Lost Souls

(
((Prologue((

JUMP! JUMP! JUMP! The crowed yelled. Shoes squeaking, ball dribbling, Jacki Avondale ran down the court. He dogged a couple of players and passed the orange ball to his brother, Jimmy, who ran along the sidelines escaping the defense. Passing it back to Jacki who took it and leaped into the air. The crowd cheered once more as the buzzer rang, while Jacki hung from the rim of the hoop. THE RED WATER RANGERS WIN THE STATE CHAMPIONSHIPS! Cried the loud speakers.


Falling back to earth, he was like a cat on all fours. He loved to hear the crowd cheer and applause. He was letting it sink, feeling warm inside, when he realized his teammates had hoisted him up on their shoulders. 


“That was an excellent game son, and a terrific climax…haha…you had the entire crowd spellbound.”


“Thanks dad, but that last pass from Jimmy was really the turning point, I couldn’t of done it with out him.” said Jacki


“No prop big bro, anytime!” They stood in the middle of the gym waiting for the crowd to die down so they could find Ellen and Scott.


“Where do you think they are, I saw them in the bleachers earlier…oh wait there they are!” Jimmy comment as Scott and Ellen ran over. Ellen gave Jimmy and Jacki huge hugs.


“That was awesome; you guys were so fast and quick.” Scott exclaimed. 


“You guys were great.” Ellen tried so hard to act happy, indeed she was happy for her Avondale friends but she couldn’t be happy. There were too many people in her head. 


“Are you ok Elly?” Jimmy asked.


“Yeah…I am fine…you guys did great…that was an awesome dunk Jacki…” her voice growing livelier. Jacki gave his thanks.


“So we will meet you guys at the after game party, right?” Scott asked Jimmy who nodded his head. “Alright we will see you guys there!” Scott said and he turned with Ellen and they exited with the crowd.


Jimmy and Jacki maneuvered to the locker rooms, changed and left. While walking to his cars, Jacki stopped Jimmy. Night had engulfed Red Water, Texas. 


“Hey Jimmy can you go with Dad, I have to go to work… to get something before I go to the party.”


“Sure, and make it quick everyone is expecting you!” Jimmy answered. Jacki watched as his brother ran to his parent’s car. He wasn’t sure if he was ever going to see him again. He got in his car and left, hands sweating, fear raging.

(((
“Hey, Ellen, what are you doing?” Scott Peterson inquired. He looked at his girlfriend, more beautiful then ever in the moonlight; its beams dancing along her figure, catching splendor in all its glory. They had stopped for a moment to admire the view. Something was wrong.

She was standing on the ledge of Falcon Bridge, like they use to do as kids. She remembered how they would always dare each other to get as close to the edge without falling over and they would always lose and fall making huge splashes in the water as there bodies fell in awkwardly. Laughing with innocence. But now it was dangerous and the river had dried up. This was the moment it would end. “We have to get back, Jimmie and Jacki are waiting for us at the party…be careful up there would you” He repositioned himself along side his car, admiring her beauty.


“I have to tell you something?” She replied. There was no tone in her voice; it was empty, coarse, while she peered down at the riverbed, lifeless ways of sand casting shadow.


“Yeah anything honey...what’s wrong?” He said walking towards her, the moon casting an eerie glow. He came by her side and held her in his arms.


“Lately I haven’t been thinking, and I have been going insane…I want to tell you everything…I don’t how…”

“What is it Ellen, YOU CAN TELL ME ANYTHING!”

“I cant take it anymore! I CANT TAKE IT ANY MORE! There are so many voices!”

 
And with her words she pushed forward, taking Scott with her.


Moments later Scott awoke with a huge pain in his side; his head was pounding. He looked over at Ellen; her eyes wide open, a look of pain, her breathing heavy. He grabbed her carefully and held her in his arms.


“Why did you do that, why, why, why, Ellen!” He cried. She brought her hand up to his face and touched it lovingly and stared into his coka-cola colored eyes.


“I love you so… much…wait for me,” And with her final smidgen of strength she grabbed his head, a shock ran through them.


All time seemed to stop as he held her. The world was a swirl of blue and white where they only existed. Touching her hair and looking deep into her meridian eyes, he whispered I love you. 
(((

Scott awoke in a sweat, tears dripping from his eyes. A dim light was lit and he could see he was in the hospital, his mother and father sleeping in chairs next to him. 


“Mom, Dad,” He called out softly; they awoke in a flurry and hugged him. He could feel their pain and consternation. Something else was wrong as well. They where hiding something from him, “Where is Ellen? Mom…Dad...WHERE IS ELLEN!” He couldn’t stop shouting. He knew where she was, but he couldn’t bring himself to believe it. He cried for the longest time, Mrs. Peterson held him tight, not letting go.


