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Celebrity Endorsements


“‘Vengeance is mine’ sayeth the Lord and he wants us to forgive and forget and hopefully move on to more positive actions. To abandon all personal thoughts of revenge and be free from our thirst for it. So, depending on what you believe then, vengeance is not actually left for the Lord, is it?

Do we take the Lord’s work into our own hands?

A bit of a conundrum for sure.

So, what do we do?

Revenge is wicked but yet very natural. 

When everything we know and love is taken from you so harshly all you can think about is anger, hatred and a 'do unto others' attitude and nothing and no one can save you from these emotions.

It is essential that justice be done but it is equally vital that justice is not confused with revenge for the two are wholly different.

Many men make the mistake that killing, violence and vengeance are righteous and good but they seldom have the stomach for justice.

Seeking revenge is often an initial human response incurred at the hands of others.

We may be driven by our sense of rectifying whatever has caused pain and thereby promote gratification by taking back our power and making us feel we have accepted and resolved our problems.

There is more than sufficient evidence that revenge is 'sweet’. That feeling of 'you got what you deserved' and that justice was served and now all is right with the world.

Or is it?

In a 2004 study they scanned participants brains while playing a game of trust which sometimes led to vengeful actions. When trust was violated, participants reported - they wanted revenge. 

In other words, revenge is all about feeling good rather than feeling bad. It triggers the reward circuitry in the brain releasing good chemicals: dopamine and enogenous aproids. 

But seeking revenge often leads to the back-and-forth cycle of retaliation causing a never-ending loop of pain and suffering for both participants.

Then how do we resolve these feelings of anger, hurt and emotional distress? 

Neuroscience says revenge can make us feel good for the moment but may be bad in the long run leaving the participants feeling guilty, depressed, confused and still unsatisfied.

It seems revenge proves its own executioner, profound words indeed.

So, then what about forgiveness?

It is said that ‘Revenge is for those who think they are owed something; forgiveness is for those who are substantial enough to move on’.

Apparently, anger, resentment and jealously never changes the hearts of others, it only changes yours.

The other line of thought suggests that ‘we should forgive our enemies but not before they are hanged’ or ‘don't get mad get even.’ While these are possibilities worth consideration the great author William Shakespeare has quoted, ‘The rarer action is in virtue rather than vengeance’ or as Francis Bacon states ‘In taking revenge a man is even with his enemy, in passing it over he is superior.’

Wise words indeed, but then what about Karma?

'What goes around comes around' and sooner or later the universal law will serve the wrath that your adversary deserves. Really? Hoping that our enemies will receive justice in this world or the next? That’s quite a leap of Faith!

Even so we should never let poor judgement or negative emotions destroy what we have built and worked for, while anger and bitterness rob us of our own peace and not our enemy. 

Thankfully, time plays an important role in the development of our psychological well being. The actual deed of revenge may not line up to the expectations that the experience allows. The anticipation is often greater than the final outcome.

We must decide if the feeling, karma, or just plain satisfaction of revenge is worth it.

In any case, revenge is a very personal emotion and solely responsible in accordance with the individual’s self-control, moral code, conscience or just plain understanding of right and wrong.

Yet with all of this discussion and rhetoric aside, we are only 'human' and must admit that sometimes, revenge can feel...so...'Sweet'!

Doesn't it?”

- Joe Lynn Turner, vocalist - Rainbow, Yngwie Malmsteen, Deep Purple, Hughes Turner Project, receiver of the Italian Legend of Rock award




* * * 


“It only takes a little spark to start a major fire. Vigilantes wish is to punish those whom they hold responsible for crimes and to avenge the victims. Some would argue it can be morally justified because of a breakdown of the legal system or the protection of vulnerable individuals, proportional punishments, and fair treatment.

For me the law should be there to protect civilians but we all know it’s not, you can’t justify violence with violence. That being said, if someone broke into your home and threatened your family, what are you going to do with that baseball bat in the corner. You hit your intruder on the head and he dies, yes he broke in but he hadn’t inflicted harm.

Your best hope is self-defence but you could get a murder charge or manslaughter. Then all of a sudden he’s a victim, his brothers and their gang want revenge. You see how the spark lit the fire?

You suddenly become the victim. Also, if you get arrested, your children could be left without a father and every night you would stare up at a prison window reflecting on how different life could have been if you acted more rationally. Hard not to be emotionally charged in such a situation but one must think before going down the revenge road. They all lead to a legal battle, hospital, or a coffin. We just all want to walk down a street and be safe, raise our children and be good people.”

