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Jn the beginning, (sod walked upon the vast
oceans of darkness, and he walked into the spheres
of time, but...he walked alone. As sadness touched

his heart, he placed his right hand inside his body
and withdrew it; the blood from his heart trickling
through his mighty fingers to fall upon the universe.

n[c was crcatca/

Lk

Seeing this to be good, (God placed his hand
back into his body; however this time, he removed
one of his ribs. Plowing gently upon it, he birthed his
very first angel, one he would name... “‘Metatron.”

I he guardian of life’

[ his powerful Seraphim stands at the gates of
heaven and reads the names of the dead...from the
book of Iife. | his angelis charged with the
/o/accmcnt of souls, whether it be in [Jeaven or [1el.



Once again, our heavenly father placed his hand
inside his body, withdrawing not one, but two ribs; he
held one in his right hand, the other in his left.
Dlowing gently on the rib in his right hand, he birthed
his second angel, one he would name... “Michael”

] his Cherubim angelis the ‘quardian of light.

B/OW/}?g gcnt{g on the rib in his left hand, he
birthed a third angc‘/, one he would name... ’§amue/ 7
T his Cherubim angc/ is the ’guara//an of n/g/ﬁ’.

Ga/yrfeé Kafaeé Ar/@/, Ur/@l and Abada/on were
the First of the Arcﬁange/s. I nriched with /Deauiy
and 5trengt/7, t/ueﬂ were /o/acec/ /7/5/7 in (3od'’s court.

[///oon their celestial births, the lesser angc/s were
sent to the worlds where Goa/’s Iorccfous blood had
fallen...sent to water the seeds of life with his
unbreakable love. /n the fullness of time, these worlds
became /oo/ou/a ted with his children...who gave birth

to their children. Cod WaSj’Oﬂ){u/




7_/7cncc he came...an cxtrcmc/ﬂ /Dowef?[u/ immortal
who was there in the beginning.
[Te who dwells inside the abyss!
[Te who is the evil within the darkness!
e who is the jackal to all that is holy took from
(rod a son and fashioned an instrument of terror,

one /76 Wou/d use to GICStI‘Oﬂ a// t/73t was crea tca/.

On i'olo of an anvil it was sﬁapcc/.
Jn the fires of [Tell it was )[orgec/,

A}ftcr the days of, A a/am, and before the Com/ng of
Moses, the battle against all that is sacred Ecgan.

Jt /s written that one a/ay war will come to us, and

the lands will be covered with blood...for he who
inhabits the ‘Ninth [7ell has soug/ﬁ/ong to murder
the childrern of (zod. And if he is successtul..

7 he (Christ will be a’estroyea’/
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“] stood upon the sands of the sea, and ] saw a beast
rise, Iﬂaving seven heads and ten horns, and upon his

hOT’ﬂS ten Crowns, and UPOH hls heacls was tl"lC name

b]asphemg” -John 7.2

“Theg worshipped the dragon that givet]ﬁ power
unto the beast: and t]']ey wors]ﬂippecl the bcast,
saying who is like unto the beast, who is able to make

war with him” — Revelation 13:3-18

“C]ﬂildren, it is the last hour; ancljust as you heard
that the Antichrist are coming, for even now many

Antichrists have already risen; from this we know

that it is the last hour” ~John 2:18-19

“Urxclerstamcl oh) son of man, for at the time of the
end shall be the vision” - Daniel 8:17



f: rom t/;cco/c/cstc/cptﬁs of ’paccj :
R oice thinders forths




e thinks, he is dead.

Blackness encloses him, wrapping him like a blanket on
a bitter winter’s m’ght And though his eyes are open, there
is onlfj the cold cruel darimessj such darkness that it makes
him believe he is slipping into madness. lnching his way to
the threshold of insanitg, the Frightenecl young man touches
his body and feels the firmness of it, bclicving he is en route
to that heavenlfj Place souls travel to after death. Bu’cl as
he Ponders this notion..while clangling like a puppet inside
the abyss, an unimaginab]e horror Plays out before him, one

that instan’cly terrifies his soul:

IMAGES OF gyTCHERY
ANP SLAUGHTER.

Anunseen exPlosion rumbles within this cosmic vacuum,
followed by a Penetrating crimson light that momentarily
devours the darkness. Overcome by this mysteriousness,
the young man closes his eyes, buthe swiftly reopens them
upon sugering anintense buming sensation on his lcgs; he

finds himself nailed to a wooden cross, dull copper sPikes



imPaling his hands and feet. Looking down toward the base
of the cross, tears escape his eyes, foritis submerged inan

infinite lake of pure...

