THE GIRL IS GOOD

My mother named me because she had high expectations. She saw me doing amazing things with amazing people. She always told me that I was “special”. She made wild claims like that I would invent something revolutionary, like a single pill that cured all of your addictions, or a car that ran on positive thinking. There was no way she could have known that I would become so pessimistic. It was around ten that people started to avoid me in fear of me bringing them down too. Nowadays, people rarely make eye contact with me. I’m a real Debbie Downer. It started when I was young. I guess it was my way of foiling my mother’s optimism; anytime she had something to say, I would be ready with a statement of pure, unadulterated hatred. She would never respond to my horrid comments, she would only smile at me and say “If that’s how you feel.” It amazed me how impossible it was to get my mother down, especially for a single mother with a shitty little girl for a daughter. Daddy died, but mom wasn’t technically a widower. It’s complicated. Let’s just leave it at that, shall we? Anyway, she held out for as long as she could with the idea that I would become something super and fantastic, that someday a prince would come and sweep me off my feet. She gave up when she found out about my cocaine habit. It only got worse when she met Ron. Oh, by the way, my name is Angel.

Angel Colleen Rein is my full name. I was born and raised in Waldron, Kansas, one of the smallest cities in the state if memory serves. My child hood was boring and without much incident. I will intermittently inject stories of my youth when they apply. Needless to say, they will be few and far between. I’ll start at the beginning of what I consider to be my actual life. My fascination of the morbid and disgusting stemmed from my disjointed life. I lived a half-hour away from any of my friends in high school, the few I had anyway. I never went out, not even to go to the market with mother. I would come straight home and finish my homework. I would then spend the next six or seven hours either working for mother or literally twiddling my thumbs until my 8 PM bed time. This went on until I was 17. The day I turned 17, my big gift was a raise in allowance to two (count’em two) dollars and a much, MUCH later bed time. 8:30. Needless to say, my life was dominated by ongoing disappointments.

I graduated high school and got a job as a cashier at a Jack-in-the-Box an hour away. After three years of enduring the slow torture that is menial work, I was done with it. I moved out of my mother’s tyrannically happy house the day after I turned twenty-one. I had had enough of her ruling with her eyes blind to the world. Things like September 11th and the Holocaust were off subject in her house. She just couldn’t handle that fact that world was ugly, and full of ugly people. Anything bad was forbidden. For God’s sake, I was twenty before I was able to smuggle in my first Ann Rice novel. The Claiming of Sleeping Beauty changed my life. I knew what it was like to be a slave. I quickly sped through Punishment so I could get to the climax. I was eager to see the ending, so much so that I almost skipped Punishment altogether. Release became my Bible. I knew what I wanted to do with my life. I wanted to be a writer. It became clear that I had to liberate myself from my mother. Now, let me make something clear. I don’t hate my mother; it’s impossible to hate someone so consistently upbeat. We’re just vastly different people. She’s vanilla ice cream, I’m a jalapeno. She couldn’t understand why I would want to venture out to a “rape-ridden” place like Los Angeles. But I had to know what it was like in what my mother could only describe as “sex, drugs, and Hollywood”. I wasn’t even sure what “holly wood” was. I thought it was used to build houses with. God I was naïve. I would give the world to be naïve again.

I took the closest Greyhound to me (Topeka) and rode my way to LA with two thousand dollars in my purse and a big grin on my face. I carried that smile as if I was saying, “Please, someone rob me of the only money I have! Go ahead; I won’t put up much of a fight! I’M FROM KANSAS!” I took two steps off the bus and I was immediately afraid for my well being. I stared at all the people, and they stared back. Blue plaid dresses don’t exactly fit in in LA. I searched my mind for a word to fit what I saw. I decided “assorted” was a good enough word to properly depict what little I was seeing of LA. All these different features overwhelmed me. Some people had bolts through their noses, some had them through their eyebrows, and some even had them…elsewhere. I was intoxicated by the lights. I was probably drooling at this point, so I blended in better with the rest of the Ecstasy-pumped zombies. I walked. And I walked. And for good measure, I walked some more. I wasn’t lost, because I had no real place to be. I felt small and inadequate. My husband has a great saying for that feeling: “like a thumbprint on a skyscraper”. I wandered into what I know today to be Little Tokyo. If there’s one place where Bo-Peep should not be, it’s in the wolves den.

