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John 14:2

“In my Father’s house are many mansions; if it were not so, I would 

have told you. I go to prepare a place for you.”

Jesus
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“Magic” – Frankie Beverly and Maze
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“Dreamatic” – Audio Trip

“Time” – Leon Vynehall

“Love Is the Key” – Frankie Beverly and Maze 

“You Got the Love” – Frankie Knuckles, Candi Staton

“Heard” – DJ Duke 

ISAAC’S PLAYLIST 

“Breadline” – Megadeth

“Man on the Corner” – Genesis

“Who Cares Wins” -Anthrax

“Another Day in Paradise” – Phil Collins

“The Homeless Song” – Black Sherif

“Left Behind” – Slipknot

“I Need a Dollar” – Aloe Blacc
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“Young Hearts Run Free” – Candi Staton

“Move Your Body” - Korda
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CHAPTER ONE 
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NBC’s lifestyle television show, Open House, played on TV in the bedroom of fraternal twins Moses and Isaac Remington, nine-year-old African-American boys lounging in bed of their home in Valley Stream, New York. On this Easter Sunday, the kids gazed at the beautiful townhouse on Manhattan’s Upper East Side as an impressive, slender female realtor gave a grand tour of the upscale property on TV. The white-blanket walls displayed different-sized paintings and canvases. The gray, uniquely styled sofa, lounge chairs, and coffee table gave the atmosphere an elegant touch. Moses and Isaac gasped at the kitchen with its high ceilings and three twirling ceiling fans, an island table, and iron chairs with an adjacent breakfast room. Then the realtor introduced the king-sized refrigerator with its deep bins and freezer. The twins loved seeing luxurious homes in magazines, on television, and in real-time. 

Moses and Isaac had a bond but were distinguished in their appearance due to their separate DNA. They shared a handful of pastel M&Ms that came in their Easter baskets. The kids were born two minutes apart on August seventeenth. Moses was born with a healthy light complexion, but unfortunately for Isaac, he was born with albinism. His eyes were pink and googly, and he had impaired vision. Isaac wore thick-lensed glasses to help him to see better. He didn’t notice anything wrong until people drew his attention to it. Moses always came to his brother’s defense. 

While the twins enjoyed the real estate television programming, they could hear their mother stirring in the kitchen. The aroma of buttery waffles and sausage filled the air as she called them. Moses and Isaac raced to the table and devoured their food like workers digging ditches. Moses immediately poked his fork into his waffles and shoved it into his mouth. His mother grabbed Moses' hand as he dropped his fork, which clanked to his plate. They bowed their heads and thanked the Lord for their blessings. During prayer, Moses wanted to thank God for everything they had and asked him to primarily protect Isaac from the ills of the world. Then they devoured their waffles with those delicious berries and cream. 

Keys rattled at the side door adjacent to the kitchen of their home. It swung open as Calvin Mitchell, a late-forties gentleman strolled into the kitchen with the Sunday paper under his arm. The boys rushed from the table and into their stepfather’s arms. He worked nights as an airplane mechanic, earning a good income. Calvin knew that Moses had promised, and he had mapped out Moses’ life for success. He and Irene envisioned Moses being the top dog on Wall Street or some executive of a Fortune 500 company. They didn’t see a promising future for Isaac since his handicap would burden him. He did not worry about this child too much. It was in God’s hands.

### 
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Church bells chimed on this sunny morning as the congregation entered the place of worship dressed in their Easter Sunday attire. Moses and Isaac, both dressed in a three-piece suit-clad, marched up the concrete steps. Their arms were around each other like their best friends as their parents followed inside. Minutes later, the congregation crooned with a beautiful organ in the background. The brothers sang from the book of Psalms. Moses nudged his brother because he didn’t sing. 

“What,” Isaac nudged Moses in return.

“Sing,” Moses instructed.

“I can’t sing! I don’t know how,” Isaac shrugged his shoulders.  

“God understands. Sing anyway,” Moses encouraged. Then Isaac raised his voice. The congregation heard this little boy singing his heart out to the heavens. They smirked and smiled at this child with his innocence and his disability, which made strangers pour their hearts out. The congregation concluded in their song and sat down. Then, the reverend approached the altar to read the Bible scripture, John 14:2. “In God’s house, there are many mansions.” When Moses and Isaac heard that, their faces lit up. The twins wanted to know if God had mansions for good people. Moses glared at the preacher, who proceeded with the sermon. This messenger of the Almighty had been sent down from Heaven to save the congregation of what was yet to come. “God invests in real estate. Wow!”, Moses whispered to Isaac. Mesmerized by the scripture, Moses grabbed the Saint James bible, flipping to the scripture of John 14:2. He tapped Issac as they both leaned and read the holy words. Moses placed a religious Bible marker on the page and closed the good book.

###  
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That afternoon, several ceiling fans twirled fresh air onto customers eating lunch at a diner. Moses and Isaac ate taco salads while their parents had chicken and waffles. Calvin sat directly in front of Moses, paying closer attention to him. Moses questioned his stepfather about the scripture’s meaning of many mansions, to which Calvin told him Heaven was a place of comfort and peace. That is how Calvin interpreted it. Then Moses asked his mother about the Bible verse. Irene believed the same thing: a place of peace and comfort for all humankind. Moses raised an eyebrow because his mother agreed with whatever the father believed. “So, God doesn’t have real estate in Heaven?” Moses asked. “Maybe God does.” Calvin took a sip of his soda. Isaac ate his salad quietly, taking it all in. “How’s your salad, Isaac?” Calvin asked as he stuffed a chicken tender in his mouth. “Good,” Isaac chewed his food.

