
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  

[image: Feedbooks]

Roadside Memorial

Brad C DMD





Published: 2010

Tag(s): "short story" horror ghosts monsters revenge




 

Ten-year-old Tyree Markum watched from the front lawn as the sun
began its patient descent behind the horizon.  It was almost
time to go inside.  Almost time for dinner.  Mama was
making his favorite tonight: Salisbury steak and baked potatoes
with sour cream and chives.  Another couple of minutes and he
would drag his three charges back into the apartment, the little
ones kicking and screaming and begging for a few more precious
minutes playing outside in the rapidly approaching twilight.
 

Because dinner time meant that bath time was around the corner,
and that meant bedtime was not far behind.

Tyree was a gangly youth, taller than most of his friends, all
arms and legs, as his mama and auntie liked to say.  His skin
was dark, his short nappy hair darker, but his smile, always
present, was bright and warm.  Behind thick glasses, his large
brown eyes were always moving, exploring and searching, hungry to
discover some new piece of knowledge in the world around him. 
He preferred Treasure Island over cartoons, The Call
of the Wild over sports.  He was a self-proclaimed
bookworm, or nerd, as the kids at school liked to say, but their
name-calling didn’t bother him in the least.  They would be
stuck here their whole lives; he wouldn’t.

It was a hot and humid evening in late July, but the
uncomfortable heat didn’t seem to bother Tyree’s cousins in the
least.  Marcus and Jerome Stevens, five-year old identical
twins, were busy playing a game of one-on-one basketball on the
sidewalk with a small novelty Lakers basketball and a five-foot
high plastic hoop.  Marcus, the elder by three minutes, wore a
yellow Kobe jersey while Jerome sported a red Lebron shirt.
 Both wore their hair in neat cornrows, a tribute to their
diminutive hero on the basketball court, Allen Iverson.

Jasmine, the twin’s four-year old sister, sat Indian style on
the lawn beside her brothers, gently combing the pink nylon hair of
her favorite Bratz doll.  Her own ebony hair was twisted into
thin braids decorated with dozens of multi-colored plastic beads.
 

Tyree sat on a cheap lawn chair, the metal rusted and the red
fabric frayed, on the small concrete path that led from the
sidewalk to the front door of the apartment he, his cousins, his
mama and his auntie called home.  He kept one eye on his
cousins, mostly the boys, ensuring that they didn’t wander out into
the street, while surveying his home, his life, with the other.
 The lawn, if it could be called a lawn (lawn implied life,
didn’t it?), was straw yellow in most places, dead under the
combination of an oppressive sun and heat, lack of regular
watering, and the urine of dozens of neighborhood dogs, both stray
and owned,  that used it as a toilet.  The few green
areas were mostly weeds: stalks of clover, thick spreading
crabgrass and yellow-topped dandelions.  The sidewalk, from
one end of the block to the other, and the paths connecting the
sidewalk to the front doors, were cracked and uneven, with
opportunistic weeds sprouting from every uneven fissure.  He
was always surprised that Marcus and Jerome never tripped while
playing, were never sent sprawling by a toe caught under a jagged
piece of concrete.  

He glanced at his watch, a handsome piece of jewelry that his
mother had given him for his birthday last year.  Those of his
friends who bothered to wear a watch (why wear a watch when your
cell phone had a clock on it, most told him) still used what he
called baby watches: cheap pieces of plastic hugging a bland
digital clock.  His, though, possessed a leather band and an
analog face that displayed a series of gears working behind three
delicate hands.  It was his most prized possession, and he
would often look at it even when he knew the time, just to admire
the precise movements of the various components.   Now,
though, he wanted to know the time, and those subtle hands told
him: seven twenty-five.  Another five minutes, and then
dinner, followed by some quiet time for himself in front of the
television (he did enjoy Wheel of Fortune) while the little ones
got bathed and dressed in their jammies.  His mother and aunt
didn’t like him bringing his cousins back in earlier than was
necessary.  Time outside served dual purposes, both equally
important to the sanity and balance of the household: to give the
adults some quiet time to get the cooking done without constant
interruption, and to allow the twins time to burn off their excess
fuel so they would be tired when bedtime rolled around.  An
hour spent playing outside instead of in front of the television
right before dinner usually did the trick.