She finally broke loose and looked into his eyes. 


“Scotty-she-is-gone…” 


Scott laid his head in his hands, trying to think of nothing, it hurt to think. He wanted Ellen back; he wanted to hold her one last time. Why had things suddenly gone wrong, what was happening? .He felt his mom’s heart sink. She was thinking of somebody else as well. She was thinking of Ellen and mourning deeply, and someone else too…JACKI! The feeling was present, right down to the vibe in her bones, he could sense it. 

“Mom, what are you keeping from me!” he yelled. She looked at him funny, like she didn’t know who he was. 


“Son, we aren’t keeping anything from you.” His father answered. 


“Yes you are…” He was silent for the longest time. His eyes kept tracing back from his mother and father, searching their minds. Tears started to flow from his already red eyes.


“Why did she have to die, I can’t bear to lose her, but why Jacki did have to die, too…”


His mother covered her mouth and closed her eyes, a single tear falling along her cheek. 


“How did you know that…how can you know that.” She gasped through her fingers. 

(((
((In the End, It All Begins((
TWO YEARS LATER


Scott Peterson looked over the horizon; the sun was starting its fall. Soon a cornucopia of color would envelop the sky, diminishing into night. He tried not to think, everything hurt. The voices in his head were so loud; if he let his guard down even for a moment they would surge into his mind, probing, judging. He concentrated on the crimson and the orange that trickled down from heaven. Toes dangling, muscle tensing, Scott looked over the rim, down into the abyss, it would all be over soon.


After a while he heard a car off in the distance, its 4-wheel drive spewing red dust into the air. Scott did not move, for he knew who was coming. He could hear the thoughts of his best friend Jimmy Avondale, so worried and dismal. Scott had called him and told him to meet him at Kactus Kliff. 


A scream of pain entered Jimmy’s mind and he stopped his car, trying to see out of his eyes, they burned. He looked up momentarily to see the sun reach its event horizon, making its way slowing under the earth. In the mist of all the color was the bulky silhouette of Scott. Whipping his eyes he opened the car door truculently.


Scott smiled. He was happy to feel his friend’s thoughts, his mind like an open book, warm, standing looking at the setting sun. Waiting. The sound of Jimmy’s car door closing signaled the end and a new beginning. 

“What took you so long?” Scott inquired in a low monotonic tone, the voices in his head growing and growing. 


“I got stuck at practice, you know how coach can be…Um…” Jimmy’s voice trembling, “Hey, buddy, why don’t you step back a little.” Scott answered with a no. A breeze fell over them and Scott wavered in his balance, the bottom of the cliff looking better and better.

“Why there is no point.” 


“Of course there is a point. Scott please step back, don’t do this, please…I can’t lose you…you are my brother…”

“DO you know what it is like to have people inside your head? Do you know what it has been like for the past two years? Ever since she...” Scott stopped, “Ever since Ellen died.”


“What are you talking about, Scotty? What happened?” For the longest time nothing was said. Jimmy thought he could hear Scott mumbling something but he couldn’t make it out.


“Your about to find out.” Scott turned as the sun disappeared, a huge ball of yellow light surrounding him. Walking toward his friend, his brother, he came face to face. 


“Do you want to see the wonders I’ve seen?” Before Jimmy could answer, Scott grabbed Jimmy’s head and gave him a shock. Blue and white evanescence surrounded them, and the world seemed to melt away with the sun.

“I am not your brother, you have a brother!” Scott yelled. Jimmy with all his might muttered his response.


“One of my brothers died two years ago with Ellen, you are my last brother.”


“Your brother isn’t dead!”


“Yes he is.”

His best friend screamed, everything was flashing before his eyes. Scott pushed him hard; Jimmy flew over his car and fell hard on his back, a trickle of blood from his mouth. The sun was gone.


Scott walked back to the ledge, the last light of day shimmering away. Fifty Five Anana Way, Baja Viejo, Texas, he whispered. His body fell forward. Night came forth. 

