Remembrance

By Patrick Powell

Chapter one: January 15, 1999


I’m going to tell you a story of something that happened to me a few years ago. This story is the main reason I’m a resident here at the Georgia State penitentiary. Here I’m a number, 30118 to be exact, but there I was a man. My name was Michael Wilcox and I lived in a small town in Georgia named Fallmoth. It was much like any other small town. Main street was composed of a grocery store, a laundry mat, and a few other small shops. I know it doesn’t sound like much of a town, but we didn’t need much of a town. You see, most everyone had jobs in the neighboring cities like Marietta or Atlanta, so they did all of their business there. We were a small community and as such, a quiet one. 

Normally.


That was in the year 1982.  That was the summer that eight children from the town went missing. The community was in a panic as local authorities fueled the fire by televising speeches about their lack of leads. Sometimes the television can be a damn fool thing to have. After awhile the FBI was even called in. When they didn’t find anything either, the town went ape-shit. 

People were acting stupidly everywhere you looked. They would buy new locks for rotted doors that could be kicked in. They were answering their doors with guns even when they knew it was the mailman. Imagine having a gun pointed at you through a door a hundred times by noon and you can imagine why a lot of people didn’t get their mail that summer.


I lived in Fallmoth with my wife Terri and our son David. As much as I hate to admit it, we were as paranoid as everyone else. David had to quit the little league because Terri didn’t like the thought of him being where “strangers” could see him, even though “strangers” usually only meant other mothers like herself.  I bought a gun and Terri had a home security system installed. It was a perfect summer outside, but no one knew it because hardly anyone went outside unless they were going to or coming home from work. Even if they had went outside, no one could had seen over the white privacy fences everyone was building. It was a summer of paranoia, but it, like everything else, ended.   


The search for the children ended on august twenty-fifth, 1983.  It’s a day I remember well. I had slept that day until around noon. When I awoke, I saw the clock and made a desperate run for the shower, as if the world would actually have ended if I were three hours late to work instead of two. I got halfway between my bed and the bathroom before I realized that I was off that day because David had a dentist appointment. I suppose my wife could have taken him, but by that year, she had taken off on maternity leave due to the soon to be birth of my daughter, Janeane, and she went hardly anywhere. 


She had awoken before I had and was waiting for me in the kitchen. We had a short breakfast together and I watched a little television with David before he and I left for the dentist. It was an okay trip as far as I was concerned. As far as David was concerned, it was true horror. Even though it was only a check up and he was perfectly fine, he still thought his trip to the dentist was the kind of things that makes men turn tail and run during times of war.  


When we arrived back home, Terri mentioned that Mr. Thurman, the plumber my family uses, had called for me. My father was sixty-seven back then, and I arranged for pretty much everything for him that needed to be taken care of. He had had three strokes, so he didn’t do too much in those later days of his life. If there was a problem, he called someone and I paid them later. That morning, the pipes in my father’s house had started leaking and he had called Mr. Thurman to fix them. Terri said that Mr. Thurman had just called to leave the bill.


My father lived in the same town we did, but I hardly ever went to see him. I rationalized it by thinking of how much I worked, and how much time my family needed from me, but it was always an excuse. The truth is, I just couldn’t stand to see him. He was old and sick, and every time I saw him, I was constantly reminded that I would be one day too. I had been meaning to see him though, and I knew I had the rest of the day free, so I decided to go see him. 

Terri decided to stay behind with David at the house. As I’ve said, she was worried about the child disappearances that were happening in our small community and she didn’t leave the house that summer when she didn’t have to. She also didn’t let David. Imagine my poor son, nine years old, and stuck in the house al summer long. He’s twenty-seven now, and he understands now, but I don’t think he did then. I don’t blame him, I wouldn’t have understood at his age, or even cared if I had understood. Staying in doors all day is no one’s idea of fun.  


I left my house around four and pulled into my fathers drive way around four thirty or so. Two hours later, I had killed him with a steak knife.