I never saw the men coming, I was too busy drooling at these little paper lanterns that lined the buildings. I walked past an alley. I heard noises coming from it, but I paid it no attention. I was hungry, hungry for anything. I reached for the door of a place called “Lu Chin’s Palace”. I stopped for a second. Ever get that feeling that you’re being watched? I was pulled from behind by the pack of wolves. I was a carcass to them. In LA, I realized, I was not a person. I was apple on a core, ripe for the taking. And those bastards picked me. My legs flailed wildly as I was dragged across the pavement. A man put his hand under my right shoulder and tossed me into the alley. I looked passed my long, blonde hair that had fallen in front of my face to the ominous, scantly visible hell I had been hurled into. It was about twenty feet long and maybe ten feet wide. There was little provocative that I could see, other than a dumpster and a stray cat that had ducked under the dumpster in all the commotion. I also noticed that there was not exit. There was a brick wall at the end of the alley. It was tall. Too tall. One way in the alley, one way out of it. I tried to look up but found a boot shoved down on the back of my neck. The right side of my face was shoved into the hard ground. I could feel stray glass cut at my cheek. I took a quick foot count and found there to be six of them; three men had me pinned. They were saying something in another language; Japanese was the logical choice. I gained a little room to move my head and I tilted it upward. The dark blue sky was now fading to nothingness, like liquid in a Magic 8-Ball. I could see the men’s faces, but that really made no difference. I’m not racist or anything, but I can’t tell Orientals apart. I saw the men doing something with there fingers and palms, not noticing that I was now staring at them. I couldn’t figure out what they were doing until one of them started to jump up and down with his hands raised. They had played a crude version of Rock-Paper-Scissors to see who would take me first. The man with the burgundy shirt picked me up by my hair, while the other two men held down on my knees, back to my only exit. They had a bear’s grip on my arms. Burgundy Shirt turned towards me. He was now facing the outside of the alley. He smiled, said something else in Japanese I couldn’t understand, tore off my dress, and proceeded to rape me.

His hand wrapped around my neck. I could feel his tongue moving up and down my body, which was now completely exposed other than the white panties I had gotten a couple of years ago. I yearned for my mother, and I wished that I had listened to her advice. Burgundy relented for a second and then went to unzip his jeans. As soon as his hand touched his zipper, a shot rang out. It struck Burgundy in the groin and penetrated his jeans. The bullet seemed to take it’s time moving through the man’s body. Finally, it exploded out of his asshole like a steam engine. The bullet struck the alley wall and made a sharp, slightly comical ricochet sound. Burgundy was rolling around on the ground yelping like a dog that had just been castrated. This was to be expected, as Burgundy himself had just been castrated and sodomized in a single shot.

The other two men finally let me go so they could whip around to see the culprit of this crime. I got a glimpse of my hero before the other two did. His face could not be distinguished due to the streetlights behind him being so bright. All you could see was a massive silhouette. Neither had a chance to make a move before my hero attacked again. A knife struck the man to my left’s throat, leaving wide spray of blood as he stumbled backward. I only caught a sprinkle of blood, but it was enough to make me scream. The only man left stand pulled out a knife and grab me. He slipped it under my shrieking throat and threatened the silhouetted man with my execution. After a stare down between my captor and the silhouette, he threw me to the ground and lunged at the shadow. His knife struck the man high in the shoulder, but to my and my captor’s amazement, the knife simply shattered into a cloud of dust. It didn’t even scratch his jacket. The silhouette took his right palm and placed it under than thug’s chin. He jerked the man’s head sharply to the right, and it was apparent that the man was now dead. The corpse dropped to the ground and I turned my head at the sight. I then felt a hand on my shoulder. This man was about to rape me. He killed all those men just so he’d get me instead. God, what a world, what a sick, sad—I felt a jacket drape over me, covering my naked, shivering body. I turned to face him. His cold frown was actually comforting for some reason. “Who are you?” I asked. He responded quickly, “I’m a police officer. My name is Calvin, Calvin Foley.”

