary	but
more	or	less	plausible	content,	such	as	future	settings,	futuristic
science	and	technology,	space	travel	and	parallel	universes,
aliens,	and	paranormal	entities	and	abilities.	Science	fiction
focuses	on	the	consequences	of	scientific	innovation,	as	well	as



the	alternative	possibilities	for	our	world	and	future.

Speculative—a	term	that	is	used	to	encompass	several	of	the
fiction	genres	including	science	fiction,	fantasy,	weird	fiction,
supernatural	fiction,	fantasy,	superhero	fiction,	utopian	and
dystopian	fiction,	apocalyptic	and	post-apocalyptic	fiction,	and
alternate	history.

Superhero—a	work	of	fiction	that	examines	the	adventures	of
costumed	crime	fighters	known	as	superheroes,	often	possessing
superhuman	powers	in	order	to	battle	similarly	powered
criminals	or	super	villains.

Thriller—a	broad	genre	of	literature	and	film	that	uses	suspense,
tension,	and	excitement	as	the	main	elements.	Thrillers	typically
stimulate	the	reader's	moods,	giving	them	a	high-level
anticipation	and	expectation,	mixed	with	uncertainty,	surprise,
and	anxiety.	Works	in	the	thriller	genre	tend	to	be	gritty,	fast-
paced,	and	filled	with	plot	twists	and	cliffhangers.

Urban—also	known	as	street	lit,	this	genre	deals	with	stories	set
in	a	city	landscape,	defined	by	the	societal	and	economic
realities	of	street	life	in	an	urban	setting.	The	tone	for	urban
fiction	is	typically	dark,	focusing	on	the	underside	of	city	living
that	may	include	sex,	violence,	profanity,	and	other	explicit
behavior.

NARRATOR:

Alternating	Person—literature	in	which	the	narration	alternates
between	the	first	and	third-person.	An	author	will	move	back



and	forth	between	a	more	omniscient	third-person	narrator	to	a
personal	first-person	narrator.

First-person—a	story	relayed	by	the	narrator	who	is	also	a
character	within	the	story,	so	that	by	the	narrator's	actions	the
plot	is	revealed	from	his	viewpoint

Second-person—a	very	seldom-used	mode	in	literature	in	which
the	narrator	refers	to	one	of	the	characters	as	“you”,	making	the
reader	a	part	of	the	story.

Third-person	(limited,	objective,	omniscient,	subjective)	—
third-person	narration	provides	the	greatest	flexibility	to	the
author,	and	is	therefore	the	most	commonly	used	form	of
narrative	voice	in	literature.	All	characters	in	this	type	of	story
are	referred	to	as	he,	she,	it,	or	they.

Note:	I,	we,	and	you	are	never	used.

Stream	of	Consciousness—a	narrator's	perspective	by
attempting	to	replicate	the	thought	processes	of	the	narrative
character.	Often,	using	internal	monologues	as	well	as	inner
desires	and/or	motivations,	as	well	as	pieces	of	incomplete
thoughts	are	expressed	to	the	reader,	but	not	necessarily	to	the
other	characters	in	the	story.

TENSE:

Past	tense—the	grammatical	tense	that	places	an	action	or
situation	in	the	past	of	the	current	moment,	or	prior	to	some
specified	time	that	may	be	in	the	speaker's	past,	present,	or
future.



Present	tense—a	story	that	is	told	in	the	present	time,	with
references	to	past	tense	that	are	often	used	grammatically,
depending	on	the	language.	Typically,	present	tense	is	used	to
express	action	in	the	present,	or	a	current	state	of	being,	as	well
as	an	occurrence	in	the	near	future,	or	actions	that	started	in	the
past	and	continue	forward.

Future	tense—form	that	marks	the	event	described	by	the	verb
as	not	having	happened	yet,	but	expected	to	happen	in	the	future
(in	an	absolute	tense	system),	or	to	happen	subsequent	to	some
other	event,	whether	that	is	past,	present,	or	future.



