
CHAPTER THREE 

 

 

(I) 

 

 

“Trawler!” Grey suit yelled; his booming voice cutting through the thin walls of the 

shack.  “Trawler, I know you’re in there, and I know you’ve got the boy with you!” 

Charles cowered down behind Trawler’s ratty old recliner. The pungent odors that came 

from the worn and grimy fabric were enough to strangle him at times, yet they were familiar 

smells and there was comfort in them. He was in the shack, and the shack had always comforted 

him. Charles had spent the last several months there, in the company of Trawler and his friends 

that came in from time to time. It had become home to him. It was his home…his shelter.  

Charles peered over the back of the recliner, his gaze shifting from the heavy wooden 

door to Trawler sitting in his familiar ladder-back, a camel smoldering between his rough, 

cracked lips. His eyes were settled on a spot on the floor a few feet in front of him as the smoke 

of the cigarette curled upwards, mixing with the cold grey of his eyes.  

Trawler was deep in thought.  “In the deep end,” he called it.  He often went there 

whenever he found himself troubled with something that needed special attention. This was 

trouble; there was no doubt about it. Trouble just seemed to find the boy, no matter what day of 

the week it was. Still, there was something about the lad that had seeded his old, crusty heart. 

Charles had gotten to him, despite the warnings that had gone off in Trawler's head when he saw 

Charles running from that smoking house.  

That was before “the home” had gotten him. Trawler had tried to warn the boy about 

playing in the park during school hours, but those swings and that giant slide had called to 

Charles like they do every kid, and he had gone there anyway. It wasn’t long before the cops 

nabbed him, and figured out where he was from. Trawler didn’t think they ever figured out that 

the boy had started the fire, but he knew. Sure as he knew what trouble the boy was in with the 

Stand-up Man, he knew the boy had started the fire that burned his home to the ground…and his 

adopted parents along with it. 

The cops didn’t know, however, or they would have taken him to Juvenile Detention, or 

maybe to that hospital over on McLaren where they usually took kids that had slipped their 

cracker. Instead, they took him to the home. Nothing good ever came from that home. It was no 

surprise to Trawler that the boy didn’t stay there either. Any kid that can run from a burning 

building and survive on the streets for two months, especially at the age Charles had, wasn't 

going to stay in the home and put up with that bunch for long.   

Charles wasn’t the first kid to run out of the home like the devil was chasing him, and he 

would doubtless be the last, but he was different somehow. There was something in the kid that 

Trawler just couldn’t ignore, so he had taken him in. Oh, it was risky at first. There were a lot of 

people searching for Charles, and they even got the police involved. They weren't really that 

worried about him though; there were already enough kids running rampant in the city, and one 

more wasn't going to break them. Trawler knew that things would settle after a bit. The search 

would stop short of calling in the Feds because the Feds might bring in an investigation. From 

what Trawler knew of the home, an investigation was the very last thing they needed.  The old 



bat that ran the place would need the paperwork from the police, but that would do well enough. 

In a few days, she would get another screwed up kid from another screwed up family, and she 

would screw him up even worse…but her income level would be back up, and that would satisfy 

her. Then the kid would truly be alone. Trawler had seen it happen before. 

This time was different, though Trawler couldn't tell you why.  It just was. This time 

something in him had given way, just a little. Some of the old rust surrounding his crusty heart 

had flaked off, and the boy had found the soft spot underneath. Lord knows he sure never meant 

for it to happen, but it did just the same, and now here they were. The boy was hiding in the old 

recliner that faced away from the door, and Trawler was sitting in his favorite chair, wasting a 

smoke and trying to ignore that bellowing fool outside. He had half a mind to let him bellow for 

a while, but it was interrupting the peaceful afternoon nap that he had been enjoying.  That is, 

until the door flew open and the boy had leapt over the back of the chair. 

Grey Suit might have done differently, had he caught the boy outside, but he was just a 

bag of wind outside the shack. He wasn’t coming in.  He and Trawler both knew that…and why. 

He would go away on his own after a while, but if Trawler didn’t give him something to think 

about, he might be back. Or worse, he might wait for the boy and take him when he left. The boy 

couldn’t stay in the shack forever; he had to get about his business one way or the other. No Sir.  

He couldn’t stay in the shack forever. Something had to be done, for the boy’s sake. Trawler 

simply couldn’t let Grey Suit get hold of him. He had become too attached to the boy to let that 

happen. He just couldn’t let the boy die like that. 

