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      The cold beer was salted and doused with a crushed fistful of lime.

      But for the seedy, sickly feeling, the rising maw of dog, the onset of the brown bottle flu, this first beer of the afternoon was one of life’s very few pleasures for Sandoval.

      He sat hunched at the open-air bar he often frequented. Fading sun beating down on his back. A place so decrepit, it was a wonder the city hadn’t shut it down, but for the fact that the city probably cared very little for whatever happened here and the patrons to whom it happened.

      Not just a dive bar. Sunken. Entombed. At the core of the earth.

      Sandoval’s substantial beer glass refracted strange figures in the suds which rose toward the rim and fell down the icy sides of the glass as if trying to escape. Or like amber tears. An example of the shape of his life. The falling part, that is. Really there was never any rise.

      He squinted, anticipating pain, and touched the paper napkin to the corners of his wind-and-salt-air chapped lips like a war nurse touching a damp towel to a soldier’s forehead. When the napkin came away from him, there were faint streaks of blood. Working himself to the bone again. Under the hot sun. Hands raw from shoveling dirt, carrying stone, hammering stakes into foundation. It was the only reliable way–aside from drinking, which he could do now that the day’s work was done–that Sandoval found to tire himself enough.

      To avoid the unique monkey on his back which never left him alone.

      And even then–with the work, with the drink–he was never reliably safe.

      The bar was along the water, which sounded far nicer than it was. Its structure–such as one existed–highlighted by a box-like skeleton of steel rebar, each piece seemingly more corroded than the last. There were no doors or windows, only the open air of the day and corrugated steel strips laid atop the rebar that could keep out some (but not all) sun. On days it rained, Sandoval had to drink elsewhere, for not even the saddest men who called this place something of a second home would slouch here to drink beneath the sheets of rain inherent to this part of the coast.

      Today, though, was bright. For now. the late afternoon sun slipped through cracks in the corrugated steel like pistol shots into the water attempting to ferret out an escaped prisoner of war.

      But across from Sandoval, who sat facing the churning wake of the ocean, storm clouds hovered on the horizon.

      Down the way a mariachi band yipped, the drums melding into the torrid air the way steam off the concrete becomes almost a new temperature, a hell only possible by infusing a hellfire landscape with something even more hellish. The bass made Sandoval’s head hurt more than it had started to from thirst and hangover, his heart beat faster, his sweat pool at the base of his neck turning the linen shirt to soggy in almost an instant–though that instant was long past. Now he was just damp. No different, really, than if he had been in this exact seat during an afternoon of rain.

      As he sipped the beer, it first hurt him, drenching his chapped lips before finally soothing his dry throat, the suds tickling his windpipe as they trickled down.

      He felt the relaxing effects of the alcohol immediately, the alcohol having no base of food or drink to interact with. He was, if anything, dehydrated. And so the beer mainlined its way around his senses, his body eager to slake its thirst.

      This was how he liked to drink.

      To get it working quickly. No backstop. To go as far as he could down the path as quickly as possible.

      To find peace.

      He was done working for the day. He could settle in here, in this roadside drinking establishment so insignificant to the burgeoning city behind him so as to not have a name.

      Drinking was a refuge for Sandoval, a man without a child, without a spouse, without a family of any kind. It wasn’t an addiction, he didn’t think, but nor did he do anything else in his spare time. The dingy sea water and the sand that kicked up from the wind off the coastal waterway and the way it turned even the stale bar peanuts to gristle in your teeth did not bother him. There was a certain comfort in the depressing familiarity of this place.

      But that comfort, like so many things in Sandoval’s life, would not last long.

      It was his Sight that told him of this impending discomfort. And he wished he had not stopped to place a horse bet at the bodega between this bar and his work, for it delayed him half an hour due to Plinky, the blind beggar who drifted between the bar and the sidewalk outside the bodega like a wraith between worlds.

      Plinky had accosted Sandoval for nearly the whole thirty minutes about the state of the economic environment in the Far East, and how it affected the conscience of the cabal of vampire squid aliens who had taken over the government. Sandoval wished he had not stopped to place the bet not so much to avoid hearing this narrative, but instead because thirty minutes was enough time to get himself loaded up on enough cheap beer to repress his Sight. To make it so it would sleep in ways that it never did when Sandoval was sober.

