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Our ancestors believed that lightning was the devil walking the earth and thunder was the screams of the thousands of souls he claimed. Today we know this to be untrue for we proven that Satan is within us all.


October twenty-ninth, nineteen-seventy two. That was the day it all began.


Please allow me to introduce myself, my name is Jared Drake. I find myself trapped within my surroundings. I had never imagined a prison cell to be so alone, so dank and boring.


I detected a faint smell of urine thirteen days ago when I first arrived here though I’ve grown accustom to it now.


If I had known how awful this place was I would have taken my own life rather than turn myself in. I still may.


I am awaiting trial for murdering thirteen people. Truth be known it was more but that will be our secret, okay? Good.


As you may have guessed I am guilty. I remember each one as some of you remember your first kiss. Each one was unique, each one brought me escape from the pain that has burned in my soul hotter than any fire in hell ever will.


Let me begin my story with my childhood. I never really knew my parents so I don’t know what they did or where they came from even though they are mostly responsible for where I am today.


My memories are unclear until a day in August of nineteen-seventy-five. I cannot remember all of the details, all I remember is that my mother and father took me to my first baseball game. The Chicago White Sox were playing the Cleveland Indians, my father’s favorite team.


He took sports seriously and my mother always enjoyed rooting for the other team just to piss him off.


I don’t remember the game at all, hell I was only three, but the Indians were beaten fourteen to two.


On the way home they began arguing about who the best player in baseball was and by the time we had arrived, they had stopped talking to each other.


I was sent to my room immediately.


I don’t know how much time had passed but shortly after I went upstairs the same hateful voices began conversing again.


I walked down the stairs and into the living room where they stood and began to cry, pleading for them to stop because they were scaring me. My father shot me a harsh look and in his eyes I caught my first glimpse of death.


In a matter of seconds he produced, from seemingly nowhere, a large handgun which he raised to my face and yelled, “Do you want me to give you something to cry about you little shit? Huh, do you?”


At this point his whole appearance changed. His voice, the expression on his face. It was like he was looking through someone else’s eyes, or more appropriately, someone else saw through his.


My attention was now totally focused on him. I could not hear the rain that had started a few minutes before as it hit our roof-top, making that gentle dripping sound that I hear now from my leaking faucet. The sound that so many times before had put me to sleep in my mother’s arms in this very room. The room which I now somehow knew would be my mother’s doom.


He turned rapidly toward my mother. I could smell the whiskey on his breath as he exhaled heavily. He raised the gun and fired twice.


The first shot hit her in the left arm, the one she had raised in company to make me behave. I can still see the second shot perfectly, twenty odd years later, as if it were the work of a great artist, etched forever on the canvas of my mind.


It entered just below her left nostril, then ripped its way out of the back of her shuddering head, leaving me covered with the brains and blood of my beloved mother.


My father turned back to me and said simply, “Go clean up.” With that he nonchalantly made his way to his favorite chair and sat in front of the window, staring blindly at the sky.


The police arrived shortly, making enough noise to wake the dead and send our elderly neighbors too their graves. The latter was not a joke either.


By this time I had hidden in the closet at the top of the stairs, leaving the door cracked open slightly.


“Come out with your hands up,” unsurprisingly was the first thing I remember hearing. Minutes later I heard the sound of glass breaking and a mist began to creep up the stairs.


I wish I could accurately describe the sensation I felt when the vapors penetrated my lungs and eyes. The closest comparison would be how a dragon would feel before he bellowed a scorching stream of flame from deep within his belly.


For some strange reason, perhaps fate, I left the artificial safety of the closet and stumbled toward the stairs.


Mucus flowed freely from my nostril’s and my vision was now totally obscured by the tears from my eyes.


As my foot found the first step a gunshot rang out, followed quickly by another. As I brought my right foot down to meet the other a sharp, stinging sensation shot through my leg. Then there was nothing.


When I awoke I was in a hospital, surrounded by nurses pitying me. I overheard one telling the other how I had accidentally been shot by a police officer after my father had murdered my mother and how he had died after unsuccessfully trying to digest a bullet from his own gun.


As soon as I heard this I believe I lost consciousness again. Funny how while it was happening it didn’t affect me but hearing someone else talking about it, it did. Perhaps that is why I now believe that our worst enemy is not fear but our memory.