“Trawler, you know this has to be dealt with.” the voice came once again. “You know the 

Stand-up Man ain’t gonna like this. He ain’t gonna like it one bit.” 

There was a moment of silence, as if Grey Suit were letting that truth sink in just a 

bit…just letting it settle in Trawler’s thinking for a moment.  

“You got dealin’s with the Stand-up Man. I know that. You don’t want to hurt that none.” 

Charles felt his heart sink to the lower part of his bowels as he saw Trawler’s massive 

shoulders sag at that last remark. Would Trawler really turn him over to Grey Suit? He thought 

about that for a moment. He and Trawler had something. He had known it the first time he laid 

eyes on the gigantic, wooly man. There was something that had just happened when he ran into 

him that day he ran from the burning house…something good. Still, you didn’t cross with the 

Stand-up Man. Not if you had any brains, that is.  

Trawler had brains. What he lacked in formal education, he more than made up for in 

street savvy. He had lived in the shack most of his adult life, building it himself from materials 

which he took from abandoned buildings in the neighborhoods that surrounded the park. Nobody 

had bothered him about it. A lot of it had to do with the sheer size of the man, but another part 

was simply the indifference that seemed to settle on the city and its day to day people. There 

were people that seemed to care from time to time, but once they were actually in office, you 

never saw them around the park again. No. Nobody bothered Trawler anymore. He had been 

there for years and he knew who to let in and who to keep out. He knew when to say something, 

and when to keep his bearded mouth shut. That much was for sure. He had learned a lot of it the 

hard way. The hard way was about all he knew, but he knew it inside and out.  

Charles knew Trawler would have to turn him over. 

 

 

(II) 

 



 

Charles sat up hard; his chest heaving with sob after sob that seemed to pour from his 

very soul. He was disoriented for a moment, as the dream slipped away from him and reality 

began to seep in. He was home again, lying on his couch. There were no shadows chasing him 

through the woods, no Grey Suit chasing him through Bedford Park. There was only his 

memory, his constant companion, calling to him from his dreams…haunting him in his 

nightmares. 

…and the rain 

Lord, was this rain ever going to stop? Charles listened to its steady rhythm as it 

drummed lightly upon the metal roof. It was a bittersweet mixture of power. It soothed him, 

calming him with its soft, steady voice, but it was also depressing at the same time. It caught him 

in a vicious cycle; deepening his sorrow to the point that his haunting memories nearly drove 

him to hysterics, and then soothing his nerves with that same sleepy, rhythmic melody. It was a 

lullaby that would sing him sweetly to sleep, then unleash the nightmares that plagued his heart 

and soul.  

…and it was beginning to enjoy it. 

That thought seemed odd to him, but none the less true. It gave a certain animation to the 

rain that seemed ridiculous, yet right at the same time. Could the rain be hanging around, 

enjoying his misery? Was it somehow feeding on his sorrows, or was there something deeper 

behind it…something darker? 

Charles shook that feeling off before it could take root and grow. It was ridiculous, really. 

It was all just his imagination. It had been wild when he was a young boy, and he had been 

unable to tame it through the years.  

That’s all.  

…just his wild and wicked imagination 

Wasn’t it? 

He turned to the recently patched hole in the wall and began to wonder. Had he really 

heard that laughter, or was the rain getting to him? If it had gotten to him that bad after just a 

couple of days, how bad would it get before it was over? Just how long could rain last, anyway?  

He wondered about that as he got up from the couch and walked to the front door. It was 

only three a.m., and he knew he wouldn’t be able to see anything in the dark, but he turned the 

lock anyway. A stiff breeze hit him squarely as he opened the door and leaned against the jamb. 

The rain had lost its scent, or maybe he was just getting accustomed to it and his nose could no 

longer pick it up. Either way, the glamour was beginning to fade, and the rain was becoming just 

another gloomy part of his life. The front yard was completely full now, from what he could see 

with the thin, yellow slice of light coming from the doorway, and the dim square of the front 

window. With only the table lamp behind him, there wasn’t much to see by. He flipped a switch 

by the door, turning on the porch light. As the closer, more direct source of light penetrated the 

veil of rain, he could see the water more clearly. Forget puddles. He was now the proud owner of 

a brand new lake.  

