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Zippy the Antichrist

By Ron Harris

Hello, weak mortals.  My name is Daniel Smolinski, and I am the Antichrist, the Beast of the Apocalypse foretold of in the Bible’s  Revelations in the New Testament.   I am almost fourteen years old.  I will be at the forefront of the Apocalypse,  the final times of mankind where I will do battle with the Nazarene for supremacy over all creation.   Technically, I’m a genius.    Still, I never skipped any grades or anything.  I’m not very good at math.  The kids at school call me Zippy.   Before seventh grade they called me Smellinski, and always acted like I stunk like shit.  They held their noses and went “pee yoo, what stinks?” whenever I was around.  I used to cry and go home and scrub with soap until my skin was raw.  Mom told me to ignore them.    A kid named Robert Martin made the new nickname up for me in seventh grade because I used to run home so fast from school when he wanted to beat me up.  I was a faster runner than him or any of his asshole bully friends, so I avoided their beatings ninety percent of the time.  “Hey, Zippy, come here!” they would shout at me.  “I want to kick your faggot ass!”  The funny thing is, they really expected me to go to them and get beat up.  A few times I was delayed in getting out of a final class, because the teacher might insist we finish whatever it is we were doing.  Robert was in the “special education” program for retarded kids and juvenile delinquents.  His teacher, a pretty girl just out of college, practically jumped out of her classroom at 2:40 every afternoon on the dot.  She didn’t want to hang around the school any more than her students.    When Robert and his friends,  Jimmy “Squid” Malone and the slant-eyed Patrick Maher did get a chance to have their fun, they took their sweet time.   There were several beatings, but they were all just warm-ups compared to what was coming as their final assault.  The last and worst time that I had the displeasure of their company was after the last day of school in seventh grade.  I was so happy that summer was starting that I never even heard them creeping up on me on the baking June sidewalk.  

They dragged me down to the railroad tracks and followed them into the woods.  These tracks hadn’t been used in years, and were totally rusted over and overgrown with grass and weeds.  Nobody ever came down here except winos and kids who wanted to smoke a joint or throw back a beer before school.  These three fuckers were smiling like they were on the way to a shopping spree at Toys R Us.  Squid, as usual, covered my mouth the whole time with his filthy right hand as he walked behind me.  Squid always had black grime under his nails and his hands stank of motor oil from working on crappy dirt bikes.  He had the meanest smile I ever saw, like a shark that you know is going to enjoy rending your flesh with his jagged teeth.   Hi teeth were yellow from cigarettes, and he was only twelve.   Once they got far enough into the woods, they let go of my mouth.  I screamed and screamed for help, but they knew nobody could hear me.  They laughed and laughed, sounding like demented hyenas as they started batting me back and forth between them like a little helpless mouse.  They knocked me down and took turns punting my face with their hard Chuck Taylors.  Actually, I covered my face pretty well, but suffered for it with three broken fingers.  Their kicks scraped all the skin from my knuckles, bruising and mashing my fingers like little bloody  pink sausages.  A couple kicks caught my ears.  I still don't hear high pitches very well in the right ear.  After awhile they stopped, breathing heavily and sweating musky rivers in the humid Texas June.  I thought maybe they were done, too tired to continue.  I prayed to God, as I had so many times before, that they were done.  It was the last time I ever prayed to the weak God who never listened to me. 

“We gotta do something special.  It’s the last day of school, the first day of summer for chrissakes,” Robert told his merry men.  He looked around the trash-strewn area of railroad track, searching for divine inspiration.   My eyes, peeking out from behind their protective prison of kicked-to-pulp fingers, spied a curling iron lying no more than five feet away from Robert’s feet in a tangle of weeds and discarded cigarette butts.  Its hard plastic spikes had once been white, but the elements had yellowed them to a piss hue. Don’t let him see it, I begged silently to whoever was listening.  Nobody was ever listening then.  Squid was the one who spotted it, kicking at leaves and trash.

“Here’s somethin’,” he squealed in delight.

Robert picked it up, examining it like a prized artifact.

“Take his pants off,” Robert said flatly, with almost no emotion.

The pain was unbearable.  I screamed in a desperate, shrieking falsetto, hoping my cries would carry to someone who would run over and rescue me from the clutches of this sadistic trio.    Patrick’s eyes thinned to slits.  I think he was part American Indian or something.

“Fuck man, someone’s gonna hear him,” he murmured, face pinching in on itself like a catcher’s mitt as he tightened his grip on my tiny right arm. 

 Squid had the left, digging his long filthy fingernails in deep.   Robert stopped reaming me with the curling iron, already flecked with blood and shit.   He set it down, then strolled over to some trash in the weeds a few feet away and came back with an old newspaper, dried and yellowed from the sun.

