
The 

Pine Barrens

Curse

Michael Roberts

The Pine Barrens Curse is a work of fiction. Names, places, and incidents are from the author’s creativity. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2019 by Michael Roberts

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any

form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including storage

and retrieval systems without permission in writing from Michael Roberts


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

1 | Muddy Waters

2 | Devel’s Due

3 | Dark Basement

4 | The Pines

5 | Exploring the Pines

6 | First Date

7 | Old Co-worker

8 | Florida

9 | Running Away

10 | Lust

11 | Rubbing the Belly

Sign up for Michael Roberts's Mailing List

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

1
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If time froze, one boy would’ve been the liveliest kid in the world as he played with his buddy Carl. Their legs hustled through the knee-high prickling switchgrass, determining who could win the race to their unique, gigantic oak tree in the neighbor’s yard. Feet dug into the bark, with soles of the shoes slipping of traction. Michael’s hand reached the largest branch, heaving himself up with Carl pursuing since they couldn’t wait to peek towards a window. Each giggled, hoping for a surprise view of a maturer beauty of a girl.

Their hands grasped the limb above firm, with eyes wide and mouths opened as the sight they wished to see passed by the window, only wearing underwear. Lush, broadleaf foliage camouflaged their faces, with Carl chuckling heavier and Michael in awe as he glared at the half-nude body. Her breast turned towards the outdoors with a hand grabbing the curtain, squinting with the right side of her lip, creating a snarl. Pierced ears already caught the sound of giggles whiffing through the screen.

“You Purves. Why don’t you both grow up?” the girl yelled, flinging the curtain shut.

Carl and Michael’s hands slid up to their mouths with chuckles, pushing air through the fingers, and slid down the tree’s bark. Their bodies lunged forward as they hit the ground from the rapid movement, running towards the trails next to the shallow tea-colored stream on the outskirts of the pine barrens. Converse sneakers sloshed through the water when they reached Michael’s house with their ankles submerged. Splashes soaked the embankment, with each trying to catch bullfrogs on edge. Carl’s brain developed, sustaining a normal adolescent life. But for Michael, giggles, and happiness stood motionless like a stilled picture since his mind always encountered adverse circumstances in an unpredictable world.

His mother, who had a sharp eye on her son with a smirk of slight happiness, joined Michael’s short-lived smile, wanting the children to play. Her hand wrenched the top of the bottle of wine, waving to the children. Each flow of the fruity liquid into the wine glass represented more than an ordinary cocktail, defining time running out like grains of sand flowing from an hourglass. And she knew Hell’s demon soon came home to the household, inflicting pain and sexual brutality onto the family. 

By late afternoon, each sip transformed the attentive mother into a resentful woman towards Michael. The alcohol brought out the worst in the stressed mind, knowing her soiled son had caked mud all over his small agile body.

“Your father is going to be pissed when he gets home from being tired from work. You better lookout,” she said, slamming her wine glass on the picnic table with a stagger.

Love blended with abuse confused young Michael with compassion filling his heart only to see the mother’s mouth cinched down with a squinted, evil manner. Michael analyzed and knew the dull glare of unorganized thoughts in his mother’s charcoal bagged circles. Her lips closed with a sag, signaling Michael to run and try to hide before her hands had their way with him to ensure pain. He wandered over to his mother, standing still, hoping this day would be different. 

His mother’s cold cut-glass scowl of wickedness made Michael’s leg stand straight with his stupor of fear without budging. It’s like he stood in the mud earlier, which molded around his shoes, sucking him into place. 

One look of slimed mud seeping into the cotton shirt forced the mother’s hand to grasp tight around the child’s wrist, with an intense tug jerking the legs. They skimmed the grass, following her stamping feet towards the house. 

“Mom, no. Please, mom, no. It hurts,” Michael cried.

“No. That’s all I hear coming out of your mouth, is no. Get the frig in the house before your father gets home.”

The screen door slammed, chipping paint off the side of the house. Her tugging motion kept the momentum, dragging her son into the cool, damp basement where his bed resided to keep him isolated. Both adults wanted quiet nights and no whining aloud from their child. The young boy’s heart fluttered out behind the youthful skin while the stomach matched the pumping organ with emotions of anxiety from being captive in a dark dungeon hole.

Michael’s mother puckered her lips and waved her knuckles towards the bed, knowing the muddy sight would entice her night into a world of despair. She knew her husband hated to have a child. This same attitude took over her intoxicated, limbered mind since she was customary to the brutal attitude she received every night. Only to take it out on her only child to administer her buzzed cruel punishments. The Devil of a man became able to penetrate her soul, trying to suck out what goodness she’d have left to offer.
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THE FATHER SPUN HIS tires in the silky sand driveway with his fish tails dispatching clouds of dust, matching the mustered pollen whipping to the ground, so everyone knew he arrived home. His firm grip around the steering wheel stretched the leather, propelling tearing sounds, matching the feet sliding down on the brake. Cockiness became his trademark, thinking he was better than others, only to be shunned in the actual world since the narcissistic attitude didn’t fly. He lost his patience through long days of working for a living with impulsive irritations he inherited from his father, who also spread cruelty to his family. To this day, purple indented seared scars showed on his arms from a heated tip of a cigarette. The emotional damage had passed on from generation to generation.