((
((Dreams((
Jimmy saw himself sitting on a rock, the sun rising, the wind blowing.  The sea was not that far off; its salty smell rose and danced on his noise.  More and more of the world began to become clearer. Then he saw people appear on the beach; they walked as though they were in fast forward mode. The sun begun to rise and fall with the passing of the seasons, stars twinkled in and out of phase as the sun moved faster around the earth. Soon nothing moved and all that was left was the rock he was sitting on. The white blur of a chasm that surrounded him moved in undulating waves. He could hear the sound of laughter, the beating of the heart, the gentle cry of a child calling for its mother. The image of a girl appeared in front of him. He looked on in amazement. The girl was beautiful. She had long wavy hair and here eyes were as clear as crystal. She said one word, ‘hello’. He smiled. He felt a vibration as the rock beneath crumbled, he began to fall, and faster and faster he went. The world turned into a tunnel of rock. Then with pitch black eyes he saw the end, the blackness, the ground that drew nearer and nearer. More and more cries of a child, laughing, yelling, cursing, hello’s and then he hit.

“Ahhhhhh!” Jimmy opened his eyes. He slung forward, his body in a full sweat. He grabbed his head and started to feel to make sure he was really there. He looked around and saw that he was in a bed, a hospital bed. The stench of disinfectant stained his nostrils. A nurse came rushing in; with one look she called for the doctor. He could see his parents in the window and they came rushing in as well. They overwhelmed him with there questions of how are you doing’s, are you filling ok’s, mostly he felt the sense of pure love from his mother, his father in a very close second. He couldn’t process all of there words; his head was still spinning from his dream. He felt a little tingle in the back of his mind as the words hello popped out of his mouth.


“We were so worried about you, Jimmy.” His mother hugged him as the doctor came in.  He did his usual check over and gave a diagnosis to his parents.


“You gave us a quite a scare there, Jim.” The doctor said. More and more thoughts kept coming into to his mind. Thoughts of pain and sorrow, but there was this one thought in the back of his mind, it was his own and he could barely grasp it.
“SCOTT!” he said aloud, “where is Scott?!” but he got no answer. He felt as the though the room had turned to tears. Feelings of great sadness flowed through every inch of his being.  The world started to melt again as he lay back in his bed. The looks on the faces in the room where not as bad as there feelings. He could here them cry inside, more then he could here himself cry. He triednot to, but he did. He felt his mother’s arm around him. He felt warm yet cold inside. Something was missing.

(((
((In My Memories I Bade((

The day after was quiet and mournful. Jimmy could not tare his mind away from the images rushing through his head. It felt like everything was falling, falling away. He laid on his bed letting all the images and feelings wash over him until a tear fell from his eye. The sun gleamed through the window out of a perfect Monee sky, with a brilliant blue background and clouds drenched in yellow and white. Lying there, he let the sun cook him alive in his black suit. He didn’t care about anything. Outside he could here kids playing. If they only knew what death was, he thought. It is like a stabbing pain in your heart, that stops only to leave a huge gapping hole.


Finally, after a while of nothingness, Mrs. Avondale walked in. Creaking the door open slowly, she looked in. When she found it was safe to enter, she did so slowly. 


“Honey, it’s almost time to go.”


“I know.” Jimmy murmured.

(((

Jimmy had walked across this verdant grass before, two years earlier. His mind raced. Ellen, Jacki, and now Scott. Feeling lost, he leaned against his mother as the priest gave his sermon. The tears began to stream. He couldn’t help it, he had lost so much, and now was all alone. 


“…Ashes to ashes dust to dust…” The priest chanted. They slowly lowered Scott into the earth, “We submit you, Scott West Peterson, to thy holy place with God.”
He couldn’t watch, holding his mother he cried. 

“Don’t cry, it will be alright, you will see them again. He loved you as a brother…you were his best friend for life. Do not give up Jimmy, you are not alone, he lives on inside you, so does Ellen, we are all hear, you will never lose us!” A voice in his head said. He looked up in surprise as a tear flung from his eye and hit Scott’s coffin.

The people around him started to leave. One by one they said their good byes and left in pain and sorrow. Jimmy could feel them; it was as though spears were piercing his heart. The world seemed dead that day, but he had hope with the strange voice in his head. 

Finally every one had left and he stood alone. Thinking of all the times Scott had made him laugh when he was feeling down. All those high school party’s that never ended well, and all the drama they had faced. Scott had always been there, by his side. He had lost something so important. A cavernous hole was left where Scott should have been. His friend, his best friend, his second brother was gone forever.

He turned around, and for the first time saw Mr. And Mrs. Peterson since Scott had died. They looked at him with utter disbelief. How could their son be dead, yet you still are alive and well? They thought terrible thoughts. They had lost there only son and now they had nothing, they were alone, too. Jimmy could relate. He approached them. 

