
        
            
                
            
        


	 

	 

	 

	About the Author

	 

	Ian “Rosey” Frost is an author of vision and to some extent an optimist. Sometimes he is a philosopher. This is not the first book, and probably not the last that Frost has completed. He had worked before authoring news reports as a professional journalist in Western America and dealt with every daily reality imaginable.

	 

	Obsessed with the struggle of man to survive in his modern environment and the lack of interest in solving the problems faced by future generations, Frost was quite disillusioned by a system that only talked about what faced mankind in the time ahead.

	 

	He ended his career as a journalist and without any monetary means left, found himself in a struggle for his own self-survival. He joined the armed services where he faced the problem of involvement in nothing less than a war of beliefs. After his tenure as a professional soldier, he realized the fruitless efforts of making war against his brothers was not the solution and again put pen to paper. This time not as a member of the free press, but as a writer of novels intended to be entertaining as well as delivering some message of hope for the future. There is always hope, even in the dark or is there?

	 

	In the Belly of the Beast
 

	 (The Most Horrible Poem Ever Written)  

	 

   

	Yeah, I am but of impartial decision,

  only one time befallen and wrongly;

I choose to enter the cave where I fell,

seemingly forever into darkness.

Suddenly realizing the extent of my fate,

I find myself lying on a mound

  of already devoured flesh;

Although unaware at first,

through the method of later examination,

its red hue becomes known to me;

Moribund, my own blood flowing through my veins!

    Feels not unlike, that of the vessels

    that once carried living plasma

through the meat on the mound

of dead flesh, on which I now lay;

It presses me down.

   The punishment of this hopelessness is lifeless,

    barren darkness;

   Unknowingly, they are now

    The harbingers of my present destiny;

The stink of the future grows even stronger. 

   

	The Author: "Sometimes love can be horrible, not unlike a story from the worst of all our nightmares. We see red in the darkness."

	 

	The stage has been set for the story that  is hidden in the outer reaches of imagination, on the unnoticed level of the mind known as The 13th Floor. Once entering on The 13th Floor, the elevator occupant may never get back as the doors are closed permanently. 

	 

	 

	Introduction

	 

	A skyscraper is a tall, continuous structure meant to be inhabited. The size of such a structure depends largely upon the imagination of the engineers that initially planned its construction. 

	 

	More often than not, the developers of such an endeavor have acquired a nasty disdain for the supernatural. It follows, this is an acquired belief in some wives' tale and for some vague reason, many of the best architects have decidedly omitted the presence of a 13th floor from the blueprints. The syndrome is also present on some jet airliners which have no 13th row for passenger seating. Such an overt exclusion can be attributed only to the human psyche. In many modern high rises, if the absence of the ominous floor is noticed at all is also sometimes just a trick of the mind.

	 

	In the case of Mark Johnson, he was one of the foremost up-and-coming premiere new talents in the world of superstructure design. Johnson was an Avant-guard, Inc. renaissance thinker but with a flair for modern ecological, artistic impressionism. He chose Avant-guard, Inc. as the company name to attract the attention of engineers, architects, and investors. Even many of his building sketches were beginning to be considered works of art, some selling for ridiculous sums to clients preferring to remain anonymous.

	 

	His quick rise to the 'top', left most previous skeptics in awe of the young man's abilities, but there was a remaining holdout old school block who claimed he had 'sold his soul to the devil'. They expressed this belief even while ignoring the fact the young architect never used the 13th floor in his diagrams, a would-be sure sign of the mark denoting the dark evil demon of bad luck or calamity if present. This undue provocation by the conservatives soon was nurtured into something like a haunting reminder on the whispers of some malevolent presence looming in waiting to be unleashed at some unsuspecting public forum. It was not in any way the fault of Johnson, however, the enigma stuck with him throughout his entire career. 

	 

	 

	Chapter 1 Urban Renewal Plan

	 

	Urban renewal is a great thing. It can benefit many by lifting them up from the ranks of poverty. In many cases, however, the lifting up is not enough to cleanse the bad spirits induced by years of needless and corrupt repression. 

	 

	Although the people of the community knew him, he was viewed as somewhat of an elite puritan. Even though he was responsible for their better situation, they grew to dislike his callous mannerisms. He considered the lower classes to be vile. Johnson had lost his youthful presence of mind and replaced it with a bourgeois naiveté he directed against the masses.

	 

	"Yes, that will be fine. I am sure the idea is well worth looking into but we need to draw up some form of a formal contract. I am sure we can come to a mutual agreement. I would like to discuss the matter with you in further detail in my office. I particularly like the facade sketch. Call my secretary and make an appointment," said Mark Johnson talking to one of his many associates on his mobile phone as he entered his headquarters. It was just one of many clients he had online. It was a normal fresh start of a fresh new business day for the building architect.

