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MARC of DEATH

 

by Terrance Henry

 

 

 

Marc had been
waiting for hours, seemingly forever. His hair disheveled, clothes
dirty, and his eyes bloodshot. He was trying desperately to clear
his head and get himself under control by taking deep breaths, but
in actuality the only thing it did was make him think even
more.



“Uh, Mr. Lyles? Someone will be seeing you shortly.”



Marc raised his head and glared at the man in blue now standing
over him. “Jeezus,” he mumbled, “that’s what you told me hours
ago.” Marc’s voice had increased in volume through his clenched
teeth.



“Sorry about the wait, but I’m sure you understand. This place has
been like a zoo tonight.” The policemen gave the young man an
apologetic grin and proceeded to make his way to his post behind
the front counter of the office.



Now that Marc had his head up, he began to survey the room. He was
rather surprised by the fact that he had not done this earlier, but
given the circumstances certainly understandable.



Marc sat in the corner of a large room. There were people to either
side of him. Directly in front of him was a large counter. Seated
behind the counter was a man dressed in uniform having a
conversation with the officer that he had just spoke. Further back
behind them were many desks, tables and chairs. At each of these
desks sat even more patrolmen. Some desks had people seated across
from the officers. Several of these individuals seemed to have
their own devil-may-care attitudes.



Marc’s surveillance was interrupted as two boys-in-blue burst
through the front doors of the precinct restraining a seedy-looking
man. Marc watched as the grubby individual tried frantically to
escape the grip of the human handcuffs.



“We got one!” yelled one of the restraining officers, as they
slammed the seedy-looking man into the front counter.



Smiling slyly, Marc thought, the slime-bag gets what he
deserves. He looks like hell… he smells like hell. How could
anybody get their kicks off crime? The slug… he’ll pay. I’ll bet
he’s on drugs. I could never be like him. To rob someone… to take
away someone else’s hard earned property, to kill someone…? No.
He’s caught now, but how many times has he robbed or killed
before?? How many times? It’s all a game to him… a dangerous game…
a game that requires physical and mental strategy. If you’re good
you won’t get caught. If you’re not so good, you will. Living on
the edge… always on the run… hmmm … I’d be good… I’d
be…


"Mr. Lyles, Mr. Lyles.” The policeman, who spoke to Marc earlier,
broke him from his hypnotic state and was again standing over him.
“Lieutenant Carson will see you now.”

 

“Hunh. what? Okay.” Marc shook his head violently side to side
to help regain his sense of reality and cupped his hand behind his
stiff neck.



“Right this way, Mr. Lyles,” said the policeman, stepping toward
the pathway that leads behind the counter.



The young man gave his arms and legs a thorough stretching and
followed the policeman down the aisle between the numerous desks to
the door with several letters scratched deliberately from the
window labeled ‘tenant Carson.’ Marc rapped on the door and
entered.



Lieutenant Carson extended his hand and said, “You must be
Marc.”



“Yeah, that’s me.” Marc didn’t even bother to shake hands; he
simply closed the door behind him and sat down on the nearby and
well-worn couch.



“Look, I’m really sorry about the wait, and I’m even more sorry
about what happened earlier. I want you to know that we’re here to
help you cope with any problems you might have.” The Lieutenant’s
extended hand retreated, parked his rump on the front edge of his
desk and proceeded to unbutton his suit coat to provide room for
his belly.



“You don’t understand! I was there! I saw him die! You didn’t!”
Marc’s eyes began to well up with tears.



What had transpired mere hours ago replayed in Marc’s mind time and
again…



***

 

He had arrived at his apartment, like any other night,
but upon opening the door he heard a distinct ‘thump’ and
‘clatter.’ Marc rushed into his apartment and followed the gruesome
sound to the bathroom. When Marc reached the closed bathroom door
he let loose a terrified scream in hope of a response from its
occupant.



There was no answer.



He tried the door-knob, but it was locked. With all of his newfound
adrenaline coursing through his body he managed to break the
bathroom door down with one swift but powerful kick.



