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As I walk into the room of broken glass, the mirror, faucet, and sink, all broken and laying to the wayside, in the aftermath of the storm that had just passed. I bend down to pick up pieces of shattered glass slowly, trying not to cut myself, but to no avail.

I brush the sweat from my brow and forehead, having just fought this battle, with all the strength and might I could muster. As I muddle over what had just passed, attempting to put everything together, piece by piece, trying to comprehend what is obviously beyond my own understanding, I see the shadow of a tall figure leaning, peeking in from around the corner. I see the shadow move slowly until I finally see a figure appear. He has curly dark hair with olive skin, his hands are worn, I can even see through them. There was such a calm that had entered the room, all tension, fear and darkness dispersed almost instantaneously. His calloused rough skin gently brushed against mine as he started taking pieces of glass out of my hands and from off the floor alongside me.

I asked him what he did for a living. He told me he was a carpenter, who on certain occasions would venture out and fish with some friends of his. He told me if I ever wanted to, I could join them. 

"I might take you up on that one of these days," I replied, a little reluctant as feelings of melancholy still lingered over me in a gray, storm cloud.

He pulled some sort of roll of tape from his pocket and began tearing off pieces of it. He taped the strips individually next to one another in the doorway of the room we were in. He started taping the pieces of glass back together. Together we turned the mirror frame over right side up, and gathered up all the faucet fixtures.

He picked up the tired, tattered broken glass pieces and glued them with this special glue to the frame.

As I stared at my reflection, the person looking back at me, peering through the cracks, oblong and abstract in shape, or like a misshapen jigsaw puzzle, the man stood up alongside me to pat me on the shoulder, whispered in my ear, "In time.. It heals all wounds."

As he walked out of the room, opened the front door and as he walked out of the house, I noticed a complete shift, not only in the room, but throughout the entire house, the entire atmosphere shifted. It not only felt lighter, it held a very sweet fragrance, similar to the smell of lilies, sweet peas and peonies. Somehow, I also smelled what seemed like fresh bread baking in the oven.

I decided to try and run and catch him before he pulled out of the driveway. The car had already started, and he was peeling out. I waved him down and he stopped. 

"I just sent a message to one of my friends. It's a beautiful night to camp out. Tents ready to go along with some really good grub, the lake will be teeming with trout and bass.”

“Sounds like a lot of fun.’

“You should join us; we’d be happy to have you.”

“My closets need a real makeover; a lot to go over, alot to clean out. ”

“Well, maybe next time.”

“I’ll take you up on that.”

He smiled leaning down, as he started the ignition again. He placed his right hand and arm on  the headrest of the passenger seat, looking behind as he started backing out of the driveway. He looked up for a moment, waving goodbye to me, smiling. I waved back and turned to go back inside the house.

I decided to check the mail as it has already been a few days of not having checked it. As I reach my hand in, I feel something of a cold, metal object in my fingers. I end up pulling out this long, ancient looking skeleton key.

What is this doing here?

I suddenly picked my head up to look around, as if the carpenter was still in the driveway, but he had already been gone for a little while now.

Still I looked. I looked into the forest that lay about, encircling my home, surrounding it in a canopy of green lush, nestled sweetly, cozily on this side of the mountain, away from the rest of the outside world. I could hear the life, heartbeat of nature and her children as they called out to one another signaling, waiting for the next meal, where to meet, just talking, communicating as we do but in their own rhythm.

I went back inside, climbed up the stairs sleepily, dragging my feet through my bedroom door and fell upon my bed. I sighed, turning over and coming up for full, regular breaths. As I pulled myself up to my pillows, covered myself up with my quilt, I pulled the Bible out of my nightstand and began thumbing through it.

I find a passage to stop and read for a moment, reach to turn the light out, close my eyes and think about all that I had planned for the next day, as well as the carpenter.
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It was hot and dry in the desert air.

"No good," I said to myself with a heavy 

sigh that followed.

Not good, at all.

I kept turning the key over and over in the ignition. It just kept sputtering and spitting. 

For one second, I presumed it was a shining light, a glimpse of hope. It just about seemed like I was ready to go, take off, maybe even like lightning. 