LIGUID FIRE.

Scorc}wing flames gnaw his unshod feet, and upon [ift-
ing his miserable gaze, the youngman spots a structure,
archaic in nature, where none stood before. A bridge made
from Primitivc stone has appearcdj and scores of children
stagger across it.

From the buming waters, fireballs shoot out to scorch
these little ones who are forced to walk across this hellish
passage; the bridge begins and ends in the waters.

Other crosses begin rising from the Fiery depths‘..each
with a screaming human nailed to it —— their sorrowful cries
are the stuff of madness. uPon recognizing theirmommies
and daddies among, the cruchcied, the children weep harder.
A“ the whi]e, the young man 36”5 at them to run away, but
no sound escapes his ]iPS‘

Another explosion thunders inside the blackness, and
once more, it is followed }33 that crimson ligh’c. A]Cterwardj
the men and women scream even louder as their sizz]ing flesh
clroPs away from their mortal bodies. With trembling ]iPs,
the young man is forced to watch the gruesome affair of skin

Pccling from charred carcasses, and turning to ash.



Skeletons remain imPalcd to the crosses, their bones
quicuy crumbliﬂg to dust.

With his eyes returning to that briclge, the young man
bears witness to the little gir] who now stands all alone there,
cudc”iﬂg her doll with tiny arms. No olderthan Five, the child
cries out for her mommy as tears soak herfreckled cheeks;
she squeezes her doll against her boég even ’cig}w’cer.

]n a state of utter terror, the young man looks on as a
fireball obliterates her young ]hce, setting her bocly ab]aze,
and launching it over the stony flanks of this edifice. As the
flames eat away at his bodyl he screams out into the black-
ness, “Dear (God, why am | here? \What did ] dotodeserve

this? [7is words are without sound.
A Aace materializes over the Am’{ge.

5creaming on the inside, the young man recognizes the
face.Jt belongs to a demon, one that has Persecuted him his
entire lhce.‘.especia”y these last few clags. With his life draw-
ing to its end, hanging onthe buming cross, the young man

remembers, it was...
A Wi mere Har g week caries..

“Scott, it's alrcadg a quarter past seven! she shouts
from the foot of the stairs.



Slcepilg, the young man slowlg lifts his head off his soft
Pi”ows, squinting at his clock radio that is crue”y, va]idating
his mother's acute attunement for time.

Hearing his name a second time, he sits up, surrendcring
to the warmth and the ]ove]y sPriﬂg light streaming through
his bedroom window. Rubbiﬂg the crusted flakes from his
slccpg cgclids, he g]anccs over at the framed Picture on his
nigh’cs’cand; it c}ispla\tjs the enc%an’cing young ]aég who has
recent]y stolen his heart. He gazes atthe Photograph until

his exasperated mother bellows his name once more:

5598 ccoott

Ha]]gaslcepj the young man scuttles into his bathroom
to }chin enacting his éail\lj ritua], which consists of a shower
and brushiﬂg his teeth in under five minutes, a feat mastered
over the years. Fractica”y every morning, you will hear this
woman, P]eac}ing forher son to wake up and get readg for
school. Most clays require multiP]e summons to get the lad
out of his bed...and to the breakfast table. She learned a
long time ago her son Prmcers his Pi“ows to eggs.

Toclag is no excePtion

Having comP]eteé his clruclgery inthe bathroom, Scott
is rcadg to don his favorite wrink]gjcansj ?oo’cba”jerscg
and letterjacket And, upon %caring another musical Plca
from his mothers highlg tuned vocal corcls, heis racing out

of his room and down the staircase to the front door.



Due to time shortagc, and a serious lack of cnthusiasmj
morning breakfastis out of the question; sti”, this charming
mother alwags prepares a standby meal.

Aglass of milk, and a Hucberrg muffin awaits him.

With sneakers in hand 5cott drains the g]ass of mi”<, and
what he does to the mmclcin.‘.we”, thatis something else to
have seen. I~ ven with his mothers lenicnc\ljj he is still going to
need a miracle to getto his first class before the morning bell
rings its third and final time; this miracle has twenty minutes

to happcn, for that is when the school’s doors are closed.