Tyree watched as the small basketball bounced out into the
street but didn’t respond to the situation until Marcus called out
to him.  “Tyree, the ball’s in the street. Can you get it?”
 The twins knew that they were, under no circumstances,
allowed to venture out onto the faded asphalt where too many people
drove way too fast.  If a wayward ball were to enter the
street off a wicked bounce, they were to ask Tyree, or an adult if
one were around, to retrieve it.  They both knew well the
consequences for disobeying that rule; a single incident last year
(Marcus was almost flattened while chasing a Frisbee into the
street) resulting in two weeks of no television and no dessert had
burned that Law into their quick and developing brains.  Old,
dried blood stains, barely visible but definitely present, dotted
the length of the road, a testament to the dangers of this
particular street.

Tyree uncurled his long form from the creaking chair and
strolled on long legs to the curb.  He noted the location of
the ball, looked both ways, listened intently for the sound of a
nearing engine, then busted it into the street, retrieving the ball
and returning it to his cousins in less than five seconds.  He
started back to his chair, but allowed his gaze to wander over the
tenement that was his home since birth as he went.  It was an
old, drab affair, a large two story apartment complex that had seen
better times, with a facing of faded and chipped red and brown
brick adorned by the occasional splash of spray paint.  It was
haunted mostly by single mothers, like his mama and auntie, and
older, bordering on elderly, single or widowed men, like Mr.
Emmanuel who lived next door.  There were a handful of married
couples and single men in their twenties and thirties, but not
many.  And most of the single young men who called this
building home were not the nicest of people.

Tyree looked at the building every day with a hard, appraising
eye.  His home gave him motivation to try hard in school and
stay out of gangs.  Because he didn’t want to live in a place
like this his whole life, in a tiny two bedroom apartment with five
other people, in an old building in a bad neighborhood surrounded
by dangerous people.  He wanted more than this out of his
life, a safe home with more rooms than people living in it.
 But more than that, more than for his own safety and comfort,
he wanted to be successful to save his mama and auntie and cousins
from this place.  His inspiration came from a documentary he
saw a year ago which told the uplifting story of three young men
from Newark, New Jersey who suffered and struggled through tough
childhoods in a tough neighborhood but, by staying focused on
school and staying out of trouble, managed to transcend the
violence and hopelessness of their community and eventually became
doctors.  They knew that if they could ignore the seductions
of instant gratification offered by drugs and gangs, if they could
survive the pitfalls of childhood, then the future stood wide and
bright in front of them. 

If they could do it, he could do it, too.  Their story gave
him faith.  

And by saving himself, he could save the ones he loved as well.
 A noble thought, but Tyree Markum was nothing if not noble,
with lofty expectations of himself.

Tyree was about to sit back in his chair when the screen door to
the apartment next to his swung open, delivering a man and his dog
into the twilight.  The man was David Emmanuel and the dog,
connected to David by a six foot long leather leash, was Pierre, a
four year old Yorkie.  

“Good evening, young Ty,” David said with a slight French lilt
to his tongue.  Always Ty, never Tyree, as if the name would
leave a bitter taste in his mouth.

“Evening Mr. Emmanuel,” Tyree returned, smiling.

David sighed.  “Every night I tell you its David, not Mr.
Emmanuel, and every night you continue to call me Mr. Emmanuel.
 Every night for the past four years.  Didn’t your mama
ever teach you to listen to your elders, boy?”

“Mama tells me to call you Mr. Emmanuel, and if that’s what she
tells me, that’s what I’m going to do.”

“It’s a rare boy who listens to his mama these days,” David
said.  “But then again, you are a diamond among the rough,
aren’t you Ty?”

Tyree nodded.  He wasn’t exactly sure what Mr. Emmanuel
meant, but it was always safe to agree with Mr. Emmanuel.

David Emmanuel was in his sixties and owned a heavily lined face
as dark as tar.  He was shorter than Tyree by several inches
but had a magnetic presence which made up for his lack of stature.
 Despite his age, his body maintained the leanness and
suppleness of a man half his years, and he still sported a head
covered with dark hair. His eyes were olive green, healthy and
alert, always moving behind the thick lenses of his glasses.
 He had a broad nose and a wide, friendly mouth.  He
laughed a lot, although he could be stern when the situation
demanded it.  