Chapter 2


“So that is the reason why you are here today,” my psychologist queried. Her voice was soothing as she spoke. It was a shame that she asked such a stupid question and wasted a beautiful voice.


“Of course not,” I replied. “It may have contributed too it, but it is not the only reason. One thing that I will never understand is why people feel the need to find a reason behind something. Cause and effect, that theory alone could cause a person to go insane.”


“How do you mean?” Her eyes fluttered a little when she asked this, as if I confused her with my statement.


“I mean that no matter what we do or where we are, anything that happens will cause the next event in the cycle of insanity. Life, as you would call it.”


This time a noticed more than a little confusion as I spoke. When I finished she looked like a puppy that had just been thrown into the middle of forty-second street in New York City.


“You are changing the subject Mr. Drake.”


“What is the subject Mrs. Vinloc?” I couldn’t help but to chuckle after I said this.


“You know exactly what the subject is!” Her face darkened considerably. “Why did you kill all of those people?”


“Ah, so that’s it. That’s always it really. Everyone wants to know why. Why is the sky blue? Why does the sun give us warmth? Why does the wind blow? Why does the setting sun look so beautiful? Why did Jared start killing people?”


“Just answer the damn question,” she shouted.


“Why are you so testy all of the sudden? Am I rubbing off on you? Did you not listen to what I just said? I answered your question.”


“You answered my questions with questions,” she replied, her anger still rising. “I apologize for not being deranged like yourself,” her tone was harsh as she struggled to regain her grip on reality, “but could you please put that into words a normal human being could understand?”


“Certainly and with utmost pleasure,” I retorted. “What I meant is that the setting of the sun, the wind, and so on, these things give me a certain pleasure. Each one is different from the other except for the fact that they all bring me freedom from my pain, at least temporarily.”


“What pain? And why temporarily?”


“I must admit I am enjoying your tenacity.”


“How am I being tenacious?” A look of bewilderment swallowed her face as she spoke.


“You disappoint me Mrs. Vinloc. I... are you uncomfortable?” I had to ask as I noticed her grimace, then shift her weight in the chair.


“I broke my tailbone last week.”


“Oh. So you know pain also. Then how can you ask me what I mean about your tenacity?” I paused for a reply but none was forthcoming.


“The questions you ask, trying to comprehend the mind and motives of a psychopath, all for what? In hopes that you will find some key which will allow you to stop it?


“Stop and think, what am I doing here, why are you here, when will it end, and finally, can I do anything to stop it.”


“Do you realize that you are completely out of your mind?”


“And you expected something else? I have admitted to killing thirteen people. Your job is to find out why and the only explanation you can come up with is that I’m insane. I hate to inform you of this but that in itself is insane.”


“How can you possibly construe that from what I just said?”


“Easily. For example, someone places you inside a round room and they tell you that you cannot leave until you find all of the corners. After looking around you turn and say that there are no corners.”


“Fine. I understand your point but that does not change anything. You are insane and you have admitted to killing thirteen innocent people.”


“You misquote me. I did not, at any time, admit to killing innocent people. A newborn child is innocent. There are no laws of insanity. Any one of those people could have done the same thing to you, me, or any one of the millions of people in the world.”


“How can you know that? Were you personal friends of your victims? Did they ask you to sneak up on them in the dark and take their lives, that they did not want them any longer?


“That’s it! Now you are finally beginning to understand.”


“What are you trying to tell me? Her face suddenly became a mask of sheer horror, as if she knew my answer before it even came. Almost as if she had seen the twisted logic in what I had just revealed about mankind. Almost as if she had felt it.


“What I am saying is that the only thing known about life is that it ends. Anything that happens between birth and death doesn’t matter. It makes no difference how you die, I could have killed you instead of one of the others. It wouldn’t have mattered too me, nor should it matter to you.”


“Well it does matter to me. I am not ready to die yet. You don’t have any special power to decide that.”


“But shouldn’t you be ready to die at any time, any place? Do you realize that I could reach across this table right now and snap your neck as if it were a pencil in my hand?”


This seemed to have a profound effect on her. Her whole body tensed and I watched closely as a slight tremor passed through her.


“As for not having any “special power” as you like to call it, I must, otherwise how could I have killed thirteen people without being caught.”


“I noticed that you keep making reference to the number of people you butchered, are you proud of that?”


