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Paul Zunckel was born in 1957
in Zimbabwe, then known as Rhodesia.

His family moved to South
Africa in 1966, where he completed his schooling at Kingsway Senior
High School in Amanzimtoti.

He did his two years National
service as an Ops Medic, wanting to follow his heart and study
medicine, but life got in the way.

He started to write full time
in August 2014, and to date has self published four novels in the
e-book format and is at present busy with his fifth one.

He has two children from a
previous marriage, and is at the moment married to the love of his
life who is responsible for the books that have been written, as
without her it would never have happened.

In some way a gate was opened,
and the first four novels are a direct result of that.

She inspired me, and supported
me in this venture in every way possible, and because of that, I
dedicate these books to my loving wife Lucie for believing in
me.

I also dedicate these books to
my Mother, for her unwavering encouragement and support.

Thank you, Mom.

And The Lord above who blessed
me with this gift.












Introduction

Dear Editor,

This is not only a letter
to you, as you sit in your ivory tower, surrounded by your own self
importance, and with the power that you hold over the very people
that contribute to your very existence, but this is also a tale of
a very personal matter. And I suggest that you pay attention to
what I have to say to you for what you hold in your hands is not
only my manuscript dealing with mercy killing, but is based on
fact.

Facts that only the
killer and the police would have knowledge of, and this I am going
to share with you, and why you might ask? Well the answer is really
quite simple. You see Dear Editor, I’m the killer and unlike you, I
do not hold the power of people succeeding in life over others as
you do, but I hold the power of life over death, and you, Dear
Editor have been chosen. And the big question that hangs over your
head is will you live or die? And that will depend on what you
decide once you have taken the time to read what I have
written.

I do not kill because I’m
driven to kill, I was never abused as a child, I had a very
privileged upbringing, went to the best schools, my parents loved
me. I did not pull the legs off flies and all the other mumbo jumbo
that’s associated with a psychopath, in fact I get on very well
with people and have a large group of social friends, and you Dear
Editor might be in that group. But don’t go running off now and try
to psychoanalyse everyone. After all, I could just be throwing you
a curve ball, but then again, you don’t know that
either.

The reason why I kill
Dear Editor is because I enjoy the kill. The excitement that
builds, the stalk, and most of all the ultimate power of life over
death. Oh yes one more thing, all my kills have been random, so
don’t go looking for a pattern, there is no pattern. And I don’t
take trophies, just lives.

I will supply you with a
weekly letter, and in each letter I will take you into the darkness
and share with you the ultimate feeling of being in at the kill. I
will also supply you with evidence as proof that I’m who I say I’m,
by giving you information that is known only to the police and me.
Once my book is published, you will be free from our deal, and you
may share what you have with our law enforcement, for if they were
to read what you publish, they will turn their attention to you as
a suspect, and we can’t have that happening now, can we?

Please, do not for one
moment think that this is a threat from a deranged mind, quite the
opposite I must say. And it is really not a threat at all, but a
promise Dear Editor, and my promise to you is this.

I promise to
walk away, to let you carry on living, but only if you take the
time to read what I have written and once I see it in print you
will be safe from my wrath. But if you chose to ignore my warning,
beware for I could drop in for a visit at anytime. In your office
or even visit you and your family at home, in fact Dear Editor, our
children might even play together. So think carefully before you
puff out your self-important chest and send my work to file 13...
I’m watching.

Now settle down, and get
ready to be taken on a wild ride that involves blood, guts, terror
and truth. Oh and by the way, don’t involve the police in this
little arrangement, for to do that will cancel out our little deal
and all bets will be off... In other words Dear Editor... you will
be a dead man walking.

Yours in Life and
Death


Chapter 1

Oh let me introduce
myself, my name is Gordon Brown, and I owned the publishing
company. “Three Monkeys Publishing” you know the little saying,
“see no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil” well that was our motto,
that is until I received the letter you have just read, that
changed everything. I mean what kind of sick fuck would send a
letter like that to an editor of a publishing house, and without a
manuscript.