There on the floor lay his brother.



“No!” Marc roared, but there was nothing he could do.



Marc squatted beside his brother, cradled him in his arms and
carried the limp body into the living room. He knew his brother had
gone to far this time. Marc set his brother on the couch and
immediately reached for the telephone, but his brother’s eyes
rolled back and his chest stopped rising and falling before Marc
could dial a single digit.



Marc stood silent with the phone in one hand. This was too
much.



Upon closer inspection of the body, Marc found a syringe still
clutched tightly in his brother’s hand.

***

 

“Marc, we just got the results back on the substance in that
syringe. We don’t know where he could’ve gotten that stuff from.
That’s the most potent street drug we’ve ever seen.”



“I know where he got it,” Marc said in almost an ashamed
voice.



“My brother was involved with the wrong elements, almost like a
gang. A little while back he told me he wanted to go straight. He
didn’t want to have anything to do with them, but they were afraid
he’d snitch.” Marc explained. “I should have known something like
this was going to happen.”



Marc paused and became angrier with each word he uttered, “It was
‘Mary Chain.’ I don’t know if that’s her real name, but she’s the
one who did this to my brother.”



“She deals from one of the warehouses at the docks. She did this on
purpose! It’s all her fault!” Marc’s passionate hate for her was
evident in his tone.



“Okay Marc, I want you to listen to me. We’re going to try to do
all we can, but right now we’re spread a little thin and
short-staffed. Some of our cases have backed up on us.” Lieutenant
Carson stopped momentarily when he saw the fiery pain in Marc’s
eyes. “Look, I’ll see what I can do… as soon as I can get some men
available.”



“How long!” Marc interjected.



“To be honest, could be a few days…”



“She’ll be gone by then! Don’t you get it? You’ve got to move now!”
Marc’s fury grew every second, submerging all rationale.



Marc stood up, grabbed the doorknob and flung the office door wide
open. Marc looked back over his shoulder at the tired old
lieutenant and gritted his teeth, “If you won’t do anything… I
will.”



Marc exited the office.



“Marc, stay clear of this! Go home and try to get some rest!”
Carson shouted.



Yeah… sure, Marc uttered silently. He noticed, as he
passed the front counter, the officers practically ignored him. No
one even tried to stop him. Just before Marc reached the front
doors he realized he had just waited two hours to talk for ten
minutes.



Marc peered through the windows on the front doors. It was
raining. Damn, he thought, can things get
any worse? The rain didn’t matter at this point. He
pushed the doors wide and darted into the wet night air.



“If the cops won’t help me, I’ll have to get someone who will.”
Marc’s fury turned into a cynical yet sinister-like laughter and
almost looked as if he were dancing as he dodged the pools of water
that were in his path.

 

Marc’s flight, from the police station in the rain, seemed like
a good idea at the time, but the rain fell harder and faster with
each step he distanced himself from the building. His clothes stuck
to his body making him work for every stride.



As Marc made his way through alley after alley, he
thought, I still haven’t forgotten anything. Marc
remembered every back entrance and shortcut as if he had been
though them yesterday. Unfortunately, his shortcuts did not feel as
though they saved him any time at all. His destination was still
quite far away. Marc hadn’t given the distance any thought, but it
was much too late now. There was no turning back.



“Damn this rain!” Marc once again sounded disgusted. He had let the
fact that it was raining slip his mind while he was navigating the
alleyways. The only thing he could feel was the heaviness of his
shoes and the constant cold trickle of water from his chin. He was
beginning to tire, but was determined to not let the rain get the
best of him.



Finally, Marc made his way out of the downtown area into a
residential part of town. He felt relieved that his journey was
almost over. Instead of following the sidewalk, he made it a point
to walk on the moist green grass to give his feet a well-earned
break.



Marc was too tired to be angry now. It had stopped raining minutes
ago, but with his clothes still sopping wet, he didn’t even
notice. Not much farther to go, he thought.