### 
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About an hour later, Moses chased Isaac from the diner as they held some leftover food in a bag to take home. The twins chuckled while goofing off in the parking lot. Luckily, there were no cars in motion. Moses almost bumped into the less fortunate man who kept his eyes in front of him. He wore soiled, ragged clothing and shoes and pushed a shopping cart with an old dog by his side. He hadn’t bathed or showered since God only knows when. Moses focused on the poor soul walking across the parking lot and looked at the bag in his hand. He then blocked the needy man’s path — a bold move for a kid his age — and offered him the leftover food. “Sir, you can have my taco salad,” Moses handed the dingy man his food. Isaac observed the interaction between his brother and the homeless man behind his thick-lensed glasses. Then the filthy man took the bag from Moses’ hand. “Thank you, young man. God bless you.” Moses ran towards Isaac as they watched the homeless man moving on with his four-legged friend. Isaac noticed he still held his doggie bag in his hand and wanted to do the same good deed. He could have given his salad to the man, but it was too late. “What are you boys doing fooling around in the parking lot?” Irene placed her hands on her hips.

###  
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On the way home, Christian music played in Calvin’s blue Subaru, driving along Sunrise Highway. Moses and Isaac sat quietly in the back, glancing out their windows. Isaac’s taco salad sat between them. Moses noticed average homes in the background. They didn’t impress him. Then his eyes widened as the properties became more abundant and fancier. Moses did not understand why his father was driving to this neck of the woods. The further Calvin went into the affluent neighborhood, Isaac fidgeted in his seat. He peered over Moses’ side window. The luxurious real estate enchanted the twins with its iron gates, trimmed hedges, well-kept lawns, and thick glass and stone houses. Moses and Isaac compared the houses to the ones they saw on television and in magazines. 

“When we grow up, we’ll sell all the houses in the world,” Isaac said. 

“Yeah. We will have our real estate firm,” Moses added. 

The boy’s parents were pleased with their kids’ ambition. Calvin told his stepsons that they needed to have their real estate license. They could get it at eighteen years of age. Moses and Isaac got excited because they knew that were close. 

“You boys have a decade before you can get your license,” Irene said, wiping makeup from her face in the mirror with a tissue. 

“And you must take the real estate course. It teaches everything you need to know. Then you must take the big exam to get the license.” 

Calvin drove his car slowly, proceeding to admire the beautiful residential homes.

“Is the test hard?” Isaac’s eyes enlarged behind his thick-lensed spectacles. “If you love what you do, then you should have no problem,” Calvin started the drive his vehicle faster. 

Moses and Isaac drew their attention back to the beautiful properties. One mansion after the other, there was so much to see. A Caucasian gentleman drove his blue Mercedes Benz into the opposite lane. Moses made eye contact with this grumpy man, who rolled his eyes. Calvin took notice of the man’s attitude as well. From there, he gave his stepsons a lesson on intolerance and not allowing anyone to tell you that your dreams are too big.

### 
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That night, before going to bed, Moses worked on English homework due the next day. He shuffled through his pocket dictionary, looking up words. Moses did not lift his head from his book for a minute. Isaac glued his eyes to the cartoons on television without glancing away for a second. Calvin opened the door, seeing Moses busy with homework, and asked him what subject homework he was doing. He told him he had to complete his English homework. Calvin encouraged Moses to continue working toward his excellent grades to make the honor roll again. Calvin didn’t bother to ask Isaac about his homework. Why stress himself out? It was what it was.

“Time for bed.” Calvin clapped his hands, getting the kids’ attention. Moses packed his English book into his backpack. Isaac turned off the television, hopped into bed, and sighed. He took his glasses off and put them into a case. His eyes googled as his stepfather snickered. Moses knew Calvin always laughed at his brother Isaac. Regardless of how close Moses and his stepfather were, he didn’t like it when people made fun of Isaac. Moses glared at his brother, kneeling by his bedside, praying. Moses then bowed down and prayed. While he prayed, Moses gave God as much time as he could; he did not rush his prayers. His family was the most important thing and a prosperous future. He envisioned the many mansions in Heaven, like the Hamptons, Beverly Hills, Palm Beach, Palm Springs, and Whitestone, New York.  His biological father, Jacob, occupied one of those mansions waiting to welcome Moses and Isaac when their time was up. Moses believed his Father watched their every move, and if he did something wrong, He didn’t want to disappoint his Father and God. So, he and Isaac always did their best to do the right thing. Moses then concluded his prayers with the sign of the cross. As he opened his eyes, he noticed Isaac still praying. Disturbing someone while they were spending time with God was rude. Moses climbed into his slumber, pulling the covers over himself. As he closed his eyes, he then opened one and noticed Isaac bowing down. “Isaac!” 

“I’m praying. I got a lot of stuff to tell God!” Isaac murmured and then did the sign of the cross as he leaped upon his bed. He pulled the blanket over his head. “What did you pray for?” Moses whispered. “I prayed we would become very successful in life.” Isaac snatched the blanket from over his head and glared at his brother cross-eyed. “We will be,” Moses said with confidence. “Do you believe that?”

“Yes,” Moses turned his back on Isaac, pulling the blanket over him and shutting his eyes. He remembered what was told to him earlier. “Your dreams are never too big.”    
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CHAPTER TWO
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Monday morning, a small mini school bus of clamoring kids honked its horn outside the Remington home. The pupils ranged from first to fourth graders, honor roll students, middle-average students, and special education students. The residence’s screen door swung open as Moses approached the school bus. He wore his navy-blue backpack, dressed in jeans, a shirt, sneakers, and a light jacket. Isaac took baby steps, going down the concrete steps with his Spiderman backpack. Irene raised her voice to scare Isaac into getting on that bus. But her yelling didn’t intimidate this nine-year-old, who halted at the bottom of the steps. Calvin stormed out of the house in his pajamas and grabbed Isaac, throwing his small body over his shoulder. “I don’t want to go to school! I hate it!” Isaac kicked and screamed. His backpack fell to the ground. Calvin grabbed it. Moses escorted Isaac to the front seat of the bus. He begged Isaac to stop crying. The kids snickered as they saw Isaac’s skin turning red, with tears cascading from under his thick-lensed glasses. He didn’t care what the kids thought; he wanted to go home.