S -
Darla Mi”cr: an attractive ladg in her ear]g forties. A“uring
Figure, sParHiﬂg blue eyes, and blondish-brown hair, which
touches her shoulders is what this adoring mom whom Scott
loves very much is all about. Mrs. Mi”cr hasjust started her
newjob; a human resource managerFora local suPermarket
chain. She and Scott’s father met in co”egel got engagcdj
and two years la’ccrj t}weg marrie&; howevcr, as of la’ce, ’chcg

are seParatecl‘

The year 1s 1984...

Scott and his motherlive in a largc city in upstate New
York, which was buried in a thick ]ager of snow a few weeks
ago. Blizzards Pumme] this city within the winter seasons,
cocooning folks inside their homes like catcrpi“ars waiting

for the sPring to reemerge as beautiful butterflies.



Frior to winter, this citg exploded in color — the leaves
Fa”ing from the giant oak trees seizing the lands. Blessed
it be the fall holiclays.ncor those divine skies and splendicl
landscaping could onlg have come from the gods.

With the arrival oFsPring, }11’5}1 school seniors will begin
P]anning their futures. Many will be attending co”ege, some
will enter the militarg, while most wi”join the work force.

A handful of these young folks will venture out into the

worlcl, saying theirgooc”oycs to lhcelong Friends, and to their

ﬂl#d/?@.

beloved ci’cg)

Lounging on the border between the (nited States
and Canada, west of New York City, is Bugalo. Jts murkg
waters SPi” into one of the Seven Wonders of the World:
Niagara ]:a”s‘ buﬁcalo is not onlg a rust belt city, butitis
also the home of “Be’c}ﬂlehem 5’ceel” — one of the nation’s

f:)iggest and most Productive turn~o1c~the~centur3 steel mills.



Stepping out onto his front Porc}w, Scott immcdiatclg
drawsina deeP breath of cleansed air, comP]iments of the
laborious thunderstorm of the ﬂight be?ore; clamP wooden
steps leave watery telltale signs on hisjcans. Amidst tying
his sneakers, he glaﬂces the length of the street, and as he
cloes, asmile shapes his ]iPS‘ Whispering her name, a surge

of blissfulness overtakes him,

“| isa.”

An angry car’s engine fills the morning air, stirring those
who are still beneath the covers on theirbeds. Not the least
bit concerned, Scottis welLacquainted with the owner of
the over]g c]can, mint-green, 7 9 Mustang’ that is specding

down the street, toward his house.

» e

Scott Miller: a good~]oo‘<ing eighteenycano]c} with blue
eyes, and shouldcnlcng’c% blond hair. Standing at six feet
with an athletic builcl, he’s a natural to P189 quarterbaci( on
his school’s football team. [1e has a sereneness about him,
making him Popular with teachers and students alike, and
because of his flair for the game, toP co”eges around the
country are courting him, some going as far as to extend full
sc%o]arships. [is dream of Plaging at the Promcessional level

has PromPtecl Scott to visit a few of these universities with
his Dad, and a few others with his two best friends.



Mn and Mra Mi“erhave been scpara’ccd foratad more
than two months, and with his father liviﬂg inan apartment
on the other side of the city, Scottfinds himselFsPeﬂding
less and less time with him — time that was once spent as a
Family‘ [e knows his parents still care for each other. Scott
often hears his mother crging in her bedroom at night. More
than once he has wanted to go and comfort hcr, buthe never
does and, when he is with his father, he detects sadness in
him as well.

Jtisn't long until the shing greencaris stoPPing in front
of his house; the driveris one of his best friends. Without
missing a beat, 5cott makes haste down the steps and over
to the mustang. A)Cteropening the passenger doorj he looks
overat his mo’chcrl whois s’canding on the Porc}'n —her right
index Finger Pointing at the diamond studded watch on her
slender wrist.

Looking at the driver as he climbs into the car, “You do
realize we onlg have ten minutes,” Scott says.

“Ycal'!, Hcah,” the driver nonchalant]y resPoncls‘

Closing the door, Scott adds, “Wc"?”

“Well, what?”

‘Do you think we'll make it this time?”

“No.?

“Me neither, Davcy boy.” Scottla ugl‘ns. “Besidcs, we
don’t rca"y want to 5Poil all the fun we have sncaking into

school, now do we?”



The Mus’cang’s tires smoke as thC\lj dig into the pave-
ment, beginning their melodramatic launch to the end of the
street. A” the whi]e, Mrs. Mi”er is shakiﬂg her Pretty heacl,
knowing full well her son is more than likelg going to be late

for school, again.