“Please, butchered is such an ugly word. I did these people a favor. I sent them to a better place. That being heaven or hell or maybe just eternal darkness I don’t know but at least they don’t have to spend another minute in this shit-hole of a world wondering what happens next.”


“You are not God. It is not your choice to make of who lives and who dies. Our society has laws that are meant to protect the lives of everyone and you have broken these without remorse.”


“Why should I feel remorse?”


“You took life from thirteen people! If that is not cause for remorse I don’t know what is!”


“Nothing is. Everything happens for a reason. When I killed those people there was a reason behind it. I don’t know what it was, but it was there. Why is murder considered an act of evil but if a man is killed by a bear then it is a tragedy? Why isn’t the bear held responsible for its actions? They have intelligence. They hunt, eat, and sleep just like us. I’ll tell you why. Because we have enormous egos which let us excuse acts of nature because we feel that we are better than it. Perhaps the greatest irony of all is that we are the most intelligent creatures of creation but we seldom seem to remember that. So maybe I did kill all of those people but I feel that it was an act of nature and therefore I feel no remorse.”


“You haven’t the vaguest idea of what murder is do you?” She paused for my response but I gave her none. “The definition of murder is the act of killing a human being with premeditated malice. Animals have no conscience therefore the cannot be malicious. Lacking that, they cannot commit murder.”


“You say that animals have no conscious? Bull-shit. What about dogs? What does a dog do when you yell at it? It cowers! They have feelings. What do we do when they grow old or bite too many people? We put them to sleep! Explain that!”


“We put them to sleep because they are our pets. They have no constitutional rights. What happens to them is the owner’s decision.”


“Listen to me!” I could feel the damn beginning to crack inside of me as it always did when my anger began to rise.


“You pervert my meaning with the definition of human ideals. You have no concept of the depth at which I speak. Do you know why humans are the most intelligent creatures this planet has ever seen?


“It happened when God cast Adam and Eve from the Garden of Eden. Our punishment is being conscious of every action we take. We question everything but rarely reach one true answer. We walk through a world that we try to dominate but we never stop to appreciate the beauty of it.”


“Maybe we should change the subject now.”


“Certainly. What would you like to piss me off about next?”


“What happened to you after the incident with your family?”


The damn broke open.


A flood of rage ran through my veins as I stood, reached across the table, and grabbed her by the neck. As quickly as I had grabbed it I felt the snap of the bone as I twisted viciously. Some people are better off this way.


“Are you going to answer my question?”


The words were unexpected and ended my illusion as quickly as it had begun.


“I’m sorry, what was it again that you asked?


“I asked what happened to you after the police arrived at your house?”


“What always happens in that situation I suppose. They probably questioned me in the hospital but I don’t remember. Then I was sent to a foster home.”


“Didn’t you have any next of kin?”


“Of course I did but no one wanted me.”


“Why not?”


“Do I look like a fucking mind-reader to you?” I felt the surge of adrenaline in my blood. I couldn’t take much more of this questioning and she seemed to sense this as she studied me.


“Would you like to take a break now,” she questioned.


“I think I’d like to go on a little longer, just be careful of what you ask.”


Why I said this I really cannot say. Every part of me knew that I did not wish to continue but I felt like a puppet on a string, unable to control my actions. Suddenly I realized that this was how I felt as I murdered those people. Better not to tell her this though.


“Tell me about your later memories as a child, were you ever in love?”


“Love?” I began to laugh. “Did you just ask me if I was ever in love? Let me tell you something about love. Love is an illusion created by a lack of strength in a person’s will to survive on their own. It is ridiculous and therefore I have always shunned it.”


“That may be true, but have you ever felt it?”


“No. And I hope that I never do.”


“That is a lie. Everyone has been in love at one time or another, or they have at least felt something.”


“Maybe I have but it makes no difference now does it?”


“Yes it does. Everyone deserves to be loved by someone even if they never know it.”


“No one has ever loved me and maybe if they had we wouldn’t be having this conversation right now! And it’s not because I never tried to love or never let anyone in it’s because...


Silence now. No one cares how you feel Jared. They never have and they never will. You are destined to walk through life empty and alone, never knowing how things might have been had you not been so weak.


Maybe if you didn’t blame yourself for the death of your parents you would not have been so afraid to be yourself and let someone close to you. Maybe when you saw that girl in the sixth grade you could have just been yourself and not tried to impress her so much and make her fall in love with you.