The mother became more intoxicated as she swayed in the corner, and her husband flexed his angered muscles. His teeth ground together, waiting for the whines of the wife when he stomped through the door.

“He dirtied the house again, babe. Don’t get upset. I already dragged him downstairs, and I will clean this filthy mess up.”

The wife trembled with both hands in the air, holding the husband from pacing the floors.

“Frigging bastard. I told you we shouldn’t have had a kid. I hate kids, especially this one.”

Shouting made the vessels tighten, flaring out the temples as the fingers scurried around the top of the refrigerator to clutch a wooden paddle. Every knuckle scorched blood-red from the firm grip. The brown eyes had a tint of bloodshot red as they studied the holes bored through to make Michael’s beating more severe. The other hand stretched in the chilled box, snatching a beer, keeping the drunk going. He achieved a buzz drinking during the day while working as a bartender at a dark hole in the wall. Veins flared out of the neck, and the father’s voice echoed through the house after, slamming the refrigerator door.

“I had enough of this kid, and you also bitch.” 

Michael covered his ears as muffled yells seeped between the floorboards with the feet pounding with a pace of anger, knowing all too well a beating was soon to come. The father stood in the doorway with piercing vengeance towards his son as his neck bent forward, missing the overhead doorjamb. Tucked between his half-cocked lip expression hung a camel cigarette with the pack rolled in his white tee shirt near the shoulder, revealing his absorbed arrogance. He leaned against the damp block wall as the fingers snapped open the beer with the paddle tucked between the armpit. Fingers-picked the top of the can, ripping off the tab sending it back into the carbonated liquid, showing he was king of the house, knowing he tackled the skill of using his tongue, stopping the thin metal from entering his mouth so it wouldn’t slide out of the can leading to his throat. 

Michael’s eyes swelled with a moist blue, and the knees tucked inward to follow the shoulders tossing over to one side. Tears overflowed past the cheek with salt stinging the cracked malnutrition lips, and his head forced away, not wanting to look at his father as he staggered to the bedside. His hand raised, fixed to swipe his son’s young skin like a lion pounced on its prey in the wild. The boy became terrified of his father, who never cracked a smile, only having a tilted scrunched mouth and no care about his actions. His deviousness would devastate the child’s state of mind for the rest of his life.

After the beating, Michael curled in his bed with bubbled red welts stinging, and the hands tucked the body into more of a hunched ball. He rolled his cheek towards the ceiling to listen. His mother screamed as her body forced to the wall with one leg bent upward.

“Oh, give it to me. Oh yes.” 

“You like it rough, don’t you bitch?” father yelled as her drunkenness flirts enticed him into wanting sex.

Again, the young ears listened to a loving voice merely to be halted by echoing slaps dealt by the father. He liked to dish out more abuse than the mother could handle as squirmed screams replaced the flirty nature. Squealed cries consumed Michael’s ear canals, and he released his throbbing bruised arms to see if his momma was ok. Together the legs found the will to slither across the cement floor with one black and blue forced to drag from stinging pulsations. 

Michael gripped one leg tiptoeing up the stairs, and he peeked behind the wall as he laid flat on the floor. In shock, he stared at his father’s cuffed Levi’s at the ankles to search up the slim body. All he noticed was his mother dangling a few feet off the ground while watching the father’s grip tighten around the throat. His thumb rubbed in a circular motion, showing his excitement at cruel punishment. The father foamed from the mouth. 

“You and your devil of a son, I wish he was never born.”

Searing red daggers of vision surveyed his son with a snickering laugh as the young feet blasted through the kitchen door, sprinting to the woods. Leaves crushed into the ground with small twigs snapping, tricking the ears, thinking he became hunted. More in-depth, the legs roamed into the middle of the pine barrens forest. The abundance of beautiful green foliage wrapped around the young shoulder to cuddle him with peace and always comforted him. Carl and Michael used the woods to coop up a make-believe world of their own. Their world changed into whatever they desired to entice their imaginations. They kept adding to the fort they built by the surrounding shrubbery and fallen debris from limber oaks. Trees became a comfortable home for Michael since he always ran to the same guarded shelter destination to escape reality as he tucked away into the makeshift wooden cave with his knees buckled inward to hug himself for comfort. 

Before the roosters crowed in the early morning hour, the mother strolled the same path in the woods. And found her son hunkered on patches of velvet green moss with the head snuggled into the earth. Her tears seeped again over the crusted ones, which dried in place as she scooped her arms around her son’s legs, rushing through the sinking sand with each foot slipping from the weight. When inside, the hungover mother wanted to place him in bed for one more hour before he’d have to go to school. Towels from the laundry room swiped dirt off the body, trying not to wake the man puffing out snarls from the bedroom. After cleaning her boy, she snuck the limbered body downstairs. 