» <>

David Kno”: is thinner, and shorter than Scott. [Te has

short, wavy, lig}w’&brown hairand hazel eyes. From hisfather,
Dave inherited a big, dreadful looking nose, a genetic trait
that has tormented him so. Over time, he began using it as a
means of making friends, becoming ajokcster, a class clown.
Feclc”ing his brand of humorin and out of the classrooms,
Dave gets himself into trouble with his teachers...so much
that he’s repcatec”g sent to the vice Principal: Dave’s been
susPenclecl twice this year.

Born with health anoma]ies, Dave has unclergone five
major opcm%cart surgeries, making him a bonafide medical
wonder. Wit% the Passing oFgears, he has come to accep’c
the reality that his life will be shorter than most, and with
that, he has made it his life’s Priori’cg to live like a normal kid,
rcFusing to be Pi’cied. Scott and Dave have been friends
eversince their umcorgettab]e encounterin the third gracle,
at school #28. Sco’c’c saved Davc from a lgnc}wingj and to
this c}ag, he teases him about that comical account, which

went along the line of ...



[en years ago.
One dark and stormy c/ay.

(A ctuall. , It was sunny anc/[gr{g/ﬁ/

» e
/t was f: r/’a’aﬂ, and the end of a school a’aﬂ. /4 horde of
children from the third grade were C/755/?g Jittle Da vey
home..like an angry mob after a criminal,
/t was said that he had done some t/7fng s0 awful that t/)cﬂ
were going to beat him up.
» <
¢ unning for dear life, [Dave screamed as i the [Devil
himself was nlppf/zg at his heels. T(gl}g to avok/[?e/hg cut

off from other [’7035 who ﬁac/jo/nec/ in on the Pursu/t,
Pave accfa/@nta//ﬂ éumpeai into Scott, who /’ust 50
/nappenec/ to be wa/,é/hg on the same dirt Pat/ll to home.

» <>

[ven t/)oug/) their eyes connected for on/ﬂ a second, it
was /oqg C/'JOng/LI forgcott to feel sympa flllﬂ.
[Dave continued running down that pa th, trying to get
home to 53[@@, but the mob was hot on his heels.

» e
7_/’7@5 pursued [Dave into a 52(:255/“0/ enclosed 5ﬂ a /’7g/’7~
chained-link fence, Prcvcnt/hg any means of escape.
Scott watched the infuriated g/r/s call him bad names,
while the fittle 5035 threw small rocks and sticks at him.

[Dave was Cry/hg.

70



4

Scott 5teppeai in and bribed his /’ua’g(f anayurors,
Prom/'sf/zg to give them homemade chocolate C/wp cookies
/l(t/’wﬂ would Parc/on Dave, so to spea,é.

Jo his surpri}se, it worked, and after that a/aﬂ these two
became /’/75@Paratl7/e...//}éc brothers.

/t was revealed later on t/llatDave /llac//ooéec/up one of

the little gfr/s’ dresses.

—

P

“So, how did it go last nigl-ﬂ: with, | issaaa?”

“|t went alrig}ﬂ:,” Scott answers coo”y.

“WHAT?

waclerstancliﬂg the absence of details is going to drive
Dave utter]g insane, 5cott Purpose]g continues being mum
on the vital Par’cicu]ars. lt's on]g after an extended moment
ortwo when he Fina”g Provides him an answer—the stingjest
one he could think of. “Jt went okay.”

“WHAT HAFFENED”” Dave roars, hinting the
Peri]s his friend faces if he doesn’t supplfj details. Kecciving
no answer, Dave turns onto the street that leads to school.
Moments later, Secott takes cleliverg of a Punch on his left
armfor &eliberately Prolonging crucial information. “Tc" me
what haPPcncc}I”

“Damn, do you need to know cvcrything?”
“YF_S!” Dave howls. 4] need to know, cvcrgthing!”



Fo”owing several seconds of tormenting the hell out of
his Friend, Scott Fina”y sPeaks‘ “Wc had a wonderful time.

Displaging a most ill-behaved smirk, “Did yougetany
nookie?” Dave snickers. Scott shakes his head in disbelief,
neverimagining his friend was this bad. “You went to that
}1015 gardcn of...Oh my (iod, you Iuckg bastard®®

“Arc you done?” Secott scoffs, staring at Dave who still
bears that ill-behaved smirk.

“Flagcd alittle hide the salami, didn’t you?” Dave says
rowdilg, making obscene gestures with his rig}'nt hand..while
his left hand grips the steering wheel.