“Mom, dad,” he said, he always called them that because they were like his second parents. He moved closer as they stood side by side. He looked at them, brought one hand to Ms. Peterson and the other to Mr. Peterson. He pulled them close so that all their foreheads were touching. Mr. Peterson started to cry, “I am sorry, I am so sorry…

My his face never fade

In our memories I bade

Stay with us always 

In our hearts for all days…” he recited. He began to cry as he spoke and hugged them both. He felt their hearts, empty with the loss of their son, but growing with light. The sadness inside them was slowly starting to fade; yet it would never go away.

((Mafia Style((

Jacki Avondale gripped his weapon and aimed. With a pull of the trigger, the gun powder ignited, setting off a chain reaction causing a small metal bullet to propel forward. Spinning through the barrel of the gun, it exited its chamber causing a spark and ripples as it flew through the air. With force it reached its destination, gliding past the outer layer of clothing, then the skin, muscle, ripping through the tendons, finally reaching the heart where it tore it shreds. 

Jacki walked up to his enemy who was lying on the ground, the grass around him moist in blood. The man, quivered with the last of his moments.


“The Boss says hello.” Jacki smirked, aimed at the mans head, and clicked. Before the man could scream another shoot could be heard. The birds in the tress, excited, uplifted from there spot, the boom, splitting the silence. 


At that moment, at that specific point in time where the world seems to stop and all that was left was him, he realized something. He was wrong. Looking at the man, a small round hole in his head, blood dripping profusely, Jacki sighed. He walked slowly, gradually getting faster, until all around was a blur. He just wanted to run way from life, there was nothing in this one he could see worth living for. But he knew that if he really did die, there would be a lot more at stake.

He found himself outside a busted-in, steel door. Pause. Not wanting to go in. Not wanting to be awarded gratitude for killing again. Pushing the massive door. Enter. 

It was dark, like midnight dark, the kind of dark that exist only in memory. He found himself engulfed in light, a circle of light surrounding him, highlighting his existence. 


“Did you succeed?” A voice from in front asked.  


“Yes, boss, the senator is absolute; he won’t be bothering you any longer.”


“Good GOOD! My boy, you have proven yourself once again!” The voice laughed. Jacki stared at the floor. 

(((
((Prelude to Life((

Jimmy awoke the next day feeling terrible. This house was driving him mad; he couldn’t spend another minute in it. So he dressed himself, but as he opened his sock draw he found a picture that made him pause. It was Scott, Elly and Jacki posing in front of roller coaster. Without even saying a word he closed his eyes and relived the moment.


“Ok you three, say cheese!” Commanded Jimmy as he focused in on the three of his companions. Click! The camera captures a moment for which Jimmy will never forget. He brought the camera down from his face, “Alright you guys, who is ready to go on that.” As he pointed behind them to a mega coaster, its gleaming white colored metal looking terribly foreboding to Jacki. Jimmy was there. Breathing in deeply he found the air sweet with funnel cakes and cotton candy


“I don’t know, you guys, that thing looks really…BIG! Besides I have to go to the restroom” Complained Jacki.


“Well to bad Bro! You are going on weather you like it or not! The restroom can wait!” Insinuated Jimmy as he grasped his brother’s wrist, jauntily. Jacki was trembling; never in his life would he ride something so massive. His attempts to resist were simply fruitless, as they boarded the car.


“You are going to love this Jacki; this isn’t like your regular coaster where you are carried up a chain lift.”


  “What is that supposed to mean…Jimmy…Scott…Ok you guys this isn’t funny.” Whined Jacki. The car left the station and dropped, after a turn they came to a complete stop. 


“Now what?”


“Five…Four…Three…Two…” Counted Scott.


“Hey why are you counting…AHHHHHHHHH!!!” Screamed Jacki as the car was hurtled forward and up a massive hill, the wind blowing strong in their face. The sun seemed to have no place in the sky, for it kept spinning with the ride. Jimmy could feel that pain in his gut and a rush of adrenalin. He could certainly hear his brother scream like a girl, which something he certainly won’t forget. Through the entire ride Jack’s scream could be heard across the amusement park. 


“AHHHHHHHHHH” he screamed as the car returned to its dock, “AHHHHHH! Ok…I don’t think I need to go to the bathroom any more!” He remarked.


Jimmy laughed as he looked at the picture, a gentle breeze waving his dark brown hair from side to side, lightly as the coaster came to a complete stop.


Suddenly his door opened, Mrs. Peterson came stumbling in with some milk.


“Hey Jimmy, I brought you some…hey why are you all dressed?”


“I am going to school.” He said as he hid the picture in his pocket and continued to put on his white socks.


“I don’t think so mister you are going to stay home and get some rest.”


“I can’t stand it in this house I am going to go to school, I need to get away and be occupied with something else.”


“Well alright but you take it easy, and I want you to come home right after school!”