      But he was not drunk enough yet.

      And so his Sight spoke to him, as it always did.

      Unwelcome.

      And with a great and powerful language that Sandoval wished so badly he didn’t understand.

      One that, right now, spoke of a memory. Not one of Sandoval’s. No, never his own. He had no great memories, nothing worth remembering. And perhaps that was why his Sight never showed him one of his own. But he sure saw the memories of others.

      And never the good ones.

      Or, at least, Sandoval didn’t think they were good. Didn’t think, if he put it up to poll, that many would find the memories contained in his Sight to be anything even close to good.

      Quite the opposite, actually.

      Considering what the memories contained, he wasn’t so sure whether the people who harbored them agreed on their bad nature.

      But those people were few and far between in this world, thankfully.

      They were the equivalent to the vampire squid aliens that Plinky spoke of–though there was no cabal, no conspiracy, no federation of these people.

      They were simple darkness personified. Drifting in and out of Sandoval’s mind like they did to the world. Unstoppable in their nature. Vicious in their deeds.

      Sandoval chugged his beer, letting the burn on his lips act as something of a mooring to the present. Hoping it would prevent the Sight from pulling him down into its black murk.

      It didn’t work.

      And Sandoval found himself falling into the memory, hoping he at least raised his hand to the bartender to indicate he needed another drink before disappearing, once again, into the nightmare of his Sight.
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      It was a teeming downpour when the Phantom slid off the mile-long driveway’s surface, slamming with a symphony of crushed metal against the wrought iron fencing that bordered the driveway’s final one hundred yards before it fed out to a deserted country road, which fed several miles away into a lightly-used county road, which was still miles away from any major thoroughfare.

      The crushed metal against metal–horrific, heavy, grinding sounds–made it so the car’s owner did not even hear the woman’s scream.

      She was pinned.

      The car’s long front fender raised the woman’s feet off the ground before pressing into the long bone of her upper thigh, ending what was only the very beginning of a long trudge toward home after a long day of work.

      She was surprised, naturally, though it would be several long and agonizing moments before she went into shock.

      And in that moment between sheer terror and acceptance, she clung tightly to a gold (possibly fake) amulet that meant everything to her.

      But that meant less than nothing to the people for whom she worked.

      The people who had just sealed her pathetic fate by running over her with their car with the same indifference as accidentally hitting a pothole which had been badly patched.

      The Phantom pinned the woman–the maid of the house–the fence. The fence was pinned and held up by a drenched lemon tree, which stood sturdy, preventing the fence from giving enough so that the maid might have a chance at being simply knocked violently to the ground rather than being mortally wounded.

      The tree was one of many, each perfectly manicured and laid at even increments along the inside edge of the driveway. Royal purple azaleas surrounded each tree, artfully planted and trimmed so that they provided pops of color, but did not overtake the splendor of the lemon yellow. Sandoval could picture–even despite his far more humble circumstances, that proceeding up the driveway on a blooming spring day would be a sight to behold.

      The Sight told Sandoval she was a maid, cleaning only one house because it was logistically impossible for her to clean any other, the trip home alone taking her nearly two hours of walking, rain or shine. The house–a mansion still a mile’s drive up the way–was too demanding for her to find other work, the Mr. and Mrs. who owned the place requiring so much that a sixteen-hour day was the best the maid could hope for. The Mr. and Mrs. never considering whether they might pay the maid more, or whether what they paid her constituted a living wage.

      Never once considering her at all, actually.

      The car was heavy, for it was a Rolls Royce Phantom–so named not because of the terror which it inflicted upon the woman it hit, but instead because it sounded cool. The car was hundreds of pounds heavier than other cars because it was custom-built of expensive materials, not for the reason of functionality, but rather for the reasons of comfort and ostentation and for insulating the passengers from the outside world, which served some people well.

      But not the maid.

      This being someone’s memory–either the Mister or the Missus, Sandoval was not yet clear–there was no name provided for the maid. How could there be, when the memory holder did not see a woman who was a maid as a person?