Some sleazebag strolled over to my girlfriends and me. He tried to be suave and slick. He came off as sleazy. He badly needed to button his shirt up all the way. But he had all of his front teeth, so he was good enough for me. He dropped a bag of coke in front of me with a sort of Vanna White hand gesture at the end. Chivalry officially reached a new low that night, but what the fuck, I don't turn down coke when it's free. The exact moment I looked up from the end of my line, He walked in the door. But that's not quite right. He didn't just walk in. He glided in, as if there was a thin layer a gravity between Himself and the ground. I couldn’t really see his face all that well, bad lighting I supposed. My nose began to trickle with blood so I had to turn my head to wipe it off my face. When I turned back around, not a sole in the place was staring elsewhere. All eyes were on the performer. It was going to be one hell of a show.

For his opening act, he ordered a Caucasian. The room scanned over Him with awe, but no one knew why we were doing so. He wasn't all that spectacular; six-foot tall, about two hundred pounds, maybe a little bigger. He had long brown hair tucked behind His ears, though some managed to veil His eyes, and a thick goatee with a shorter beard growing elsewhere. He was wearing dark brown boots, black leather pants, a shirt that matched the boots, and a duster that matched the pants. I marveled at his brilliant color coordination and wondered if He'd look better with a bandana on. I decided He wouldn't. I decided He would find it unnecessary. He drank his Caucasian and he lowered his head. He began to whisper something to Himself--that's it. It dawned on me why we were all staring. He carried himself different from us. His body moved with the harmony of a well-trained choir. He walked as if He had no worries, no loved ones, nothing in life was holding Him back. He walked like a shadow, if shadows could walk.

He stopped whispering and He looked up. This time, He scanned us. His dark red eyes met mine and for a brief moment, I swear I was dead. His glance was not so much mesmerizing as it was...necessary. You felt as if you were supposed to look at Him, and doing otherwise was...I want to say disrespectful, but that doesn’t cover it completely. Staring elsewhere was a sin, and He didn’t like sinners. Something else was off. His eyes were not eyes, but something different altogether. He was not scanning us with His eyes, He was scanning us with...something. He wasn't even really looking at us, more like looking through us, as if we were in His way. He finished gazing through all of us, and He spoke.

"I need your attention," He said. His words sounded like an echo. You heard what He said over and over and over in your mind. "I want to test this theory I have, but I'm going to need some assistance." He said this and everyone froze. All but one. The sleazebag. He had a cocky look on his face, like He wanted to prove He was a bigger man. He wanted to beat this stranger silly; then chicks would groove his way. I’m sure he had no idea why he needed to beat this guy, but he did. He walked forward a step or two and tried to speak. The bullet struck his forehead before he could utter a single syllable. Smoke began to fill the room. His cocky expression faded away.

I hadn't even noticed the gun in His hand when He walked in. Why didn't I notice? Too late to wonder now, because I could see it clear as day. It was big, too big really. The shiny, metallic surface was reminiscent of El Mariachi’s gun from “Desperado”. Sleazebag fell to he knees and then onto his face.  Still, no one budged, not even the few people who were sprayed with blood from the gunshot. It was then that I realized what was in the place where His eyes should have been. "I apologize if that came off as a request." They were crosshairs, and by God, they were targeting all of us. "Everyone go behind the bar. Now." We all did as instructed, like zombies in a cult. "If you are good boys and good girls, no one else will have to die." This rang hollow in my ears, because I knew the truth.  I don’t know how I knew but I knew. He was going to kill everyone in this room. 