The first thing I did
once I had read it was to check the date, making sure it was not
the First of April and this was some sort of sick joke, but no luck
there, so no joke. Looks like I’m going to have to treat this with
kid gloves, and see what happens next.

Nothing happened for the
next few days, just the normal routine of sorting out the good
stuff from the bullshit. What was going to make us money, and what
was a waste of time. I tell you, there are writers out there who,
have put out a few good ones, but then trade on their names. I mean
they have a fairly good plot going but fill up their books with
garbage just to get word count, and get published, and sold, and
you know once it’s sold, the poor bastard who bought it can’t very
well return it, no way. He or she is stuck with it so they move up
the ranking as a “Best Selling Author.” Meanwhile back at the
ranch, what is between the fancy covers is a load of
crock.

Sorry, I tend to ramble
when I’m stressed, and right now I can’t get the bloody letter out
of my head. I close my eyes at night and see the damn print and
keep running it through my head. Trying to find a clue as to who
could be behind it.

My PA, a stunning red
head, with a figure to die for slides into my office on high heels
and a tight fitting green mini that makes me thank the gods that I
hired her. She struts over to my desk, and places a bulky brown
manila envelope in front of me, marked Personal.

“Oh Gordon,
this was just delivered by courier, marked for your eyes
only.”

“Thanks Beth,
oh and by the way you’re looking really great today.”

She swings out through
the door, leaving me alone with the package, and after a moments
silent contemplation I open the envelope to reveal the first part
of the nightmare that is going to take over my life.

I look down
at the pages in front of me, not wanting to touch them or pick them
up for to do that will mean that I have tainted my hands, but then
the warning in the first letter bounces around my head.
“I promise to walk away, to let you carry
on living, but only if you take the time to read what I have
written.”

Slowly I force my hands
to pick up the pages, and let my eyes run over the print that jumps
out at me.

Well I will let you read
what I received on that day.

------






Dear Editor,

I trust that you’re well,
and as promised, here is the first part of my manuscript,
everything is true, and nothing has been changed to protect the
innocent, for there are no innocents in this world, everyone is
guilty of something. Oh and by the way Dear Editor, your wife
looked stunning at your daughter’s birthday party, and one more
thing, I’m not doing this for the money, I’m doing it so I can bask
in my own glory, and my future is now in your hands, as yours is in
mine.

















My First Kill

The town I was in was the
same as any other coastal town along the KwaZulu-Natal South Coast,
busy with holiday makers. Business had brought me here, bad luck
for the man I was going to meet later on that day, as our paths had
never crossed before until he brought himself to my
attention.

I was in a retail store,
just looking around, passing the time before my appointment, and
the store seemed to be getting ready for a stock-take when this
voice rings out over the customers and staff, and out of the back
office, an obnoxious, loud, self centred son of a bitch with no
respect for his staff or customers. He strides onto the shop floor
filled with his own self-importance, and starts to lay down the
law. With no regard for anyone else other than himself, and right
there I knew that he was going to die by my hand
tonight.

He made a rage swell up
inside me, I wanted to destroy him right there, but I knew that it
was not the right time. He was a little man, who thought that he
was a big deal, well I intended to show him a big deal, and for
that I could wait.

Night fell, and with it a
light drizzle causing a mirror effect from the streetlights as they
shone down onto the wet paving outside the shopping mall. The car
park was almost empty, except for the vehicles belonging to the
poor suckers who worked for that prick running the show.

The time moved along
slowly, but I was patient, and filled with an excitement I had
never felt before. Clutched in my right hand was a crowbar I had
picked up, the weight felt right in my hand, and it felt good. And
I kept on playing the scene to come over and over in my head, and I
was filled with anticipation for the killing to come.

I stood in the shadows,
latex gloves on my hands. Crowbar clutched tightly, and watched as
the staff from the store slowly started to spill out of the mall
entrance and make their way home. And one by one the car park
emptied until only two vehicles remained.