- Dez Bailey, Guitarist/Lyricist/Journalist - Monsters Of Rock, MTV, Metal Hammer, BAILEYS COMET



* * *


“I suppose my thoughts on revenge or vigilante justice would stem from my raising, which is southern Christian, and though I can often be a hot-tempered mess, I have to remember biblically that vengeance is mine, saith the Lord, we are instructed to pray for those who spitefully use us and persecute us and that’s a tall order for a redneck from North Carolina but I do my very best to cling to that very wise instruction. It’s certainly not always easy to do, but there’s a certain calm that it brings when you use wisdom.”

- Dave Fowle, Bassist - Dolly Pardon Band, Artimus Pyle, Cinderella




* * * 




“Just as ‘One Take Jake’ did, this sequel will keep you on the edge of your seat as you turn the pages, trying to figure out what will happen next. Besides being extremely entertaining, this story could even start a debate about vigilante justice and make you think about what you would do in a similar situation. It's a real honor for myself and ‘Mad World’ to be part of such a great story!”

- Kevin McKern, lyricist/drummer - Mad World, The Rogues, Horse Feathers 




* * *




“In a world that is changing so quickly, is there a place for revenge or vigilante justice? No. Is it wrong? Never a right answer.”

- Lance Chalmers, Drummer - Trooper, Sweeney Todd, Tokyo Rose




* * *




“Revenge - it has no end...justice with kindness and love is our only hope forward.”

- James Musser, guitarist/vocalist/drummer - Peaceland Music




* * *




“I think revenge is bullshit. Kindness, compassion, and empathy are my only weapons. The Bible has something like ‘if the enemy is hungry, feed them...’ Kill‘em with kindness.”

- Jesse D Griffith, lead guitarist/multi-instrumentalist/studio musician




* * *




“Vigilantism exists when there is a lack of justice, which is the result of governance failures and a corrupt legal system. However, if left unchecked, like any human behavior, often escalates and becomes the more synonymous with the crime than the retribution.”

- Darren Moore, vocalist/multi-instrumentalist - Harlequin, Snake Oil




* * *




“With the stage set by the riveting ‘One Take Jake’, this next installment in the series plunges the reader back into a story that is all at once emotional, visceral, and thought-provoking. When it seems like everyone's in serious breach of the social contract, it's hard to keep track of true north on one's moral compass. Personally, I'm jazzed beyond words that myself and ‘Mad World’ are included in such a wonderful yarn!”

- Bruce McKern, Drummer - Mad World
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Waking up in my six-by-eight cell this morning, I wasn’t sure if I’d have the balls to go through with it. 

But with everything to gain and nothing to lose, I’d be a fool to pass up the one chance I have at freedom. 

Strategy, patience, and timing are everything. There are always eyes watching, especially when you’re a convicted murderer.

* * *

The bell chimes for chow-time, but I stay in my bunk. It’s all part of the plan. A couple of bulls stroll past my door and casually glance at me, then continue on down the cell block. 

I close my eyes and drift into the safe rooms of my mind. I’ve had this interesting riff playing on a loop in my head for weeks. I grin and tap my fingers on my chest.

The only rhythm in this soul-sucking institution is the hum of electricity that seeps from the industrial lighting overhead. 

A sudden pain stabs my eyelids. In the arid chill of my cell, the headaches coupled with nosebleeds are a welcoming reminder that I can still feel. 

I turn to the brick wall and use my imagination to draw another line, marking another day spent in this hell hole. I’ve managed to survive two years and a month toward my life sentence. Keeping track of time is like throwing stones into a bottomless pit and waiting to hear them hit bottom – they never do. Still, I refuse to accept that I’ll live out my days in this institution, watching my body rot and my soul be slowly absorbed into the cold cement walls to join the poor bastards who’ve succumbed before me. 

I’ve only got one hat-trick. A one-off scheme that others have tried and failed at repeatedly. But I’m nothing like my fellow inmates. Granted, I butchered three people and left a hell of a mess – too sloppy. I was careless and made mistakes. But for the most part I’ve navigated life with logic and forethought; the same approach I’ll be using to execute my plan.

My cellmate, Wild Bill, was usually here at this time in the morning, muttering in his sleep and shifting relentlessly on the thin, piss-stained cot on the bunk above. Instead, Bill is curled up on a hard bench in solitary, a reward for driving a shiv into the neck of another inmate in the chow hall. Bill is another lifer and boasts an impressive rap sheet spanning forty-odd years which lists crimes from petty theft to murder. 

Recently, I heard a counsellor say that no man is a lost cause. That isn’t the case with Wild Bill. Exempt from moral fundamentals like regret and remorse, Bill is a hollow machine who would rather kick your teeth in than listen to you speak. 

