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    This Book is dedicated to Cameron Davis and his wonderful family.
 
Thank you for your friendship and for always believing in me brother!


    



  	
        
            
            "If you don't stand for something, you will fall for anything."
 
                    ---Malcolm X
 
 
"The time is always right to do what is right."
 
                   ---Martin Luther King Jr.
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Trigger Warning
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Before we get started, I must warn you that there is a lot of racist language used in this book. It is not for shock value. It was sadly how privileged white men and women spoke during the timeframe this book takes place in. To truly tell this story I knew I was going to have to use the language that bigots still currently use. This will be the only book I have ever written in which that language will be used. I do apologize in advance but some of you will be offended before you put this book down. Please give it a chance though. The ending makes it all worthwhile. 

––––––––
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I am sorry.
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An Introduction to Something Horrible
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I pride myself on writing about things most people find disturbing. I consider myself part of this new wave of modern horror. Which takes conventional horror tropes and flips them on their head. Then merging it with modern day issues that seem to have finally ripped the ugly mask off White America. 

But if I am going to be honest this book really tested my resolve.

I grew up with an abusive father; I covered that with “Gary”. Yet I also grew up in a racist part of the world. My father, who knew I was more American Indian than white, told me to tell people I was white. Oftentimes referring to my real mother as a “Redskin Whore”.

Oh yeah, brace yourself people this book does go hard.

I lived and grew up in Alabama during the late seventies and all of the eighties and much of the nineties. The things I have seen and the language I heard white men use when it involved other races was considered acceptable especially if you were a white Christian male. 

Imagine being a child of three years old and one of your first phrases is “look mama a nigger.” Yep, that happened and my mother fled that grocery store horrified. Yet I had no idea what I had done. My dad used that word all the time. Along with other phrases and colorful names he called all races. To me it was normal. I found out it wasn’t thanks to the women in my life. They all took me aside and corrected me and taught me how those words were wrong. Yet they never once corrected the angry white entitled men who said those things. They never knew they were just as much of a problem as the men. Sure, they were trying to teach the children to be better. Unfortunately, that horrific male influence was still there. 

I was eight years old when I witnessed my first Klan rally. I didn’t know what I was seeing or why those men were marching with a cross. It was Easter weekend after all and to be honest I thought it was a Christian thing. My stepmom was horrified when she found out where my dad took me. She even questioned him.

And once she did, he beat her, and that was when I learned why the women never spoke up to the men and tried to teach us next generation how to be tolerant and respectful of others away from those hateful men. 

Yeah, my childhood was a fucked-up one let me tell you.

When I started my writing career I knew I was going to write a book about domestic violence. I also knew I was going to write one exposing the hateful nature of men I was forced to look up. 

Men I am thankful are gone from this world. 

This book is not to highlight or celebrate racism. It is actually designed to put it down and embarrass it. I want to show the world just how foolish it actually is. There is honestly no need for it. 

I know a lot of people will not approve of the language used in this book.  I get that. Still, this was what it was like where I grew up. I must expose it, because some pockets of these pathetic white men still exist. Hell, one is in the white house. I said what I said.

I am glad that I was raised better even if it had to be done in private. I am also ashamed of where I grew up. The things I have seen still haunt me. 

I will also never know what it was like to be black during that day and age. The horror I felt pales in comparison to what they had to have felt. I mean I had nightmares about those white men in hoods and I was safe. If they did that to me. God I can’t even imagine.

This book was done in secret. I designed the cover on my own and used an A.I. editor to correct my mistakes. I chose not to get anyone involved. But I did reach out to some friends of mine for research. One to see if it was okay if I used the language I had to use and to get their opinions. They gave me their support but decided to remain nameless. 

And noticed how I said friends with no adjectives of color needed to be involved. Yes, the friends I reached out to were indeed African American. I just didn’t need to introduce them that way. They are my dear friends and I love them. 

I don’t think or feel I should give the people I care about a color code.

This will be the only book where the race of my characters matters. This will also be the last book where those matters. This book puts a part of my life that I was forced to grow up without to pasture. 

Also, this will be one of many new appearances of my Bowler Hat Man character. This may be a prequel to that character but if anyone of my fictional baddies could ever properly fight racism it was him. If you want to know more about him, please read how his story came to an end in the “Scary Things Happen in Lakewood” Series.

The storm that happens in this book is real. I lived it and survived it. Of course, I embellish a lot because this book while drawing from things I grew up around is fiction and I need a catalyst. I need a starting point.

Well now that all that is off my chest let’s get going. I warn you it will be a bumpy ride. But sometimes that’s just the way it is.

—Kevin
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Daryl grew up poor in the town of Glendora, Mississippi. Born in 1955 just one month after the brutal lynching of Emmett Till. Born Daryl Emment Brown Junior, his mother named him after his father and after that poor young man who was murdered for no other reason than the color of his skin.

Of course, like most children who grew up without, Daryl had no idea what poor was. He also had no idea what racism was. Even though Glendora was a town born out of old Jim Crow laws and the forced segregation of the south, they welcomed anyone who was misfortune enough to find their way there. It was a poor town, yet it was a poor town for everyone.

The white people who lived in Glendora were just as poor as the other people who called Glendora their home. All colors did not judge one another. Because as unfortunate as it was, Glendora had one thing most towns did not have back then. True equality.

It was hard to pass judgement on someone when you barely had two nickels to rub together and all you had were your neighbors to lean on. Still somehow Glendora managed to survive. It was still a poor town, yet it was a town with a purpose. 

Daryl did not care; he was blind to the world around him and was friendly with everyone he met. Which was what his mother taught him. His father on the other hand taught Daryl how to be tough and that he needed to be wary of the world at large.

Daryl’s father warned of racism. Something Daryl had never experienced. As a matter of fact, Daryl’s best friend Keith was white as snow. Of course, his father’s answer to that was, “Of course that boy is your friend he has no choice, being poor and all.”

Daryl’s mother on the other hand offered a simple rebuttal, “Let them babies be,” she would say, “They know no hate and should be left alone.”

That was how Daryl learned the power that women held. Because while his father wanted Daryl to learn about the evils that lurked within the world his mother hoped that the boy would learn something else. Would know something else. 

Daryl’s father of course taught his lessons of fear; he just did so with a softer touch. Accepting the friendship between his son and the poor white boy down the street. Daryl’s father even befriended Keith’s father and soon both families would be seen at each other’s side more often than not.

The boys were inseparable and acted as if they were brothers at times. They laughed together, played together, and when needed be, they fought together. They maintained similar interests. When Keith wanted to try out for little league baseball, Daryl joined him, when Darly went to try out for pee wee football Keith followed. The locals often referred to these boys as brothers
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