Chapter two: Family History


Before I go any further, I want to tell you about my family. My father married my mother in the year 1936. He would have been twenty at the time, and she was a year or two younger.  They were both working at a textile mill together when they met. They lived in Savannah Georgia up until I was born in 49. After I was born, we moved to Carrollton Georgia. It was a growing town due to a college that had been built there. Most of our life was pretty mundane. Once we moved to Carrollton, my father took up work as a local policeman. He once told me that they would have let a gorilla wear a badge in that town at the time. My mother quit work altogether so she could take care of me. 


My father slowly went from policeman to politician. He even made it to the city council before he had his strokes. My mother never went back to work, even after I was old enough to take care of myself. She stayed a housewife until her death in 68.  She died due to lung cancer from the very machines she had worked during her early life in Savannah. 


 My father had his first stroke a month after my mother’s death.  He decided the old house had one to many memories and he moved to Fallmoth in the fall of 69.  Before my mother’s death and my father’s move, I had graduated high school and moved on to become a policeman myself. I guess I wanted to carry on in my father’s shoes. I married Terri in 71.  She was a nurse then and I was still a beat cop. Did you know that most policeman marry nurses because both professions are usually most heavily needed at night? Well any way, we married and we had David in 74.  


Shortly after his birth we moved to Fallmoth to be near my father. He was 59 then and he was already on his third stroke. I felt I needed to be near him in case anything happened and he needed me. Terri agreed and we moved. Once in Fallmoth, I left the cops and robbers business behind and started work as a teacher at the local junior high. Back then, you didn’t have to have a college degree to be a teacher, you just had to show up on time. We lived in Fallmoth from 74 up until the day I killed my father in 83. 


You need to know that nothing abnormal ever happened to my family or me. There was no great tragedy to account for the events in 83. People always need a reason for horrible events, but sometimes there are none. Sometimes, people just act the way they were designed to, whether others know it or not. And sometimes ones actions can cause people to die, including my father who I myself killed. Sometimes there is just no other way things can be.  

Chapter 3: Sins of the Father


I have a key to my father’s house in case of an emergency, so it was no problem for me to get in when he didn’t answer the doorbell. I had only stepped a few feet in when I heard his cane on the floorboard upstairs and knew I had awoken him. He was retired and had nothing he really had to do, so sometimes he slept upstairs until four in the afternoon.  As little as I or anyone else visited him, I halfway expected him to come down the stairs with a shotgun. 


 He didn’t though. When he came down the stairs he looked the exact same way he always did. His white hair, what little there was left, was parted on one side and combed back. If you looked, you could see his scalp between the comb marks. As always he was closely shaven. My father lived sixty-seven years, and I don’t think there was one of them where he went unshaven. His body hunched itself to the left as he leaned on his black cane. He had a surprised look on his face when he saw me, and I can’t say I really blame him. 


We spent the next hour sitting in his living room and watching television. They say that television is only harmful to you and that you should read more. But when you’re an old man, and you can’t see clearly even with glasses, a television can be your best friend. Especially if you live alone.


We conversed some about my family, about my work, and about me visiting more, but most of all, I listened to my father talk about how the world was turning to shit. He blamed drugs, the media, and anything else he could claim he had never been apart of. I listened to this for an hour, and then finally, we just watched television. 


He was asleep within ten minutes of ending our conversation, and I was thirsty as hell. Even when you’re listening to a one-sided conversation, you can still get thirsty.  I walked into my father’s kitchen and immediately I smelled the smell. There was a door off to the side of the kitchen that leads down into the cellar, and I was pretty sure that the smell was coming from there. How bad had the pipes burst, and what had they ruined I wondered. It smelled like fruit that had gone bad.


People are so odd, they find something revolting, and then want to know more about it. Someone will say that a food taste bad, and then someone who overheard it will immediately taste it. I smelled that horrid smell, and I wanted to know what the hell it was.  I opened the basement door and began to walk down the steps. It wasn’t long before I was at the bottom.