“How are you and I going into business together if you don’t go to school?” Moses 

encouraged. 

“I need this stuff?” Isaac lifted his bifocals, wiping his tears away. 

“Yes,” Moses shook his head, giving his brother a comforting smile. From that point on, Isaac felt better. No one else could instill confidence besides Moses, not even his mother. Isaac looked over his shoulder, noticing the kids staring and giggling. He took a deep breath and turned around. Moses saw a chubby boy poking fun at Isaac. “That’s not funny, porky!” 

“Who are you calling porky, peanut head!” The overweight boy insulted, lounging from his seat.  

“Leave my brother alone! That goes for all of you!” Moses gave everyone the evil eye. No one dared to challenge Moses. Instead, they focused their eyes in the other direction and minded their business. This bus of rowdy kids became as quiet as church mice. The female bus driver, Martha, did nothing to put these kids in check. They weren’t her kids. Moses sneered at her through her rearview mirror. He sneered at this thirty-something woman, who probably hated driving this bus of bratty, boisterous kids to school every day.

###  
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Upon their arrival at school, Moses and Isaac stepped off the bus. Then, they hurried towards the uniquely structured school, which would make any parent want to have their child educated there. The twins stuck out their chests and marched as if nothing had ever happened. Moses walked Isaac to his classroom. He informed Isaac about the future and how he needed an education; therefore, they’ll be successful in real estate. Isaac smiled, trusting his brother’s words, as they gave each other hi-fives. Moses left his brother’s side, sashaying down the hallway to his class. 

Moses bumped into pretty, African American, Arianna, eight years old, whose notebook fell out of her arms. She had the biggest smile as Moses gave her binder back. They had a crush on each other even though they were in different classes. They hung out on the playground, complaining about too much homework and the future, “So, how was your weekend?” Arianna asked, smiling from ear to ear.  

“It was the same ole, same ole,” Moses returned the friendly gesture. Then the school bell rang as Moses and Arianna dashed into their noisy classrooms across the hallway from each other.  

Inside Moses’ class, he took his seat in the second row, second seat. He unpacked his books and placed them on the desk. Then, he gave his friend, Sammy, a high-five. Sammy was a clean-cut young man with an innocent boyish look. Mrs. Neuman, their teacher, rushed into the clamoring classroom. She clapped her hands to get the pupils’ attention. “Quiet.” The students became silent. The teacher smiled at the children’s cooperation. “Thank you.”

“Please, I would like you to read the chapter on the history of jazz. Can anyone name a jazz musician?” Mrs. Neuman asked. 

Moses raised his hand, and looked around to see if anyone else knew this subject. 

“Yes, Moses.”

“Miles Davis, Louis Armstrong, Dizzy Gillespie, Lionel Hampton,” Moses answered. 

“Excellent, Moses,” Mrs. Neuman wrote the subject for the day on the blackboard. “Why do we have to learn about jazz? I don’t plan on becoming a musician,” Moses imagined a twenty-million-dollar mansion where a tall iron gate guarded it. He drove in a Mercedes Benz as the fence opened to the front door of the estate. A maid and butler greeted him at the entrance of his house. Then, a beautiful female, a twenty-something-year-old, greeted him with a kiss. In his fantasy, he did not know this woman. She could be Arianna or some other girl whom he’d meet later in life. She clutched his hand as they waltzed into the foyer, where a massive crystal chandelier hung in the thirty-foot ceiling. A marble table sat under it with a glass vase holding freshly cut roses. A double staircase led to the mansion’s west and east wings. Further inside and down a long hallway, photos plastered marble walls of Moses and Isaac’s booming real estate firm, Moses’ wedding, and other pictures of their family. He created this fantasy in his head. That woman meeting him at the door would be Arianna, who would become his wife. Then the couple entered the marble living room with its cream-colored sofa and lounge chairs. An oval-shaped light fixture hung above the marble coffee table. An aroma of tomato sauce filled the air, where a personal chef cooked a fabulous Italian dish for him and Arianna. They took the private marble elevator up to the second floor, where they entered his master bedroom. Once there, a maid awaited Moses. He threw off his jacket. The maid, grabbing his expensive Armani garment, hung it up. Moses opened the double doors to the stone-crafted balcony, overlooking a keyhole-shaped swimming pool with trimmed hedges and lawns. He looked across at a vast lawn lot of trees. Arianna wrapped her arms around his waist. Then, he turned towards Arianna’s face. The couple leaned in for a kiss. 

“Moses?” Mrs. Neuman called him. 

Moses constantly blinked his eyes, coming out of his fantasy. Then he looked directly at his teacher in a daze. “Answer the question. Who was the jazz artist who composed A-Train?” Mrs. Neuman questioned. “Duke Ellington,” Moses inhaled. He took sharp breaths, wondering why none of the students knew the answers to these questions. Maybe they knew, but they were too tired to answer. Moses hoped Mrs. Neuman didn’t only look at him to answer all the questions. He didn’t want anyone riding on his coattail.  

###
[image: image]


Down the hallway, the entire school could hear Isaac’s boisterous, echoing class. Isaac sat next to the window in the front. He didn’t participate much with the other kids because he couldn’t take the name-calling. The class had eight students, so Mr. Reyes, their teacher, could get more one-on-one time. The instructor – a tall, skinny gentleman in a casual shirt, blue jeans, and sneakers– rushed back into the classroom several doors down from the principal’s office. 

“What’s up with you guys? I leave the room for one second, and you go haywire.!” Mr. Reyes stood before the map of the solar system on the wall. “What’s the coldest planet?” he asked, pointing with a yardstick. Isaac raised his hand when his classmates couldn’t answer the question.  

“Isaac,” Mr. Reyes paced the floor in front of his class.  

“Pluto,” Isaac shied away.

“That’s correct, Isaac. Pluto!” Mr. Reyes encouraged. 

