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Dedication

For Courtney,

Who always wanted me to do something with this novella. Well, here you go. 

And for anybody out there who has fought, or is still fighting the hard battle,

Don’t give up.

 


Whoever fights monsters, should see to it that in the process he does not become a monster.

—Nietzsche
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Chapter 1

Jane awoke and slid the gun into her mouth like she’d done a hundred times before. She’d developed a taste for gunmetal.

The sensation of bits of glass traced a ragged line through the grooves of her brain.

No different than any other morning.

The ringing stopped, and the headache cleared, as it usually did.

Shoving the Smith & Wesson in her mouth helped calm her brain.

She placed the gun back in her nightstand. The headache returned but only with a dull throb. She rubbed her temples with two fingers, trying to steady her breathing the way her doctor showed her.

Acid gurgled in her stomach, sending a burning line up her throat. Ears ringing, she rolled out of bed, dashed to the bathroom and hurled into the toilet. She made a mental note to thank Dan for leaving the toilet seat up.

Brushing the hair from her face, she spat a few times before flushing. She tore a square of toilet paper off the roll and dabbed the corners of her mouth.

Another usual morning, she thought, her head throbbing, stomach quivering.

She stood and gazed into the mirror.

Something gazed back at her.

Jane went numb.

A monster stood behind her, thin as a rail, pale skin hanging loosely off its bones. Its wispy yellow hair stuck straight up from its head and drifted about, as if under water. Its eyes told a story of pain and anguish.

It reached out to Jane, gnarled fingers flexing, grasping, and opened its mouth as if to say something, but it coughed up a mouthful of steam.

“Hello, Jeremiah.” Jane said to the mirror. She pulled her toothbrush from the holder at the edge of the sink and unscrewed the cap of the toothpaste. “Good to see you this morning.”

The monster groaned and belched and more steam came out of its mouth and nose.

As the steam wafted past Jane, the monster’s breath invaded her senses, stung her nostrils, foul and thick.

The doctor told her there were no monsters. If she saw something that shouldn’t exist, it was only her illness acting up. If she felt something or tasted something or smelled something that shouldn’t be there, it was simply the receptors in her brain crossing wires.

She turned the faucet on the hottest it could go. Steam filled the bathroom. Jeremiah liked that. Jane let the water run until the steam clung to the mirror and hid the monster from her sight.

Another usual morning with another usual monster.

The savory scent and soft sizzle of bacon roused Jane’s hunger. In the beginning of her illness, the headaches, combined with the multitude of medication and pills her doctor pushed, caused frequent vomiting. The sick feeling left her with a trembling stomach and an overwhelming need to gag should there be any mention of food. As time passed, her body began to work around that sick feeling. Now, she could be sick and
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