THE HOST OF HELL

Do not judge me. I am what I am; so let’s just leave it at that. I have made some mistakes in my life, but that’s normal; people make mistakes everyday. So don’t you judge me. I’m a normal, everyday, run-of-the-mill, salesman living in LA. I wake up and I eat my breakfast with my wife and daughter. I do this every morning. I also happen to go and see another woman and have breakfast with her little boy, too. Every morning, I cheat on my wife. I don’t know why I do, I just do. I love them both equally, I just happened to be married to one of them. Neither knows about the other, but my non-wife, Angel, is starting to suspect. I do have to pat myself on the back here because I came up with a smart way of seeing them both. I tell my wife, Tabitha, that I have to go out of town on business to Sacramento. (I’m in sales, I sell steel) Then, I get to be with my Angel for a few days. I tell Angel that I have to drink clients under the table to get a sale (which is technically true) and that I don’t want her to ever see me drunk, so I stay in a hotel for the night. She is naive and used to accept this. Not so much anymore. But that’s not important. What is important is what happened yesterday. Yesterday, I died.

Ok, not so much died as, well…you’ll see. It started as any other. Breakfast One went poorly, as Tabitha insisted that I clean up the mess my lovely daughter made on the walls. You have no idea how hard it is to get shit and oatmeal off a wall. A white wall no less. Anyway, I got out of there and arrived at Breakfast Two just in time to see my son…not son, my…whatever, off to catch the bus. I had a morning quickie with Angel and we talked for a while. Mostly, we talked about the tsunami and she had some theory about a volcano in Spain going off and wiping out the East coast. I wasn’t really listening. I don’t listen to Angel. I listen to Tabitha because we are intellectual equals. Angel, God bless her, is just dumb. I don’t care what Angel has to say because that is not her purpose. I fuck her. That’s all I want from her. It would be easier if she didn’t have a kid, but she does, so I have to act as a father figure as well. I kissed her empty little head goodbye and I left to do my job. It would be the last time I ever saw her. At least in my own body, that is.

I work for Tubular steel. It was only about 15 miles away. I had a big presentation that day, one that could determine whether I got my much-deserved raise. If it wasn’t for that goddamn distraction, I might have gotten that raise and I might still be alive. But in a hasty move caused by some jackass in a giant cow suit yelling about chicken, I ran a red light on Candlewood. Why do these restaurants feel it necessary to put pubescent, retarded teenagers in a position to anonymously annoy innocent drivers? So while this idiot danced his dance and I looked in amusement, I ran a red. A uselessly huge sliver SUV came barreling from my right side. I turned my head just in time to see the driver’s shocked look on his face as his Rottweiler hit my Pekinese. It smashed in the passenger-side door and caused my little station wagon to spin counterclockwise, leaving giant streak marks on the pavement. As we spun, his taillight sprung out of its place and struck me in the right temple. The last thing I saw before I blacked out was my own blood pouring from my head and into my eyes. I couldn’t see, but that didn’t really matter. What mattered was that I was dead.

…or at last I should have been. From what I gathered from the doctor, I was dead. For about two solid minutes, I was dead. I was told that I was lucky to be alive, as the SUV actually rolled over onto my car and, well, me. The driver of the SUV died from a blow to the head he suffered from the barrel roll he performed on my hood. Then the doctor asked me an odd question. He asked me if I could remember anything while I was dead. I couldn’t remember any sort of place I went when I died. No heaven. No hell. No White Castle. Not even a Starbucks. Nothing. I made some shit up about a white light and going into it and then getting pulled out when life was shoved back into me. Don’t get giddy; I wasn’t trying to give him hope. I just felt like screwing with him. The guy was charging me an insane amount of money for something a freaking teenage cow did. I was released from the hospital the next day with a few scrapes, 7 stitches in my head, and the lingering effects from a minor concussion. I went home to my wife and ate the biggest fucking steak you have or will ever see a human devour. Fuck that cow.

That night, I couldn’t sleep. I was haunted by something. I woke up three or four times in a cold sweat. The driver of the SUV was stalking my dreams. For starters, they lost his body. Somewhere between placing him in the morgue and his autopsy, the body went missing. It caused somewhat of an outrage in the county, as police Chief Foley said that the department would devote absolutely no detectives to search for it. He said they were too focused on finding this serial killer, known only as the Cleanser. So they were no help. They didn’t even have the teenager in the cow suit arrested. Fucking cops. 