“No one’s gonna hear shit,” he declared, and shoved the old edition of the Morristown Daily News into my mouth and halfway down my throat.  My hay fever was in full swing at the time, and my nose was clogged with thick mucous.  Before the sensation of choking really hit me I felt the agonizing penetration again down there.  

“Yup, this is how faggots like it, right Zippy?”

My screams were now more forceful than ever, but almost totally muffled by the wad of newspaper lodged in my mouth and throat.    

“My turn, Rob,” Squid demanded.

“Not yet,” Robert snarled, now twisting the curler, “In a minute.”  

It felt like my stomach was being ripped out of my ass by a giant diamond drill bit.  I could feel my warm blood on my legs and smell my sour shit in the air, mingled with the coppery stench of blood.  I was choking badly now, starved for just the tiniest breath.  Soon my ears popped and a tiny opening appeared inside my left nostril.  I desperately sucked air in through the inadequate aperture.  I waited to pass out or die, but neither happened.

Robert, drenched in bitter, sticky sweat, at last tossed the foul weapon aside.  Patrick poked his head over to get a better look at my rent anus.  He promptly vomited all over Robert’s new sneakers.

“What the fuck, asshole!” Robert shrieked as he shoved Patrick to the cinders and splintered railroad ties, kicking him once in the back.  Squid looked on with his mouth open, waiting to see what Robert would do next, fearing his wrath.

“You tell anyone and I’ll make this look like a day at Disneyland,”  Robert threatened, spitting on me.

“Fuckin’ faggot,” he added.

“Can I do it now?” Squid tentatively inquired.

“Let’s get outta here,” Robert ordered.  The other two knew better than to question his authority now.   I’m sure they had seen him turn on them before in fits of rage.  Robert was evil, no doubt.  Yet his brand of evil was nothing more than a  primitive monkey emotion.  There was nothing noble about it.  Nothing righteous.  It wasn’t true evil by a long shot.

I tried to make it home, but the pain was too great.  My bowels had been torn asunder, and I had lost a great deal of blood.  I did manage to make it out of the woods and out onto Bacon Street, where a passing motorist named Martha White saw my crumpled form and called the police.  I don’t even remember the ambulance getting there and taking me to the hospital.  The painkillers they gave me made everything a haze when I would float in and out of consciousness.  A doctor said something about a lot of stitches being needed, and then I was out for a long time.  

I woke up one night in my hospital room.  The assault had taken place on a Wednesday afternoon.  It was now Thursday night.  I knew because I could hear “Seinfeld” on in one of the nearby rooms.  Though I was drugged to the gills, a dull, stabbing pain still seemed to occupy nearly every square inch of my pelvic area.  The bed next to me was empty.  I was utterly alone in this dark hospital room, silent but for the vague electrical hum of the various machines which monitored and sustained vital functions.  I was ravenous.  Though an IV tube snaking into the top of my left hand dripped glucose, I hadn’t eaten or drank since lunch at school the day before; a peanut butter and fluff sandwich and a half pint of chocolate milk.  I had no idea how to summon a nurse, or if any were even working at this hour.  Maybe I had to wait until morning?  I couldn’t.  On the nightstand next to me was a little box with some buttons on it.  I picked it up and started pushing at random.  Then, out of the darkness came a giant flash of light from above.  I had managed to turn on the television.  I was about to start searching for another way to call the nurse when I saw what was on the screen.  It was the beginning of a film I had never seen, Damien: Omen II.    

Suddenly I wasn’t hungry anymore.  I was transfixed by the events of the film, by the character of Damien.  He was the Antichrist, the actual flesh and blood son of the Devil.  Satan sent his messengers in the form of a raven, a Rottweiler, and various human servants to destroy his enemies and protect his unholy life.  Each enemy died a painful, horrifying death.  Nobody fucked with Damien and lived.  The more I watched Damien, the more I realized that I was him.   I don’t know how I knew that, but I did.  Though my life had shown none of these biblical portents thus far, I understood that this was how the Devil would do things.  By making my life normal and obscure until then, he had kept me safe and hidden from the servants of Christ who would seek to murder me.   This was why my prayers to Christ had always gone unheard.  He had always known who I was, even if I hadn’t had the slightest idea.  There was a moment of hesitation, of fear.  After all, I had been brainwashed and indoctrinated my whole life to believe that Satan was the ultimate enemy.  Now I truly understood why my father had never had anything to do with me. That man had been an alcoholic who had a fling with my mother that resulted in me.  I knew a loser like that could never be my real father.  I knew someday I would know a father’s love.