I had parked elsewhere,
so as not to draw any unwanted attention to myself from a passing
security guard or police patrol. Plus I had checked to see if the
mall had CCTV Cameras, but I was in luck, the car park was a
perfect killing ground.

The sound of voices
approaching came to my ears, the prick with the store manager, and
just the sound of his condescending fucking voice made me rage
inside, and I had to hold myself in check from taking the bastard
out right there with a witness. My grip on the crowbar tightened
and I knew that I would see it through.

The two men moved over to
their separate cars, and I waited until the store manager was
driving away, and the only car left in the car park belonged to the
loud mouth, and he would not be going anywhere soon, as I had
returned after my appointment, and followed him on a few occasions
until he lead me to his vehicle. Once night fell, I had tampered
with his left back tyre, to ensure he would have to get out, and
change the tyre.

Right on cue, the rain
started to fall harder, visibility became poorer and the son of a
bitch climbed out of his car, into the rain to check his tyre, and
I felt that the time had arrived for me to introduce myself, and to
show him the error of his ways.

He moved around to the
back of his car, and just to point you in the right direction Dear
Editor, it was a black Mazda. He opened the boot and the small
interior light illuminated his face in the dark, and I slipped up
quietly behind him. The sound of the falling rain covering my
approach, and without saying a word, I introduced the son of a
bitch to a lesson in manners. And also how to treat people and most
importantly a personal introduction to the crowbar.

The first strike of the
crowbar crushed his skull, his eyes opened wide in surprise and he
slumped to the paving, and I had been very sure there would be more
blood than there was, and in a way I was disappointed. I can’t
describe to you in words how satisfying it felt as the crowbar
caved in his head. The absolute feeling of power that it gave me
was awesome. And all at once I just felt the rage inside of me
dissipate into the night.

I was also surprised at
how easily he died; I thought a hard bastard like him would need
more than one swing of the crowbar, well I suppose you can put that
down to inexperience on my part, being my first kill. But I promise
you Dear Editor, it gets better as we move along.

I picked up his body, and
bundled him into his boot, while I was doing that I noticed that he
was wearing a wedding band. Oh well, I bet his family are better
off without him anyway. Because if he treated other people the way
he treated his staff, I can just imagine what he was like at
home.

Here is your tit bit Dear
Editor. I rammed the crowbar down his fucking throat, as far as I
could force it. Locked the boot, of the car and took the keys with
me, which I threw into the bushes alongside the road.

Do you in your fancy
ivory tower have any idea what happens to a corpse when it is left
in a confined space, under the burning sun? Well Dear Editor, allow
me to add to your education.

After 36 hours of lying
in the closed boot the body will start to turn a discoloured green.
This is followed by bloating of the body which is most visible
around the face where the eyes and tongue protrude, the skin
blisters, the hair starts to fall out and the fingernails sink back
into the fingers. Add the crowbar shoved down his throat, and you
now have a picture of what our law enforcement officers found. I
suppose you could call it an open and shut case, ha, ha, ha open
the boot, shut the boot, get it?

Now are you paying
attention? I hope you’re Gordon, you don’t mind if I call you
Gordon do you? After all we could almost be family seeing that I’m
sharing my darkest secrets with you.

How you publish this is
your problem. I will just give you the means to the end.

Chow, until next
time.







Chapter 2






Can you believe this sick
fuck, open and shut case, ha, ha, ha. I re-read his so called first
part of the manuscript. And as far as the reference to family was
concerned, that rattled me a bit, as in my line of work; work comes
first and family second.

Don’t get me wrong, I
have a lovely wife, whom I love very much, and a son and daughter,
both of whom are out of the nest and carving their own way through
life. But this writer and I use that term very loosely, seems to
know quite a bit about me. I mean the reference to my daughter’s
birthday party that is very close to home, as it was a private
affair, and not that many people were invited to attend.