All at once, all shut down. The bike seemed like it was coming back to life, like the living dead, but it just fell lifeless again.

If I don't get out of here soon, I'm as good as dead.

As I looked up, I could see vultures already circling overhead. They seemed to glare down at me, waiting, an impending doom I could not escape.

Then, all of a sudden, I hear rumbling in the distance, what sounds like thunder, I look up. I could see afar off another bike, coming up the way to where I was. As he got closer he slowed down, coming to a complete stop.

"You look like you could use some help," he said with a smile.

"You don't know the half of it," I replied reluctantly.

"Hop on!"

I hopped on to the back of the bike, settled in and held on. As the engine revved up, I let out a big sigh of relief.

Not today, I thought. Got another day.

We rode down the road for about a few miles until we came to a highway. A little ways further we came to a rest stop.

As we walked in the door, everything seemed to stop. All eyes were on us as we took seats at the bar.

"A cold one, for both me and my friend," he motioned to the bartender. He walked over slowly, uncertain, eyeing us both up and down, as he slid the mugs on the counter down our way.

"Lemme know if you need anything else guys!" He exclaimed as he walked away again slowly, slinging a dirty, torn rag over his left shoulder, tired, as if exhausted from the monotony of having worked there for too long.

"You boys ain't from around here, are ya?!" The man sitting down next to us asked.

"Well, my friend here was having a bit of trouble with his bike. I saw him as I was riding up and decided to help him out."

The man sat down, stared, glared into his eyes, not moving an inch, then proceeded to move a little closer, inch by inch.

"Whoa!" my friend exclaimed, "We don't want any trouble!"

"Whether you want it or not man, you found it!" He yelled back.

"I don't like the look in your eye!"

He threw the stool down beside him, while the men behind him advanced towards us. We were surrounded. I turned to look where my ride was; he was nowhere to be found. The ring leader 

swung at me, I ducked. I tried to push through them all, but without any luck. I was done for.

All of a sudden, I look up and see this huge, monstrous shadow, a dark figure moving along the back wall. It seemed to be moving all on its own, its own entity, moving like a slick, black scorpion. Slowly the figure gradually continued to glide along the wall, stealthily. The crowd turned 

suddenly, seeing the colossal creature crawling along the wall, fearing the worst, then gasped, and finally quickly bolted out the door in tremendous fright.

The figure stopped moving until I saw 

my friend appeared.

"Wow, what a crowd, huh? Wonder what their deal was.." he pondered looking up at the full moon, gazing deeply into it now, as we stood outside now, curious as to where everyone had gone. The bartender was still inside, hiding behind the bar.

"Hey, my friends and I are planning on hiking up a nearby mountain where I do a lot of my work."

"Sounds cool. What kind of work do you do?"

"I'm a carpenter. I do handiwork here and there."

"I might take you up on that offer one of these days," I responded.

"Great, well we're planning on going up there next weekend, if you wanna join the group," he said with a smile.

"I'll have to see what's up with my car; it's been in the shop since last Friday."

"Aw, wow man."

"Yeah, and now with the bike.."

"Nah, I understand."

He seemed to be disappointed at my remark, and the situation as a whole. He then proceeded to suck his teeth, wishing there was more he could do.

I got on the back of the bike, got seated and we headed a few miles up the road from where the bar was. We stopped at a motel.

"Here ya go, man."

"No, I can't–"

"It's fine," he said.

As I walked past the front desk, up the stairs, I turned around as I stepped with one foot onto my floor. Room 233.

He smiled and waved as he hopped on his bike.

"Alright, man!" He exclaimed with the engine already revved up.

"See ya around!" I waved back.

I opened my room door, threw my wallet on the bed, with myself following behind. Upon the first bounce, I turned over and let out a big sigh of relief, yet also fatigue.

I picked up my cell and called my girlfriend, who was on a flight the next day to pick me up. I messaged the carpenter and said I'd like to join in on their hike.

Better the mountains than the desert, I thought, as I closed my eyes and hoped to never, ever be stranded like that again, holding on for dear life while death glared at me through the eyes of those vultures and the men at the bar.

Another day, I thought. Got another day.

I turned the light over the nightstand off, rolled over one more time, and closed my eyes, drifting off into a deep sleep.
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