By a stroke of luck, I was stuck with Bill as my cellmate. At first I thought I wouldn’t last a week before he’d take me out, but after learning the details of my crimes, Wild Bill tolerated me. Thankfully, he’s a fan of vigilante justice, and praises the methods I used to execute my marks victims. It’s because of Bill’s alliance that I haven’t had to prove myself or earn a rank in general population—nobody wants to get shanked enough to challenge Wild Bill. 

It was actually Bill who helped breathe life into my escape plan. I had every detail pretty much ironed out, except where to go once free. I needed a place where the feds wouldn’t look and, even if they did, where I’d be invisible. Bill offered me a refuge at his brother Diego’s place in Northeast Mexico. Apparently, Diego is a genius at hiding people who don’t want to be found. 

As grateful for Bill’s help as I am, a lingering question sticks with me: What if Diego is as mentally unhinged as Bill? Who’s to say what kind of shit-show I’ll be walking into? 

Then again, there’s nothing saying that I have to stick around. I can just stay long enough to learn the landscape and strategize my next move. 

* * *

Dr. Chan, one of the main physicians at the prison, is an unassuming, waifish man with a lack of ambition. I could just as well picture him sitting at a desk in an accounting firm as wearing that white medical jacket with a stethoscope around his neck. That being said, he’s an integral piece in my plan. I needed a doctor like Chan who, instead of exerting himself to find the source of my illness, would much rather send me to the hospital as someone else’s problem. That’s exactly what I want to happen. It’s only when I’m away from the confines of the joint and amongst the general population that my plan has any chance of success. 

For a whole week I’ve been feigning appendicitis, complaining about pain in my gut, a bad case of the shits, and frequent bouts of nausea. The worst part of the charade has been starving myself. Sick people don’t have an appetite. I’m so hungry right now, I could crawl up the southern end of a pig just to get a ham sandwich. 

Another key player in my plan is Shayne, one of the bulls who works on my cellblock. Over the past couple of years, Shayne and I have gotten pretty tight, talking about music and other interests every time we see one another. Unlike the other guards, Shayne treats convicts with respect and decency. But possibly the most important thing is that Shayne is usually one of two guards accompanying inmates to medical appointments away from the prison. 

I feel a little guilty using Shayne as a pawn, but not enough to sacrifice my objective. As far as I know, the guy has a pristine record working in the prison system; hopefully, that will give him some leniency when I suddenly go missing. 

* * *

It's just after lunchtime when I hear Shayne’s voice in the hall. I quickly get into the fetal position.

Shayne pokes his head in the room. “How ya feelin’, man?” 

I briefly make eye contact, then wince. “Like I’ve been pulled through a knothole backward.”

He sighs. “It’s still bad, hey?” 

“Worse.”

He tells me that Dr. Chan is in the infirmary and wants to see me. He disappears briefly, then comes back pushing a rickety old wheelchair. “Here. The chair will be easier than walking.”

Tapping into the actor in me, I groan in pain and slowly swing my legs over the edge of the cot, then clutch my stomach as I strain to stand. 

Shayne pushes the chair up to me and helps me sit. I let out an audible cry of agony and take quick breaths in and out, imitating a pregnant woman in labor. 

Gently and slowly, Shayne pushes me through each metal door and down a half-dozen corridors until we reach the small infirmary. The room holds six beds, all empty except for one – a slow day in the medical ward. Usually there are more casualties because of fights on the blocks. 

Shayne pushes me up to a bed, and I moan while attempting to get out of the chair. He grabs my arm and assists me onto the bed. 

“The doctor should be here soon.” Shayne pats my shoulder. “Just hang tight, man.” 

I turn my head to the neighboring bed and stare at the patient beside me. He has no visible wounds or bandages. By the look of the IV pole with a bag of clear fluid dripping into his vein, it’s obvious he’s in here not because of a lost battle. More than likely, he’s caught a chest infection—a common ailment in this cold, dank institution. 

Shayne helps pass the time by talking about his passion for fantasy football, a subject I find about as interesting as watching paint dry. After a while, Dr. Chan saunters into the room. His expression is the same as it’s been every time I’ve seen him: stoic and indifferent. He nods at Shayne, then crosses his arms and looks down at me. “Your blood tests came back fine, but I’ve arranged for you to have an ultrasound at the hospital to rule out appendicitis. If your appendix is inflamed, you’ll be seen by an emergency room physician there.”

“Thank you,” I moan.

“Is his appointment going to be for today?” Shayne asks.

The doctor nods. “His ultrasound is scheduled for 3PM.”