I probably would have felt better if they had found the driver’s missing body. I might have even been able to sleep. But the body was at large, so the nightmare’s continued. The nightmare basically consisted of one image. The driver. He was smiling from inside his vehicle as it came flying towards me. Over and over again, this image was repeated. I sat up sharply and made my way to the kitchen for some water. It suddenly dawned on me why I was so scared. I wasn’t having a nightmare. The driver smiling at me with his wide grin was no dream. It was a memory. When I got a glimpse of his face, it looked like he was frightened. But he wasn’t scarred, not in the least. When he struck me with his SUV, he was smiling.

I woke up the next day after about 13 seconds of honest, dreamless sleep. He wouldn’t leave me alone. He was starting to creep into my thoughts while I was awake. His grin. That fucking grin. I wanted to slap it and tell it to stop being a grin and turn it upside down. I wanted to explain to it that it should not be a grin, that a frown was more appropriate for the situation. But it kept on grinning. I burned the image out of my head, my weapon of choice being coffee and Frosted Mini Wheats. I was eager to get back to work to get my well-deserved promotion. I had no car so I had to take the bus. Tabitha wished me well and that was the last time I saw her, period. I saw Angel again, but not Tabitha.

I walked the two miles to the bus stop. When I arrived, I realized that I was no longer in the ‘burbs. I was distracted again, this time by the image of the driver that somehow found its way back into my mind. I was in a slum. Why was he smiling? People began to stare at me, looking me up and down. They were doing ghetto-math; how much the suit was worth in comparison to how much risk was involved in taking it. What was he so happy about? They decided I wouldn’t be worth it, I guess. My eyes wandered along the building and into the alleys. I looked behind me and spotted something on the ground. It was green, and in sales, green is good. A fifty-dollar bill was just laying there on the ground for the taking. No one at the bus stop seemed to notice it. It was partially blocked out by the shadow of the alley. I was the only one who saw it. I walked over slowly and went to grab it. A gust of wind picked up and I had to chase to cash into the alley. The driver...was he trying to hit me? I stepped on it with my foot, and as soon as I bent down to retrieve it, I was pushed from behind. I was caught off balance and shoved through a doorway. Was he happy he hit me?! I fell to the ground inside and the door slammed shut behind me.

I yelled as loud as I could,  but no one could hear. Either that or they disregarded the sound, as the people in this area were used to constant screams. It was pitch black, I couldn't see a thing. I felt a hand come over my mouth. I screamed through his fingers. He got close to my face and then I could his sunglasses. He was wearing sunglasses and his hair was long, that's all I could see. Asked him what he wanted. “Without wool, a wolf would be killed amidst the flock. I require your wool, sir.” And then he smiled. The smile! Oh god, the smile! Twenty-four pearly whites all in a row. The driver. He’s alive! Holy shit, he’s alive! Now the driver was locked on my throat. I could no longer make a sound. Breathing was becoming difficult. How is he alive!? HOW!? His long brown hair fell in front of his glasses. There was nothing particularly menacing about him, other than the fact that he was freakishly strong. I felt myself blacking out. Then it happened. He lowered his head and began to whisper something. He closed his eyes and loosened his grip a bit. I still couldn’t move; his hands were locked on my throat. I knew that one move and I was the cork on a champagne bottle. The glasses slid from his face and fell harmlessly to the floor. He raised his head and opened his eyes. His eyes...they’re red... They were like two lit cigarettes, staring into my soul. I became lost in those eyes. Not eyes, whirlpools of chaos and hell, hate and fury. The smiled returned to his face. For a fleeting second, I thought he was going to walk away. Then, he screamed. He fell. He fell into my mind. I was engulfed by his presence. It felt like I was falling from a skyscraper. He walked in my mind and shoved me aside, pushed me down deep, where I could not be found. I was gone.

THE FURY OF FOLEY

He will pay. When I find him, he will pay. It is no longer a question of if, but a question of when. I can feel him. He’s close, close enough to strangle. But he remains just an arms length away. Trust me when I tell you, you do not want to be in my way when I find him. I have plans for him. He will suffer like no creature has before. I will make sure it takes days for him to die…then again, I’m not sure he can die. Either way, he’s going to hurt 412 ways from Sunday. 412 people he’s killed, we…I…estimate, over the past eight years. Four hundred and twelve. It doesn’t seem possible, but I honest think it’s all him. Unfortunately I have no backing in this case, as my superiors believe I am crazy and that there is no way these crimes were caused by one man. Maybe I am crazy, I’m comfortable with that label. But he executed all 412 of them. I know this, because I am the only survivor of his onslaughts. I have stared into the face of a demon, and I blinked. I will not blink at our next meeting.