“We’re going to learn about every planet and its place in the universe,” the teacher continued with his lesson. Isaac’s mind drifted off, not into space, but here on Earth. He pictured giving a tour of a penthouse on Park Avenue to a comedian or a billionaire that overlooked Central Park. The image played out in Isaac’s head like a movie. Isaac, twenty-eight years of age, sported Armani black dress pants, a sky-blue dress shirt paired with a black tie, a black vest, and pattern-leather shoes. Isaac detailed everything that made up the great room’s décor, from the thick ceramic ceiling to the marble floor. The gray-colored sofa, lounge chairs, and unique-styled coffee table were in the center. He and his client waltzed into the red kitchen, with its ebony table and chairs. A massive light fixture was in the ceiling above the table in the breakfast room. 

“Isaac, what is the hottest planet?” Mr. Reyes’ voice echoed.

“Mercury,” Isaac snapped out of his dream.

“That’s correct,” Mr. Reyes praised. A skinny kid, Angelo, nine years old, sat in the back. He sneered at Isaac every time he answered a question correctly. It vexed him. Angelo drew nude pictures of a woman and concealed them. Then Mr. Reyes spoke about life on other planets. “Do you think aliens live on these planets?” Isaac asked as his eyes crossed through his thick-lensed glasses. “What kind of stupid question is that?” Angelo mumbled. 

“It’s not a stupid question, Angelo! Scientists have been studying other planets for years, to see if there’s life.” Mr. Reyes pounded his fist on the blackboard.

Angelo felt like the dumbest kid in the class. He glared at Isaac and punched his fist into his hand. Isaac didn’t notice Angelo’s intentions because he gave the teacher his undivided attention.

###
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At lunchtime, noisy second-, third-, and fourth-grade students packed the spacious cafeteria with its long, stretched white benches. Isaac sat with his class on the side, looking for his brother’s class. He wished he could have lunch with his brother, but he had to remain with his class. 

Moses’ honor class entered the lunchroom. Isaac scanned the body of students, hoping to see Moses. He felt as if Moses had celebrity status or something. Then he made his presence known. Moses looked around and spotted his brother Isaac calling him. Moses gave Isaac a high-five. Angelo sat at the end of the table behind Isaac and witnessed Isaac’s tight relationship with Moses. A few minutes later, students chowed down on burgers, French fries, an apple, and milk. Isaac stuffed some French fries into his mouth without a care. Angelo then sat before Isaac and glared at him. Then, Isaac stopped chewing, wondering why Angelo had a problem with him. 

Angelo snatched Isaac’s burger from his tray. “Give me back my burger, you ass!” 

Isaac tried to get his sandwich back. His outburst only drew the attention of the kids very close by. No one heard the commotion between Isaac and Angelo throughout an extremely clamoring cafeteria. The two boys wrestled over the burger as Isaac climbed over the table. Angelo pushed Isaac to the floor, where his glasses fell off his face. Luckily, the lenses didn’t crack. Angelo stood on the other side of the table, guffawing at Isaac. Then Moses put Angelo in the headlock, ambushing him from behind. Moses and Angelo scuffled to the floor as the kids cheered them on. Isaac remained on the floor, witnessing his hero come to his rescue. He then rose as the students flocked to the boys’ fight. Isaac tried to maneuver through the crowd but couldn’t see anything. So, Isaac stood atop the table to better see Moses kicking Angelo’s ass. Suddenly, a teacher pulled the boys apart and dragged them out of the lunchroom.

###
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The brothers bickered with Angelo in the dean’s office for the rest of the lunch hour. Mr. Servideo, the dean, rocked back and forth in a lounge chair with his arms folded. He didn’t say a word until the boys quit. But they kept on and on. The dean intervened as Moses and Angelo rose, ready to go for round two. 

“Quit it!” Mr. Servideo turned tomato red in the face. The principal, Mrs. Darla Pacheco, strutted into the dean’s office, where she hauled off Angelo by the collar. The bully kicked and screamed like a little girl. Mrs. Pacheco struggled to get this kid into her office, but he was too much to handle. Then, Mr. Servideo dragged Angelo into her office. Moses and Isaac watched as this adult authoritarian acted. The twins quieted themselves as the principal’s door slammed shut. They glared at each other and hoped nothing similar would occur. What was their punishment going to be? Angelo bellowed obscenities towards the principal and dean, and they gave him a piece of their mind. Their angered voices echoed down the hallway. 

“What happened, Isaac?” Moses asked in an angry voice. 

“He took my hamburger from me!”

“Why did he do that?” Moses clutched his fists in the air.  

“Angelo’s an asshole!” Isaac cursed. 

“His father’s probably going to kick his ass good,” Moses added. The twins cackled as they pictured Angelo getting a beating from his parents and crying like a baby. The principal’s door swung open as Mr. Servideo waltzed out. He wasn’t pleased with the twins’ behavior, especially since Moses was an honor student. The dean made allowances for Isaac because the kids ridiculed him. He didn’t want to call the twins’ parents because they were good kids, but still, he had to inform them of what happened.

### 
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An hour later, Moses and Isaac sat quietly in Mr. Servideo’s office glancing at each other. The dean resided at his desk with his arms folded, not knowing what to think. Not a word was spoken, just looks. Then Irene rushed into the dean’s office. Moses noticed his mother’s heartbroken expression seeing her favorite son in the dean’s office. Irene embraced and kissed him multiple times. While she did this Moses saw Isaac witnessing this display of affection from their mother toward her firstborn. Isaac slumped in the chair in the corner, waiting for his turn to hopefully receive kisses and hugs. Moses then noticed his mother’s expression change. She went from a concerned parent for one son to an enraged parent for the other son. Irene abruptly turned to Isaac and blamed him for this whole dilemma. Not with words, but due to the frown upon her face, eyebrows rising, and her turning somewhat red despite her myelinated complexion. Moses had a feeling she held Isaac responsible for this.        
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CHAPTER THREE  
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That night, Moses and Isaac quietly did their homework in their dimmed bedroom. Isaac read the chapter on planets from his science textbook. He peered over at Moses reading his textbook on his bed. Then Moses glanced from his English textbook to Isaac, who was doing his science homework. “You’re studying planets?” 