Lake Charles. He was almost certain he had heard that name before, but he rather liked it, 

so it would stay. Yes, Lake Charles it would be. He stared across the dark surface of the water as 

the rain churned it steadily. He could see it in his mind’s eye, with bass slipping barely beneath 

the surface, searching for the flicker of light from the shiny scales of shad nearby. He could see 

boats drifting along; rowboats, not the noisy, bothersome kind. He could see legs dangling lazily 

over the side with fishing poles angled out over them, seemingly unattended but carefully 



watched for even the slightest tremor in the line. He could hear the laughter of children playing 

in the swimming area, and smell food cooking over open fires. Hamburgers sizzled to juicy 

perfection, hotdogs blistered over the open coals, their skins blackening as they cracked open, 

releasing their savory scent into the breeze to be carried to the children in the water. That scent 

would be like pheromones to the hungry children, drawing them from the water like no adult 

ever could. 

Yes, Lake Charles would be great, if only in his mind. As he looked at the muddy, 

churning water of his front yard, however, the sounds of children playing were far from the 

picture now.  He turned off the porch light and the dim light shining from his window and open 

doorway were all his eyes had left. His long shadow stretched out across the brown, foamy water 

toward the large maple in the corner of the yard, giving an alien quality to his human form. 

Unnaturally elongated limbs and a stretched torso led to two heads that nearly reached the base 

of the trunk. 

Charles felt his heart quicken as he realized that second head was not simply from 

another angle of light. The rest of his body, elongated and abnormal as it was, still had the 

correct count…two arms, two legs, one torso…but there were two heads! Ice formed down his 

spine like frost spreading down a cold window pane, as he stood frozen to the jamb, while a 

second pair of arms stretched slowly out from the shadow, spreading from the shoulders like the 

anatomical man. 

Fear grabbed his senses, sharpening them to a razor’s edge. Every raindrop came to his 

ears individually, drumming loudly in his head. His heartbeat pounded like a bass drum in a tiny 

closet. The sour odor of sweat rose from the collar of his shirt, filling his nostrils with the scent 

of fear. The hairs on the back of his neck and down his forearms stood up, tingling with fright. 

He saw the shadows separate more distinctly as the lines between the two shadows became more 

defined. Charles watched in horror as tiny slits appeared in the second head, becoming eyes that 

peered back at him, burning with an unnatural yellow flame. 

A scream caught in the back of his throat as Charles staggered back from the doorway, 

only to freeze in terror as the sound of that cold, evil laughter began behind him. He was trapped 

between the dark shadow in front of him, and the author of the laughter behind him. His very 

bones trembled with fear as he fought a war within himself; whether to turn and face the 

unknown horror behind him, or watch the thing in front of him as it slowly advanced upon him, 

threatening to envelope him in its darkness.  

His fear was realized as the shadow seemed to rise from the very waters of his front yard; 

darkness hanging from its long, bony arms in shadowy veils. The fire in its eyes burned brighter 

with each step toward him, and the laughter behind him grew with the intensity of that flame. 

There was nowhere for him to run, nowhere to hide. It would catch him and devour him 

completely. He could imagine the coldness of those long, bony arms as they wrapped around 

him, entangling him in those black, shadowy veils. In the back corners of his mind, where Satan 

often fed him his deepest, darkest fears, Charles knew without a doubt what those veils were 

made of, and his guts turned to liquid as that certainty overcame him. They were the cobwebs of 

Hell; living, breathing webs that were woven from the very sins of his past, and they were there 

for only one purpose. They had come to devour him; to encompass him in a death shroud of his 

own making. They would suck the very life from his flesh, drawing even the marrow from his 

bones, and leave nothing but a dried, empty husk that would disintegrate and scatter in the 

breeze. 

A whisper in his conscience reminded Charles that it was a death of his own creation; a 



just punishment of his own choices in life. It was what he deserved…no more, no less. 

Hopelessness overtook him and he sank to the floor, fear giving way to the emptiness that he felt 

growing inside of him. The laughter began to build behind him as the shadow passed through the 

latched screen, crossing the threshold. An eternal coldness flowed into his veins as the darkness 

began to encircle him, carrying him deeper into the shadow of despair.  