From this point it only took minutes, which seemed like hours, to
reach a familiar red home. Marc lifted a cold clammy hand and rang
the doorbell. He waited a moment and then knocked. No answer.



“Max, where the hell are you?” Marc turned his back to the door and
leaned against it to support his rain enhanced body weight. Facing
the street he noticed that Max’s car was missing from its usual
spot.



Where could he be? Marc checked his watch and wiped
the water from the face. It was three in the
morning. Well, this is an emergency, Marc mumbled. He
pulled out his key ring, found the appropriate key and opened the
door.



Marc entered the quaint home. He didn’t even make his way to the
nearest sofa. He took a few steps and it was ‘lights out’ for the
exhausted Marc…

 

***






He dreamed about when they were a team. Max and Marc,
both dressed in black, ready to combat the city’s most notorious
criminals and petty thieves. Crime is crime no matter how grand or
small.



Some called them heroes, others referred to them as vigilantes.
With their faces kept concealed, their true identities were never
revealed to the public.



Max was the strong one. Max was not the best fighter in the world,
but his strength more than made up for what he lacked in fighting
style. Max could easily press a car over his head and show no sign
of strain. When a criminal took a look at Max, with all his hulking
mass, they would be smart enough to run or dumb enough to
fight.



Marc, on the other hand, was much smaller in comparison to Max — as
anyone would be. Marc was not overly muscular, but not a wiry
physique either. What made the two men such a devastating team was
that Marc, though not nearly as strong, could fight and fight well.
In battle, Marc was ruthless, no real style or technique, but a
scrappy individual effort.



Max may have been able to punch holes though brick walls, but Marc
had the peculiar ability to take another individuals health and add
it to his own. This transference of well-being came in handy
whenever Marc was wounded. Upon touch, and at will, his power would
usually leave the victim dizzy or unconscious depending on how
serious Marc’s own wounds were.



Not only did the two work well together, they grew up together.
They were the best of friends always looking out…



***

“Hey Lyles… Wake up,” a voice called.

 

Marc could feel his body being rocked, which caused him to snap
out of his dream state. Marc was face down on the floor.



“Max, that you?” Marc responded groggily.



“No, it’s the frickin’ tooth fairy,” the large man said
sarcastically, “This is MY house, you know.”



“Whe… Where’ve you been?” Marc rolled over and curved his hand
around the back of his now throbbing neck resulting from his
awkward sleeping spot.



“I was at the police station looking for you. Since you weren’t
there I went back to your place, then I came back here.”



“Oh. You didn’t have to do all that,” Marc said boldly.



“So, how ya feelin’.” Max crossed his massive arms. “I talked to
the Lieutenant. He told me to keep an eye on you.”



“Oh really?” Marc slowly got into a kneeling position. “What, time
is it?”



“Six o’clock.”



“Good, it’s only six a.m. Look, let’s …” Marc was
interrupted.



“Six o’clock PEE EMM partner. I decided
the best way to keep an eye on you was to let you sleep a
while.”



“Six p.m.!” Marc finally on his feet, his clothes
still wet and heavy. “You know what’s going on as well as I do, so
let’s get suited- up and…” Marc was cut off again.



“Whoa, whoa, whoa… wait a minute, Lyles.” Max unfolded his enormous
arms and made a rejecting motion with them.



“WE” Max emphasized, “aren’t getting suited-up for
anything. I understand you’re hurtin’ right now, but we gave that
up remember?”



“Max, they killed my bother! You would do the same if it were your
brother that was killed! Hell, I’d do it for you!” Marc’s groggy
state was quickly exchanged for rage.



“Let the law handle it! There’s nothing we can do to bring him back
now.”



“I need your help! What happened to the old days? We took the
streets by storm. We gave the people of this city back what they
deserved! Now, don’t I deserve something?” Marc took a deep breath.
“I can still remember every back street and crawlspace in this
city! We’re not meant to forget it!”



