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DEAD (and hellbent)


“Hell is other people.” – Jean-Paul Sartre




(Linda)

“Lindaaa!!!”

The screech wakes me from a deep and happy sleep with a huge jolt.

“What the hell?” I yell.

Angel boy runs into the bedroom.

“Lindy honey, what’s wrong?” he asks.

“What were you yelling about?” I demand.

“Wasn’t me, honey darling, it was you!” he says, looking confused.

“LINDAAAAA! Please!” I hear again.

Wait a sec, that sounded like…Mike? Nah. Why the hell would that douchebag be calling for me?


(Mike)

“LINDAAA!!!”
I’m standing in my jail cell, three days out from 
being released, and I’m covered head to toe in a rash from some fucking 
powder sprinkled all through my sheets – don’t wanna know what the fuck 
that was – and shit keeps moving just as I’m about to grab it or eat it 
or sit on it. Everything itches. My tailbone hurts like hell. I’ve hit 
my head doing something. And the guy in the cell next to me is probably 
cursing me under his breath because I’m screaming at empty air again. 
Shit, the bitch has me acting like a public nutcase all over again.

“LINDA!” I yell again.

Nothing.

What the hell is the mad bitch thinking? Isn’t she supposed to be happy 
and shit? Why the fuck is she back to making my life miserable? Is it 
because I’m about to get out of this shithole? Big fucking deal. So I’m 
in here for killing her. So I didn’t get a life sentence for murder. 
I’ve still been stuck in a jail cell for more than two bloody years. 
What does she want me to do? Beg them to keep me in here?


(Linda)

I slowly shake off the weirdness from invisible people screaming my 
name. There’s no chance of going back to sleep after that jolt, though, 
so I make a cup of coffee and find some breakfast. One of the many 
advantages of heaven – the fridge is always full, and the stuff in it 
never goes off.
I go to work, and it’s blessedly quiet, thank God.
 I create, I decorate, and the simple creative tasks soothe me. Then 
home to my hot tub, and rose-scented water and rosehip tea. Sounds 
hippy, but it’s so good, too.

“LINDA!”

I jump, and water splashes everywhere.

“Linda, you mad bitch, what do you want?”

Yep, definitely Mike. I sigh. This might be a long night.


(Mike)

Maybe it’s not Linda. Maybe I’m going fucking mad after all. A late 
reaction to the superbitch trying to drive me insane. Maybe she actually
 succeeded all those years ago, it just took a while to hit. Fuck.

The guys in the cells on either side of me corner me at breakfast, and 
point out that they like their sleep, and if I like being able to walk, I
 should maybe shut the fuck up and stop screeching like an ice addict in
 the middle of a psycho-rage. Shit, just what I need. Finishing my 
sentence and going out of here in a wheelchair.

Funnily enough, though, she’s helped me in the exit assessment. The 
bastards could keep me in here if they decide I’m not sorry for killing 
the witch, or that I’m insane. But when the shrink asks me about the 
screaming in the middle of the night, I tell him that I’m having nightmares 
about killing  my girlfriend, and how traumatised I am, and how it must be 
because I’m close to getting out and going back to where it all happened, 
and then fuck me, I’m crying. Me, I’m embarrassed as hell, but the shrink laps it
 up and sees a reformed crim who’s so fucking sorry for his crime that 
he bawls like a fucking baby. Finally the bitch does something good for 
me.


(Linda)

Whatever’s happening down on earth, I don’t give a damn, I’ve 
decided. Time for a visit to the beach, and maybe I’ll finally get 
around to learning to surf. It’s cool, the idea of learning to surf when
 you know it definitely can’t kill you.

I discover a couple of hours later that it sure can hurt like hell, 
 though. I’ve just been rolled head-first into a bunch of coral, and let 
 me tell you – that shit scrapes away skin even better than a chemical peel.

“What the hell happened to ‘no pain in heaven’?” I grumble to the tanned 
 Hawaiian guy giving me the lesson.

“No  pain, no gain,” he says, flashing ridiculously white teeth in a big 
grin. “You wouldn’t appreciate it if you could do it easy.”

Pop psychology. Not even Heaven’s safe from it. And here I was hoping that 
all the psychs had gone to Hell.


(Mike)

Regular days for me in this place are boring as all hell. Packaging 
up dumbarse packets of stuff for offices, taping, franking, all stuff 
that machines could be doing at half the price if it weren’t for us 
being slave labour and getting bugger-all payment. But by an hour into 
my shift, I know it’s not gonna be a boring day. Every time my hand goes
 near a piece of paper, it moves and hits me with a small but fucking 
annoying paper cut. I take a stack of pages over to the guillotine and 
snatch my thumb outta the way just in time as the bloody blade comes 
slicing down without me laying a hand on the bastard. Something soft 
hits me in the back of the head, and I turn, expecting to see nothing.

“Get your arse back on the job, dickhead,” says a fellow inmate, 
wielding another ball of paper.

Fuck
 me. I get back to it, being very careful where I put my fingers. By 
lunchtime, though, my hands look like I’ve gone ten rounds with Freddy 
Krueger. I go to the cafeteria with the others. No one stares, no one 
asks, no one so much as talks to me. If a guy’s gonna start harming 
himself, none of the other inmates wanna know. Bet I have another shrink
 appointment soon, but. If they can get to me before I get outta here 
anyway. I finish the last bite of the crap lunch, and sit back. I could 
go a decent meal, I tell ya. First day outta here, I’m buying me a huge 
steak. Rare. The meat they serve here always has the shit cooked out of 
it. The thought brings tears to my eyes, and then an invisible hand 
sneaks under the table and squeezes the shit outta my balls. Right in 
the cafeteria. All I can do is bite my tongue and stumble out when we’re
 given the all-clear. Fuck me, that hurts!

Back in my cell, I’ve 
got two hours to kill until exercise time. So I stretch out on my bed, 
close my eyes, and…my pillow is pulled from under my head and is pushed 
down over my face. I flail and scream, and whoever’s pushing it down – 
as if I need to fucking wonder – disappears. With my pillow. So I’m 
screaming into open air, and those bastards on either side of me are 
gonna beat the crap outta me soon.

****

Linda appears, hands on hips, smirking at me.

“What’s the matter, lover? Not enjoying the taste of your medicine?”

“What
 the fuck, woman? Look,” I say, struggling to find words. “I know I did 
the wrong thing. But going all crazy-bitch again? Aren’t you supposed to
 be in heaven or some shit? Why don’t you go dead it up over there? 
Ain’t there better things to do than making my life miserable?”

She just leans back on the wall and smiles.

“Better? Maybe. But more fun? Arsehole, you have no idea.”

“What the fuck’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means you deserve to go to Hell, fuck-knuckle – and I’m not 
prepared to wait till you’re dead.”

Fuck fuck fuck. This does not sound good.
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