“Did you get any last night?” Scott sasses.

“No, | didn't as a matter of fact.” Dave smiles. “But,
| do masturbate quitc well.? As the Mus’cang Pulls into the
Parkiﬂg lot direct]g across from their school, the two know
theg’re in troub]e, forthe Parking lotis not only Fu”, but also
void of students. Andl with the to“ing of the morning, be“,
signiﬁjing the start of the first class for the clag, the two are
quick in exiting the mustang.

Umcor’cunatelg, with everyone alreadg inside, these two
cle]inquents find themselves in the same state of affairs they
have beenin so many times before. They must now under-
take the Perilous task of sncaking past the school’s security
team without bcing caughtj but that is not a“l as the\lj would

also still need to avoid...

w@f}

2
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= SoUTH PARK =

Liel A

South Fark High: a Four~s’cor3 buildingl builtin the latter
part of “i 915”7 — known as the first school in buffalo that
successFu”g scgregated inthe 607s. There are two full-size
gymnasiums, a large underground, O]ympi&size swimming
Pool, and an auditorium Featuring a high, theatrical cei]ing‘
]n addition to the main entrance; four ]arge wooden doors
with oversize glass windowpanes, there are two on the sides,

ancl two more on the backside omc the schoo]‘

» <>

Curlg: is the head of the school’s security team, a mammoth
black man with a shiny bald head, and arms the size of tree
trunks. One could easi]y argue that Cur]y takes hisjob a
tad too serious...for he is relentless on his watchj esPeciaﬂy

toward those who fail-—or won’t, follow the Po]icies of this



esteemed institution. Displaging alone wolf Pcrsona]ityj
Cur]y can easi|9 be mistaken as someone who doesn’t like
People, exPIicit|9 those foolish mortals who try to sneak in
late for class. Cur]g is a former Marine drill instructorand a
\ietnam vet. Toclag’s conundrumis what doorwill Curb be

hicling behind? Ancl, if itis not him, then which of the other
three security guards will it be?

» <>

Toda\tjj the hu”dng behemoth is lingcringjust outside
the front entrance cloors, staﬂcliﬂg atoP the concrete steps‘
Because of their chronic tardiness, Scott and Dave have
become Priorit}j targets. The giant of amanin his washed-
out uniform hungers to start the week of f with his two craFty
and elusive adversaries sPencling qua]itg time with the vice
Principal. [He yearns for them to receive their much overdue
chastising on tardiness.

]t is Monday, and they are late again!

Cur]g has been monitoring the Pair since ’c%eg drove
into the Parking lotj located on the other side of the street
that has the same name: South Fark Avenue‘ Ferchecl on
the gian’c steps, he bears resemblance to a stone gargogle,
readg to hammer the malicious sPirits that dare to invade his
domain. This unrelentiﬂg suPervisor can alreacl9 taste the
fruits of victory that will be his once he aPPrehcnc}s these
Pcrpetrators — these two who have eluded him on way too

many occasions.
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He waits for the two mice to enter his incscapable trap,
waiting to strike down with his mighty gauntlet onustice.

A]Cter crossing the street, Scott and Dave stoP dead
in their tracks...for ’cheg spot the massive security sentinel
atoP the steps‘ Kealizing he has alreacl9 SPotted them, they
stare ateach other, anticipating what move their opponent
is going to make.

T he scene unfolds like a classical \Western showdown,
drawn straight from history books, the one where the town
sheriff —in this case being Cur]y —is determined to catch
the two villain — Scott and Dave — and lock them away in
a municiPaUailhouse‘..or detention hall in this case.

As cheers of encouragement descend from above, all
three tilt their heads and eyeba”s up toward the students,
and the handful of teachers Pokiﬂg theirheads out of the
second, third and fourth floor windows. Dreadiﬂg this un-
solicited attention, the two mice return their attention to the
snar]ing mouse~traPPer who is no further than tweﬂty or
thirty 3arcls away.

(Convincedof a }Jctting Pool forthis recurring event, the
pressure is now on Curly to catch them, because if he Fails,
he will look bacl, whereas if he cloesn’t, well._it will be worse
forthe two mice. Having to actfast astheir opponent is Nnow
more determined to catch them, Scott and Dave bolt like
an arrow toward the backside of the schoo], hoPiﬂg to gain

sa1cc entrance t%ere.



