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Prologue

 


 


So, you think it can't happen to you, huh?
Don't be so sure until you read this story.

 


The Author

 


 



Chapter 1

 


 


Yeah, I know. I've heard it before. This is
going to sound crazy. However, as crazy as it may sound, it did
happen, and believe me, it can happen to you. So, hold off on your
judgments until you've finished reading.

Okay, where should I begin? It isn't as if
there was a real beginning. It kind of developed over time until
it's now a nightmare — a nightmare with no waking up from.

Let's see, I think I'll begin by telling you
a little about myself. That's as good a place as any.

I grew up in a two parent family with a hard
working father and attentive mother. Although we were barely in the
lower middle class income bracket, my brother, sister, and I, had
pretty much what we needed, and every now and then, a bit more.

A much as I can remember, my early, preteen,
years, were what you might consider as being average. Nothing
extraordinary happened to me that you might consider unusual to a
kid growing up in an economically depress, near eastside, part of
Detroit, not far from what some folks called Black Bottom. And no,
it wasn't called Black Bottom because mostly black folks lived
there. The moniker was innocently given to that particular area of
Detroit because of the black, rich, marsh soils, predominant in the
area.

As a kid, I did what most kids did in my
neck of the woods. We shot marbles, made bows and arrows out of the
predominantly growing weed trees that grew with pretty straight
branches. We made two kinds of slingshots — one the traditional
kind with tree branch handles and the slings made of cut up car or
bicycle inner-tubes, and the other less traditional — well,
actually, not as much a sling shot, as a sling gun, made out of
nailed together plaster lath boards that were exposed in the many,
abandoned, derelict, houses, which peppered the neighborhood. Well,
come to think about it, those guns, that we shot bent over, bottle
cap, tipped, weed tree arrows out of, were more a sort of
spear-gun, absent the crossbows, and were powered by the usual
strips of cut up inner-tubes.

We climbed trees while picking spiny,
chestnuts, played baseball in the allies, and while dodging horse
poop, chased the rag man that drove down those allies in a horse
drawn cart, while attempting to catch a ride on the rear of his
wagon.

I remember that back then, we had boys clubs
we could visit to make toy, wooden, cars, and other things. We had
neighborhood movie houses, and a community center that showed
movies projected on a white sheet every Thursday night.

We made go-carts that we raced while being
pushed with a length of two-by-four.

We had a roller rink not far away, as well
as a community swimming pool.

I could go on while listing many other
summer break distractions available to us, but I think you get the
point, which is even though our neighborhood was considered
economically depressed, the kids living there were blessed with
imagination and devised many ways to entertain themselves, and
weren't deprived of plenty of stuff to do during summer
vacations.

I don't remember much about my late teen
years, the years through high school, and there is a good reason.
Let me explain. Even as a preteen, I've always had a hard time
remembering dates, faces, and just about anything that didn't have
my deep interest. I can remember, as a youth, and having read
somewhere about a perpetual motion machine, I became fascinated by,
and tried to construct one.

At that time, a period before high school, I
knew nothing about the laws of thermal dynamics and the
conservation of energy, which dictate a perpetual machine is
impossible. Boy, did I discover it was impossible. I spent
countless hours constructing possible configuration after
fabrication, but nothing would work and never will.

See, I was enamored by the possibility of a
machine that would run forever without outside power until it
broke, and even though I knew it wouldn't work, I kept trying. I
guess I figured I'd get lucky or something. I don't know.

I didn't know it at the time, but I was
interested in science. Not all science, just the physical aspects
that didn't require me to remember complicated chemical equations
or formulas such as in chemistry class, which I hated.

But, when it came to my physics class, I
loved it and couldn't wait to attend each day. Physics made sense
to my logical, orientated, mind. I understood the basic principles
behind physics. I can remember when my physics teacher demonstrated
how two, vastly different objects, such as a feather and a steel
ball, would fall at the same speed in a vacuum. I didn't know why
at the time, but it made sense to me for some reason. And later,
when I learned that outside any other influences, gravity acts the
same on all matter, that, too, made sense to me. It was logical and
explained the ball and feather thing.

Another study I found easy was Math. It was
logical. One plus one is always going to equal two if both numbers
are positive. The same is true about advanced math. A times B
equals C. All I had to remember is all equations must balance.
Sure, some equations were complicated, but as long as I knew the
rules, I don't care how long the equation is, I could, a bit at a
time, solve it. How much simpler can it get?