OTHER	USEFUL	WEBSITES	AND	RESOURCES
99designs.com	http://99designs.com

Goodreads.com	http://www.goodreads.com

OTHER	BOOKS	BY	NICHOLAS	BLACK

http://99designs.com
http://www.goodreads.com


Non-Fiction:

The	Last	American	Mercenary

Terrorist	University	-	How	Did	It	Happen	That	The	U.S.	Government	Knew	About	The
Madrid	Bombing	and	Did	Nothing?		UK	Link:	

Soul's	Harbor:	True	Adventures	of	Medic-13

How	to	Write	a	Fiction	Novel	in	30	Days	or	Less!

How	to	Fix	Your	Credit	in	45	Days	or	Less!

How	to	Publish	a	Best	Seller	on	Amazon

How	to	Find	Love,	Intimacy	&	Romance	Online!

The	Tinder	Hack:	How	to	Use	Tinder	and	Other	Online	Dating	Apps	to	Sell	Tons	of
Ebooks!

http://amzn.com/B002CJLSOO
http://amzn.com/1481174002
http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00D0UJ7QA
http://amzn.com/B002CJLSPI
http://amzn.com/B00964S76A
http://amzn.com/B009MEETJ8
http://amzn.com/B009THFQ6S
http://amzn.com/B00AH7WM2U
http://amzn.com/B00L0X6O8I


Fiction

See	Jack	Die
See	Jack	Hunt

	

How	My	Gay	Uncle	F'ed	up	Christmas:	The	Legend	of	Sodomy	Cat
The	Messenger:	The	Story	of	a	Contract	Killer
Three	Wise	Men

	

Chasing	Darkness	(with	Jill	Falter)
Chasing	Daylight	(with	Jill	Falter)

	

Purg	I:	Fallen	Angel
Purg	II:	The	4th	Angel
Purg	III:	Burning	Heaven
Purg	IV:	Falling	Shadows

	

http://amzn.com/B002CJLSRQ
http://amzn.com/B006V7DG2A
http://amzn.com/B002CJLSQC
http://amzn.com/B002CGR210
http://amzn.com/B002CGR20G
http://amzn.com/B008EDNB3I
http://amzn.com/B0094P3ZTK
http://amzn.com/B002CJLU92
http://amzn.com/B008W37E56
http://amzn.com/B0092JXUUM
http://amzn.com/B009FM38DU

	Copyright
	Other Books
	Nicholas Black
	Introduction
	Chapter 1: My First Book
	Chapter 2: Finding the Pattern to all Good Books
	Chapter 3: The Prologue
	Chapter 4: Good writing Habits
	Chapter 5: The First 100 Pages!
	Chapter 6: How long should my novel be?
	Chapter 7: How detailed should I get in my writing?
	Chapter 8: Technical Things about your ebook/ novel
	Chapter 9: The middle of your Novel
	Chapter 10: How to End your Novel!
	Chapter 11: The Epilogue
	Chapter 12: Editors, Cover Designs, and Publishing!
	Chapter 13: Exercise review
	Chapter 14: Ebook Launch Strategies
	Chapter 15: Using Dragon Dictate to Write FAST!
	Appendix A: See Jack Die
	Prologue
	21 June, 325 AD
	1,685 years later
	Chapter 1
	Chapter 2
	Chapter 3
	Chapter 4
	Chapter 5
	Chapter 6
	Chapter 7
	Chapter 8
	Chapter 9

	Appendix B: Chasing Darkness
	PREFACE
	MICHAEL HARMON'S PERSONAL DIARY
	Chapter 1
	12 years ago,
	Chapter 2
	Chapter 3
	Chapter 4
	Chapter 5
	Chapter 6
	Chapter 7
	Chapter 8

	Appendix C: How My Gay Uncle F’ed up Christmas:
	Prologue
	Today, 9: 32 am
	Chapter 1
	Chapter 2
	Chapter 3
	Chapter 4
	Chapter 5
	Chapter 6
	Chapter 7
	Chapter 8
	Chapter 9
	Chapter 10
	Chapter 11
	Chapter 12
	Chapter 13
	Chapter 14
	Chapter 15
	Chapter 16

	INDEX: Narrative Terms
	Other useful websites