And if that failed you could have put it behind you and moved on with your life and found someone else. Instead you chose the opposite. You tried too hard. It’s all your fault Jared. It always has been.

“Are you okay?”


“No, I’m not, and I haven’t been for a long time.”


Here come the tears again, worse now that I’m reliving that painful memory.


“I think that will be all for today. I would like to continue this as soon as possible, okay?”


“Yes.” My voice was distant, as if someone had torn out my vocal cords and held them on the other side of the room.


My thoughts were hazed as the guards led me down the dark hall back to my hole in the wall that I so richly deserved.


Maybe I felt remorse for the first time in my miserable twenty-three years on this earth. Or maybe it was something worse than that. Maybe for the first time in my life I really didn’t care and everything I said before was just a series of lies. Those lies that people tell themselves to justify their actions.


Yes, that was it. A horrific lie, construed by my own to deal with the pain that I have caused myself and others to experience.


What have I become, and what could possibly be enough punishment for the hell that I have put these people through?


Later that night I had the worst dream I can remember.


I was standing alone at the top of my stairs in my old house right after the murder had taken place.


The tear gas surrounds me as I take the first step down. Wait. Something is different. The gas seems to follow me as I take the next step. As I take the third I realize that the gas is not following me but emanating from me. I also realize that I am not a boy anymore but a full-grown man.


I reach up to feel my face and grab a handful of my long beard. It bursts into flames as quickly as I touch it. My face is not burned but instinctively I touch it none the less. Wrinkles. My face is full of wrinkles.


It was then that I noticed the figure at the bottom of the staircase. I watched in horror as I saw the hand rise, clutching something. A gun?


Yes. He was pointing it directly at my face. I could not control myself. I closed my eyes and kept descending the stairs.


When I reached the bottom, I felt something cold and hard pressing into my forehead. I opened my eyes and saw the gun as I had expected to see, what I did not expect was to be staring directly into my own eyes.


I was looking at the three-year-old version of myself and in that dream-like speed I watched as his tiny finger slowly pulled the trigger.


Instead of the bullet biting into my skull when I heard the bang, the young version of me burst into flames.


I awoke with an incredible burning sensation all over my body. The pain I felt in those first few seconds is almost impossible to describe. It felt like I was being burnt from the inside out.


I slept no more that night.


The following night I dreamed again, but this one was different. This was about a girl I had gone to school with. I cannot remember her name nor do I wish to.


I was asleep in an apartment that I lived in a few years ago when suddenly I heard her crying for me to help her inside my head.


I woke up and ran outside to my car. In less than five minutes I arrived at her house on Birchard Avenue.


The cries grew louder and more terrifying as I approached the withered front porch. Finding the front door unlocked, I carefully made my way into the living room, stepping over the broken lamp lying on the floor.


A loud crash came from down the hallway followed by another scream. I felt like I was flying as I ran to a partially opened door at the end of the hall. When I entered, I saw her cowering by the bathtub, her beautiful face bruised and battered, blood flowing through her blonde hair.


As I watched her lying helplessly, the man who had been hiding behind the door made his presence known. Before I knew what was happening I had been sent sprawling across the room next to her.


Laura...yes, that was her name.


As I regained myself and turned around he was upon me again. He lifted a large, medieval axe high above his head. As it descended I lunged forward as fast and as hard as I could.


I wasn’t fast enough though for I felt the blade bite deep into my right shoulder, nearly severing it. I fell to the floor, feeling the hot rush of blood over my right side. He looked at me for a few moments before he finally spoke.


“No wonder you’re a fucking psycho, you can’t even be a hero in your dreams.” With that he brought the axe down on Laura’s head, splitting it like a piece of dead wood.


I looked in horror at the brains and blood splattered across the room for a moment before turning my attentions back to him.


“Any last requests?”


“Just one,” I replied weakly. With that I turned to look at the empty shell of a once beautiful human being. All that remained of her face was her lips. That was enough for me as I leaned over and gently kissed them.


That was the two dreams and try as I might, I cannot make sense of either of the two.


Is it my mind playing tricks on me? Perhaps.


I have heard it said that dreams are unmade realities, could that be the case here?


Is my mind telling me to kill again? Is there really something else inside of me? Something I cannot possibly comprehend and therefore can never control? Or is it something far deeper than that, a sign perhaps, of things yet to come?