My name is Calvin Foley. I am the Deputy Chief for the Central Bureau in Los Angeles. Since I was born, I had a knack for police work. Literally. When I was born, I was in the hospital's nursery when a wanted sex-offender stumbled in to hide from the police officers that were chasing him. And while the newborns were all crying, I apparently cried the loudest, as the lawmen heard my glass-shattering bellows and came to see what the god-awful noise was. They arrested the man with limited resistance. He never saw the officers coming because his eyes were closed and his hands were over his ears. I was written about in the local paper, I even made the bottom bar on CNN. But I was a newborn, I have no recollection of this event, nor did I for a long time. I was made aware of the incident when I was 4, as the same local reporter wanted to follow up on her original story. After hearing the way “I” stopped a bad man, I decided that I wanted to do it all the time.

I was campus asshole throughout grad, middle, and high school. If someone did something wrong or illegal, I made sure they didn’t do it again. No one challenged me because I also had the distinct advantage of being the biggest guy in school as well. To be the arm of the law, you had better have big arms. As soon as I graduated high school, I went straight to the police academy. Naturally, I was tops in the class. I made my way throughout California police stations, getting my start in the Rampart Community Police Station. I worked my way up over the years and now, at age 47, I preside over Central California. Most of my co-officers would agree that I am not a nice guy, mainly because I don’t have time to be a nice guy. I am still most actively in the field of all police chiefs in California. I stay on the streets most nights getting only an hour or so sleep a night. This is necessary, because I have to find him. It is not enough to just find him, I have to kill him. Kill him for what he did to me. The other 411 people are not important, meaningless really. Only one matters. The one thing that I treasured more than anything, he stole from me. This man, this beast…he took my wife.

I was fourty and I had just recently married the most beautiful women on the planet. Her name was Mika. Flowing black hair, great complexion, hourglass body. She was an Asian goddess. And it wasn’t enough that she was gorgeous, she was witty. Not funny, but witty. She always had a one-liner to foil any response I had to her. She kept me on my toes…and off them as well. We met each other when I had to give her a speeding ticket for doing 75 in a 55. She was headed to a wedding. Her wedding. She was getting married to some guy she met two months before. She batted her pretty eyes my direction and I melted. She was the Sun and I was butter. I just decided to give her a warning and she thanked me and drove off. I didn’t get much of a look at her body, but the eyes alone made me weak. Three weeks later we ran into each other at a Winn-Dixie. Her eyes were not beautiful anymore; they were the eyes of someone who was struggling. We exchanged small talk and I gave her my number. She explained that her husband had beaten her and she left him. She told me that he finally gave up trying to force her to love him so they divorced after only two weeks. She told me that she probably wouldn’t call me, even though she thought I was handsome. She politely said goodbye and she walked away. A matter of hours later and I had my foot on her ex-husbands face. Just like high school. I had forgotten about her until she called me out of the blue. We went out on a date and she said she wanted to take it slow. We were married a month later in a small ceremony in Little Tokyo. At the time, I had just made Captain in the Central Bureau. She decided to take a job at my police station doing paperwork. We were inseparable and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

We had just busted a surgeonite named Biro for a string of gang-related deaths. Surgeonites are basically assassins hired to bring back a keepsake for the person who hires them. I can be anything, from a thumb to a man’s testicles. In Biro’s case, it was their eyes. He would scoop them out of their head with his bare hands. Sick freak. We caught him right before he took down his fourth victim. I took him down with a single blow to the head from the butt of my pump-action. We broke Biro in less than two hours. He spilled his guts as to who hired him and where. We now had an in to the gang; we knew where to find them. We had a big bust ahead of us, so we all needed to relax.