	 

	He stood before the elevator where he had been at least one hundred times before. Mark Johnson loved his job. The tall building centered in the middle of the development project became his corporate central headquarters. He fancied to think of himself as governor of all he surveyed while sitting high above in his office at the top. The building was his life's work masterpiece and was the result of the pro bono work he had conducted for the city under a massive urban renewal project to provide housing and jobs for the community. The tall structure stood proudly direct in the middle of the newly-renovated neighborhood that was all state-sponsored and billed as the solution to eliminating the poor conditions offered previously available in the public sector. It was a mess before the young designer stepped in to help with the planned development. Now the work was finally complete after five years in the making. Everything even smelled new.

	 

	Johnson, who conducted all the work personally, was there to oversee its proper completion from the advent of the project. It was not an easy task to renovate the surrounding structures, most of which had to be completely demolished and replaced. He remembered the area as it looked before; a ghetto proliferated by dirt and trash. The old, barren lot was now replenished with a sprawling community center, new apartment houses, and lively garden greenery. He was proud of his work. It was all still not enough to earn him the endearment of the people now living under his indirect authority.

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 The Elevator 

	 

	Waiting for the elevator alongside him on this day was a black man dressed raggedly and looking unshaven.

	 

	"Ain't no way in the world, I'm goin' to the 13th floor. You can bet your mamma's sweet peas on that!" he said to Johnson as he depressed the already depressed button to call the elevator back down. Johnson had just pushed it as he first walked up and the light of the button was illuminated the entire time. The elevator call was directed to the 15th floor where the indicator light showed it was at rest and the sound of its return descent was noticeable. The man ignored the indicator light on his own accord. They both now were waiting patiently for the elevator's return to the ground floor.

	 

	"I already pressed it," he noted while quietly clutching his briefcase with both hands referring to the elevator landing operating panel button.

	 

	"It is better to be safe than sorry," responded the stranger.

	 

	"What makes you think there is a 13th floor in this building?" asked Johnson, wondering where he got the idea in an effort to pass the time. He was certain the man must have been intoxicated while they were waiting because he knew there was no such level included in the structure. "I designed the place myself and I had no such floor included in the plans. You could not have been there because there is no 13th floor?"

	 

	"I was not personally there but I know it is there. I have heard the stories from those who miss their loved ones. You have to look closely at the floor buttons. Oh, so you know so much! You know nothing of the pain," he responded loudly.

	 

	"No, actually I have no clue as to where you got the idea there is the 13th floor," Johnson responded in a calm tone. He was certain the man must have been suffering from some schizophrenia in addition to being drunk but did not wish to call attention to it.

	 

	"You will see it only if you want to see. You may be forced to see it," responded the man in a vague, almost induced mystic voice.

	 

	Mark looked at the nebulous figure standing by him as he watched the movement of the floor number display of the elevator as it declined, marking the elevator's progressive approach to the ground floor. "But there is no 13th floor," asserted Johnson once again. Then he burst out and screamed loudly, "I built the damned building and there is no 13th floor!" When he turned back to look the foyer was vacant, empty of any activity. The black man had vanished. Mark just rubbed his eyes in disbelief. Although he should have felt relief in the man's disappearance, the strange conversation would not leave him in peace. As he looked down to collect his thoughts, he noticed a folded piece of paper on the ground. He picked it up, unfolded it, and began to read.

	 

	The note appeared to be a list of inventory items, but this was no ordinary stock issue catalog. The heading on the paper was "Things that can be found on the 13th floor," and the items listed were all very strange including socks that regenerate themselves even after getting a hole in them, many odd dice that rolled only odd numbers, the severed heads and necks of embryonic flamingos not fully developed, the severed members of a variety of horses fully developed, incomplete services of silverware, and just anything that a person may wish for but just once. There was a code phrase listed as a type of password used to gain access to the 13th floor: "I will take just one, of each." It sounded all so absurd.

	 

	Mark shook his head in utter disbelief at what had just transpired. If it were not for the note in his hand, he would not have believed his eyes. He then surmised it was all some sort of practical joke intended to throw him off guard. As he got in as the elevator doors opened, he experienced a minor dizzy spell. For an instance, he could not manage to find the floor button to his office on the 15th floor. Strangely enough, he thought for the first time to have seen the circular knob for the disputed floor from the conversation he had just entertained with the mysterious black man.