David was the nicest man Tyree had ever known and was the
closest thing to a father figure he had in his life.  When he
had homework he needed help with that was above the basic textbook
knowledge of his mama and auntie, David would come over and
patiently explain the lessons to him until he understood.
 When a situation arose that forced both his mama and auntie
from the apartment at the same time, David would be over at the
drop of a hat to babysit until the women returned home.  He
came over to celebrate holidays and birthdays.  He was a rock,
and Tyree leaned heavily on him.

Tyree found Mr. Emmanuel to be an intriguing if not exciting,
man.  Born in Haiti, he moved with his parents and three
siblings (one sister and two brothers) to Louisiana when he was
six.  He grew up on the marshlands bordering the swamps,
receiving a poor education on the bayou.  At the age of
eighteen he enlisted with the military and spent five years in
Vietnam.  Upon completing his tour of duty, he returned to the
states, to Chicago, where he opened his own luggage sales and
repair shop.  He spent the next five years fighting to
discover the American dream, finally finding a wife and fathering
two sons while living comfortably in a small house he owned.
 His wife had died almost fifteen years ago of cancer.
 Both sons were also gone (Tyree assumed dead, though the word
gone allowed for a certain degree of interpretation), but
Mr. Emmanuel never shared the specifics about their fates.
 Without his family, he sold his shop and sold his home and
eventually ended up in the tenements of the South Side of Chicago,
where he now worked as a janitor at the local high school.

Tyree didn’t understand how a man with a successful business
could fall so far and go from living in a nice house to a crumbling
apartment building.  But that was because Tyree was too young
to understand how personal tragedy could lead even the strongest
man into the depths of despair and ruin. 

David had never told Tyree about the addiction to crack he
developed after losing his sons.  Or that, before moving in
four years ago, he had spent four years in the county prison.
 David had never shared these circumstances with Tyree because
the boy needed a father figure at this formative part of his life
and not necessarily the hard truth, which would undoubtedly corrupt
the child’s faith in him.  One day, when he was older and
better able to understand how complicated and bitter the world
could be, he would tell Tyree about the drugs and jail, but that
time was not now.  

Pierre sniffed around the desolate lawn, searching for a
suitable place to relieve himself while Tyree and David spoke.

“I remember you when you were about their age, a couple years
older, actually,” David said, glancing at the twins, “playing
basketball on the sidewalk with the other kids.  You always
had the advantage, being so tall.”

Tyree nodded.  He had always towered over his peers by at
least six inches, and now, at the age of ten, standing an inch
short of five and a half feet, he owned a foot of height over most
of his friends.  A legacy from a father he never did know, a
man who was simply gone, like Mr. Emmanuel’s sons.
 He had given up asking his mother where his father was and
what had happened to him; he knew that when she was ready to tell
him, she would.  And besides, did it really matter?  Was
the man who had given him life someone he would want to know or
look to for inspiration?  He had David Emmanuel, and that was
all he needed.  “I have the height,” Tyree said, “but I could
never shoot.”  He adjusted his glasses.  “Never had the
coordination.  You know that.  How many balls did you
watch me shoot into the street?”

“You could have practiced more, Ty.   You could have
learned.  But you can’t teach height, son.  You could
have been in the NBA if you spent more time practicing.”

“You know I don’t like sports, Mr. Emmanuel, playing them or
watching them.  I want to be a doctor when I’m older.
 Help people.  Save people.  Do something important
with my life.”

David Emmanuel’s lips split into a brilliant smile, revealing a
pair of teeth that were too white, too straight, too
perfect to belong to a man of his age.  But there was
a sadness lurking there, in the lines of his face, in the corners
of his eyes.  “You remind me of my Rodney, Ty.  Concerned
more about other people than himself.  Your mind would be
wasted on the basketball court.  Such a brilliant mind…”
 He sighed.  “So much potential.”  He knew how hard
it was to get out of a place like this, and though Ty seemed intent
on escaping, the boy didn’t fully understand the snares and traps
that laid in wait. At ten, anything and everything seemed
possible.  It would be up to him to guide him and shield him
as best as he could the next eight years so that great potential
could be given to the world.

Tyree beamed, not mature enough to detect the regret and sadness
in David’s face and voice.  All he knew was that he wanted to
make Mr. Emmanuel proud.  Wanted to be equal to the sons that
he had lost.  Mr. Emmanuel wasn’t his father, but he was the
closest thing he had to one, and his approval and support motivated
him. Leave basketball to the uneducated, to those who didn’t want
more out of his life than money and love of strangers.