Max lay an oversized hand on Marc’s shoulder and said in a calm
voice, “Lyles, we agreed that we had done enough, remember? Things
were getting too dangerous, too many skeletons in our closet as it
is. We’ve done enough. Let it rest.”



Marc exploded in anger, “Let it rest!? LET IT REST!? I thought we
were a team. What are you… chicken?!” Marc realized now that no one
would give him the help he needed, when HE needed it – not even his
best friend.

 

This was a scenario Marc had never anticipated. Physical action
took the place of words as Marc knocked Max’s hand from his
shoulder and pushed the large man, with all of his strength,
backward into the wall. Marc was lucky that he caught Max
off-guard; otherwise it would have been like pushing a brick
wall.



Max was surprised by his friend’s actions. Max quickly regained his
balance and headed full-steam toward the young man. Marc knew he
had made a mistake. He knew he could not overpower Max, and by the
look of things, Max was ‘kinda pissed’- but then again, so was
Marc.



Max reached out with one hand and caught Marc around the neck. The
large man made a fist with his other hand and rammed Marc into the
front door. There Marc was helplessly suspended in the air.



“Listen, Lyles,” Max said, with his face now showing a trace of
sympathy, “I’m through with duckin’ in and out of alleys! Let the
cops do their jobs… I don’t want revenge. It’s all wrong, Lyles.
It’s just plain wrong.”



Marc, still furious, in a grip he could never break free from,
thought about landing a blow to Max’s face, but Marc just did not
have the strength… or the guts… for that matter. Instead, he
clamped his hands around Max’s forearm and began to transfer Max’s
essence to his own.



“What’re you do… doin’?” Max’s huge body began to sway, his hold on
Marc became considerably weaker, then he went down on one knee.



A crazed look came across Marc’s face. He had never experienced a
transfer from someone as healthy as Max. Marc knew Max was dizzy,
because sudden rush took Marc a moment to adjust.



Marc released Max’s arm. He could not stand to see Max’s face, hear
his voice, or even think about him in any way. The young man felt
for the door behind him, found the knob and escaped through the
door. He didn’t even look back to see if Max was in pursuit. Marc
couldn’t will himself to look back.



Marc ran solidly for about five minutes and then finally turned to
see if he was being followed in any way. He found himself in a
familiar alleyway where he sat down to catch his breath.

The sun was low in the sky; so there was little chance that his
clothes would completely dry now. Well, Marc thought
disappointedly, looks like I’m going this one alone… but I
gotta get out of these clothes.



When Marc’s respiration slowed to a comfortable level, he decided
it was time to head for home. Marc rose to his feet, ran his
fingers through his hair in disgust and began his journey home.



“My keys,” Marc said with wonderment. He felt his damp pockets,
reached into one of them and pulled out a soggy ten dollar bill.
“Talk about luck,” he mumbled. He looked down the street hoping
that a taxi would drive by soon.



Moments later, a cab was headed his way. “Taxi!” Marc shouted and
waved his arms. The yellow cab slowed and pulled to the curb.



Marc quickly opened the door and hopped in the backseat of the cab.
Out of the corner of his eye he noticed the cab driver checking out
his shabby, wet condition.



“Where to… MAX?”



Marc’s eyes widened and his heart began to race a bit, “What… what
did you say!?”



The cab driver cleared his throat, “I said, ‘Where to… MACK.’”



“Oh,” Marc breathed a sigh of relief and responded, “289 East
Warden Street… and I’m in a hurry.”

 

“Whatever you say, mack.” The cabbie accelerated from the
curb.

 

The ride was short, but pleasant, especially since Marc had been
running all over town. Marc’s cold, wet and numb feet seemed to
thank him for giving them another reprieve.



“Right there.” Marc pointed to his apartment building.



The cab driver stopped the car in front of the building and glanced
down at the meter. “That’ll be seven forty-five. Read it and
weep.”



