

                    Just A Matter Of Time…

(P.s. before you read this story when you see the word log it means the person is recording)


Log: Time is 3 45 pm and place is the south Texas mental correctional facility. I am here to interview Dave Mathews. Patient has a history of paranoid delusions and is a known schizophrenic 
victim. Log. “Ah mister Jennings right on time, always liked the punctuality of you doctors”, the guard greeted. “You know how it is for us people, time is life”, I replied. “Have a nice day, doc. In you go”, he said letting me in. There he sat. Not very built up for a person of his status. To think, so much fear and doubt around so small an individual. “Good morning to you, Ian”, I said. “Get on with it”, was his stout reply. “Okay as you wish. Lets begin then. Tell me about your delusions”, I said. “ Firstly, they aren’t delusions they’re dreams I get when people close to me die.” ”They come and go as they please. I am but their messenger” “Okay that was a good start” “How did you know they brought you the message of death” “I know that coz whoever came in my dreams died” “But Ian everybody dies” “You don’t understand, I meant whoever I saw died. It was just a matter of time. Five minutes, fifteen hours. They always died. I hated those dreams. Then there were the pains.” “These pains; tell me about them.” “There were theses agonizing pains in my stomach, they hit me only when the time of death neared. It was like the pain was an entity not a feeling. It just grew on and on till well the death.” “These dreams Ian did they inform you of the circumstances under which the death of the unfortunate would occur.” “Hell no doc. What you think I’m some messiah or something.” “Okay, go on Ian.” “There was this one time when I saw my dog Sparky in one of those … those dreams. So I knew he was going to die. Well I locked him up and kept a strict watch on him. Quit school for him. He didn’t die and the next day no dream. I could cheat death.” “But he died anyway right.” “Yea I knew that, he died when I was 10; car accident. Always hated those four-wheel death traps.” “Then what happened?”


“Life went on doc. People came and went. I saw it. I tried to help. No one believed in my dreams. They thought I was wrong. Some were lucky enough to believe me. They lived for a long time. But like you said everyone dies. My parents died too. Couldn’t stop that. Then suddenly the pains stopped. The dreams stopped too. I started to lead a normal life. Got married. Had two kids. But like all dreams this too was not too good for me. Still waters run deep. Just when I thought I was rid of the friggin dreams for good…” “Okay Ian we’ll stop for now.” “Okay doc had to take a leak anyways.”


Log: patient is not a run of the mill psycho. He knew what was happening every step of the way. Something’s not right here. He’s too detailed. Paid attention to what I said all the time. Eyes were always on me. Doesn’t go into his world upon intrusion. Most importantly is willing to talk. Like I said something’s not right here. Log.


“Okay Ian we’re back you can continue now.” “As I was saying life was good. But the ride had just reached its climax. One morning I woke up all sweaty. The day was gray. Gloomy atmosphere. Nothing cheered me, not even the kids. I knew something was wrong. The dream was going to show its black tooth grin again. I could fell the pain already. Its icy fingers clawing my back. I  tried my hardest to stay awake but sleep came just like death; inevitably.” “Morning came too just like a nightmare.” “The dream was all I could think of.” “Who did you see Ian?” “It was Norma and the kids. They were there. I closed my eyes. I saw them. I cried tears of sorrow. I died that day.” “I told Norma. She believed me. She always did. I guess love does that to you. The kids too, why them? They were two perfect angels. Why’d they have to die?” “We told the kids not to go anywhere. Locked Norma in the master bedroom with the kids. I sat in the living room with a six-pack. Then the pains shot out of nowhere. It was agony pure pain. Pure evil. You could feel its malevolence. It was growing. Time passed. I tried the beer. It helped a bit. It washed down my throat soothing a bit. But nothing stops death, nothing. I tried to keep it together but in vain the pain just grew inside of me eating me alive. I could feel its life force increasing slowly taking over me, sporadically destroying me. Then the pain increased. It was like it was originating from everywhere. I could feel its presence. Slowly yet unmistakably taking over my mind. The pain kept on its path. I tried you know. But I was nothing compared to it. The pain it was too much I had to get rid of it. If the war inside me hadn’t stopped I would’ve died for sure. The damning act I committed, wasn’t me, it did it. I could hear the pain now beckoning to me,” Moonchild you’re mine now. The child that was born to die. The sands of time for you are running low.” I could hear its mocking laughter like a knell. Inside me I knew what was coming. I tried to fight I really did. “You can stop the pain Ian. There’s no escape for you young child. Moonchild you’ll be mine soon.” “The thing was like a devils plaything in my hands. It took me over. Its slave I became. I screamed but it never came out. Just echoed and died back inside of me where it came from just like the rest of us. The pain became me. We were one for that frightful time. I was scared doc, petrified. It was pure evil. Its darkness consumed me. It couldn’t go on. I had to stop it. I knew it was only just a matter of time before I gave in. More importantly it knew this. So I took the only way. I killed them. I snuffed out their lives. But I swear doc it wasn’t me. It was that thing, but I let it grow in me. Take me. And in my last hour I was a slave to the power of death. But on this battlefield no one wins doc no one, like you said everyone dies it’s just a matter of time …”


Log: It wasn’t his fault…      