“Tyree!” a voice called from the direction of the street.

Tyree turned, saw Jerome and Marcus standing there looking so
much like reflections of each other, saw the small yellow and
purple basketball bounce several feet then roll towards him over
the cracked sidewalk.  He took a handful of steps towards the
ball and squatted, waiting for it to roll into his extended
hands.

 

*****

 

Across the street, and two houses down to the left, two large
black men sat in a stolen black Escalade with illegal tinted
windows and stolen license plates, not such an oddity in this part
of town, where shady deals between shady men was the staus quo.
 The passenger side window was cracked open two inches and a
pair of hate-filled eyes peered through the makeshift slot at the
apartment from which, if history held true, David Emmanuel would be
emerging within minutes.  At that moment, only a handful of
children were present.

“You ready to do this shit?” Reggie Manning asked his younger
brother, Jayson, who sat silently behind the steering wheel,
tapping his fingers against the leather wrap anxiously and looking
more nervous than ready.  Reggie wore a stocking cap curled
around his forehead like an unrolled condom, ready to be pulled
down at a moment’s notice.  An large gun sat in his lap.
 He was large man with bulging muscles and a keen hatred, both
honed to perfection during eight years in the crucible that was the
state pen.

“Too many kids around,” Jayson Manning muttered.  

“Fuck the kids,” Reggie snarled.  “That’s been your excuse
for the past week.  There’s always fucking kids around.”
 He fingered the piece balanced on his legs, a TEC-9 that had
been converted into to a full automatic, and eyed his brother.
 “No more waiting.  That nigger dies tonight.”

Reggie had been out of jail for less than a month, and like many
ex-inmates, he felt his first responsibility was to extract his
pound of flesh from the person responsible for his incarceration.
 And David Emmanuel was the one who had rolled him.

Eight years ago, Reggie and his older brother Trevor had knocked
over a gas station that also served as a Western Union.  Every
Friday, dozens of Mexicans wired money back to relatives in Mexico,
which meant that the small convenience store was flush with cash by
the end of the night.  David had been driving the getaway car;
he owed Reggie two hundred dollars for drugs, an obligation which
would be erased for this single service.  Jayson had been in
jail at the time, a six month sentence for assault, and Reggie
didn’t want to split the take with anyone not family.  His
woman at the time, Chantel Lane, had offered to drive, but this was
man’s work.  So he settled on David, a pathetic old man hooked
on crack with enough fear in his heart to not ask for more than the
erasure of his debt.

The robbery had gone horribly wrong, though, as crimes often
did, and a simple smash and grab had quickly devolved into murder.
 The clerk, a stooped Indian fellow with a turban balanced on
his head, offered Reggie and Trevor what he had in the register at
the time: a hundred and fifty bucks in cash and a roll of quarters,
just enough to make small change. He claimed that the rest went
right into a safe which couldn’t be opened except by the manager.
 Trevor became agitated- Reggie later learned that he was high
on meth- and panicked when the clerk reached under the counter for
either a gun of his own or to trigger an alarm, unloading the
contents of his gun into the man’s chest, killing him.  They
grabbed what cash they could from the open register and ran.
 Surveillance cameras captured nothing of their identities,
and after a month of hiding, the brothers figured they were in the
clear and returned to their normal lives.  But they found the
police waiting for them when they finally returned home, and during
the subsequent trial, they learned that David Emmanuel was the one
who had fingered them.  

The reason for the betrayal was ultimately inconsequential.
 The man had either gone to the police voluntarily because a
sense of guilt had kicked in or he had been fingered by a witness
as the driver and was brought in by the cops and broken.
 Regardless, he had squealed instead of keeping his fat lips
zipped.  He cut a deal, getting four years in jail, while
Reggie was sentenced to eight years and Trevor to life without
chance of parole.  Trevor’s sentence proved to be shorter than
Reggie’s, though.  A bear of an Aryan named Lenny “Ice” Carter
had slit his throat in the showers for reasons unknown, sending
Trevor’s life spiraling down the metal grate in the shower
floor.

It was David Emmanuel’s fault that he had spent eight long years
in prison.  It was ultimately David Emmanuel’s fault that his
brother was dead.  And it was time for the man to reap the
consequences of breaking the silence of the street.