The papers sat on the top
of my desk and stared back at me, almost as if mocking me to file
them in file 13. And I swear to you, I heard a soft chuckle in the
background, and a shiver ran up my spine.

Spinning around, I
searched every inch of my office, but I was alone, except for those
fucking papers on the desk top, and the sweat that started to dot
my brow. I heard a low moan, and it took me a couple of seconds to
realise the moan was coming from me.

I picked up the, for want
of a better word, manuscript, carefully placed it back into the
envelope it had been delivered in, and slipped it into the top draw
of the desk. Breathing a huge sigh of relief to have them out of
sight, and reached for the phone.

The urgent ringing at the
end of the line irritated me as I waited for the call to be
answered, until finally the receiver was picked up.

“South
African Police, Homicide Division, Constable Swart speaking, how
can I help you?”

“Err Good day
Constable, could you please put me through to Sgt Dube
please.”

“One minute
sir, I’ll see if he’s in, hold on please.”

“Sgt Dube
speaking.”

“Ahh Ronald,
long time no talk, its Gordon here, how are things?”

“Gordon, the
publishing Gordon?”

“The one and
only Ronald, tell me I’m doing a bit of research for a piece I’m
working on, and wondered if you could assist me with some
information.”

“Well you
know I’m always ready to help, what are you looking
for?”

“I’m not sure
how long ago this took place, but it happened on the South Coast, a
body was found in the boot of a car.”

“Ja I
remember that one, the papers dubbed it “The Body in the Boot.”
Poor bastard had a crowbar forced down his throat, only found the
body after the car started to raise a stink in the area, glad I was
not there. How can I help?”

“I just want
to know, was that case ever solved?”

“Not a
chance, the case is now a cold case, there was nothing there. No
one saw a thing, no hair, fibres, fingerprints on the crowbar,
fucken nothing but the body.”

“How did this
person die?”

“If I
remember correctly, it was a male. Some kind of area manager for a
retail store, first name was Adam I think, and he had his skull
crushed in with the crowbar, one strike and you’re out. The crowbar
being forced down his throat was done after death, almost as if the
killer was making a statement.”

“Thanks
Ronald, that’s a great help. Oh by the way, just for interest sake,
what kind of statement do you think he was making?”

“Could be
this Adam had a big mouth.”

“Ja I can see
where you get that from, anyway Ronald, once again thanks for the
help.”

“Anytime
Gordon, always happy to be of assistance.”

I replaced the phone on
its cradle, sat back and felt another shiver run up my spine. The
author of the letter was not lying about anything, and what he had
written for my eyes only, had just been backed up by the police.
Shit, it looked like I was in deep trouble. Publish the story and
live, or stick to my values and see how long this ride is going to
be.

The only possible thing
that I could do at this moment in time was to wait for the
delivery, of the next instalment and then make a decision, and hope
that this was all just a sick joke.

I had to get my head
around this. I had to get out of the office and breathe some fresh
air for a while and sort my thoughts out. So grabbing my briefcase
and car keys, I stumbled out of my office.

“Beth, I’m
leaving early, if anything important comes up, you know how to get
hold of me.”

“Sure thing
Gordon, have a lovely evening.”

Not even a glimpse of her
lovely long legs could distract me from what was going on in my
head as I almost fled from the building and down into the car park.
Heading towards my Audi parked in its reserved space, away from all
the rust buckets that my staff drove around in.

I almost threw myself
behind the wheel, loosened my tie and let out a long drawn out
sigh. Closed my eyes and tried to relax the tension that had
started to build up in my body from the time that fucking manila
envelope had arrived on my desk this morning. Sometimes I found
myself wishing that I had never stopped smoking, because right now
I needed a long strong pull to get my nerves together. But they say
smoking kills, but if you look at my situation, what the fuck. If I
don’t publish I’m going to die anyway, that’s if this son of a
bitch is serious, and that my friends, only time will
tell.