Kissing his mom goody bye he ran downstairs, his keys and his wallet in his hands. Ding Dong! The doorbell rang. Jimmy reached the door and opened it. Black suites and sunglasses awaited him on the other side as two men let themselves in a little.


“Mr. Jimmie Avondale I presume.”


“Yeah, so who wants to know?”


“I’m Mr. Clifford and this is Mr. Tibble, were with the F.B.I., I was wondering if I could take a moment of you time to ask a couple of questions?” Jimmy could sense a disturbance in the mans voice, but he couldn’t quite but his finger on it.  


“Um, Sure, but you will have to make this quick I am heading for school.”


“Alright.” Replied Mr. Clifford. Jimmy lead the men to the sitting room and offered them a drink, they declined. He called to his mom.


“Mom some men from the F.B.I are hear, and they wont to ask me a couple questions!”


“Alright dear, offer them a beverage, and are you sure you want to go to school today, honey?” Jimmy answered with a yes.


“Ok,” Jimmy said as he sat down, “what can I do for you gentlemen?”


“We would like to start off by understanding your relation ship with the deceased, were you his best friend or…” Jimmy cut the man off quite suddenly, he was feeling anger and he didn’t know why.


“For you information, not only was he my best friend, I considered him my brother. After my real brother died, I considered my last sibling left.”


“Ok…” remarked Mr. Tibble, “Where were you the night of his death?”


“What are you guys talking about, I have already talked with the police and they made a full report.”


“Well, we at the F.B.I. are doing our own inquiry into the matter…” Mr. Tibble’s voice faded away in Jimmy’s mind, he rubbed his temple in an attempt to ease the pain.


“They lie! They are not with the F.B.I. They aren’t even employed my the government THEY LIE! Make them go away, we don’t  like them. Yes, make them go away. Tell them their secrets, they work for NEILA!”


“…We are hear to interpret…”


“You’re lying.” 


“What?”


“Your lying, you don’t work for the F.B.I.”


“I assure you we have full credentials…”


“What is NEILA?” Jimmy said as he continued to rub his temples, eyes closed in pain. 

The two men looked at each other for a moment, reading each other behind those shiny-black glasses. 


“I think it is time to go.” Mr. Clifford replied. They got up to leave and as they walked out the door, Jimmy blacked out.


“But you just got here…I will find you.” Turning around, the men found Jimmy glaring at them with black eyes, reflecting the light of the sun in a flare. “And when I do, I will kill you.” Jimmy’s voice was highly irregular; it was as though five people were all talking at once, in complete and utter unison to create a creepy monochromatic voice.


It closed the door.

(((
(( Showdown ((

The doors of Red Water high swung open. The crowds of teenagers invaded the hallways like a virus invading a red blood cell. Jimmy walked through them, knife cutting butter. 


Making his way to the cafeteria, he noticed something out of the corner of his eye. It was Jacki, he turned around but it was gone. What the hell was happening to him, the world seemed clear yet all the more mysterious; he suddenly got a bad feeling. His peregrination continued until he was stopped to at the lunch line that was snaking its way around the corner. 


“Hey, Jimmy,” A voice from behind called, turning he found his friend, Zack staring back at him, “how are you feeling? I heard what happened I am sorry man.”


“I…I am fine, thanks for asking, lately all I have been getting is shifty eyes from people.” Jimmy laughed, Zack gave a week smile.  

“No problem…” There was a awkward silence between them when Jimmie remembered something.


“Hey Zack, your all into that paranoid, the CIA-is-out-to-get-you thing, right?”


“Well I prefer the term crackpot myself.” Zack gave a small laugh. 


“Have you ever heard of something called neila?”


“Boy, that sounds familiar; hey I know what that means!


“What, what is it?


“Well it’s easy, I mean come on, niela? That’s alien spelled backward!” As Zack said this, Jimmies world stopped. This was getting way to weird. What the hell was going on? He needed to think, some time alone, away from everyone. He needed more information.


“Jimmie,” Zack shook Jimmie, “are you ok?”


“Yeah, um, yeah I am fine,” Apparently he had blanked out again, he shook himself back to reality. “So can you tell me about niela?”


“Not much, all I can remember is seeing that word in a chat room. Which one was it, oh I can’t remember. I think it was under government conspiracy…” Jimmie heard Zack’s voice fade into oblivion. This time is was happening for real. All senses became heightened. The cafeteria became a room of light and Jimmie was alone.

“Hello!” The girl said, “I have something to tell you!”


“What is it?” inquired he.


“RUN, RUN THEY ARE COMING FOR YOU!” She screamed a terrible warning that mad his ears burn in agony. He grabbed the side of his head and cried out.