      The memory belonged to the man. The Mister. Sandoval could see it now. He sat in the car a long time, the Mister did.

      Considering whether driving away was an option. Leave the maid to whatever fate providence might have in store.

      Given the rain, you see, did one really have to inspect the damages? The gardener would repair the fence. Someone could be called about the car. They would come to inspect it, tow it, fix it if necessary. What good would stepping out of the car do, but to ruin the fine fabrics the driver wore, or to damage shoes that needn’t be damaged?

      The car’s driver did not have to lift a finger aside from the one they used to dial a phone number. No screaming woman (the driver could hear her now, despite the car’s heft and thick insulation) would change that.

      And someone could be called to clean up the body. No one the Mister knew personally, but there were people and ways to handle such a thing.

      The Phantom’s door opened after a long while. Begrudgingly so.

      In the end, getting out was not a mercy, but a necessity.

      The car, smacked up against the wrought-iron railing as it was, would not move.

      It was stuck. And so driving away was simply not possible in the current state of affairs.

      “Christ. The azaleas.” This, not from the driver, but from the Missus, the passenger, the voice emitted from inside the Phantom like caged birds escaping the coop.

      The gardener would fix them, of course.

      “And we’ll need a new maid,” the Missus added. “We have company coming tomorrow evening.”

      If there was any hesitation to the callous nature of these comments, none existed in the Sight.

      “We’ll have to take the Porsche to the club tomorrow.” Porsche was pronounced Por-sha. The disdain in the tone was almost thicker than the rainfall.

      Sucking steps as shoes with car price tags reached the place where the driveway ended and the perfectly manicured grass began. The wrought-iron fence, stuck well into the grass, having long ago been driven in by sweating landscapers working their big job, leaned backward away from the direction of the car, the heavy Phantom having partially torn the fence’s moorings from the wet ground.

      The driver, not someone who intended to get his hands dirty trying to dig (Christ, he was dirty enough already), or to reinforce the wet ground with something to allow the heavy wheels better purchase, got back into the car without a word.

      If the maid’s whimpering cries made any impression on the driver at all, or the passenger, none existed in the Sight.

      And that was perhaps the most troubling part of the whole thing for Sandoval.

      For he had seen plenty of barbarism in his Sight, but something about this one stuck him right in the craw and didn’t seem likely to let go.
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      Back now. To the real world. He hopes.

      Sandoval’s third beer beneath the hot, fading sun of the day brings no comfort. For only something truly mystical could ever block out the feelings his Sight carries with it.

      Yet he tries the method anyway. His only tried and true option once the Sight leaves him and he returns back to what he perceives as the regular world.

      The beer helps with the shakes, at least. That visceral reaction he cannot help but have every time he is forced to relive the horrific ways in which people mistreat one another.

      The ocean–storm on the horizon or not–helps to ground him, its weak swell and the gentle whisper of its waters like a salve upon a burn.

      Sandoval thinks his Sight must come from whatever crazy dimension give the world UFOs and other unexplained phenomena, but he doesn’t know. Doesn’t much want to.

      Only wants to know how to get away from his Sight.

      So far he hasn’t been able to get far enough. Like a dog staked down to a leash in the ground, yapping and barking before finally giving up all hope. Probably Sandoval is too stuck in his ways to change now. As if he were at one of his construction sights and laid down as the concrete were poured to form new sidewalk. Even if he might now change his mind to the intelligence of his decision, it is too late.

      Even if the pall of his Sight somehow lifted, would he still come to this bar, or whatever place he could find the regular companionship of alcohol? Would he still require a soaking of his brain in the poison? To continue to chase away all the burden which hangs on him infernally like great, weighted chains around his neck?

      Rather than think too long on the question, he motions to the bartender for another beer.

      Then he finishes the one before him.