Umcor’cunatelg for the two infamous out]aws, Cur]g has
Prophesiecl which door theg are headiﬂg forand scurrying
back inside, he runs like a madman down the lengthg ha”wag
toward the rear of the }Juilding.

“Run faster, Dave?” Scott roars.

“|'m running as fast as | can?” Dave roars back.

Making track toward the backsicle, the two are P]easecl
to discover the water Puc}dles gencra’ccd }33 the heavg rains
that came in the nigl‘nt have cvapora’ced; the soil Provic}cs a
favorable clegree of traction.

Closing in on the staircase at the end the ha“wag that
leads to the basement ﬂoorl the suPcrvisor near]g ’copples a
midc”e«agecl teacherfrom the tenth«grade home economics
class. Thc woman gawks in utter terror at the two hundred
and six’cy Pounc}s of man—train barreling down the ha“wag,
with a force that will inclubitab]y Pu]verize herif she remains

within his destructive Path =

‘MY LORD‘” the woman scream;f

With mere seconds to cloclge the human ]ocomotive, the
teacher Pitc%es the papers sheis holc}ing into the airand
scampers into the room &irCCtl\lj in front of her. Grun’cingl
Curly continues down the emPty ha”way, Passing the room
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that holds the teacher- From Past experiencc, Sco’c’c knows
the bee]cy suPer\/isor is Fu”g cognizant of what doortheg are
heacling for...

“Stopl” he 56”54

“What?!” Dave barks,Just as he is about to open that
first door on the backside. Without resPoncliﬂg, 5cott runs
forthe second door, completclg aware he is taking achance
in c}oing so; there is an impor’cantgame on Saturday, and he
car’t afford to be caught.‘.lcor pressure may be brought to
bear that could kcep him on the sidelines.

Of the few times Curlg netted him, one wasjust before
a game, Scott was not allowed to P]ag‘..we”, not until theg
were down by a pair of touchdowns hcading into the fourth
quarter. The Principa] allowed the coach to bend the rules
and bring in their stellar Pemcormer, esPecia”9 since they
were P]aging arival school. ]t is common imowleclge that the
head cheeses of the schools ran Privatc bets on the games.

uPon reaching the second cloor, 5cott quicuy opens
it, trusting his hgpothesis is correct. Rushiﬂg inside, theg
encounter zilch on the basement ﬂoorl and, to their salvation,
a ﬂearby staircase is also unoccupiecl‘ Waitinga moment to
make sure nobody is clescencling the stairs, theg make their
move, disappcaring like P%an’coms up them.

“T hat was closc,” Scott says.

«t didn’t hclp with those fools yc“ingl” Dave scoffs.

“No, it didn’t.?



“| wanted to throw my shoe at them!” Dave sneers.

“Thank God you didr’t.? Scott chuckles.

“You're hilarious.”

“| et’s icccP moving.”

Fausing momcntari19 at the first floor lancling. “Why is
Cur‘]y so mean?’ Dave asks, struggling to catch his breath.
“Have you looked into his eyes?” Scott resPonds.

“Ycah.”

“T]'!cn you know whg, the man hates everyone. ]’" sce
you later.? Scott makes like a thief down the first floor hall-
way, whereas [Dave continues up the stairs, having two more
floors to go before his ePicjourncy is over.

Hearing the closing ofa ha”wag locker, Scot’c Pokes
his head around the corner, discovering the corridor to be
deserted. Qpickstepping overto his ]ockcr, whichis across
from the room he seeks, he unravels the combination to his
lock and opens the locker. Grabbing a no’cebook, pen, and
a small backpack, as well as a cumbersome book that reads,

« American Eng]ish” he advances to the closed-door of...

Room 132
M. Cummins
’£yll‘s/;'
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| ike a seasoned thief entering ajewelry store, Scott
opens the doorwith a Polished grace and sPots the teacher
at the blackboard writing words upon it. With his backside
?acing him, Scott cmploys stealth, a’c’cempting to slip into his
assigned desk 59 the back window. And, with his objective
mere feet away...

“| see we are late again, Mr. Mi"er.”

Cursing in’cema”g, Secott stops deadin his track, s]owly
turning toward the teacher who is still writing on the black-
boarcl, his backside still Facing him.

“Don’tjust stand therelike a statue, take your seat and
write these words down.? Obeging the teachers directive,
Scott hastens to his desk and opens his notebook. As he
bcgins writing down the words, the boy seated on his righ’c,
wearing his Favorite, Frecl F]intstone baseball cap sneaks
him a small bag of BBQ/C}“HIPS, which he gracious]y accepts.