Marc practically threw his ten-dollar bill at the driver and was
out of the car and inside the building in a flash. He rushed up
three flights of stairs and tried his door. It was left
unlocked.

Marc didn’t care why his door was unlocked at the
moment. It’s about time my luck changed, Marc
thought, from here on, it can only get better.



When Marc passed the doorway of the bathroom he looked in, only to
find it in the same condition it was in when his brother died. A
tear came to Marc’s bloodshot eyes as he leaned between the
doorframes. Marc wiped away his tears with a damp sleeve. Seeing
this room again only reinforced reasons and emotions. He closed the
door and proceeded to this bedroom.



“It’s been so long. Now where was… ah.” Marc knelt and extended his
arm beneath his bed. He felt around until he came across a
cardboard box. Marc brought the box out of its dusty hiding place
and set it on top of his bed.



Before Marc opened the box he said aloud, “This is for my brother
and me. To hell with the cops! To hell with Max! I will do what
needs to be done.”



After Marc’s personal prayer, he slowly opened the box. There lay a
black outfit. He bundled the costume together and grabbed a large
trench coat from his closet. The young man put on the large coat
and tucked the black suit inside.



Marc left the building and engaged the streets once again. It was
dark now, like a dark cloak draped over the sky. He utilized the
shortcuts he knew to take the minimum amount of time possible in
route to his destination.



Once in sight of the docks he ducked away into one of his old
hiding spots, which served as a makeshift changing room on more
than one occasion. “This is it,” Marc whispered as he started to
put on the ominous black costume.



He eventually was fully dressed, all except for the mask to cover
his face. As he lifted the final piece to his head he heard Max’s
now annoying voice in the back of his mind repeating, “It’s all
wrong. It’s all wrong.” Marc tried to expel Max’s voice from his
conscience, but he could not. He hastily donned the mask and
stealthily made his way deeper into the docks.



As Marc came upon the five huge warehouses, a simple gut feeling
made him choose the second warehouse for his first investigation.
He managed to find an already broken window in the front of the
large storage house. With each movement toward the building the
voice inside his head became louder. “It’s all wrong, Lyles. It’s
all wrong.”



It’s too late to turn back now, Marc angrily thought in
reply.

 

The dark figure slipped in through the broken window and crept
inside. He could see some sort of light ahead. Marc walked
carefully between two huger rows of crates, piled high, almost to
the ceiling. As he walked by the crates he suddenly realized
that this couldn’t be the right warehouse. Where are all
the goons? He thought.



Since he was already here, he may as well check the place out. Marc
ended his stealthy approach and walked casually down the aisle. The
place was quiet… eerily quiet. Again, Marc heard Max’s voice repeat
the phrase now embedded in his head. Surrounded by such silence it
almost startled him.



Marc finally made his way to an intersection of crate rows. He
stood there looking into darkness in the aisles on his left and
right and then looked ahead toward the light. I’m probably
too late, Marc thought, I think I’ll try
anoth… “UNH!”



Marc had lingered and relaxed a little too long. A blow from behind
caught him, square, on the back of the head.



“We don’t know what yer doin’ here, but you ain’t leavin’ alive,”
said a gruff voice.



Marc was lucky he wasn’t knocked unconscious. He turned and reeled
to face his adversaries. There stood two men dressed in three-piece
suits. The larger man carried a knife while the other was armed
with brass knuckles.



“C’mon, let’s get ‘em. Mary’ll want to talk to him first.” The
fellow with the knife said.



For Marc, ‘Mary’ was the magic word. He became enraged. The two
goons were surprised to see the dark figure attack them, since he
was outnumbered and they had weaponry on their side.



Marc dove into the thug holding the brass knuckles. Marc closed his
eyes when he bowled the man over. When he opened them again his
fury had increased. The only thing Marc could see was Max’s face
superimposed on the body of the goon on the ground. The repeated
phrase in Marc’s head, envisioning Max’s face, the mentioning of
Mary and his brother’s death was too much for him to keep
inside.