However, classes such as English Composition
and History, I hated. English comp isn't based on logic, but more
on abstract rules that had no rhyme or reason. I know there must be
a reason why the word, physics, is spelled with a "ph" instead of a
"f", but I don't understand why. I just don't get it. And to this
day, I'm terrible at spelling and grammar, which, also, is not
logical to me. I guess you can tell that by now, and no, this story
will not be professionally edited. I can't afford it.

When it came to the study of History, I was
terrible at it, also. It's mostly memory, which I was no good at
unless it was based on logic and I was interested. I could never
remember certain names, and dates, and, actually, didn't care.

For those reasons, my late teen years are a
blur to me. I attended a technical high school that focused heavily
on English, History, Math and the Sciences. The science classes,
except, Chemistry, were easy, but the English and History classes
were extremely difficult. I spent my high school years with my nose
in books trying to learn those subjects such as History, Chemistry,
and English.

Actually, because of my weak memory, I
didn't have any business in that technical high school, but I was
determined to graduate, and I did, but it sure wasn't easy. Mostly,
all I can remember of my late teen years is spending countless
hours in the main library, and in my room, while studying.

Listen, I'm not complaining. Even though I
had a hard time graduating, now that it's over, I'm glad I did
decide to go to the technical school instead of my neighborhood
school. I learned a lot in that school that wasn't offered in my
neighborhood school, some of which benefited me in later life.

So, you see, I told you all that so that
when I tell you my story, you'll understand that I'm just another
guy who is not crazy, although, it might sound like it at
times.

Okay, now that I've got the preliminaries
out of the way, let's get on with the story. I have to be quick
telling the story because it's in the room with me right now and I
don't trust myself to do or think the right thing. It's about ten
feet away and just hovering there waiting for the slightest mistake
on my part. So, please understand if I don't include all the sorted
details. I just don't have the time. I must keep my mind on the
story and not let any random thoughts slip in. Thoughts that could
cost someone their life. Even though I'm locked up in this solitary
confinement, cell, in a prison, with no hope of ever being
released, I still have to be very careful. Anyway, here's what
happened . . .

 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


Let's see, why don't I begin by telling you
the events that led to the, where, and when, I first encountered,
what I call, my shadow of death. It all happened so unexpectedly,
that, had I known certain events would cause the horror, I'd never
have done them.

 


It's four years since I graduated from high
school and I've secured a job with one of the big three auto
makers. I've bought a new car and have a nice apartment and life is
good.

One day at work while standing in line to
punch out at the end of my shift, a buddy came to me and asked if
I'd come by his place. He was throwing a spades card party.

"Hey, Marcus," said, Fred, a life long,
good, friend, with whom, and his two brothers, all got our jobs
with the auto company together. "I'm throwing a set tonight. We're
going to play a little rise and fly spades. Will you be there? From
what I understand, my two, fine, cousins will be there."

"Hell, yeah, I'll be there if you will be my
partner. I don't like loosing when playing with some of them other,
no-card-playing, chumps," I told Fred.

"That's a given. I don't like loosing
either. Don't forget to bring something to drink. Maybe a six-pack
or something?"

"Got you partner. You coming by the liquor
store's parking lot after we get off. I'm planning to be on point
when I arrive at your party. I know you'll be busy, but I don't
like drinking by myself, besides, all I plan to drink is half pint
of vodka. It won't take long."

"Yeah, well, okay, but I ain't gonna stay
long. I got a lot to do to set up the party. See you there. I'm
going back to my department to punch out," Fred, said, as the end
of shift whistle blew.

"Cool. I'll see you there." I punched out
and hurried to the plant parking lot. I'd been waiting all day to
get me a drink and now it was time to party.

 


At the liquor store parking lot, Fred pulled
in next to me, and came over to get in my car, a new, Chrysler,
300. "You been inside yet?" he asked.

"Naw, not yet. I was waiting on you to see
if you wanted to split a bottle of Orange Driver," I replied.

"Damn, boy, you is planning to get a big
jump on the rest of us, ain't you? Yeah, let's split a bottle, but
like I said, I gotta get going."

"I know, I know." We got out of my car
together and went in the store. "What kind of beer should I get?"
I, asked, as we split up to go to different isles.

"Get a couple of the cheapest six-packs, and
don't forget the Orange Driver. I've got to get a bunch of stuff I
need for the party."

 


Back in my car, we poured a couple cups
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