“T hanks, K eith.?

“You getaway with too much,” the boy scoffs.

“l do?*

“Yeah, you do, and it sickens me.”

“lp's ca“ccl, Public relations skills.»

“You mean, ass’kissing 5‘<il|5,” Keithjeers; Scott winks
and smiles. Skaking his head, the boy resumes writing down
the words, whereas Scott slips afew of those tasty BBQ
chiPs into his mouth. Caiven Mr. Cummins’s P]acicl clemeaﬂor,
Scott knows he isn't going to catch hell from his teacher.



Furthermorel Scottisnt the least bit concerned with
Curly showing up to clrag him down to the vice Principa]’s
ogice, as this isn’t his stg]e‘ The securit9 suPervisor wants
to catch him in the act, making the chastising sweeter.

“T-hcrc is going to be a test on these words next wac!c,”
Mr. Cummins says, slow]g turning from the blackboard to
face his class. “You will be rcquircd to sPc" cachword, then,
you will be asked to use it in a sentence that contains both
an adverb and Pronoun.” The class moans in displeasure‘

Before the minute hand on the clock moves its seventh
time, a boy with short black hair walks into the classroom,
ho]cling a piece of paper inside his left hand. UPOﬂ seeing
the lac}, Mr. Cummins walks over and says he”o; he takes
the paper and reads it. |n the interim, Scott takes full ad-
vantage of the clistraction, by clePositing a couP]e of those
tasty chips into his mouth as he continues to write the words

into his notebook.

» <

Mr. Cummins: five Feet, eight inches. []e has ]ong, thinning
brown hair, which he most]y keeps ina Ponytail; this man of
1Ci1ct5 was a true rebelin the sixties, wearing much of the same
jewelrg to this clay. [eis atolerant teacher, a]ways on the
side of clemency; at all times will yousecea smile on his face.
chre’ctab]g, tragedg struck last year..victim ofa neg]igcnt
clriver, which is reason for his wa”dng stick; the motorcyc]e

accident made him a widower.
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“My bclovcd, students,” Mr. Cummins says, “| need to
leave for a while. | expect you all to behave like adults.”

SCconds after the teacherleaves with the boy, a Petite,
very pretty gir] sitting in the desk c}irec’cl\tj infront of Scott
turns around and shy]g whisPers hello. She receives a smile
and salutations of her own, but thatis as faras it goes, for
Scott’s attention drifts away, leaving the brokenhearted
girl to turn around and resume her studies.

Oﬂe thing occuPies his mind — [ isa.

Contrarg to what Dave thinks, no’ching remotely sexual
%appcnec} with the blonde beautg Thcg Pa’cronizcd several
stores at the downtown ma”, Finishiﬂg off the day with a late
lunch at one of the finer cateries there. Before datingl thcy
alwags said hello when thC\lj Passcc} each otherin the ha“s,
but it never went any further than that. With Scott being
the football hero and Lisa being every teenageﬁs Fantasg,
it was destined to haPPerL T his delectable young lady has
tormented the hell out of countless young men throughout
heryears, unintentiona”y and iﬂteﬂtiorwauy.

Twisting his body around and resting his elbows upon
the ]eclge of the windowsill, Scott gazes at the small Park
behind the school. ]nsertiﬂg chips into his mouth, his nostrils
takejog with the Howcry ?ragrance that comes with spring,
delivered }33 a Frienc”g gust of warm air that nuzzles his face.
Continuing to satis?y his 56”9, his mind transports him back

in time to when he was a small bog P]aging in this same Park



with his parents, rcmembcring the happincss t}weg shared
with him and each other. E_levatiﬂg his chin, he stares into

the cloudless skg‘ ]t is a handsome day.
Something 12 wirong!

An internal warninggrips his being, a Familiarting]ing in
his stomach that from Past exPerieﬂces had proven to be
accurate — somcthing was amiss. Scanning the area behind
the school, starting with the neig}wboring houses, then the
corner store, he sees nothiﬂg unusual. Choosiﬂg to ignore
the oddness, he resumes writing down the remaining, words
from the chalkboard into his notebook, but before his pen
touches the paper it dawns on him: the silence!

Norma“y at this time of the c}ag, acarwould be driving
down the street that borders the other side of the Park.

e doesn’t see angjoggers, norany bicyc]ists shaking
off the cobwebs from the long, cold winter.