 I smiled broadly in the flickering light of the television as Damien triumphantly survived, all who had attempted to thwart his destiny slain.   He seemed to stare straight at me, his face becoming my own.  I felt myself smiling involuntarily.

 Weak and hurt as I was, a wonderful power began to fill my body.   It was strong, it was dark, and it was full of vengeance.  There was no mercy in that power, no humanity.  I was beyond humans.  I had no idea how my dark Lord would make his presence known to me, or how I would be instructed to fulfill my role in the end of times.  I only knew that things would never be the same for me again.  Zippy was gone, just a memory now.  

It was a very tough summer for me.  I stayed in the hospital almost three weeks, then I was in bed on my stomach at home for another two weeks.  The pain was excruciating, but I took little Percocet pills and everything would get numb and fuzzy.   In these states I would concentrate on trying to speak to my father inside my head, hoping that communicating in a semi-dreamlike state would be more effective.  I never got a reply, although sometimes I swear I heard rustling and scratching.

I only left my house once to go grocery shopping.  It was there that Father sent me my first sign.  In the checkout line a black-and-white tabloid cover called to me from the next line over, the ten-items-or-less lane.  “Satan Speaks Through Ancient Statue! Tells of Apocalypse!”   I never had thought that perhaps Father needed a vehicle to speak through.  I was dancing with nervous energy, waiting to get home to my room.

“Wow, you’re feeling better, huh?” Mom bubbled.

I had some yellow Plasticene left over from my sixth grade science project;  ‘The Evolution of Man.’  I had intended on sculpting seven or eight little figurines, all the way from the gibbon-like Proconsul to Homo Erectus up to Homo Sapiens Sapiens.  After it took me three hours to get the first one right, I decided to switch to drawings.  They came out well, but I still ended up placing second to Jennifer Deveux, who won first for “The Magnificent Horse.”  She chose something horse-related every year, and had been taking first prize since second grade.  Jennifer had also been telling everyone she was going to Harvard for about as long.  Nerd.  

All together the little rough tower of lumpy clay was almost a foot tall.  I started molding and shaping it, twisting and distorting it every which way.  I started out with the medieval image of Satan, really not much more than Pan, the man-goat from Greek mythology.  Before I even finished the cloven hooves, I compacted it into a misshapen ball.  That was not how he would look.  Next I attempted something more bull-like, planning on making some bat-type wings later with toothpicks and paper.  Wrong, wrong, wrong.  I tried a couple more versions before giving up in disgust.  It was eight o’clock, and my mother would be in to make sure I was getting to bed.  After all, the first day of eighth grade started the next morning.  I hid the uncooperative clay in my closet behind some old sneakers.   I lay there for what felt like hours, thinking of the hell that would start the next day.  Another year of ridicule, shame, scorn, and being a loser.  However, there was also an optimistic air.  Things would be different now that I knew who and what I really was.     

I woke up that night in a panic, though it didn’t feel like I had been having a nightmare or anything like that.  I saw that the clock read 12:05.  It was set five minutes fast by my mom as a way to try to get me to be more punctual.  Something told me to get the clay.  I did, making as little noise as possible.  Mom is a light sleeper.  Now, I understood, the true form would reveal itself to my sculpting hands.  I went to switch on the light, but something told me to pull my hand away.  No light.  The Prince of Darkness has no need for illumination.  If I trusted in him, His hands would guide my own perfectly.  At first, I squinted and tried to see by the feeble light of the streetlight two houses away.  Then I simply gave in and shut my eyes.  Indeed, my hands did seem to take on a life of their own; kneading and stretching, poking and pulling.  The previous sculpting had felt awkward, as my three formerly broken fingers didn’t feel as strong as the others.  That didn’t seem to be the case anymore.  At last I felt it was complete.  I put the figure, which seemed to look like a bumblebee in the darkness, away and gingerly covered it again.  It was four in the morning, and I had to be up in less than three hours.

School was just as I had feared it would be.  A few kids called me “tear-ass,” but worse were the amused stares, cruel smiles, and giggles of the others.  Everyone knew what had happened to me, and they seemed to find it hilarious.  I had hoped some of them would sympathize with the violent assault I had been victim to for Robert Martin’s sadistic pleasure.  If any of them did consider the incident appalling, they were too afraid of reproach from their fellow students to speak up.  What a bunch of fucking lemmings they all were.  I had known since June that Robert Martin had been kept back, and would now be in my grade.    I knew that there was no risk of being in any of the same classes, since he was in the lowest possible level of remedial education, and I was in level 1 for everything but Algebra.  Of course, gym class knew no classifications based on intelligence or aptitude.  And there were always the hallways.  If he had just worked a little harder at his grades, he would have gone on to high school, miles and worlds away.  Now I would be at risk of seeing him every goddamned day.