I started the Audi, and
then I saw it. A piece of white paper fluttering under my
windscreen wiper. Leaning out, I grabbed it, and read what was
inside, and with that I felt my guts turn to ice. I broke out in a
sweat my eyes searching the shadows of the car park, moaning softly
to myself.

The note only had three
words on it, apart from the Dear Editor; it read “PUBLISH OR
DIE.”

My blood ran cold, and my
breath caught in my throat, and the note fell from my lifeless
fingers, while my eyes scanned the garage, looking for anything to
point to the origin of the note. The bastard had moved into my
safety zone, and right now I felt as if I had been raped. My mind
was blank and I struggled to get my thoughts together. My blood had
turned to ice, and my mind screamed run, run, get out of
here.

With fumbling fingers I
found the keys in the ignition, started the Audi and in a haze left
rubber on the concrete as I put peddle to the metal and hauled my
arse out of the underground parking as quickly as I
could.

I got home to an empty
house. Thank God my wife’s not home. I was not in the mood for
polite conversation. “How was your day?” “Anything interesting
happen at work?” and shit like that. I mean who the fuck cares how
my day went, as long as I paid the bills, and there’s a roof over
our heads.

My office at home made me
feel safe. I sat and then started making notes on some of the
things my new “Author” had brought up in his or it could be her
letter to me. Trying to get a feel of the whole fucking mess that I
suddenly found myself in, and suddenly I did not feel so safe in my
office, all alone. It was just too quiet; I mean where the hell is
your wife when you need her?

That night I did
something I had not done in a very, very long time. I checked each
and every window in the house, not once, twice but three bloody
times. I checked to make sure the front and back doors were locked,
and chained, and then to make things even worse, I piled the
veranda furniture around the French doors leading out to the pool,
to create a barrier. Man this sick fuck was playing with my mind,
and this only after one letter. God only knows what’s in store for
me in the days to come.

My night was spent lying
awake, my ears tuned in for any sound coming from the house that
sounded foreign, and all my mind did was replay after replay of
those three fucking words, “PUBLISH OR DIE.”

















Chapter 3

Morning came around too
quickly, and I had to drag myself out of bed, and for the first
time in years I looked for an excuse not to go into work, but I
couldn’t find one excuse good enough so when 8 am came around, I
found myself back in the underground parking, the squeal of rubber
on concrete as others parked their cars grated on my nerves. For
once I was not the first one in the office, for there was no bloody
way I was going to stand in an elevator and have people arse
kissing me all the way to the top floor. So I sat and waited until
the mass of humanity that worked for me had departed. Then rode the
elevator up to my so called “Ivory Tower,” all alone.

The only thing that
brought a smile to my face that morning was the amount of thigh
that Beth was showing as I walked in, and her glowing smile, but
that all soon came crashing down.

“Morning
Gordon, I trust you had a great afternoon off, and you’re ready for
the bump and grind of publishing today. I left another manila
envelope on your desk, marked for your eyes only, so I have not
opened it. It was delivered by courier first thing this morning.
Would you like a cup of coffee?”

My stomach somersaulted
over twice when she told me about the envelope, and the last thing
I needed was something other than the fear that was settling slowly
into the pit of my guts.

“No thanks
Beth, no coffee and please hold all my calls, I have a full day
ahead of me.”

Normally I would have
sneaked another peak at those lovely legs, but not this morning. My
mind was too occupied with dread as I stumbled across my office,
and shut out the world by closing the door. Something I had not
done in a long time.

There it sat, right on my
blotter, mocking me, and daring me to pick it up and open it,
completely harmless, a fucking normal looking brown manila
envelope. But what scared the shit out of me was what I would find
inside, and I knew I would open it. It was just a question of when
my courage would let me.

Slowly I picked up the
envelope with my left hand, while my right searched for the letter
opener, finding it; I slit open the unwanted mail and let its
contents spill out onto the desk in front of me. The front page
glaring up at me, almost with malicious glee and there right in the
damn left hand side of the page it started.