“Duh,” Isaac continued his homework. 

“What planet is between the sun and the earth? “Moses yawned. 

“Mercury,” Isaac shook his head. He turned the TV on with the remote control.  He switched through the channels and watched THE JEFFERSONS, a seventies sitcom. Isaac guffawing at George Jefferson’s jokes. Moses engrossed his attention in the chapter on Dizzy Gillespie from his English textbook. He noticed that his brother kept laughing, but Moses kept on reading. 

Finally, he looked at the television and wanted to laugh but held it in. “You know you’re in trouble, Isaac,” his brother reminded him. Isaac sighed, shrugging his shoulders. But he proceeded to cackle at the TV. Then Moses gave in and laughed along with his brother. It was the episode where George Jefferson slammed the door in Mr. Bentley’s face. The twins took a break from their homework and watched the rest of the show. They both knew the storyline of the sitcom. Mr. Jefferson had made it successfully because of his dry-cleaning business. Then, he bought a penthouse overlooking the Manhattan skyline. They had friends and associates from wealthy families who owned profitable companies. Shows like this gave the boys hope and inspired them to achieve their goals. During the commercial break, Isaac danced in front of his brother Moses. He made up his own version of The Jefferson’s theme song. “Well, we’re moving up to the Hamptons, to a multi-million-dollar cottage between the sand and sky, got the whole pie,” Isaac clowned. 

“A piece of the pie? Not the whole pie?” Moses cackled. 

The boys heard the creaking of their bedroom door amongst the loud television volume. 

Irene stood in the doorway with her hands on her hips. Isaac immediately turned the TV off.  He hurried to his bed, proceeding with his studies. Their mother gathered their clothing and toys, which had been left scattered around the room. Moses sensed his mother’s anger and kept his head in his book. He read the chapter on this famous jazz musician and his peculiar horn. As he skimmed through the paragraphs of the story, Moses could hear the blaring of this man’s trumpet in his head. There was tension in the air, which made him very uncomfortable. Moses then glanced at Isaac to see how he dealt with the uneasy presence. Isaac didn’t react to it. 

“Why can’t you guys keep the room tidy?” Irene shoved Isaac’s clothes in the hamper. The twins apologized to their mother in a submissive tone. They put their homework aside and helped do their chores. Irene refused their help, wanting her sons to focus on school. So, she would take care of the house. Moses nudged Isaac and whispered in his ear. As Irene threw more clothes in the hamper, she could see the twins talking amongst themselves from the corner of her eyes. “Don’t worry; you’re in the clear. You did the right thing, Moses, sticking up for your brother,” Irene folded Isaac’s clean shirts, stuffing them into the drawer. Hopefully, their stepfather would be proud of him as well. Calvin was incredibly proud of Moses because he had leadership. Moses’ parents didn’t have to check behind him because this kid had authority. Irene knew it was in her son’s blood. She believed being first had its privileges. As such, Irene carried the hamper out of the bedroom and closed the door. Isaac then turned the television back on and continued to watch The Jeffersons. Moses encouraged Isaac to finish his homework. So, Isaac sat on his bed and continued his assignment for school with the TV still playing. Then a male voice echoed from the first floor. The frats glanced at each other. 

“Holy shit! It’s Dad!” Isaac turned the TV off with the remote control as his heart pounded in his chest.

“Don’t worry! We’re in the clear, Isaac!” Moses calmly advised his brother.

“You mean, “You’re in the clear!” Isaac shook his head.

“Trust me!” Moses continued with his studies. 

Heavy footsteps approached the boys’ bedroom. Even though Moses claimed not to be worried, his heart raced. He feared for Isaac. Calvin rushed into the boys' bedroom and sat before his sons in the chair, giving them a light tongue-lashing. “I disapprove of you fighting in school. You’re there to get an education,” Calvin lectured.

### 
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Luckily, the frats didn’t get suspended, but his stepfather let Isaac have it. Calvin held Isaac responsible for the fight. Moses came to his brother’s defense again as he did in school. Calvin pointed out Moses’ problem that he always fought his brother’s battles. One day, Moses would have to allow Isaac to defend himself. But he disagreed with his stepfather and stood his ground once more. He sensed Calvin’s attempt to break their brotherly bond, even though he loved seeing the twin’s interaction. The boys heard that Angelo had been transferred to another school. Angelo came from a dysfunctional family. His mother was an abusive woman who always cursed him out. His father was a no-show, and his nana was no better. She cursed up a storm while she drank day in and day out. The house needed cleaning, and she didn’t even cook. That’s the reason Angelo stole food. Moses didn’t buy the excuses. There was no reason for someone to bully another person because they’ve got issues. Then Calvin presented three Unique Homes magazines, showcasing luxurious properties around the world. The boys flipped through the pages of affluent real estate they loved so much. Calvin then snatched the magazines from the boys and asked if they had finished their homework. It was obvious, the boys had their books opened and were halfway done. Isaac returned to his bed and finished his studies. On Calvin’s way out, he tossed the upscale magazines on the side table and winked his eye at them. That was a sign of “Everything’s okay.” Moses proceeded with his homework, but Isaac rushed through the answers to his assignment. He glanced at the stack of magazines on the side table.  He then sprung from the bed and grabbed a magazine from the side table. His eyes widen, mesmerized by a fancy mansion in Palm Springs, California. 