As his head hung with the heaviness of his haunting shame, Charles caught sight of his 

Bible on the end table next to the recliner. The room began to darken, and he felt his strength 

running out of him, as it poured into the darkness. He crawled toward his Bible and with the last 

of his strength.  Charles brought his arm up, fighting against the impossible weight of it. His 

fingertips brushed the cover of the Bible, tracing the gold lettering in the leather. He slid his hand 

to the edge, grasping it in his weakening fingers. He pulled it from the table, clutching it to his 

chest as the world went dark around him. 

 

 

(III) 

 

 

Charles blinked against the harsh light as they removed the blindfold from his eyes. His 

hands were bound behind his back, and the back of his head throbbed in pain from the blow that 

had rendered him unconscious. To tell the truth, he never expected to wake up again; even after 

Trawler reassured him everything was gonna work out.  

Someone, humongous by the feel of his meaty hands, grabbed him and shoved him down 

onto a small, wooden stool. Charles closed his eyes against the light and fought the sharp pain in 

his head from the sudden move. Nausea overcame him for a moment, and he struggled not to 

vomit. He didn’t care about throwing up in front of these men. They fed upon fear, and would 

only enjoy watching him give in to it. No, his main concern was keeping his balance, as his head 

swam from the whack it had received, and not falling into a puddle of his own puke. Charles 

could handle the men silently gloating over the fear they had brought out of him, but he didn’t 

want to hear the laughter that he knew would explode around him as he fell. Somewhere in the 

back of his mind, laughter had changed for him, and not for the better. He didn’t understand it at 

the time, but there was a darkness to it that had never been there before…a chill to it that 

revealed a side of laughter that he had never before suspected. 

Fear gripped him harder than ever in his young life, and he struggled to fight against it. 

He tried to focus on the room he was in, and the men around him. Two men stood behind him; 

Charles could not see them, but their presence was undeniable. A third man paced the floor 

between Charles and the light, but there was also someone behind the light. That person was 

silent and powerful, patiently waiting for the moment when fear gave way to curiosity. In that 

moment, fear would lose its edge, and the man behind the light would be in total control. That 

was the moment the mystery man waited for, and he knew it would happen. It came to all men 

eventually; it was just a matter of patience and discipline. 

As his eyes began to adjust slightly, Charles caught a glimpse of color on the man pacing 

in front of him. It was Grey Suit, as he thought it might have been. Grey Suit wouldn’t miss this 

opportunity to watch him sweat it out. He would have insisted on being there, for what little 

effect insisting might have upon the Stand-up Man. The men behind him were just a couple of 

the Stand-up Man’s thugs; men large enough, and empty enough (in their heads as well as their 

hearts) to do whatever ruthless task was set before them, so long as there was steady pay in 



it…and a certain amount of pride in their work. 

The man behind the light, however, was the one to be concerned about. He would be the 

one in control. The men behind him, as well as Grey Suit, would do whatever the man behind the 

light ordered them to do without question. Even so, Charles was certain that the man behind the 

light would not be the infamous Stand-up Man. He would be one that was close to him, but it 

would not be him. For the one thing, Charles was not worthy of an audience with the Stand-up 

Man. He was just a little fish in an ocean of bigger fish. For another thing, the Stand-up Man was 

well protected. It was long a belief that the Stand-up Man was a prominent citizen of the city…a 

favored son, if you will. That was the secret of his great success in leading the largest organized 

crime network of all time. Only those closest to him would know his real identity, and there 

would be precious few of them, perhaps only one. It was the best kept secret in the world, and 

would remain so out of necessity. No one would see the Stand-up Man, except the trusted few 

who would report directly to him and dispatch his orders to the rest of the organization. Those 

orders would be carried out to the fullest, and failure to do so would be dealt with severely. It 

was no secret that many of the bodies found in Bedford Park were those within the organization 

who had failed the Stand-up Man in one manner or another. No one was out of his reach. No one 

was safe. 

That thought did little to comfort Charles as he sat on the stool and blinked into the light. 

He was terrified beyond belief as he began contemplating what these men were capable of doing 

to him. The Stand-up man had given orders that concerned him, and Charles would not know 

what they were until the end. These men might question him for a little while before killing him, 

or they might question him for an eternity. They may not even question him at all, preferring to 

let Charles sweat it out for a while before killing him. Who knew? Charles was willing to bet that 

only the Stand-up Man and the man behind the light knew what his fate would be. Even Grey 

Suit might not know.  

He sat in silence as he waited for the questioning to begin. 