After Dr. Personality leaves the room, Shayne helps me into the wheelchair and we head back to the cell block. I feel bad lying to the guy; he’s always treated me well. I just hope, when all is said and done, he knows I acted out of desperation and meant no disrespect toward him. 

After I’m back in my bunk, Shayne says he’ll be back to get me in a few hours to take me to the hospital. 

As soon as I’m alone, I straighten out and put my arms behind my head. It’s amazing how cramped-up I feel after being hunched over and pretending to be in agony. After seeing Dr. Chan yesterday, I had pains in my gut for the rest of the afternoon. It was like my body started to believe the bullshit I was selling. 

* * *

With each passing moment, my anxiety grows. My body feels like a shaken bottle, pressurized and ready to explode. I do my best to stop the trembling in my hands by pressing them into my armpits. I close my eyes and concentrate on taking long breaths through my nose, then exhaling slowly. 

I’ve got to keep it together. If Shayne and the other guard detect the least bit of weird energy, they could double down on my restraints, and that would seriously interfere with my plans. I’ve spent the better part of two years earning Shayne’s trust – now isn’t the time to challenge that.

Thankfully, by the time Shayne comes to collect me, I’ve managed to get my nerves under control. As soon as he wheels me out of the cell and into the corridor, I look up and see Shayne’s transport partner, Deon. He’s the biggest of the bulls that work on the block, but also the one who lacks the most brain power. When I’ve had to ask him a question in the past, I could almost see his brain computing the answer behind his eyes. Smart like stump. That being said, if I were to hand-pick my choice of guards to accompany us on this outing today, it would be him. 

As soon as we’re passed the final security door and heading down the ramp in the vehicle bay, I’m hit with a rush of cool wind that brings the familiar aroma of fresh air. It smells like freedom—something I took for granted before being confined to this cement jungle. 

As we drive away from the compound, I look through the mesh-covered windows at the colorful deciduous trees. Yellow and brilliant red leaves scatter both sides of the narrow road. Fall was always my favorite time of year. My mother used to say that it was the season of death, when all the beautiful plants and foliage die off and leave nothing but barren trees and brown lawns behind. But I like to think of fall as when the seasons come full circle. When everything goes into hibernation, waiting until the time is right to bust through the dirt and thrive once more. Kinda like me. 

* * *

When we pull up to the front of the tall, white entrance of the hospital, Shayne jumps out and pulls the wheelchair from the back of the van. Dion looks back at me. “No funny stuff while we’re in here, or you’ll get into big trouble.” He’s doing his best to sound authoritative. I’m not sure why, but whenever he speaks, I think of the Three Stooges. 

Poor bugger. He’s as big as an ox and about half as smart. 

After Shayne opens the side door and helps me maneuver into the chair, Dion pulls away to find parking. Shayne and I roll toward the entrance, where nosy smokers gawk and whisper. I look down at the silver cuffs on my wrists. “Do you think you could take these off while we’re here? It’s embarrassing that everyone knows I’m a convict.”

Shayne sighs. “I know, buddy. But if I do that and something happens, I’ll lose my job.”

“Nothing is going to happen, Shayne. You can trust me. Besides, I can barely stand up by myself, let alone run away.”

“True. But I have to follow protocol. I’ll tell you what. Just before they take you in for your scan, I’ll remove them.”

The sounds in the waiting room are a mixture of babies crying, hacks and coughs, and the odd protest thrown in. Shayne gives the old lady at the triage desk my papers and after a few moments, she directs us through two double doors adjacent to the front counter. 

The air seems to thicken as we wheel down the long, white corridor to the ultrasound room. Anxiety runs through me like bolts of lightning. I remind myself to inhale so I won’t get dizzy when I have to stand. I need to be on my game, both physically and mentally, for my plan to work. 

An elderly man holds the door open for us as Shayne and I approach. I thank him, and he smiles until he notices my handcuffs. Then, a disparaging expression grows on his face, and he puts his nose in the air and continues on his way. 

Shayne wheels me up to a long desk, where a dark-haired female has her head down, sorting through papers. 

I clear my throat to get her attention. She hears me but doesn’t look up. I’m sure she’s used to this tactic. “I’ll be right with you.” She sounds inconvenienced. 

I scoff and look up at Shayne with disapproval. 

Just then, the door opens. A pregnant woman and a man walk in and stand behind us. Without looking up, the woman behind the desk tells them that she’ll be a few minutes. 

We wait another ten minutes before the woman finally finishes fumbling with the stack of papers and looks up. The moment I gaze into her stunning blue eyes, my mouth drops open and all the air escapes my lungs.