“What’s wrong? Jimmie what’s wrong?” Zack grasped Jimmie before he fell. Facing downward he lifted his head. Zack froze, he didn’t know what to do, Jimmies eyes where completely black.


“There coming and I am going to kill them!” his multi-tonic voice exploded. The windows in the cafeteria shattered, and the students yelled and ran for cover. Zack was still holding on to Jimmie. “Get them out of here, Zack; I don’t want them to get hurt.” He said as he looked over at the student body huddled under the tables. Some students were bleeding; others had cuts on there faces and hands. Zack had a piece of glass stuck in his shoulder.


“What do I do…?” But before he could finish his sentence, four men burst through the shattered doors of Red Water High.


Jimmie stood up straight, the men standing in front of him. Showdown. This was the moment, the only moment that Jimmie was going to be able to prove himself to the voiced in his head.

“Kill them, they want to open you up and dissect you. They lie. They are evil. Make them disappear.” Chanted the voices.

“Shut up!” he yelled. “Jesus Christ do you ever be quiet, bloody hell.” The men standing in front of him, looked at each other, confused.


“Jimmie Avondale, you are hereby under arrest for the murder of Scott Peterson. You have the right to remain silent...”


“AHHHHHHHH!” Scream. Jimmie ran towards the men in there clean black suits. What were they talking about? The murder of Scott Peterson? He was his friend, his brother. How dare they say such things?  He wanted them dead, lying on the ground; bloody with there eyes hanging form vacant skulls.  

“That’s what were talking about!”


The Man in front pulled his gun out and aimed it at Jimmie. He pulled the trigger. The world froze again. The bullet exited the shaft slowly the force of the blast propelling it forward. Avondale stopped. Blink, the figure of Jimmie blurred. He reappeared behind the man. The students stared in wonder.


Jimmie grabbed the man’s head and twisted it to one side, breaking his neck. He disappeared again as another man fired at him, missing and hitting the other agent ajar. Jimmie appeared in front of the shooter, and taking the gun from the agent, shot him in the head. There was only one left. He through down his gun. ‘Have mercy’ he whispered. Jimmie appeared in front of him, picked him of over his head and slammed him into his knee; spine shattering. 


“Know that felt good…” Jimmy collapsed along side his victims, slipping into oblivion. 


“What the fuck was that all about, holy shit!” Zack murmured 

(( The Beginning of the End ((

Jimmie lay in the grass with his one true love. The moon was high, glowing brightly and casting a translucent blush over the long rolling hills of grass. This moment was perfect, all time seemed still.


“The stars are bright tonight,” He said. Taking her hand in his, he sat up and looked into her eyes, “I have to tell you something.”


“What, What is it Jimmie?” Laguna asked. 


“I have to go somewhere, I will be back but I don’t know when.”


“What are you talking about….?”


“Shhh…” he whispered. His forehead met hers, blue crystal eyes burned right into soul. “Good bye…I love you.” With these final words he stood up, leaving Laguna lying in the grass. To think I might not see those eyes makes it so hard not to cry. 


The moon was not alive that night. Laguna blinked and James was gone. 

Laguna woke up; her sheets were soaked in sweat. The clock read 7:15. Getting out of bed she notices something in the mirror. Steeping closer, the eyes of a strange woman stared back at her. 


“It has begun…” She whispered. She walked out of her room and down the stairs. The front door was open. A breeze fluttered into the house, her white night gown blowing, like angels breath. “Even if you cannot hear my voice, I’ll be right beside you dear.” Stepping through, black eyes glared through black night.

She knew exactly what to do. Fifty Five Anana Way, Baja Viejo Texas. Her white gown dragged along the desolate dessert road. She had along way to walk, a girl in white. Finally when the sun was about to breach the horizon her feet stepped onto the driveway of fifty five Anana way. 

(((

Jackie Slipped passed his friend, dribbling the ball; he leaped into the air and plunged the ball into the hope hanging from the rim.


“Damn, Jackie, I don’t think I will ever beat you.” Said Trevor. 


“You do know I won the state championships.”


“Oh no not that story again.” Said Trevor as he dribbled and shot the ball. 

“Ha-ha, so why did you come over so early.”


“What? I can’t hang with my favorite assassin friend?


“I know better.” Swooshing the ball through the hoop.

“Ok-ok. The Boss sent me in. He wants to see you; he has a job that he knows your goanna like, besides I know you have a hard time sleeping. I knew you would be playing basketball in the backyard.”


“Funny, what kind of job is it.” Jackie passed the ball to Trevor, who held it and stopped playing the game.”

