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Soul Observer


A light brown Corolla cut her off as Melisa drove
to the University daycare. Under normal circumstances, such a
disrespectful display would have merited a horn blast, a middle
finger salute or both. Melisa, however, was tired and in a hurry,
so she let it slide with just a few uncharitable
thoughts.

She was running late; her
intern job at the television station had kept her past her
scheduled time. Something was up, she could tell. Everyone was
scrambling, and running to meetings. She wanted to be a part of it
all, but it was Friday, and if she did not get her
supervisor to sign off on her timesheet then she wouldn’t get her
paycheck on payday. The last time that happened, she and her
daughter Liz ate Ramen and “mac and cheese” for a week. Between
hauling the camera equipment to the van for some emergency remote
shoot, and lugging her over-heavy backpack to the three classes she
had on Fridays, she was dead on her feet.

Her old Subaru rattled to a
stop in front of the daycare where her daughter waited. The place
looked vacant. Melisa checked her watch. It was still the middle of
the day. Where could everyone have gotten
to? The front door was unlocked, and the
receptionist wasn’t behind her desk.

“Charlotte?” Melisa called. No one answered.
“Is anyone here?” She called louder.

This wasn’t right.
Her pulse quickened and her throat dried as she yelled
“Liz!”

From the hallway that led to
the playroom, she heard a grunt. Someone was in pain. She dropped
her diaper bag and ran toward the sound. In her concern, she
rounded the corner too quickly and slipped on a wet patch of floor,
slid into the far wall striking her head and right upper arm.
“Uhmmph!”

Her head spun with pain. She looked at the
thick red gunk that covered the tiles. The two smear marks that
comically indicated her path into the wall were not the only ones.
Red streaks and smeared footprints headed down the hallway. She
rose to her feet and tried to brush off the thick, liquid, which
had caused her fall and now permeated her clothing. It just smeared
dark red across her light blue dress. She lifted it to her nose to
smell the salty, metallic ichor. “Blood?”

The moaning grew louder. Melisa righted
herself. She carefully stepped out of the crimson patch and moved
cautiously toward the sound, leaving yet another crimson path in
her wake. As she drew closer, the sound grew animalistic, and
devolved into a growl, primitive and menacing. An adrenaline surge
started at her cheeks and flushed to her fingertip. For a moment,
her legs refused to move, until she heard the crying of children
and muffled banging.

“Liz!” she tried to run, but
her bloody shoes slipped on the waxed tiles. Still, Melisa
struggled to get to her child. She slid around the corner and saw a
body, a few yards ahead of her. The supervisor of the daycare, or
what remained of her, plastered the hall. Pieces of bone, scraps of
skin, and bloody remnants of internal organs, all violently
liberated from the refuge of the woman’s torso, blocked the
passage. Melisa stopped, and her stomach violently
turned. She turned her face to the wall as her stomach emptied
itself. The smell was horrendous; she stumbled back to escape
it.

Further, past the
nightmarish puddle, Charlotte banged her fists on the playroom
door. Blood matted and caked hair to her face: her ripped clothing
dripped with it. It was her eyes, however, that chilled Melisa to
her soul. Charlotte’s eyes were pure black as though horror caused
the pupils to dilate beyond their limit and remain in that way.
White and pink strands of entrails dangled from her teeth.
Intestines? ”Oh, God, No. What the hell is going
on?

“Is someone out there?” A
woman’s muffled voice escaped from behind the door. The sound of it
further enraged Charlotte. She attacked the door with renewed
fervor. My God, she
thought. Charlotte had gone
insane. She’s
killed her boss and now wants to kill the children. She wants to
kill Liz.

“It’s okay Charlotte. Everything is going to
be okay.” She raised her hands and struggled to keep her voice
calm. “Let’s just calm down. No one wants to hurt you.”

Charlotte turned her head toward Melisa, for
the first time, she could see the other side of the woman’s face,
it was ripped wide open, revealing torn muscle, ligaments and
sections of her skull. Blood still poured out of the open face
wound. Charlotte turned and charged.

Melisa ran back down the hallway. She slowed;
she couldn’t afford to fall again into the repugnant pool. Her mind
rebelled. She couldn’t accept that the pile innards at her feet had
once been the woman who watched her Liz. If she slipped in it, in
her, then she’d be dead before she could rise again. The mess at
her feet gave enough evidence of that.

Melisa reached the entryway. The large glass
entry door was directly before her. She desperately wanted to run
out of the building, to get help. She couldn’t let that maniac get
to her daughter, however. Panting and out of breath, she ran the
opposite direction, toward the children’s sleeping room. The door
to the janitor’s closet was open. An overturned mop bucket spilled
soapy water most of the way down the hallway. She tried to walk
around the puddle. The growling, bloody Charlotte rounded the
corner close behind and slipped in the soapy liquid. Melisa looked
at the door to the janitor’s closet; she had been warned that it
locked when closed. It could only be unlocked from the outside. She
had a plan.

She dared not take her eyes
off the crazed woman that rose to her feet a scant few yards away.
She needed a weapon. Kneeling down, without moving her head, she
felt for the mop. Melisa reached out slowly until her fingertips
touched the hard wooden handle. She grasped it hard. Charlotte was
nearly upon her. The panicked woman swung the soap slippery pole
as hard as she could into her attacker’s midsection. She felt the
heavy ‘thunk’,
the vibration of the impact stung her hands yet
she held tightly. Charlotte staggered into the wall, but
re-centered herself immediately, un-phased.

She was inhuman; all reason
had left her. It had to be drugs Melisa reasoned. In the 60’s some
drugs made people appear superhuman. Did
they still make PCP or Angel Dust? There were news stories of drugs that made people eat the
faces of other people. In either case, it didn’t matter; the
daycare worker was dangerous. There was no one else around to help.
She had to stop the woman herself. It was the only way to protect
her daughter. Turning the mop handle around so that the pole’s end,
the hard end, pointed toward Charlotte. Melisa maneuvered closer to
the wall.

Charlotte clawed and snapped at her. The
broom was long enough to keep her at bay, so long as she poked and
jabbed at the woman’s broken face. Melisa shifted her weight
slowly. Charlotte compensated to move closer. She shifted again.
Charlotte adapted. Two more minor adjustments forced Charlotte
between Melisa and the closet. She swung the mop handle with all
her might.

It connected with the side
of Charlotte’s
neck. Melisa could hear a snap as the force of the
blow broke the mop handle and sent the receptionist staggering
backward into the small room. Melisa slipped on the floor as she
flung her body into the open door slamming it shut, locking the
deranged woman inside.

“I’ll get you some help, I promise.” Melisa
used the broken mop handle to help her regain her footing. It felt
good in her hand. Free of the clumsy, wet fibers it felt like a
useful weapon. Its smooth finish and newly acquired sharp end gave
her a feeling of power and some control over the situation. She
shifted it in her hand a few times until she felt a comfortable
balance, and then she made her way back to the playroom.

“Help me!” the woman’s voice sounded
desperate and weak from behind the door.

“I’m here! It’s Liz safe!”

“Please!” The woman pleaded.

“It’s alright. I took care
of it. She’s locked up, she can’t hurt anyone
again.” Melisa tried to turn the door handle, but it wouldn’t
budge. “I can’t get in its locked.”

“Help me! They’re everywhere.”

“More? There are others?” Liz was still in
danger. She had to get through the door. “I’ve got a weapon. Open
the door!”

“I’ll try.” The sounds of movement from
behind the door were barely audible over the renewed
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