After learning of Emmanuel’s whereabouts, he and his brother had
spent the following week staking out his house, observing the man’s
schedule and tendencies as well as assessing the nature of the
neighborhood.  When were the cops patrolling the area.
 When were the most people puttering around, coming and going
or just hanging out on the stairs.   When were there the
fewest people around to witness the man’s death.  

Measure twice, cut once, his father use to say.  Reggie
would have one good shot at this, and he didn’t want to fuck it up.
 

David had made it almost too easy.  Every night for the
past week, between seven thirty and a quarter of eight as the sun
was beginning to disappear, he stepped from his apartment with that
stupid rat dog of his.  There were always a handful of
children around, but Reggie could care less.  Children made
poor witnesses.  And if one of them happened to get hit in the
crossfire… well, life was a bitch and then you died. 
Especially in the ghetto.

“Still think we should wait,” Jayson said, his eyes surveying
the street before him.  “What’s another couple of days?
 Maybe we’ll get lucky and he’ll be all alone.”

Reggie turned to his brother, malice burning in his eyes.
 He knew that Jayson was not worried about possible witnesses,
about being fingered, about going back to jail, possibly for life.
 No, he simply didn’t want to see any of the children hurt.
 He had a six month old kid and his experiences and emotions
had had fired up his own paternal instincts.  Poor time for
him to develop a conscience.  “There’s always kids around,”
Reggie said, his voice a dangerous whisper, heavy with disgust.
 “He probably hides behind them, thinking they’ll shield him
from the retribution he’s earned himself.  We do it tonight.
 Understand?”

Jayson swallowed hard, not looking at his brother.  Reggie
nodded to himself and resumed his stakeout in silence. 

As seven thirty passed, the door to Emmanuel’s apartment opened
and the old man stepped out, dog in tow.  He allowed his pet
to wander the dirt landscaping while he stopped to talk to one of
the kids.  He was a good six inches shorter than the kid, who
shielded Emmanuel from Reggie’s view.

“Start the car,” Reggie ordered.  He watched the scene
before him with a vulture’s intensity, waiting for the perfect
moment to strike.  Unfortunately, the fucking kid was tall and
positioned between Emmanuel and the street, preventing a clean
kill.  He wouldn’t go with the kid in the way- not because he
cared about an extra life wasted, but because the kid prevented
guaranteed success and anything short of a definite kill would be
disastrous.  If Emmanuel lived, he would disappear into the
wind and that would be that. Failure was unacceptable.  He had
promised his dying brother that he would see David Emmanuel
dead.  He would wait for an opening, and if that opening
didn’t come tonight he would have to take Jayson’s advice and wait
until Monday.

But as this thought passed through his head, his opportunity was
suddenly there.  

The basketball the two young kids were playing with had begun
rolling towards the older boy, who responded by kneeling down to
wait for the ball, revealing Emmanuel’s scrawny frame to Reggie in
all of it’s backstabbing glory.

Never trust a drug addict to keep his mouth shut,
Reggie thought as he looked at the man greedily.  Should
have known better.   This is for you,
Trev.

“Hit it,” Reggie ordered, sliding the stocking tight over his
features as his brother slammed on the gas.  Tires screamed
over the pavement as the car peeled out. He lowered his window
enough to get his arm and gun out the window and prepared for the
assault.

 

*****

 

Inside the two bedroom apartment, the sisters prepared the one
dinner a week that the six of them would eat together as a family.
 Sandra Markum and Lucinda Stevens worked different hours,
staggering them so that one of them would almost always be home to
watch the four children.  Sandra worked in the cafeteria at
the local hospital, serving meals to doctors and the families and
friends of patients, while Lucinda was a hair stylist at a barber
shop down the street.  They both worked in excess of fifty
hours a week, hoarding their cash like rodents before winter
settled in, with hopes of transplanting themselves and their
children to a safer neighborhood within the next two years.
 Work for both of them was demanding, stealing them from their
children, but it would all be worth it when they fled the inner
city for a nice two family house in the suburbs.  For now,
though, they cherished their Friday night dinners together.