Wha’c is more, he does not observe:

Birds ﬂging in the 5!<9.
Chi]clren on the swing sets.
Someone walking their &og.

Not a sing]e couple aclmiring the beauthculgarclens the
city Plantecl inside the Parkjust last sPriﬂg, nordoes he hear
asound coming from the residential homes no further than
ahundred or so 9ards away. He hears nothing, abso]ute]y
ﬂothing; Furthermore, he believes he is beiﬂg...watc/mc//
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lt's beenthis type O)Cabnormalitg...this unnerving brand
of bizarreness that he has been forced to endure his whole
life. [T ven when he wasjust ababe being Pushed down the
street inside his stroller, he felt the presence of [ vil, even
though he knew not what Evil was. This awareness only
intensified the older he got— often ]asting no longer than a
beat or two of his ’cremb]ing heart.

Staring into the blue skies, he observes a cloud moving,
steacmy in his direction.

Strangej that cloud wasn’t there a second agol

]t’s notthe shapc of the cloud that concerns Fn'm, but the
disturbiﬂggreeﬂish tint within it. Seconds later, the cloud
begins turning brown. ]nching his head closerto the window,
he watches the cloud turn b]oodwcdl swearing on his soul
something is taking shaPe inside it.

Grinﬂing Face.‘ncangecl teeth..demonic eyesl

T he school bell rings, signhcying the end of first class.

A bit startled, Scott removes his eyes from the waning
vision and directs them to the front of the room...to the door
to which Mr. Cummins now stands at, saginggooc}bge to
his students as theg walk past him.

e Pokes his head back out the window. “Nothing.”

“Scott, did you say somcthing?” Kcith asks, Putting
his notebook inside his backpack

“Where did the face go? Scott whisPers to himself.

“thrc did what go?”



“What’?” Secott asks, turning to Kei’cH

“Youjust said, where did the face go?”

«| did?

“Duh, geah.”

« wasjust looking out the..?

“Arc you okay?”

“Ycah, l’m good.” Scott’s eyes return to the door—to
the students who are asking Mr. Cummins qucstions about
the uPcoming test.

“See you later,” K eith says as he is about to walk away.

“Hcy, did you see a strange loo‘cing cloud in the s‘cy?”

“Scott, ] think you’re strange.”

“What do you mean?”

“| mean, you've lost your mind,” K eith says, wa”dng over
to the window, and looking out. “ | here aren’t any clouds in
the 5!(5.” SEakiﬂg his heacl, K eith heads forthe cloor, but
Scott returns to the window, and sticks his head out of it.

“Hc’s rigl'it.” His gaze descends to the cars current|9
clriviﬂg down the street, on both sides of the Park. “l must be
imagining things again.” After grabbing his books, Scott
stuffs that half-caten bag of chiPs inside his backpack and
heads forthe cloor, but,just as he is about to leave, a small
tin wastebasket is held out ]33 an outstretched hand. When
the initial uncertainty vanishes from his face, Scott reaches
into his backpack to extract those munchies, clroPPing them
into the litterbin.
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“_ﬂ'\an‘cgou ‘cinc"g, Mr. Mi"cr,” Mr. Cummins says with
a smile. “Havc yoursclmc a wonderful clay.”

“Youtoo, Mr. Cummins.” Scottrolls his eyes as his feet
steerhim t%rough the door. He has long held teachers were
born with eyes in the back of theirheads. The reason forthis
assumPtion is the fact that theg know...too damn much!

Onceinside the %a”way, Scott becomes conscious of
a cool draft b]owing Frcely inside the ha“wa\ljj brushing his
facelike a spideﬁs web. uPon reaching his locker, he scans
the livclfj corridorfor the source of the breeze; another one
is 1Ce|t, comcirming the first was not imaginary.

Shrugging off the queerness, he opens his locker, but
before the first book can succcssmcuug slide offhis Fingcrs
to touch the metal she]mc, that imagc from the cloud appears
in his heacl, soon replacecl by a carousal of emotions that is
swiftin choking his senses. ]ﬂ oPPosition to his wi”Power, his
mind corjures a most unwanted memory.

When he was eight years olcl, 5cott liked to stargaze
from his bedroom window, using an aPPreﬂtice te]escope his
?at%ergot him. |t was during one nocturnal occasion that he

first laid eyes upon... f'/J/m/

Garted in dark e/afmy.
512:0«!129 next-fo the vak free.
.éfar/zg at him £rom Inside the shadows.
Across the street, Ly The nelg&ﬁar‘s house.