“Moses, look!” Isaac showed his brother the colorful page of the fabulous home in the magazine. Moses glanced at the magazine that Isaac held in his hand. Moses ‘eyes widen at the breathtaking mansion. The frats turned colorful pages of photos portraying the good life. An estate in Coconut Grove, Florida, had a swimming pool in the rear of the beige-colored villa, built in the nineteen-twenties and recently renovated. This property had an elevator going up three floors and a tennis court on the premises, with five master bedrooms with a patio overlooking views of tropical gardens and palm trees, a spacious living room with a high ceiling, a black and gold spacious kitchen with built-in appliances, a dishwasher, a wine cellar, etc. After reading the description of this home, Moses and Isaac browsed through this upscale magazine like a comic book. “I’d like to sell this property,” Moses turned to the next page and noticed properties in different states. He checked the table of contents, where he saw the homes from other regions of the world. One section showcased homes from the United States, the Virgin Islands, Europe, Japan, and South Korea. Moses read the information about the real estate agents and the companies that sold the properties. He placed the periodical aside and proceeded with his studies.  

“We’ve got to get good grades,” Moses advised as he finished his homework. Isaac ignored his brother’s advice, flipping through the magazine while his eyes crisscrossed behind his lenses. 

“Look, Moses. Check out the mansion in the Hamptons,” Isaac shoved the magazine page in his brother’s face. The enlarged photos of the cottage, the foyer, dining room, master bedroom, and swimming pool made Moses smile from ear to ear. Moses got back to work on his homework. Isaac felt alone as his brother hit the books. Isaac suddenly had second thoughts about Moses’ advice toward getting an education and pursuing goals. This made Isaac drop the magazine and finish his school assignments. Isaac wanted to follow in his brother’s footsteps and into the real estate market.  
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CHAPTER FOUR 
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The mini school bus waited outside Moses and Isaac’s home the next school day. The screen door opened as the twins dashed out and hopped on the bus. Irene smiled and sighed, noticing she didn’t have to fight with Isaac to go to school. Calvin approached Irene and waved to their boys as the bus sped off. The bus was silent, and none of the kids moved a muscle. Moses and Isaac resided in the front seat. There was dead silence. Isaac whispered in Moses’s ear. Moses shrugged his shoulders and didn’t pay attention. Instead, he stared at his parents standing in the living room. His mind was blank again and couldn’t think of anything that would appease him. Isaac was busy glancing at the kids to figure out what was going on.  They didn’t say anything or even look at him or Moses.  He put a smile on his face because he figured that Moses had everyone in check.  Moses had the power to lead and would have everyone begging for mercy. 

###
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In gym class later that morning, Isaac practiced shooting the basketball into the hoop. He played by himself and didn’t bother to join in with the other students. He’d figured they were probably angry with him because of Angelo. Isaac dribbled the basketball and tried to throw it into the basket. But he missed as the basketball bounced onto the floor. Isaac caught it and attempted another shot. He saw the girls playing jump rope and the boys shooting hoops on the other side of the gymnasium. Isaac continued to dribble the basketball and threw it in the hoop. Once again, he missed the shot. Regardless of Isaac’s impaired vision, he tried again but still missed shots. Finally, he got the courage and marched over to his male classmates. Isaac asked them to play. His classmates shrugged their shoulders and concurred. The boys took turns tossing the basketball into the hoop. Some missed as others made the ball through the basket. 

###
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In the bigger gymnasium on the first floor, Moses and his friends played a fast-paced  basketball game. For a kid Moses’ age, he was an outstanding player. Moses’ gym teacher, Mr. Dryer, was a muscular and whistle-blowing man in his late forties. He encouraged Moses to go into the NBA if given the opportunity. Moses had his dreams, though, and not someone else’s. 

Other activities were going on around him. A group of students played volleyball; others wrestled on a mat and others sat on the bleachers, especially the girls. A pretty, stylish-dressed girl named London, and two other girls watched Moses with his footwork on the court. She loved to see him play and beat the other players. Moses dribbled the ball around his opponents and made the perfect shot. Sweat trickled down his face. His shorts were too big with his skinny legs and enormous feet. Moses dribbled and dribbled, making shot after shot. London and the girls cheered from the bleachers. Then the bell rang. The gym period was over, and Mr. Dryer blew his whistle. “Good game, guys. To the lockers!”

London rushed from the bleachers and kissed Moses on the cheek. “Good game,” London walked away with her friends. He blushed, got a pat on the back from his coach, and received high-fives from his teammates for being a good sport. One of the prettiest girls in school had an eye for him. It didn’t faze him.

###
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That afternoon, Isaac entered the classroom as Mr. Reyes grabbed him by the collar and shoved the drawing of the X-rated photo in his face. Isaac’s heart raced in his chest and trembled. He became frightened by his teacher’s frustration. “Are you some pervert?” 

“What is that?” Isaac’s voice trembled. 

“You know exactly what this is!” Mr. Reyes hauled Isaac by the shirt out of the classroom.  

###
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Minutes later, Isaac cried his eyes out and slumped in a leather chair before the principal’s desk. He sobbed like crazy feeling like a tiny mouse. Then he thought about Angelo; he probably drew the perverted sketch. But what was the use of telling Mrs. Pacheco when Angelo’s long gone? He had no other choice other than to take the blame for it. Mr. Reyes paced the floor, shaking his head. He couldn’t believe Isaac had done such a thing. This was Isaac’s second time in trouble. And this time, it was all on him. 

“Are you sure this was in his desk?” Mrs. Pacheco rocked in her recliner. Mr. Reyes stopped in his tracks. “Who else could it have been? It was in Isaac’s desk,” Mr. Reyes paced the floor, shaking his head in disbelief.

Mrs. Pacheco searched through her phone book to notify Isaac’s parents. The news would get to his father, and all hell would break loose. Isaac covered his eyes because he didn’t want to see his teacher and the principal. “How could they say that I drew the picture?”  Isaac wished he could be on a beach in Martha’s Vineyard with a cottage in the far distance. The seagulls flew above in the ocean’s blue sky, squawking as the sea’s waves crashed at shore. The interior of the Victorian-styled home had built-in technology. He wished there was no such thing as school. “Why couldn’t I have come into the world, skip the schooling, and go into real estate?” Isaac thought. But that’s not the case. 