Marc beat his opponent wildly.



“YOU’RE wrong, Max! Shut up! YOU’RE wrong!” The dark figure yelled
as he continued to pummel this man’s face with his fists.



“Hey man! You’re crazy… You’re crazy!” the man with the knife said
nervously. “You should be dead!”



Marc had finished the first goon; now it was time for
seconds.



The large man with the knife lunged at the dark figure and stabbed
Marc in the abdomen. Marc barely even flinched from the attack. He
didn’t even try to evade the strike at all.



“Why? Why don’t you help me, Max?” the dark figure spoke and
grappled the large goon.



“Who’re you talkin’ to… what’re you talkin’ about? I ain’t no Max.
There must be some mix up!” the large man replied in a shaky
voice.



“Don’t lie Max. Don’t try to trick me!” Marc slammed the man into
some nearby creates and wrenched the knife from the goon’s hand. He
began thrusting the knife in to his opponent repeatedly in a
bloodthirsty manner.



Finally, he stopped.



Marc snapped out of his fighting frenzy and looked about him. There
was blood everywhere; on the floor, on the crates and on his
costume. He could not believe what he had done. He stood there
looking into the darkness blankly. This time he had gone too far.
He had let his temper get the best of him.



Unfortunately, he coming to terms with the phrase in his head and
that Max may have been right.



Marc dropped the cold steel blade from his hand. He had not
realized how many times he had been stabbed. It was at least four,
if not more. Blood gushed from his wounds.



I fought without thinking. He then experienced the full
unbearable effect of his pain and stumbled down on all fours. He
could feel his own life force slowly seeping away. Marc was so
mentally infuriated it was the only thing keeping him alive.



The hunched dark figure’s mask was removed. But, it was not Marc’s
hand that removed it. His eyesight was slightly clouded and he was
fading fast, but he could make out the shape of a woman standing
over him.

 

“Aha, Marc Lyles… I know you. Too bad about your brother, and
too bad for you,” said a feminine voice. “But, let me tell you
before you go… you gave one heck of a performance just now.”



Marc’s mind was beginning to slip from him. All he could hear was a
woman’s voice laughing. With the last bit of strength the downed
dark figure could muster, he managed to reach out and grab the
woman by the leg.



I just need… enough… to get… get out of here, he strained
as he thought. Marc activated his draining touch.



“What’s happening?” Mary began to feel faint.



Marc’s wounds began to close. He was feeling better with every
moment that passed. Marc’s painful look slowly turned into a
sinister one. Die… you bitch.



Mary collapsed on the floor, her eyes closed, and her heart
stopped. Marc had used her life force to save his own.



Marc released his hold on her leg. He was now completely healed.
The only visible signs of conflict left on his body were small
scars where he had been stabbed. His suit was covered in blood.
Marc stood from the pool of blood he was lying in.



Marc thought, maybe I was right after all.



He had done it. He had avenged his brothers despite the police and
even his best friend. He had gotten what he felt like he deserved.
All he had to do now is flee the scene and he would be off the
hook.



“I knew I was right. I pulled it off,” Marc whispered.



Marc took a few steps toward the window he came through and then
something went wrong. His legs went limp; his whole body felt weak.
He could not understand what was happening to him.



Marc had taken Mary’s health, failing to realize that there was a
level of drugs in her system all the time… a false sense of health.
So much, in fact, that’s Marc’s body and mind could not handle such
a dose of drugs in his own system.



Marc lost his footing and crashed to the floor in a heap. The last
thing he heard and saw before passing out were sirens and flashing
lights piercing the shattered glass of the warehouse window.












When Marc awoke, he found himself on a concrete floor. His clothes
were still covered with blood. A plate of cold food stared at him.
Beyond the food were iron bars. Marc knew where he was. His eyes
were more bloodshot than ever, his hair tossed every-which-way, and
his face was unshaven.



He looked like hell… he smelled like hell.

 

 

 

 

(c) 2011 Terrance Henry
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