“Its Jimmie, he wants you to bring Jimmie in.”


“WHAT! He promised me he wouldn’t lay a hand on my family as long as I became his assassin machine!”


“Haven’t you been watching the news? Your brother is the new assassin machine, he has killed four agents. The boss wants to know what the fuck is going on.”

“When does he want me for questioning?” But before Trevor could answer there was a loud bang from inside the house. They ran inside. 


A girl in white was standing in the front doorway. The sun was coming over the horizon, casting her in silhouette. Reds and yellows surrounded her; she was the meaning of beautiful, perfect. 


“Who are you?” Jackie asked.


“My name is Laguna. I need your help to save your brother. We must leave.” She started to walk away, Jackie fallowed. Trevor grabbed him by the arm.


“We have to go see the boss.”


“Fine we will take her with us.”


“Are you crazy?”


“When it comes to my family, yes.” He ran out the door and Trevor followed.


“Get in the car Laguna; we have to make a stop first.”

Jackie’s car rolled up to an abandoned warehouse. The two men climbed out, accompanied by the girl in white. Jackie came to an old metal door and knocked twice, paused, then knocked three more times. The door opened. 

The room was black, only the faintest of light filtered through dirty windows. They stopped about half way in, when a spot light illuminated them from above.


“Jackie, my lad, how are you doing.” A voice side from the shadows. 


“I am fine boss.”

“Good, who is your friend, what a lovely girl?” There was a silence, and Laguna stepped forwarded. 

“My name is Laguna. I am sorry to say but Jackie will be unable to do the job that you are about to assign.”


“HAHAHA, little girl are you high!”


“No, but, Jackie must save his brother for me.”


“Jackie does what I tell him to do, or I cut him loose and cut his family, in half, hahahaha.” 


Laguna shot her head up and looked up at the light, it exploded and they where left in the dark again. Then with the blink of an eye they were engulfed in light, a room of white, no walls no sides. In front of them was a very fat man sitting in a chair, surrounded by his guards. 

“Boss?” Trevor said wonderingly.  


“What, what is going on?” He said a look of confusion on his face. Laguna walked up to him a wrapped her hands around his neck. The men around them simply fell to the ground.

“I don’t have time for this shit!” She snapped his neck.

“HOLY CRAP!” Trevor screamed. The room returned to normal. All around them were men, laying on the ground, dead, the fat man wilting in his chair. She walked out the door.

“Are you coming Jackie, we have to save your brother. Next stop, Red Water Lanes, Do you guys like bowling?”
(((

“I will see you; I will bring you help, someone you thought you lost long ago. Do you like bowling?” Laguna said as she stared back at Jimmie. He was lying down in the grass, the moon bursting tears of light onto his shoulders. “Good bye my love…” she saw him blink, and she was gone. 


“Mr. Avondale, wake up please.” Jimmie opened black eyes, awaking from his dream. Looking around he found himself in a hospital. 

“You know I have to stop waking up here, people might start to suspect something, doc.” He gave a smirk as the doctor scribbled something on a notepad. Jimmie tried to move but was unable because of two large straps around his wrists.

“What’s with the restraints, doc?”

“There are some men that would like to ask you some questions.”

The doctor left, and Jimmie sat in silence. He knew exactly what was going to happen. He knew everything. 500 years of knowledge was being crammed into his head, he was handling it very well. Four men entered the secure room, their black suits contrasting to the white walls. 

“Mr. Jimmie Austin Avondale, how nice of you to join us.”

“Hello Mr. Clifford, doing well I see.”

“Not really, you put four of my men in the morgue. I would say that I am probably the exact opposite of peachy.”

“Spiffy.” Jimmy smirked. 
“Now that I finally have you, I would like to ask you a few questions.”

“Fire away, chief.” Mr. Clifford stood right in front of the teenager with black eyes, knelling down he gripped the back of Jimmies hair and pulled his head back.
“How long have you been in this body?”

“A couple of years.”

“You had us worried we lost you there for about six years. It was only until we got a report about strange deaths in Texas did we put two and two together.” Jimmies eyes, black, began to fad, returning to normal.

“I would like to tell you something. It did it, the thing inside my head, it finally found someone to hold it, it will find the other, and nothing can stop it.” Mr. Clifford’s expression changed. He let go of Jimmie, and pulled a gun from his belt. Aiming he shot Jimmie in the head. The bullet passed through the top layer of skin, then the skull, making its way through the brain and out the back.
“Good bye Mr. Avondale.” the four agents turned and walked out the door. The hole in Jimmies head began to heal, closing rapidly, the dull expression of death disappearing of his face. That wasn’t the best thing to do, he said to himself. He ripped through the restraints. 
Stepping into the hall way, he saw Mr. Clifford stop; he turned to look at Jimmie.