 

 

(IV) 

 

 

Charles woke up on the cold, hard floor, still clutching his Bible to his chest. His body 

was wracked with pain; muscles drawn tight, pulling him into the fetal position.  His joints were 

stiff and screaming. He had no idea how long he had been there. It was daytime now, but still 

dark with clouds. 

…and still raining.  

The door was still open and Charles could hear the constant rattling of the raindrops on 

the lake growing even larger in the yard. No wonder it was so cold in the house. He could hear 

the heat pump working in the background, and could feel the stir of the air from the vent above 

him, but it did little good against the cool breeze blowing in from the front door. 

Charles strained against his cold, achy muscles, and sat up in the middle of the floor. His 

head swam with memories from the night before; the rain, the fan of light from the 

doorway…the shadow. He shuddered as he remembered the shadow and the laughter he had 

heard behind him. A deeper chill ran through him as he remembered the feel of those cobwebs 

draping over him as the shadow fell across him, wrapping its icy veils around him.  

Shaking that feeling off, he reached for the corner of the end table to pull himself up. 



Muscles screamed out in agony, and joints popped like pistol cracks as he stood shakily to his 

feet. His back remained hunched over as streaks of pain shot through him, paralyzing him 

temporarily. He squeezed his eyes shut against the urge to cry out, gritting his teeth, and 

breathing deeply through his nostrils. In and out, brother…in and out. That’s it. Just a little 

something extra left over from your luxurious night on the floor. Just a bit of something to work 

through, to get you going in the morning.  

If there was anything that was going to get him going this morning, it would be a hot cup 

of coffee. Bring the whole pot, garcon, hot and black please, and would you be so kind as to 

alert the concierges and have a hot bath drawn and call for a masseuse as well? Thank you 

kindly. 

Charles chuckled to himself as he began to limp his way to the kitchen. Alone in the 

middle of nowhere, in the flood of a never-ending rain, he couldn’t help but dream of a better 

morning. Perhaps he could find himself somewhere in a luxurious French hotel, far from this 

misery. But there was no place far from his misery. It seemed to follow him wherever he went. 

Just as he thought he might have given it the slip, it sought him and found him once again, 

making itself at home. No, there is no escaping one’s past. Not while you’re still on this earth, 

anyway. Until you’ve passed on to Glory, your mind is still the devil’s playground, and anything 

you’ve ever done is fair game. Charles knew it was a test of faith, the same test every man must 

go through. He knew that his heart belonged to the Lord, it was where the Holy Spirit dwelled 

within him, but his mind was very much his own. If he couldn't get a grip on it, the devil would 

just walk on in the back door, have a seat and pour himself a drink. This morning's drink would 

be coffee; if Charles could ever get it made, that is. He stretched a hand out, feeling along the 

wall for the switch to turn on the kitchen light. Stumbling to the counter next to the sink, he 

grabbed the pot from the coffee maker and set it under the spout. His left hand still clutched his 

Bible tight against his chest, but he didn’t feel like letting it go yet. There was something 

comforting about where it was next to his heart that made it worth the trouble of making his 

coffee one-handed. He just needed to keep it right where it was. 

As the carafe filled with water, Charles pulled a filter from the pack and placed it in the 

drip cup, measuring a generous scoop of coffee into it as the strong aroma of coffee grounds 

filled his nostrils. After he poured the water into the back of the machine, he stumbled to the 

kitchen table to give his tired muscles a rest while the coffee began its slow, steady drip into the 

carafe below. It reminded him of the constant rain going on outside, and he sat down hard in the 

chair he had pulled out, turning his back to the coffee maker. 

As the sounds of the coffee maker began to match the steady drumming of the rain 

outside, he began to feel a familiar shift in his mood. Calm began to sweep over him, cleaning 

the dust from his mind as it went. He began to drift as he leaned forward, placing his right elbow 

on the table and resting his cheek against the heel of his hand. 