When the clock struck seven, the front door slammed again as Michael wiped the milky film obstructing his vision and ate a scrap of a French fry, easing the pain of hunger. Carl waited for his friend at the driveway’s end with a few bacon pieces wrapped in a napkin because he knew his friend starved for food. As Michael’s teeth tore apart the salted food, he noticed the other children at the bus stop staring. All Michael wanted was a happy, normal, loving life like other children. After a while, the young boy observed their whispers of proper meals presented at dinner time and morning breakfast as they rubbed their bellies with fullness. He only growled with hunger as he received scraps like a dog.

“It’s ok, Michael. Don’t mind them,” Carl said with his arm swinging around the shoulder of his friend. 

Michael became used to their fingers pointing. But always spotted one girl standing from afar with her fiddling with her hair as she glared at the two peeping toms who violated her space earlier. Her fragrance of a distinct refreshing sweet scent misted through the air, stimulating up Michael’s nose to make the nostrils flare. Beautiful aroma blocked out the ignorance of the other children and replaced it with freshness. Fascination always struck the young battered boy about her since her scent matched her sweet name, as her parents named her Candy. 

You thought people would’ve had sympathy in the neighborhood, but their stable lives showed they were content not going through the tortures of sinister households. Michael’s soiled clothing always became the morning spectacle, but not one child said a word to Michael since their ears heard echoed screams that traveled through cracks of their windows time and time again, and they knew what boy cried out with other voices matching his parents. If one parent had the decency to call the authorities, Michael’s life could have been different, but satisfaction took over their lives. They taught their children their household was safe and the way to live with suitability. 

Candy kept twirling her hair from afar, prepping herself for properness in life, with Michael leered down to the ground and then glanced following her twirling finger. Shuffling of the foot kicked rocks to the outskirts of the road while a bus pulled up. Everyone shuffled past Michael, with them bumping into his shoulder as he waited for all to pass. Carl placed his foot on the first step, then turned his neck.

“Come on, Michael. Don’t let them get to you. Let’s go. You can sit up front with me.”
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ADULTS HAD THEIR WINE glass ready to clang together with a Holiday season coming about. School children, especially, had bright, youthful smiles, knowing they would get off for a few days. Besides having small classrooms of kids with plenty of legroom to spare in the late seventies, this was no exception. 

The teaching space glistened with giggles, with twirling fingers raised high in Tabernacle NJ as they smirked towards the outside fresh crisped air, waiting for the day to end. Grumbles made the lips quiver as the teacher shoved her hands on the hips.

“Now, class, pay attention, or you won’t be going outside today.” 

Their plaid checkered wool coats hung on the hooks of the wall, ready to be snatched. Each child held a cheap pair of plastic scissors with Elmer’s glue standing straight on the wooden desks. The children prepared to paste a cutout of a turkey on colored paper. Since the teacher was a perfectionist, she already had plucked red and yellow hue leaves off the low line branches of the maple tree on the school grounds, placing them on their desks.

“Ok, children, let’s make your projects perfect so we can beat the other classrooms. We always want the best now.”

She wanted each crafted picture hanging in the hallways glittering with excellence, showing superiority over the other teachers. It was always a contest, and she made sure she won as the face scrunched vulgar angles, inflicting emotional abuse even towards her coworkers. 

One young boy crumpled in a small chair in the corner by his lonesome with shame as dignity punctured by rejection, with eyes wide, fixated on the block walls. Those walls echoed jumbled muffles from the laughter of children behind, and young Michael mumbled conversations within the corner with the pencil punctured by his molars.

Two missing front teeth didn’t help as a pair hung as if a bobcat hissed at its prey in the mountains. The ungodly sight irritated the teacher because Michael’s awkward smile disrupted the class while classmates stuffed thumbs in their ears with the digits waggling with tongues squeezed between the lips. Mrs. Prichard thumped her ruler on the desk.

“I am warning you all. Turn around now, or I will put you in the corner like Michael.”

Mrs. Prichard couldn’t stand the young boy with the way he entered her class in soiled clothing from running wild on the playgrounds before he entered the obedient room. Michael didn’t fit in, and it showed. Learning took Michael more time than others since he daydreamed through the day. The punishment was why he sat in the room’s corner and faced away because Mrs. Prichard didn’t have the patience to give one student extra time.

She raised her arms with a nasty temper and curled one fist in a ball as she slammed her tapping ruler on the desk. 

“You better stay in line, or this ruler will do more than measuring.”

The way she snarled her face at the children kept them in a proper position. Their backs stayed stiff straight, imitating the vertical measuring stick, and they knew to keep their heads inches from the desk in concentration. Michael seemed to be the exception as he gazed out the windows with a notion his legs could sprint into the outskirt woods to hide from his despair. Tears poured with depression, and he didn’t even know
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