We went to a local bar to celebrate the arrest and, if everything ran smoothly, the impending arrest of the man who hired Biro to take out the rival gang. Most of our strike force was there, including Chief Mathers, who was my idol when it came to police work. He, like I do, loved field work, despite losing his left pinky in the Gulf War. “Cal,” he said, “I want you to have this.” He handed me a small, navy blue box. “This is for exemplary work in the line of duty and outstanding courage in the face of peril. Three cheers for Calvin Foley!” he hollered. My peers offered a heartfelt salute and I could feel sunlight on my cheeks. I blushed and opened the box. It was a pocket watch made of sterling silver. It looked very old and very pricey. I opened it up and the time was still running, nearly in sync with my own watch. I told him I couldn’t accept it, but he wouldn’t hear of it. He slapped me on the back and I whispered a little “thank you” to him in his ear. I put it in my breast pocket and ordered a Scotch. We had a couple drinks in us when he glided in. He wasn’t especially scary or menacing, but his walk…it gave you chills. We all looked at him as he ordered his drink. White Russian if I recall. We stared in awe of, still not know why. One officer, Lieutenant Doyle, actually caught himself drooling. He drank down the alcohol, turned to all 7 of us, including my wife, and he spoke. “Are any of you caring a firearm?” he posed. We all had our piece, sans Mika who was deathly afraid of guns, and most of us nodded to answer his question. “Why do you want to know?” our chief said, “Plan on committing any crimes any time soon?” Mathers laughed, and so did everyone else. I did not. The mystery man answered him “Yes sir, yes I do. In about ten seconds I plan on taking out my weapon and killing you and everyone else here.”

The Stranger walked to the dead center of the bar and turned his back to all of us. “Hit me, Chief Mathers. Threaten to kill my children. Threaten to rape my wife. Burn my face with a lighter like you did Biro.” he challenged. My idol was shocked, and so were the rest of us. Mathers was the only officer allowed to interrogate Biro, so no one had a clue what he was talking about. “Wha—how did you—” he stammered. “I see, Mathers, I see.” He responded. Mathers tried to defend himself, “What we…what I did was necessary. I needed to know what he knew and I got it.” He paused “So, who the fuck are you one of Biro’s friends?” Chief was now clutching his gun. It rattled in his hand. Stranger fired back, “Do you think it will help you sleep at night, justifying the cruel and unusual way you stripped that man of his dignity…and you of your own soul?” “I’ll show you a soul!” our chief shouted as he kicked the Stranger in the side of knee. This action sent the Stranger to his knees, still not facing us. “I don’t have to justify my actions; I did what I did for the good of this city! I don’t answer to you, to that shit head Biro’s family, to anyone else for that matter! I only answer to one person: me! Understand me?” Not a one of the other officers moved from their positions. We were totem polls of terror. Mathers was in a rage unknown to most humans. His face pulsated with not only hatred, but fear. How this stranger could have known what was done to Biro was anyone’s guess. “I understand what you are telling me, sir. But you are wrong. You do have to answer to someone other than yourself.” The Stranger responded. His hands were now on his head for some reason. “Yeah, who might that be?” Chief said. He now had his left hand on the back of the Stranger’s head, with a gun pointing at it with his right. The Stranger answered, and the room shuttered, “God”. What happened next was a blur, because that’s what the Stranger looked like when he moved. He looked like a streak on a windshield. He was everywhere at once.

Stranger moved like a tiger on the hunt. He whipped around broke Mathers’ wrist in  mere milliseconds. Blood splattered across the floor as Mathers yelped in pain. His face clenched together like a woman’s when they are giving birth. Stranger now had Mathers’ gun pointed at Mathers’ head. For the first time he was facing us. Those eyes could cut through flesh. We all drew our weapons and yelled at him to put the gun down. I knew, I knew that he wasn’t going to have Mathers as a hostage for long. “Put the fucking gun down!” Doyle screamed. Stranger thought for a minute. “Nah”, he said calmly and picked up Mathers as if he were weightless. He now had our chief held out in front of him. He had himself a rotund shield with which to bargain with. Despite every officer yelling at the top of their lungs, you could hear Stranger’s voice clear as a bell. “I will 