Sandra stood by the oven, monitoring the Salisbury steaks in the
oven as they neared completion, making sure they didn’t overcook.
 She was a tall woman, almost six feet tall, lean and toned
and relatively flat-chested beneath her jeans and t-shirt.
 She wore thick glasses, like her son, and kept her thick
black hair in a neat afro bundled above her scalp and secured by a
crimson rubber band, giving it the appearance of a mushroom cap
balanced on her head.  Despite her current station in life,
she had pride and she carried herself with a subtle grace, her
figure conveying the poise and polish of a seasoned dancer as she
moved around the small kitchen.

Lucinda was busy splitting open the steaming potatoes and gently
mashing up the soft meat within with a bit of butter and chives.
 Younger than Sandra by three years, she was the antithesis of
her sister physically.  She hovered at five foot three and
carried too much excess weight on her small frame.  She had
never found the time to shed the weight gained while pregnant with
the twins and instead slowly added bulk to a body that could not
comfortably accept it, even through the second pregnancy.  She
waddled more than walked, her heavy breasts bouncing behind a bra
that wasn’t constructed to support such endowments.  Her dark
hair was bleached a honey blonde and tied into tidy cornrows on her
scalp, matching the style of her boys.

The two chatted as they finished preparing dinner, discussing
their days, their customers, their bosses.  They laughed
together, their shared experiences in adulthood strengthening the
sisterly bond that had been weak, if not strained, during their
childhood. The television in the den was turned on, providing a
comfortable hum of background noise.

Lucinda, having finished with the potatoes, was setting the
table- a cup, plate, fork and butter knife in front of each chair-
while Sandra pulled the half dozen steaks from the oven, her hands
protected by a pair of tattered oven mitts.  She quickly
transferred the pan onto the wicker trivet in the center of the
table.  Only one thing left: collect the children.  

Sandra stripped the mitts from her hands, tossed them onto the
countertop, then began to make her way to the front door.  The
sudden sound of screeching tires outside caused her a moment of
pause, but only a moment.  The sound was commonplace in these
parts, as teenagers and young adults often raced their souped-up
cars down the streets, the evolved form of male elephants butting
heads to establish dominance and impress potential mates.
 

The sound that followed, though, caused her heart to lurch in
her chest and her stomach to twist: the sound of automatic gunfire
right outside her home.  She bolted for the entrance, Lucinda
suddenly at her heels, and threw open the door to the burgeoning
twilight, her thoughts only for the children.

 

*****

 

If it weren’t for the heavy squeal of tires, Tyree may not have
turned his attention away from the ball to look up.  If he
never looked up, he wouldn’t have seen the gun.  

If Tyree hadn’t looked up, he wouldn’t have been aware of the
bullets darting in his direction until they shrieked above him.
 And if he wasn’t aware of the bullets until they were already
fired, he probably would have thrown himself to the ground as
primal instincts, demanding self preservation, dominated his mind
and guided his muscles.

But the SUV did make an awful noise as it shot forward from its
parking space, and Tyree did glance up in response.  And he
saw the arm emerge from the partially rolled-down window with a
large gun in hand.  And given time to think, he chose to
stand, his first impulse to protect his cousins who were frozen by
the approach of death on burning tires.

It was a noble, though foolish, sentiment: the children were too
far away to reach in time if indeed they were the target of the
sudden attack. They would have been dead before Tyree was halfway
to them.

But David Emmanuel was the prey, and by rising to his full
height, Tyree Markum, he of the five and a half foot frame, became
a human shield, his torso intercepting most of the two dozen
bullets intended for the old Haitian man.  

Tyree’s dark flesh tore violently under the brutal onslaught,
and the sudden wounds vomited streams of blood in protest.  He
fell as the vehicle sped away, his body stumbling backwards
awkwardly several feet, like a marionette manipulated by a drunk,
before collapsing in an ungraceful pile at the feet of David
Emmanuel, who could only watch in horror as the boy’s life pooled
around him like a creeping bloody halo.  He ignored the
burning of his own minor wounds where bullets had clipped him, his
horrified mind forcing him to stand witness to the last moments of
the short, promising life of Tyree Markum, knowing there was
nothing he could do to affect the outcome. The boy was beyond CPR,
beyond healing, beyond saving.  His chest spasmed once, twice,
as ruined lungs struggled ineffectively to claim air.  Crimson
foam frothed at his lips as he made horrible gasping sounds, and
twin rivulets of blood ran down from his nostrils like obscene
tears.  Limbs flopped and shuddered spasmodically like fish
thrown to land.  He seized a single time, his whole body
arching momentarily and unnaturally as his bowels and bladder
emptied themselves unceremoniously onto the hot pavement.