Dear Editor,

I trust that you slept
well last night, and that you enjoyed your afternoon off, oh and
sorry if my little note upset you. I mean for someone who works as
hard as you do, you need your rest, after all you’re faced with
making decisions on a daily basis that affect the lives of a lot of
hopeful people. People who have put in a lot of time and effort,
not to mention the research in putting a book together, only to end
up having a bastard like you glancing over it, and not even
bothering to take the time to read it. Then assigning that
manuscript that not only contains a story, but the hopes and
aspirations of someone into your file 13.

You know something Dear
Editor, what really pisses me off is the so called big names that
you publish. I ask you. Have you ever bothered to read one of their
latest so called best sellers? Because if you had, I can guarantee
you, you would not have published some of them, as half the fucking
novel is full of bullshit that has nothing to do with the so called
story? But then again, it’s a big name; it will sell, so why even
bother. All they are worried about is word count, and raking in the
big bucks.

Okay, I have had my rant
for today. So here is where we stand, you have received my first
chapter. I trust it met with your approval, after all I know you’re
a hard bastard to impress. Look at your son, when last were you
impressed with what he’s done?

Now we get down and dirty
again Dear Editor. Like I said before, this is between us. So no
more calls to your friendly police sergeant. You have been warned,
so don’t piss me off. You have a book to publish and I would hate
your untimely death to get in the way of such an important
publication.

Sit back, and enjoy Dear
Editor, for what you’re about to read happened. It is not a figment
of a sick deranged mind, after all I was there.






My Second Kill

Let me take you back a
couple of years to another of the many unsolved crimes that happen
in this wonderful country of ours. And that’s what makes what I do
all the more interesting, because I know I will never be caught.
Not because I think I’m better than the police, or superior in any
way, but because I get the impression that most of them just don’t
give a damn.

Let’s set the scene for
you Dear Editor. A small university town in the Eastern Cape, a
public hospital and rows of people waiting to see the resident
doctors because medical aid is too fucking expensive for normal
people, but then I doubt if you even think about something like
that.

Sorry, I’m getting off
track, right back to where we were. There is no reason for you to
know what I was doing there. But unfortunately for one of the so
called doctors I was. And he signed his own death warrant with his
uncaring attitude towards a middle aged couple that he attended
too.

The woman’s left leg was
red and swollen, and she had difficulty walking on it. When they
finally made it to the bastard posing as a medical doctor, he
looked up from whatever important work he was doing and said to
her. “Well you’re walking on it, so nothing’s broken.”

He didn’t even attempt to
get his fucking arse out of his chair, and bother to look at her
leg, and this made me see red. I could feel the rage building up
inside me, and it took all of my self control to hold back and not
end his miserable life right there. I mean, what right did he have
to live, with a fucking attitude like that?

I stuck around the
hospital that day, and waited near the staff parking so I could
follow the son of a bitch home, and judging by his whole attitude,
he lived alone. This meant I could take my time with him. And teach
him the error of his ways.

Just as I thought, he not
only lived alone, but lived in a secluded area, with no neighbours
around. Which suited me right down to the ground, so once I had
established where the moron lived, I went back to town to collect a
few supplies for my night time adventure. Things such as the
baseball bat in my boot, a hammer, couple of six inch nails,
something to gag the shit with and some rope, and then I was set.
All I had to do was wait for night to fall.

Night fell with a thud,
HA, HA, HA. Now I sound like one of your second rate authors that
you support, okay back to the business at hand. It was a first
quarter moon which really helped, as it allowed me to slip through
the shadows unseen, and approach the house from the rear. The
kitchen light was on and I could see the self-righteous swine busy
at the stove, so I carefully placed my sports bag on the ground.
Get it, sports bag, removed my .38 and politely knocked on his back
door.

At first I thought that
he was not going to open, but he peered out through the window at
me, and then he must have judged me as a good guy, and the next
minute he opened the door. And Dear Editor, that is when the
“sports” started.