###
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About an hour later, Mrs. Pacheco handed the X-rated drawing to Irene. She gasped at the picture of a man and woman engaged in penial/vaginal intercourse. Her face turned fiery red like a monster, ready to gobble Isaac up. She charged at him, shaking this small boy.

“Are you kidding me? You little pervert!” Irene hollered. Her voice echoed as it could be heard down the hallway of the school. 

“Mrs. Remington. Please calm down!” Mrs. Pacheco stood from her seat. 

“Your ass is grass when your father gets through with you! Let’s go!” Irene snatched Isaac out of the principal’s office.  

###
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Late afternoon, in the twins' bedroom, Irene flipped through pages of Isaac’s composition notebook and textbooks to see if there were any more disgusting sketches. Then she shredded the looseleaf paper from his binder and threw it across the room. Isaac couldn’t stop crying his eyes out. “What are you doing? Isaac probably has his homework in there!” Moses leaned against the wall. He heard about this drawing and knew it was Angelo who set up Isaac. But he’s moved on. 

“What the fuck!” Moses murmured to himself. His mother continued to terrorize this little boy who curled up in a fetal position as if he wanted to die. “I know this hurts Isaac like hell.  This is hurting me even more. Shit! If I could get Angelo. I’d fuck him up good for this shit!” Moses leaned against the wall with his arms folded.  

“Where did you learn such filth!” Irene shook Isaac like a rag doll. 

Then keys rattled at the front door. It opened with a long creaking sound, and the screen door slammed. “Isaac!” a loud, angry voice called to him.

“You’re in trouble now! Your father’s going to let you have it,” Irene released Isaac from her grip. Heavy footsteps got closer and closer as Calvin barged into the bedroom, shaking Isaac like a doll. “You were just in the principal’s office yesterday! And now this! Now, you’re going to be suspended!” Calvin grabbed his belt from around his waist. Isaac ran into the corner and begged for mercy. Calvin approached Isaac and raised the belt to hit him. Moses then grabbed the leather strap from his stepfather’s hand. 

“What the hell are you doing, boy!”

“What the hell are you doing, man!” Moses responded to his stepfather in a disobedient voice. 

“Get out of my way, Moses! Before you get it!” Calvin threatened.

“I drew the picture! I drew it!” Moses confessed to his stepfather but lying.

“Don’t cover for Isaac!” Irene stomped her foot.

“I drew the picture, and I gave it to Isaac. It’s my fault!” Moses and Calvin played a tug of war over the belt. Then Calvin pulled the strap, throwing Moses against the wall. There was a loud thud against it. Calvin then hurled the first lash at Isaac. His skin immediately turned red fast, a deep colored mark. Moses rose to his feet and grabbed the belt from Calvin again. Then there was another tug-of-war between them. Calvin released his grip on the strap as Moses plummeted to the floor. Instead, Calvin grabbed Isaac and pinned him against the wall. Moses intervened again, punching his stepfather in the back. Calvin focused on Isaac. He lifted this helpless little boy, still pinned to the wall, from his feet. He snatched Isaac’s glasses off him and threw them to the floor. Moses accidentally stepped on them, cracking the lens. Moses punched and kicked Calvin, fighting for his brother. He didn’t care whether he wound up dead. 

“You motherfucker! Stop this shit!” Moses then kicked Calvin. Calvin lost his balance as he and Isaac plummeted to the floor. He froze in fear with his hand over his chest. Moses stood over his stepfather like a giant. At this point, Moses wanted to kill him for hurting his brother. He felt his mother creeping up behind him. He abruptly turned, seeing that she was about to intervene. This young man was a brazen soul to get Isaac out of this mess. He rushed to his brother’s side and held him.  “Look what you made me do! I stepped on Isaac’s glasses!” Moses sneered at his stepfather with deep-seated hatred. He grabbed the broken glasses from the floor and handed them to his mother. She stood there feeling like a complete idiot. She did nothing to stop Calvin from going crazy on her son. “Who was more important? Is it Calvin or your son?” Moses wondered about his mother’s love for this new man in her life and her son. Whom did she love more?  

“He needs a new pair!” Moses advised in a stern voice.  “You’re going to be all right,” Moses whispered in his brother’s ear. Isaac wiped his eyes, and mucus dripped from his nose. He escorted Isaac into the bathroom. Calvin stepped aside. His folks watched Moses take charge as if he were an adult. Moses glared at his parents. He shook his head, disappointed in these adults, especially his mother. 

### 
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Early that evening, consumers window-shopped inside the busy shopping mall, while others made actual purchases. Moses and Isaac weaved in and out between customers as elevator music reverberated throughout the atmosphere. Moses had his hand on Isaac’s shoulder as they entered the Pearle Vision store with their parents behind them. Inside, significant glass cases displayed eyeglasses from prescription to the latest fashion. A few minutes later, Isaac sat on a stool, where an eyeglass specialist checked his vision. The thirty-something optometrist, a slim gentleman, wore spectacles himself and put a new pair of GQ-styled prescription glasses on Isaac. He saw his reflection in the mirror and saw that they were very becoming. Irene kissed Isaac on the cheek, promising him ice cream from Carvel. Moses rolled his eyes at his mother. She knew how to appease Isaac, hoping he’d forget everything. But Moses wouldn’t.  The glasses made Isaac’s eyes smaller, but they still crossed. He felt like he could do anything that Moses could do. 

###
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That night, the brothers had the textbooks opened on the bed, doing homework with every light on in their bedroom. Isaac studied his eight- and nine-times tables while Moses read another chapter in his textbook about classical music. Its origins and popularity throughout time. He shook his head and flipped through the pages. It was longer than the chapter on Dizzy Gillespie. “What strange creative genius is it this time? They say that most creative people are the biggest looney tunes,” Moses turned page after page to see how much he had to read. He needed to find out when Isaac would return to school.  He was going to do everything possible to protect Isaac. “Don’t cover for your brother! Don’t cover for your brother, Moses,” Irene and Calvin’s voices played in his head.  