And then it was over, his heart done, his body still, his mouth
stretched open in surprise, his eyes open forever, watching the
heavens above through coke bottle glasses stained with his own
blood.

Silence reigned for a moment as time seemed to stop, as if the
boy’s death had frozen the world.  Then Pierre, leash still
fastened around David’s wrist, began to bark maniacally at the
body, followed seconds later by the screams and moans of despair
from the lips of Sandrum Markum as she tumbled down the steps
toward her son.

 

 

 

To read the rest of the
story, along with “Higher” and “A Little Snack”, please purchase
Pandora’s Children Book 2: Too Young To Die from Amazon, BN or
Smashwords.com.

 

Pandora’s Children Book 1: In
The Chair, featuring “The Devil’s Toothache” and “Dentures”, is now
available at Amazon, BN and Smashwords.com.
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Another "almost" flash fiction story, about 1,700 words.
Inspired by my four years in New Orleans and some of the legends
there. And yes, I have been to this place...

www.notjustaboringdentist.com

Goodreads.com under Bradley Convissar



	


The
Devil's Toothache (2010)
First short story in my Pandora's Children Book 1: In the Chair
collection. This is a preview of the story.

To read the entire thing, as well as the second short story,
"Dentures", search for Pandora's Children or Bradley Convissar at
Amazon or Barnes and Noble. Only $.99



	


Dentures
(2010)
Second short story in my Pandora's Children Book 1: In the Chair
collection. This is a preview of the story.

To read the entire thing, as well as the first short story, "The
Devil's toothache", search for Pandora's Children or Bradley
Convissar at Amazon or Barnes and Noble. Only $.99



	


A
Little Snack (2010)
In “A Little Snack”, meet Michael Worthington, Esquire a man
whose romantic rendezvous with a stranger doesn’t turn out as
expected. To read the whole story, along with “Roadside Memorial”,
“Higher” and a preview of “Just Meat”, please purchase Pandora’s
Children Book 2: Too Young To Die at Amazon.com, BN.com, or
Smashwords.com. Available soon!

Learn more about me @ www.notjustaboringdentist.com



	


Higher
(2010)
In “Higher”, meet Gerald McIntire, a parole officer trying to
come to grips with his son’s drug addiction in a most unorthodox
fashion. To read the whole story, along with “A Little Snack”,
“Roadside Memorial” and a preview of “Just Meat”, please purchase
Pandora’s Children Book 2: Too Young To Die at Amazon.com, BN.com,
or Smashwords.com.

Learn more about me @ www.notjustaboringdentist.com



	


To
Don (2010)
In “To Don”, meet a group of Vietnam Veterans who gather the
same time every year to commemorate a fallen comrade, but not for
the reasons you may think.



	


Wood
Chipper Blues (2011)
In “Wood Chipper Blues”, meet Doctor William Southerland, a
dentist faced with an impossible decision when the police come
knocking at his door after hours with nothing in hand but the crown
of a dead man.



	


A
Matter of Faith, A Matter of Balance (2011)
In “A Matter of Faith, A Matter of Balance”, meet Jebediah
Jacobs, a religious leader in the Utah desert accused of horrible
crimes. To read the whole story, along with “Just Meat”, “The
Madame Penitent” and “The Transfer”, please purchase Pandora’s
Children Book 3: Death Bleeds Into Life for $.99 at Amazon, Barnes
and Nobles, or Smashwords. And don’t forget, Books 1 and 2, In The
Chair and Too Young To Die are also available for only $.99 at the
same retailers.

Learn more @ www.pandoraschildren.com

Find me at Facebook at Bradley Convissar Author



	


The
Madame Penitent (2011)
In “The Madame Penitent”, meet Mark Spencer, a teenager looking
for one final thrill before a brain tumor kills him. To read the
whole story, along with “Just Meat”, “A Matter of Faith, A Matter
of Balance” and “The Transfer”, please purchase Pandora’s Children
Book 3: Death Bleeds Into Life for $.99 at Amazon, Barnes and
Nobles, or Smashwords. And don’t forget, Books 1 and 2, In The
Chair and Too Young To Die are also available for only $.99 at the
same retailers.

Learn more @ www.pandoraschildren.com

Find me at Facebook at Bradley Convissar Author
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