	 

	In this realm of unclear origin, the vague semblance of reality was the illusion. It was a misty sentiment that ignited spontaneous interest in the surreal world of tempting inquisition: It was mostly left up to discovery. The intrigue of the unknown acted like some magnet or impetus to spur the outpouring of bodily hormones that burned with energy in every living joint. It was an ecstasy experienced between the short moment of breathlessness and inhalation. The mind was intoxicated by an allure of false promises. Once the initial rush subsided, and then followed the hard crashing to the ground; the crashing down to the basement.

	 

	 

	Chapter 3 He's Not There 

	 

	Mark Johnson had ceased to exist. His secretary noticed his absence for far too long from his office on the 15th floor and decided to take action into her own hands. He had been missing for quite some time before the authorities were called in. 

	 

	Susan Day reported his absence from work shortly after lunch and was greeted on the telephone by local police.

	 

	"How long has your boss been missing, Ms. Day?" asked the concerned officer who took the call, "Maybe he is just on vacation and we need at least 48 hours before we can list him as a 'missing' person."

	 

	"Well, it has been more than a week since the last time I have seen him at his desk," she quickly responded. 

	 

	"You are sure he has not just gone away for a trip? Have you contacted his relatives?" continued the policeman as he asked a series of routine questions.

	 

	"You see, it is not like him to be away from the office for so long without saying anything or without calling in. He did not say anything to me about a business or pleasure trip. He would have mentioned something like that to me. He usually provides me with a complete list of all the appointments, business contacts, and persons of interest he plans to meet," she answered.

	 

	"As for the family, his parents are dead. He only has his ex, Gloria, and she lives somewhere in Nova Scotia. He has not seen her in years," continued Susan. So the initial report was filed and would be reviewed in due process. Mark Johnson, 38, medium build, brown hair, with brown eyes was officially listed as missing.

	 

	 

	Chapter 4 The Security Video

	 

	Susan Day was not an unattractive woman. She secretly collected out of her vanity mementos of Mark's life. She sought to think of him as her own. Susan was more than a secretary; she was for quite some time Mark's silent stalker. She was long-term in love with him but he seldom even noticed her. When this is the case, the ignored party becomes disillusioned with their subject of enamoring. No matter how sincere they are, the unfulfilled desire becomes too great a burden to bear.

	 

	Although the law enforcement officials did not take the matter seriously at first, they came to regard the matter over time as a case of a missing person. The required 48 hours was long passed as the issue of Johnson's disappearance began to attract public interest. It had been several weeks since he was last heard from.

	 

	As a matter of protocol, a detective was assigned to investigate the matter. After all, Mark Johnson was a man of wealth and prominence. It could not be ignored and the detective, Ray Gregory, quickly developed his own theory about Mr. Johnson's sudden disappearance. He suspected Susan Day of foul play. She had, however, cooperated with his investigation and offered him an appointment to review the security tapes on the supposed day of Johnson's disappearance. The material was stored on the office computer and it was not really an issue. He could have confiscated the computer but decided to trust the woman as to not arouse any suspicion of her being his primary suspect. It was all just preliminary actions, as there was no real proof a crime had been committed. It would seem too arbitrary to begin to make wild accusations. 

	 

	Gregory was a seasoned professional. Although he had no real evidence, his gut instinct had always served him well in matters such as this. He considered Ms. Day not to be sunny nor fair, but she was shady at best. He was certain he would find something, and it had nothing to do with the weather.

	 

	He made his way over to the central building headquarters of the disappeared entrepreneur and stood in the alcove waiting on the elevator just like Johnson had done some weeks before. The sleek, modern design of the structure was unquestionably the first thing that struck him as the detective stood alone in the foyer. He also noticed there was no security or check-in desk, no presence of any security personnel.

	 

	This struck him as strange, but he had heard the young, missing designer had no real enemies to speak of. Gregory had studied the architect's history and knew he also did not have many friends. As far as Johnson's philosophy, Gregory was certain he attempted to offer an element of transparency over the course of the project. Gregory was sure he decided not to include any overbearing controls, such as a security force. He was interested only in providing the public with housing and to some extent trusted public opinion. This came at a high price, even when the public was not always so receptive to Johnson's ideas.

	 

	The elevator arrived and Gregory got in. He pressed the 15th-floor button en route to the office level. He felt an unusual tingle in his bones as he began his ascent, but dismissed it as normal. It was not often he used an elevator, so he hardly noticed this strange feeling. The matter at hand was much more important and distracted him from his personal views. Only the facts were of primary concern and at present, there were few. He hoped to shed some light on the incident and on Ms. Day. He hoped there would be a simple explanation, but never placed credence
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