The only light in the cellar is a chain light that hangs from the ceiling about ten feet from the stairs that I had just walked down. I would have to walk in the dark to get to it, but not for long. I started walking and right when I was almost at it, I kicked something. 

I never did find out what it was, but whatever it was, it bounced into one of the far corners of the room and played three notes of a child’s song. I think it was Mary had a little lamb.  Most people I’ve told this story to have told me that it would have scared them, but it didn’t scare me. I wasn’t afraid of a child’s toy, I had been a policeman in Carrollton and I knew then, as I know now, that there are real monsters in the world.


Also, I was still a bit confused due to the smell. It was ten times worse than it had been upstairs. I no longer thought that the water from the pipes had ruined anything.  Now I was pretty sure that there were several dead rats down there with me.  


All of a sudden the string from the light was bouncing off my fore head. I reached up and tugged on it. At first, all I saw was dust floating in the air around me. The cellar floor was made of dirt and I guess I had trampled some up. After the dust cleared though, I saw something that I will remember for the rest of my life.  


“What the...” I said. I meant to finish the sentence of course, but I had already stopped thinking.


Ten feet in front of me lay a rectangular tarp on the ground. It was stretched out horizontally. I could eight little mounds underneath it that looked like eight mounds of dirt on top of eight graves. From the bottom of the tarp and stretching towards me were eight little pairs of children’s shoes. They hung on their owner’s feet making a v shape where their ankles connected. 


The horror of what I was seeing, the dead bodies of eight children laid under a tarp, came to me like a slap in the face. I dropped to my knees and all I could say was “my god, my god” over and over. My mouth hung open as I stared at those tiny shoes. Something off to the side caught my eye. They say red always attracts attention, and that day, red caught mine. Eight bodies were all that could fit under the tarp, but there had been nine children kidnapped. 

Off to the side, and in one of the cellars more darker corners, lay my fathers final victim. She was a little girl, around nine or so, who I later found out my father had taken from the town laundry mat only one day before I had visited him. She wore a red dress with ruffles at the bottoms and white stockings. She had shiny black shoes on her feet that strapped a single strap on the top. Her hair was curled into long brown rolls that were held back from her face by a red beret. It splayed underneath her body. Her eyes stared up at the ceiling and a tiny bit of dried blood sat on the left corner of her mouth.  


The sight of her, combined with the smell of her and the others was too much for me. As I have said, I was a policeman for a while, but I had never seen anything like this. I stumbled to my feet and made a run for the stairs. I had to get out of there. I think I fell two times before I made it up the stairs. When I finally stepped into the kitchen, the first thing I saw was the telephone on the opposite side of the wall. I don’t know if most people would call the police on their sixty-seven year old father, but then most people never have to see dead children placed under a tarp because their killer was too old and too weak to bury them. 

When I think about it now, what really kicks me in the ass is that I had just sat through the lecture of the world going to shit and what’s taking us there. It wasn’t drugs or greed though as my father had said. In the case I had just seen it was murdering old bastards. 


I was almost to the phone in the kitchen when I felt something hit the left side of my head. I fell to the ground and blood fell into my eyes. When I looked up, my father was standing by the cellar door with his cane in hand. It had a small bit of my blood on the top. 


He looked stronger then than I can ever remember seeing in all of my years with him. It was as if his strokes had all been lies, and here he was, the healthiest sixty-seven year old man in his world.  Not only was he healthy, but he was ready to kick the shit out of me. For a moment though, I thought I saw a look on his face of pity as he stared down at me, his bleeding son, but only for a moment.


He quickly looked away towards the cellar door and I saw a sight that was almost as maniac as the dead children under the tarp. They say that sometimes, a stroke will paralyze a side of your mouth and draw it up. That’s why some stroke victims have a hard time speaking clearly. When I saw my fathers face, he was smiling as he looked down into the cellar. I like to believe that the corners of his mouth were just drawn up due to his previous strokes, but in my heart, I know he was smiling.  