Her face is shocked as she fumbles to find words. I know this girl. Even though we hadn’t spent a long time together, the time we shared was the most meaningful I’ve ever spent with anyone. 

Tessa. 

I wanted to have her forever and, for a time, I knew she felt the same way. That was, of course, until she found out it was me who slaughtered her degenerate brother. Then she disappeared, and I knew I’d never see her again. 

And yet, here she is.

We’re locked into a long stare before Shayne interrupts. “We have an ultrasound appointment.”

Tessa composes herself and punches my name into the computer. As if talking to any Joe off the street, she tells us to take a seat in the waiting area until my name is called.

Shayne pulls me into the seating area, then sits and grabs an abandoned magazine from the neighboring chair. Immediately, my gaze returns to Tessa. She’s speaking with the pregnant woman and entering her information, but every once and a while, I catch her glancing over at me. 

I’m not worried about her seeing my handcuffs. Her parents were present at my trial, so she’s well aware that I’ve been doing hard time. Still, when she first recognized me a few moments ago, the look on her face wasn’t one of hatred or disdain. In fact, I could’ve sworn I saw a flash of excitement behind her eyes. I keep watching her, hoping for another glance my way, and I wonder if her heart is beating as fast as mine. 

It's only when the lab tech appears and calls my name that I realize I’ve been so focused on Tessa that my plan of escape has completely left my head. I take a deep breath as Shayne wheels me past Tessa, who doesn’t look up. 

We maneuver down the narrow hallways until we come to a bank of small, curtained change rooms. The technician forces a smile and hands me a gown. “The tie goes in the back.”

No shit, sister. The only thing more embarrassing than wearing handcuffs in public would be if I put the gown on backwards, exposing my short-comings to the scrutiny of my fellow patients. I don’t have that kind of confidence. 

After my cuffs are off, Shayne waits on the other side of the thin curtain as I maneuver out of my sweats, adding the odd groan of agony to remind him I’m in no condition to attempt anything untoward, like an escape. 

After I’m in my required costume, Shayne calls the technician, who pulls back the curtain and points to a small room directly across the hall. Shayne guides me by the arm to the bed. A machine no bigger than a TV sits only feet away, multi-colored wires with clips and ties hanging from the unit. Shayne waits for the tech to return, then exits the room.

The woman is older, with grey hair pulled back into a loose bun. She immediately goes to work, separating the colored cords and pushing buttons that beep on the machine. 

As I lie on the cot, watching the woman prepare to scan, I know I have to act fast. It will be a lot harder to sprint to freedom once she begins the procedure. I begin to cough and sputter, then ask for a glass of water. 

“I’m sure you can wait until we’re finished,” she snaps. 

“Actually, I can’t. I get these terrible coughing bouts. If you need me to lie still, it’ll be impossible. The only thing that gets rid of it is water.”

She stops what she’s doing and looks at me, annoyed. “Fine. I’ll be right back.”

With a deep sigh of inconvenience, she exits through a small side door. Once she’s gone, I call for Shayne. The main door opens and he pokes his head in. “What’s up, Lance?”

“The technician left to get some cord she needs for my scan. I’ve been coughing like crazy and I desperately need some water. Can you please get me some? My hacking will mess up the scan.”

Shayne thinks for a moment. “I have no idea where to get water around here.”

“The technician said if you go to the front desk where we registered, they’ll get you some.” I moan in pain, just to remind him that I’m not in any condition to move while he’s gone.

“All right. I’ll be right back.” He closes the door. 

Knowing the tech-lady will be back any second, I jump off the cot and speed to the door. Opening it a crack, I catch a glimpse of Shayne as he hustles down the corridor. 

I sprint across the hall to the changing room, where my clothes are, and in seconds I’m dressed. I head down the corridor, following the overhead exit signs when my eyes catch something shiny sitting on a changing room bench – it’s a phone poking out of a turquoise purse. I quickly snatch the phone, then pull the curtain all the way closed so a passerby doesn’t see the purse and steal it. 

I turn another corner and see light at the end of the hallway. It’s coming in the window of an emergency door. I want to run, but I don’t want to draw unneeded attention to myself; I try to keep my stride from increasing. My heart is thumping in my ears. Forcing air into my lungs, I try to stay focused. 

With each step I take toward the door, I’m listening intently for footsteps behind me. A cold chill runs down my back as I picture one of Dion’s large hands coming down on me.

Then, as if breaking free from a dream – a nightmare – I feel the cool metal from the door on my shaking hands. With one firm push, the heavy door swings open and I’m free – so









































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Jay Lang

One Take
=] Fke:
Last.C






d2d_images/image001.jpg
htp:/ /bwlpublishing.ca





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





