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It was his wife’s opinion that it was the man’s Asperger’s that kept him from realizing that someone he knew decades ago, a chef who made him meals and played games of chess with him on Bluff Island, was a serial killer. That, and some luck.

The man definitely had Asperger’s, which meant that he didn’t emote even though he was capable of a full range of emotions. Different things might induce emotions in the man than the things that would work for a neurotypical, but despite the deadpan expression on his face, the man definitely felt things. He could feel great empathy for animals, particularly cats, sympathy for the downtrodden, and outrage over unfair or unequal treatment by society of those who are different. He could not, however, read very many expressions on other people’s faces.

Perhaps that was why he felt such an affinity for his wife. She too had Asperger’s, and she had studied it in enough depth to be able to articulate the condition. They had long talks about it, which were great fun and led to a greater understanding of their pasts.

That meant that many of these talks led to telling each other stories from the past.

Some of these stories were about things that had been long forgotten.

Life can cause people to forget things for years while they are busy doing and accomplishing and experiencing other things. Then, after years of thinking about these other things, something reminds them of what was once foremost in their thoughts and experience.

That was what led the man to tell his wife about this chef on Bluff Island.

The acquaintance was the result of the man’s friendship with the chef’s mother.

She often let the man stay in her son’s room while he was away, and he was away often.

Neither the mother nor the man gave the chef’s absences much thought.

Why should he? The chef had trained at the Culinary Institute of America in Hyde Park, New York, which was the top chef school in the United States. Although he had a room in his mother’s house on Bluff Island, he could hardly be expected to spend the bulk of his time living there. It made sense that the chef was away a lot, presumably cooking great meals at restaurants on the mainland.

The man was occupied with his own problems and life, as people tend to be, and so he had plenty of things on his mind, and plenty to do. He also had many things that he felt he needed to accomplish. The man wanted to go back to school and earn his bachelor’s degree. He wanted to return to active duty in the army. He wanted to earn a Ph.D. He wanted to travel some more. He never wanted to see his own family again.

Consequently, he did not notice or interpret what he saw or experienced of the chef.

The man knew that the chef and his mother did not get along. She called her son “Kristen” when she was drunk, and he hated that. There was real animosity between them, but it did not concern the man, nor did it affect his friendship with the mother.

She got along very well with everyone she knew, except for her son. As for the man, he got along with both of them. The chef was just four years older than the man, so they found things to talk about that interested them both.

When the chef was away, the man looked for a place to put his own things – clothes, hairbrush, razor, etc. – in the chef’s bureau drawers. Busy with odd jobs on Bluff Island, the man didn’t give much thought to what he found in them.

He found a large collection of women’s and girl’s clothing.

But, since he knew that the chef was a cross-dresser, the man hardly gave it a thought.

He shoved the lot of it out of the way after briefly puzzling over some odd characteristics of the chef’s stash of female clothing: holes in the crotches of the panties, holes on the nipple-points of the bras held shut by safety pins and, oddest of all, clothing that was too small for an adult male cross-dresser to fit into. The extensive collection of women’s jewelry commanded none of his attention. It followed that if the drawers were full of female clothing, then there would also be female jewelry in them.

But...the man was busy making his way on the island, and enjoying his friendship with a pretty little cat who lived in the house. He loved cats, and this one was always happy to see him. She would appear the moment that she heard his voice whenever he came back to the house. Whenever the man was distracted or anxious, he would think of that cat, and if he was in the house, he would go find her and pet her and talk to her.

When the chef was home on the island, the man stayed with other friends, or slept on the sofa in the house. During those visits, the chef liked to spend some of his spare time with the man. They would play chess together some evenings.

The man was a terrible chess player. He wanted to improve, but he just couldn’t. Still, he kept trying, hoping that experience would teach him to play the game better.

The chef always beat him.

Perhaps it was just as well.

The chef seemed like a very nice guy. When they played chess, they would talk about interesting things – politics, history, war, travel, and the man’s time in the army as a medic, which he had spent in Germany. But... now and then, when the topic of their conversations turned to the darker side of human nature, the man would observe a subtle change to occur in the chef`s demeanor.

Upon hearing of some of the man`s life experiences in which he was witness to death, strange sex, and other upsetting events, the chef would become very quiet and focused, projecting what seemed to be a mixture of longing and internal glee.

The man interpreted these reactions as evidence that the chef might be a kindred spirit – and was thus more than happy to continue drawing out and nurturing his friend’s dark side. In later years, the man occasionally reflected that he should perhaps have been careful what he wished for, because although he would not be consumed by the darkness of the chef’s soul, others would be.

As their friendship evolved, the man recognized that his interaction with the chef was fundamentally different from those that he had with others. The man’s ability to use the native brilliance and creativity that are attributes of Asperger’s for material gain within human society were blunted by his inability to read the plethora of social cues neurotypical people are finely attuned to.

This was not the case with the chef. The man found he could read the chefs expressions and interpret his body language with a high degree of precision...and that the converse was also true. In time, they came to value each other’s friendship greatly.

But...the man sensed that the chef was fundamentally and spiritually different, and in a way that might include evil in some form. However, life as a person who was different from the majority had taught the man to despise the social compact after repeated bullying by members of that majority. Thanks to all that, without fearing for his own safety, the man watched the chef with increasing fascination.

The chef was surprisingly kind to animals, including an obnoxious, yapping little dog owned by his mother that even the man was tempted to stomp now and then. The man reasoned that the chef’s affinity for animals meant that he posed no danger to humans. The man was wrong. He did not know until much later that the chef had tortured animals in the past. He did not realize that the chef, out of a sense of self-preservation, was concealing that predilection.

The man loved cats. If he had known about the chef’s past with cats, his attitude would have been very different...but, no doubt, his continued ignorance and inability to see what was right in front of him was a large part of what kept him safe. The chef had decapitated the pets of his bullies when he was a child; the man had befriended a kitten as a child, and his bullies had broken every bone in her body and then left the tiny corpse in his bed at camp.

He did notice, however, that hidden elements of the chef’s personality occasionally surfaced when the man had occasion to relate anecdotes from his past that tended to greatly disturb neurotypicals.

The man had a couple of stories that the chef thoroughly enjoyed hearing.

Years later, when he met his wife and told them to her, she enjoyed them too.

The stories were about unconventional and rather bizarre things, things that could appear in a movie or a novel, so the fact that different people could like them was not odd. That amused the man, because the stories certainly were odd. Of course, as the old saying goes, truth is stranger than fiction. Both stories involved the name Harold.

One story was about the chief medical officer at a U.S. military hospital in Germany.

The doctor had a unique method of dealing with malingerers – soldiers who came to him to obtain notes excusing them from going out on training exercises.

The method had to do with the doctor’s pet tarantula, whose name was Harold.

Harold lived in a glass terrarium with a heating lamp, and ate cockroaches.

The doctor had trained Harold to find his meals by following a trail of chicken soup. He would take a dropper, fill it with chicken soup, and drip some onto a cockroach. After Harold had learned to associate the scent of chicken soup with a meal, the doctor would dot the soup in a long line through the terrarium, and place a chicken-soup-scented cockroach at the end of it.

With that, he was ready to deal with the malingerers.

The doctor was a bald man, and his
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