I shoved the barrel of
the .38 so far up his nostril, and pushed him back into the house,
all the time he sounded like a fucking turkey, gobble, gobble and
not making an ounce of sense. Not that I could care less, to me all
he was, was one big fat fuck that needed a lesson in
manners.

One quick swipe of the
.38 against his head, and he went down like a sack of potatoes,
without making a sound. Quickly I retrieved my sports bag, and
dragged him into the bedroom, and after much effort managed to get
his dead weight onto the bed, where I gagged him and tied him
spread eagled. Then secured the house, and waited for our friendly
doctor to join the land of the living. And I bet he wished he had
never come back to reality

What I had witnessed at
the hospital that morning built up in me like a fucking tidal wave,
and I had to fight to push the rage down, for this one was not
going to be quick. I intended to take him right to the edge, and
then bring him back again.

His eyes opened, and he
struggled against the ropes, bucking his body up off the mattress,
but then I know how to tie a knot. His head turned left to right
until his eyes fell on me, just sitting in a chair watching the fat
fool panic.

Slowly I got up and
approached the bed, holding a six inch nail and the hammer in my
hands, putting them on the floor. At the base of the bed I removed
his shoes and socks, and with two powerful swings of the hammer,
drove the nail up into his foot.

The pain must have been
excruciatingly intense because he did not want to play with; he
turned white and promptly fainted. Oh well, not a problem, after
all I’ve got all night. So I returned to my chair and waited for
him to surface again.

As he came around, I once
again approached the bed, again armed with a six inch nail and the
hammer, waited until I had his full attention, and then gave his
other foot the same treatment. Much to my disappointment, the
bastard fainted again. I tell you Dear Editor, some people can be
such a disappointment when you expect so much from them. A bit like
you I suppose when someone expects to have a book published and you
turn them away. Can you imagine how disappointed and shattered they
are?

Shit I tend to go off the
subject at hand. Please forgive me; I’ll get right back to where I
was. Our doctor friend took a bit longer coming back to reality
this time. So I took a break and made myself a cup of tea to sip at
during the interludes between our little lessons in
manners.

This time, I spoke to the
bastard, and told him why he was where he was, and why I was here.
I also stressed my disappointment in his total lack of professional
conduct when dealing with patients. And then baseball bat in hand;
I shattered his left ankle, and in one fluid movement shattered the
right. Then I sat back, sipped my tea, and waited for him to join
the conversation once more.

Two six inch nails left,
two knee caps, it took a bit longer this time but both knees got
nailed. Hell I can tell you, he would never walk again, so in his
own diagnosis, if you can walk, it’s not broken, so it must have
been broken. Shit where is a decent doctor when you need
one?

I left him alone for
awhile to wallow in his own piss and shit, as well as self pity,
and took a much needed break. I tell you Dear Editor, its hard work
when you set out to educate someone, so I hope you’re paying
attention.

The last scene of the
final act was brilliant, and if they gave out Oscars to shithead
doctors, this guy would have won hands down. Especially when I used
the bat to break both his legs, what a satisfying sound the bat
made as it broke the bone in his thighs. I must say, I thought his
eyes were going to pop out. Oh well funs over, he’s fainted again.
So I went back to the kitchen, found a nice carving knife in the
drawer and left it embedded in the centre of his chest for the
police to find.

I removed the gag, the
ropes, and left his broken, bleeding body spread out on his nice
green bedspread, just another unsolved crime. Collected my sports
equipment, and after putting out all the lights I slipped back into
the dark, but only after making sure that I had locked up. I mean
you never know what kind of people prowl around at night looking
for an opportunity, and we can’t have that now can we?

Anyway Gordon, I trust
that by now I really do have your attention, and that very soon I’m
going to hear rumours of a new Best Seller that’s going to be
published. So don’t sit around too long, after all this needs to be
edited. And there is more to come. Time is running out and waits
for no man.

Look after Yourself Dear
Editor, Oh and sleep tight.

Chow, until next
time.
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