      Alcohol is commonplace, easy to obtain, and relatively cheap for what Sandoval needs it for. As the bartender places a fourth beer in front of him, Sandoval closes his eyes, trying to fight the Sight from returning. The heat of the waning day is now oppressive, almost like the Sight has infused the sky with a new vigor. But out on the horizon there are rain clouds–dark and twisted into shadowy whisps. Rotten cotton candy. Sandoval knows the wind pushes in off the water because, thankfully, there are no horseflies attacking the ankles and wrists. But even this wind does little to cool him down.

      Sandoval sips eagerly at the fourth beer, spilling some of it down his chin. The stinging of his lips is there, though the pain is muted because of the beer. He still has had nothing to eat, nor will he eat until he is good and drunk, desperate as he is for the Sight to grind itself to a halt. Sleep is never easy for Sandoval, but it becomes especially difficult during the hot dog days of summer–especially on those evenings where the Sight visits.

      When he returns home–if he makes it that far–there is little awaiting him there. A dwelling deep out in forgotten swampland. Just depressing enough that he might find some rest, for there is nothing else, and, if he is lucky, all the work and beer from the day will have fully drained him of agency.

      He can’t stop thinking about the woman, though.

      The maid.

      Her remembered screams raise the hairs on his arms even as the embalming alcohol finds his bloodstream. The damp of his shirt makes him temporarily chillier so that he shivers a second time. Sandoval is no vigilante. No hero. He has no qualms about letting the cruelty of the world do what it will to its inhabitants. He has neither the means nor the motivation to do anything about what he sees in the Sight. He wouldn’t even know where to start.

      And yet …

      She was just left there. Like roadkill. Perhaps with even less respect than roadkill, actually.

      The bottom of his fourth beer came faster than the first three. Which is good. It means the alcohol is working. His throat is loosening. The sting behind his eyes and the bubbles in his belly have subsided enough to not slow him down. He no longer has to cruise down the road of inebriation.

      Now he can speed.

      He puts up a finger to the bartender, who breaks his otherwise stoic, impassive face by raising an eyebrow at the speed of this new order. Sandoval does not care to be judged, but neither does he care if he is judged. With the Sight, everything else seems like a layer of abstraction. A film placed over the face of the entire world and pulled tight so that each breath only serves to suck the film deeper into the throat.

      He is so focused on the bartender’s hands, on the pouring of his fifth beer, that Sandoval doesn’t realize there is a man standing beside him. Looking at him. Studying him, even.

      “Help you?” Sandoval asks, presuming the man’s stupid gaze will redirect itself. This is not a bar one goes to for the collegial nature. It is a bar best served–and mostly, it follows this rule–by contemplative silence.

      The man smiles, a grin that seems to stretch from ear to ear and, somehow, sucks up the light from the falling sun like a black hole. Sandoval did not want conversation, but something about this man captivates him. His eyes are magnets. His black, woven hat frames the rest of his face like a picture frame.

      The man places a guitar case atop the bar and signals the bartender back for another round of beer for Sandoval.

      “I expect I can actually help you, friend,” the man says. He turns to the bartender. “Give me a Brumuous neat.”

      The bartender nods. Sandoval has never heard of this brand. Isn’t sure even what type of liquor it is.

      “You want a whiskey, too?” the man asks.

      Sandoval shakes his head no. Whiskey is not something he can drink. He needs to be drunk, but he also needs to wake up early for work in the morning. Liquor was to beer what the Devil was to a single evil man. Sandoval drinks his fifth beer in one swallow, placing the glass in front of him so the bartender fills it when he returns. “We met before?”

      The man with the vortex face shakes his head no. “The name’s Rainmaker Hayes.”

      “What kinda name is that?”

      Rainmaker Hayes just laughs. A throaty, gravelly sound that has a timber to it that sounds almost familiar.

      “A question for someone else, I suppose. I didn’t have anything to do with the name.”

      Sandoval nodded, though mostly because he didn’t know what else to do. He appreciated the free beer. But he didn’t want to make small talk. Or talk of any kind at all, really.

      The bartender returned and refilled his beer glass, then poured three or four fingers of dark amber liquid dimmed with fine particles that floated slowly around the rocks glass, trapped inside with no hope of ever escaping. The sun was nearly low enough in the sky now so as to be gone, and the drink inside Rainmaker’s glass seemed
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