 

 

(V) 

 

 

Sister Ben sat straddling him on the floor. Her hot, nasty breath caused the bile to rise in 

his stomach as she leaned in closer; her wide, crooked nose a scant half-inch from his. Her great 

nostrils flared in anger as she spoke, the hairs protruding from them splaying out like feelers 

from some alien bug that might live inside there. Between her hateful words in broken English 



(and Portuguese, when her anger intensified) he could hear her crooked, yellowed teeth grinding 

in the back of her massive jaws. He could imagine those jaws opening wider as her anger grew, 

stretching those fleshy cheeks to their fullest. He could see her lower jaw unhinge as she opened 

wider to devour him, like a giant anaconda swallowing a child. He could feel that raspy, grayish 

tongue licking out to pull him into her, its leathery hide gripping him, dragging him helplessly 

into her gullet as that rotten breath enveloped him forever. 

Charles was spared the agony of his gruesome death by the sound of someone clearing 

their throat behind her. His eyes focused on his arms which were crossed in front of him, as he 

fended off the attack of Sister Ben, the Portuguese anaconda. Hair covered those arms now. Not 

as thick as the hair on Trawler’s arms…not even as thick as the hair covering Sister Ben’s arms, 

but there was grown-up hair on those arms just the same. He saw the hands at the end of those 

arms, and they were the hands of a grown man as well. Charles could see them clearly as heat 

ripples slithered their way upward in an eerie, red glow. He looked around the kitchen, at the 

steaming walls of solid rock, red as bloodstone. He could see roots dangling through cracks in 

the rock, as if he were in some underground cave instead of in his kitchen where he waited on the 

coffee to brew.  

He could feel the heat from those red, glowing walls as it engulfed him, taking the very 

breath from his lungs. His eyes dried out from the heat, and his throat felt like he hadn't had a 

drink in years. Charles could feel his body begin to shrink and shrivel as every drop of moisture 

was sucked out of him. He was roasting alive from the intense heat that surrounded him, and 

Charles watched as the hairs on his arms blackened and fell off. He kept his arms crossed in front 

of him as his skin began to crack like old leather, all while his lungs dried out, forcing his 

breathing to become ragged. Through all this, Charles could hear the stranger clearing his throat 

behind him. 

Why didn’t the stranger say something? Why was he just standing there while Sister Ben, 

the Portuguese anaconda, prepared to devour Charles right before his very eyes? What kind of 

person would allow a horror like this to destroy a child right in front of him? But Charles wasn’t 

a child. He couldn’t be. Forget the hairy arms and the adult hands crossed in front of him. 

Charles knew he couldn’t be a child anymore because Sister Ben was long dead.  

The Portuguese anaconda had died at his feet nearly fifteen years ago. Charles had gone 

to see her after he had grown. He had gone to stop her from hurting anyone else. He had gone to 

shut her down for good.  He had gone to watch her die at his hand, but the old bat had a heart 

attack before he ever laid a hand on her, and she died writhing on the floor at his feet instead.  

So who, or what, was sitting atop him now, holding him down while the very air around 

him seemed on the cusp of exploding in flames?  

Charles uncrossed his arms, and opened his blistering eyes, wishing to all that was good 

and holy that he could close them again. Sitting astraddle of him, pinning him to the molten 

floor, was the large figure of a woman with the head of a serpent, and eyes of burning coals. 

Long, sharp fangs dripped with venom as they hung above him, poised for the strike. The venom 

sizzled as it hit the bloodstone floor, and tiny tendrils of pungent smoke rose from the puddles on 

either side of his head. Laughter- cold, empty, and pure evil erupted from the creature's gaping 

maw and echoed off the cavernous walls. It sent chills through Charles, despite the intense heat 

of the room. Behind him, the impotent stranger cleared his throat a final time as the serpent's 

head lashed out, striking at Charles as it aimed for his neck.  

 

 



(VI) 

 

 

Charles sat up and looked around the white walls of his kitchen, as sweat poured off him 

in rivulets, soaking into his clothes. Gone were the red, glowing walls of stone. Gone were the 

roots dangling through the cracks. Gone was the Portuguese anaconda with the woman’s body 

and the serpent’s head. Everything was gone except the impotent stranger and his eternal 

mucous-clogged throat. Charles turned in rage as he heard that throat being cleared yet again, 

ready to scream at the stranger to go back to wherever he had come from, and take his infernal 

phlegm with him. Laughter exploded around him as he turned to yell at the coffee pot as it 

cleared its throat, spewing the last drops of hot water into the drip cup. This wasn’t the cold, 

empty laughter from behind the wall. It was the high, cackling laughter of a lunatic…a mad man 

robbed of all his senses by a mind fragmented through the horrors of his past. It was his laughter 

bursting from his chest. 

 