Neither of us said anything, what would we have said? My mind was racing. I thought of the children, I thought of my father, I thought of how I might have prevented some of it if I’d visited earlier and caught him sooner. I thought of the irony of Terri taking David out of little league because she was afraid of a kidnapper that was actually the boy’s grandfather, and then I thought of David. That’s when it all happened.


As I got off of the floor and onto my feet, he took another swing at me with that cane, but I raised my left arm to block it. With my right hand, I reached for a knife from the steak knife set on the counter near the phone. As I batted the cane away with my left arm, I stabbed the knife into his throat with my right.  I’ll tell you something that was kind of odd. As I was swinging the knife toward him, a look of absolute surprise popped up on his face.  It was as if, he hadn’t just tried to beat me to death with his cane and I had just popped up out of nowhere with a knife. As blood poured from his throat, he dropped to his knees. His cane made a "twang" sound as it hit the floor. I stood over him and in only a few seconds he was gone. As his last act on this earth though, he reached out and grasped the bottom of my right pants leg with his bloody hand. After a moment, he released it. Then I knew it. I had killed my father.

Chapter 4: Afterwards


As I’m sure you’ve guessed, I later called the police. It took me a bit though. I must have stood there in the kitchen just looking at my father’s corpse for at least twenty minutes before I even began to think again, to ponder what I had done. I finally mustered up enough strength to call 911. After that bit or speech, I didn’t speak again until I was in the interrogation room. 

When the police did arrive on the scene, things got even worse. They saw a young man with a knife, a dead old man on the floor, and a cellar full of dead children. One of the children actually belonged to one of the paramedics that arrived and the only thing that saved me from being beaten to death right there were the nine police officers that held the man back.


Once in the interrogation room, I began to get some of my nerve back and we sorted out what had happened. You can only sit silently for so long while someone is yelling “baby killer” in you face. Even after we sorted things out though, I still had to go to trial.


Its funny, I did with a steak knife what the state would have certainly done with the electric chair, and I still got convicted on the count of manslaughter in the second degree.  That was it for me, I was off to prison.

Chapter 5: Release


I’m writing this down because of something one of my cellmates once told me.  He said that if you wanted to forget something, you should just write it down and leave it behind. And if you’re reading this, I’ve done just that.  I don’t want to remember killing my father or anything else I saw that night in 83. I especially don’t want to remember some of the things I’ve seen in here. 

I once saw a man cut open another man’s throat with a broken toothbrush end. I’ve seen men hang themselves as an alternative to living the rest of their lives within these concrete walls, and I don’t want to remember any of it anymore.  You know the funny thing is, I don’t know what was worse, seeing my fathers victims in the free world, or seeing some of the things that happened in here.


I’m getting out today. Terri, my son, and my daughter, who has never seen her father without the prison overhauls I wear, are supposed to be here in a few hours to pick me up.  I’m amazed that I’ve made it until today. If word had gotten out that I was once a policeman, every inmate in here would have lined up to take a swing at me within an hour of finding out. And then at the end, I would have been stabbed to death by a crude piece of metal.  


I did make it though.


The funny thing about prisons is that most people inside don’t care too much for people who abuse children. And when they heard that I’d killed a famous child-killer, they didn’t line up to shake my hand, but they never gave me much trouble either though.  It’s so funny, a man who has killed women for their social security checks will actually be glad to hear a child killer is dead. I’ve never understood scum.


Thought times have been tough since my imprisonment, Terri has never once asked for a divorce. I can be glad for that. Without Terri, I don’t really know what I’d have in the real world to go home to. She’s forty-six now, and I’m fifty. I figure we can still have a life together. I’m leaving these memories here never to be considered again. Whatever life I have left starts now, and not in the past. I’ve one last thing to say, even though the world considers my father a monster and I myself killed him, I forgive him. He was my father and I will always remember him before the madness.


Dad forgive me, I love you.