“You know that is going to leave a mark. I hate that.”

“Why won’t you just die Mr. Avondale?”
“It’s too late for that, now it’s just for fun; tell me do you like a little chase, or perhaps bowling.” Jimmie said, he turned and ran down the hall way, a window lay at the end. He jumped and shattered through the glass. He was four stories up.

He landed with a thud on the moist grass, glass was sticking our from his leg. He ran to the parking lot. Picking out a car he liked, he ripped the door off and got in. With a wave of his hand the car started. 

Mr. Clifford ran to his car. If he wants a chase I will give him one, he said. He picked up his walky talky. “All units local and federal, suspect Jimmie Avondale escaped, heading south on Greenleaf Parkway in a red Ford Mustang, be advised suspect is armed and dangerous. 

Jimmie turned the corner onto Los Altos.  In his review mirror five cop cars were following. It was only four more miles to the bowling alley. Stepping on the gas the car accelerated to 120. The lights in front of Jimmie turned green letting him pass freely. The Cop cars behind crashing as all the light turned green. Four ways traffic’s a bitch, he said laughing.
Finally he pulled into the parking lot of Red Water Lanes. On the steps to the entrance sat three people. Jimmie stopped. Get in he shouted. 

Jackie and Trevor got in the back, while Laguna called shotgun. He drove off down Los Altos. 
“Where the fuck have you been Jackie!” Jimmie Yelled.

“I have…been working.”

“Bullshit, I can read your thoughts. You’re an assassination machine. Mom would so not approve.” Jimmie turned the wheel violently onto San Pedro. A volley of police cars had reappeared.

“And you,” He looked over at Laguna, “Finally…” She placed her hand in his. 

“It will be over soon.” He turned again onto a dirt road.

“Where the fuck are we going!” roared Trevor.

“Who the fuck are you!?” 

“A friend, he’s ok.” Jackie said.

“Where going to where it began.”
(( Finale ((

Kactus Kliff never looked so good. The sun was at high noon and the sky was bright blue, not a cloud for miles. A red Ford Mustang made its way over the burnt sand, spewing dust into the air. Behind it, about eight police cars, with sirens blaring, followed the endowed individuals.  

Jimmie stepped on the breaks, the car screeching to a halt, inches from the cliff. He looked over at Laguna and stared into her crystal eyes. They looked back out over the cliff. It was beautiful. The canyons below set free all the hues of brown and gold   

“Its time, we finally made it.” They got out of the car as the men in uniform surrounded them. They hide behind the open doors of there vehicles. 


“Jimmie Avondale, put your hands up and surrender, we have you surrounded. There is no where to go.” Mr. Clifford shouted. He stood in front of then about sixty fifty. 


“Do you want to take car of this?” Laguna asked Jimmie. He shook his head and lifted his hand.


“Put your hand down!” But it was too late, with a wave of his hand the police cars hurtled backward, like someone had just tossed a handful of toy cars. The men standing opened fire. Laguna raised her hand. The bullets stopped in front of her, twirling her fingers the bullets reversed and raced back cutting through the officers. The sand of the Red Water Texas was stained with blood. It was silent again and the noises of the desert came forth. 


Laguna turned to Jimmie and looked into his coca cola eyes. It was time to go home, to a place of light.


“Its time.” She said.


“TIME FOR WHAT!” Screamed Jackie. They looked back; completely forgotten was Jacki and Trevor, “Jimmie what is going on.” Jimmie sighed. 


“My name isn’t Jimmie. I don’t have a name. The one called Jimmie died the day that Scott Peterson fell over this cliff”

“What?”


“Ever since Scott died I was trying to figure out what he gave me. He gave me life. Brother, Jimmie loved you, you are here so that he can finally say good bye.”


“What?” Jackie said completely stunned. Jimmie Continued.


“We are to souls lost in the universe. We have been lost for so long; jumping form body to body trying to find one another. There is something in side me, something inside both of us,” He looked at Laguna, “This entire time, I was meant for one purpose, and that purpose was to find her.”


Jimmy leaned in close and kissed Laguna on the lips. Wrapping his arms around her, they were enveloped in light. Blue light penetrated everything; thick tendrils of it flailed arms into the air. There feet lifted off of the ground and they rose. With a blast of light they disappeared. 


In front of Jacki and Trevor lay the bodies of Jimmie Avondale and Laguna Rocket, finally and forever sleeping in light.  