###
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An hour later, it was lights out as Moses and Isaac tucked into bed, ready for a night’s rest. Isaac slept like a newborn, sucking his thumb. Moses was wide awake, noticing his baby brother with his thumb stuck in his mouth. He never understood why Isaac did this. He’s not a baby anymore. Moses exhaled and slept on his side, facing Isaac. Isaac rested across from him in his twin-sized bed. His Spider-man blanket covered halfway around his body. He tossed and turned with his thumb still in his mouth. Goosebumps emerged on his pale skin. A chill swept through the bedroom as a shadowy figure hovered over Isaac’s twin-sized bed. His thumb snatched from his mouth; Isaac woke up. Then, someone tossed him over their shoulder. “Moses!” Isaac cried. He reached his hand out towards his brother as Moses awakened to his screams. He sprung from his bed and extended his arms to Isaac. Moses ran behind the unknown person who carried his brother out of their home like a sack of potatoes. 

“Mom! Dad!” Isaac cried for his parents. Irene and Calvin calmly left their master bedroom to see the commotion. Moses leaped on this stranger’s back, wrapping his arms around this man’s neck. Still, Moses couldn’t get a glimpse of this intruder because of the murky living room.

“Dad, Mom, do something! Where are they taking Isaac?” Moses bellowed. 

His parents didn’t move a muscle as this obscure man took the child, which put a strain on them. The intruder abruptly opened the front door, kicked out the screen door, and stormed out of the residence. Isaac bawled like crazy as he reached out for Moses’ hand. A dark-colored van parked in front of their home with its engine running, while another weird gentleman slid the door open. A third stranger grabbed Moses off the intruder’s back, throwing him onto the cold, cemented ground. Moses screamed in pain, not just physical pain but emotional. The peculiar being hurled Isaac into the van like a corpse and slid the door shut, locking it. His brother looked out of the window, crying for help. Luckily, Moses rose to his feet and limped to the van. The vehicle sped off down the road. Calvin grabbed Moses, dragging him back to the house. “Mom!” Isaac screamed, but it was no use.

In this rickety, junky van, Isaac realized he wasn’t alone. He had no glasses, so his vision was blurred. He didn’t know what to do or what to think. He then peered out of the small windows of the van and noticed it sped on a highway or a road. Isaac needed to find out where it was going. He looked around, but he couldn’t make these people out as he squinted his eyes. With what vision he had, there were people who clustered and shivered in the rusty, bumpy vehicle. He sat down, not hearing a peep from anyone. Isaac wiped his eyes. Then maybe he could see. No luck. He then closed them as the uneven ride drove to a place unknown. Then the van’s brakes screeched. Isaac suddenly opened his eyes, and his vision was clear. He looked around the truck, noticing the people huddled together. Then the faceless intruder slid open the van’s door, which gave some light. 

There were adults and kids who wore torn pajamas and were albinos, just like him. The faceless men grabbed every one of these disposable human beings, escorting them through the entrance of a dark building as the moon beamed in the night sky. The smell of blood, feces, and urine filled the air. Isaac and the group strolled in as the scent became more robust. Isaac held his nose and saw a pile of feces on the floor. He maneuvered away from it to avoid stepping in it. Blood streamed down the walls and even splattered on them. A small puddle of urine was on the floor. Isaac tapped the shoulder of a shivering, seventeen-year-old albino male wearing only his boxers.

“Do you know what this place is?” Isaac asked. The teen glared at him and gestured to Isaac’s neck being slashed. Isaac’s eyes bulged as his heart raced. Dozens of the faceless robust guards patrolled the premises. They packed loaded firearms, tasers, handcuffs, and pepper spray. Isaac wanted to make a run for it but was too afraid. Screams echoed throughout the entire building as a young albino girl sat in a wheelchair with her hands and feet amputated. She wore drenched bloody bandages with a half-blood-soaked gown.  

“Mommy! Mommy!” the eight-year-old girl shrieked. This young girl had her limbs cut off, and Isaac’s next. He tapped the seventeen-year-old young man on the shoulder again. “Why are they doing this?” Isaac trembled.  

“We’re going to have our legs cut off or our heads,” the seventeen-year-old albino snickered as if he looked forward to being tortured. Isaac’s heart raced in his chest, and he bolted towards the exit. Once again, a robust guard caught the small boy, throwing him over his shoulders. 

“No, where are you taking me?” Isaac kicked and screamed. His cries reverberated for all the misfits to hear. The guard hustled through the double doors with this eighty-nine-pound child over his shoulder. He hauled Isaac down a long hallway to surgery.

“Where are you taking me?” Isaac hollered as his voice quivered. Sweat trickled all over his body. An eight-person medical team awaited this pink-skinned child ranting and raving as the security guard placed him on the operating table. The doctors strapped his small body down.

“I want to go home!” Isaac fidgeted on the table.

“You’re a curse,” the medical doctor said.  

“I’m not a curse!” Isaac spat on the doctor.

“You’re bad luck. We must rid you and others like yourself from this world!” the doctor held a hacksaw in his hand. 

“I’m not bad luck! I’m not a curse!” Isaac cried repeatedly. The surgeon placed the sharp object on Isaac’s upper thigh, sawing, starting at the hip. Blood streamed out as flesh popped out of the skin. Isaac screamed, experiencing the most severe pain ever.

Isaac tossed and turned in bed, screaming. Moses sprung from his bed, nudging Isaac. “Isaac, wake up. Wake up.”

Isaac opened his eyes and noticed a shadowy figure before him. 

“Who are you?” Isaac screamed. 

Moses turned the light on and sat on the side table. Isaac didn’t bother to put on his glasses because he knew Moses’ voice. Isaac embraced his brother, crying, “Are you okay, Isaac?” Moses asked. 

“No,” Isaac sat up in his bed. 

“Tell me about your dream. If you don’t mind me asking,” Moses said curiously. 

“I had a dream that there was a group
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