One good thing did happen that day.  Her name was Ms. Giardina, and she was the most beautiful English teacher in the world.  Her hair was long, straight and black as the plumes of the darkest raven.  Her skin was milky and white, and her dancing brown eyes were huge pools of sunshine and happiness.  She was almost always smiling.  I was so mesmerized by her that I wasn’t even paying attention to the words she said.  I imagined us together in a cove on a moonlit beach, bodies wrapped around each other like mating serpents.  I walked out of the class floating on a cloud a minute after the bell rang to end the class period, and there was Robert Martin standing there.

Someone must have told him I was in a nearby class, and now there were at least twenty bloodthirsty kids crowded in the narrow hallway, itching to see a good ass-whupping.  Squid and Patrick Maher were in high school now, and Robert had yet to select his precious goon squad for his final reign of terror in junior high.  It didn’t matter that he was alone.  Robert alone was more than my match, and nobody here would help me anyway.  He stepped forward.

“How was your summer vacation, Zippy?  Ya miss me?”

I couldn’t think of a witty reply.

“Fuck you,” I muttered and turned away.

“What’d you say?” he demanded.  I started walking away when I was knocked forward and to the ground by a mighty kick right up my ass.   I forced myself to stand up, biting my lower lip to prevent full-out screaming at the agonizing pain in my rectum.  I turned to him, my face red with embarrassment and moist eyes threatening to spill into pathetic tears.

“That hurt, faggot?  Your ass still hurts, right?” he taunted.

I almost started blubbering like a baby in front of everybody.  Instead, something cold and mean took hold of me.  I looked up and sneered right back at him.  Through gritted teeth, I replied, “Nah.  Your little dick didn’t hurt when you were raping me.  I barely knew it was inside.”  I addressed the dumbstruck boys and girls around me.   “You know, they found his sperm up my ass.  But not too far up.”  I made a little-dick gesture with my right thumb and forefinger, chuckling insanely.  I didn’t know what had gotten into me, but it sure felt good.

Robert turned crimson with shame.  His face twisted in rage.  Before he had even the slightest chance to deny these heinous allegations, the late bell rang.  Kids started hustling off to their classes, running with their heads turned back to watch Robert pummel me.  I stood my ground, a gigantic smile wrapped around my face.  He shook with anger and aggression.

“You just wait and see what happens to you,” he blurted and stormed away.  This was good, but not good enough.

“The Devil’s gonna get you, you know,” I called after him in a harsh whisper.   “Can’t hide from Satan, fucker.”   He turned back, not stopping, and I could swear now that I saw something totally unfamiliar on his face – terror.  I swelled with power.  Dark, vengeful power.  It felt good to be the one inspiring fear.

I had to wait through my next class, Spanish, to get to a boy’s restroom stall and try to see if I was okay.   I tried to hide the pain on my face, but Mr. Peccadillo saw me squirming around in my seat.  He asked me, referring to his seating chart, “Mr. Smolinski, are you feeling alright?” Actually, I felt far from alright.   I nodded, lying, and made it through thirty more minutes of numbers and colors in Spanish, not to mention the indignity of having to say, “Me llamo Daniel” several times.  The second class was over,   I darted into the first available stall and slammed the door shut before anyone could see me.  The cheap turnstile lock was broken, as most of the stall locks in the restrooms were.  Some of the restrooms had doors missing completely off the stalls.  Robert, Patrick and Squid had been responsible for ripping at least three of them off in the past school year.  They then bragged to everyone what bad-ass vandals they were.  Amazingly, no one had told any teachers, parents, or police.  I guess they didn’t mind people watching them as they took their hasty between-class dumps.   I pulled my BVD’s down in a frenzy, and sure enough, there was a little wedge of bright red blood among the skid mark stains.   It wasn’t a lot of blood, but it did tell me one or more of the few remaining scabs inside my colon had been torn off.  I felt nauseous.  Still two more classes to go.  I wanted to go to the nurse, but I knew how it would upset my mother if she had to come get me.   Even though I would lie and say the bleeding was spontaneous, she would suspect Robert.  Over the summer she had grown to consider him lower than the lowest form of scum, part of a chain of evil that was ruining our world.   She had briefed me several times in the past month that if he came near me and said or did anything, I was to tell the Principal immediately.  Both of us wanted him expelled from my school, but my mother was raring for the first further transgression of any kind on Robert’s part that could possibly lead to his removal.  She almost wanted him dead.  With me it wasn’t almost.  I was certain I wanted him to die.

I toughed out the classes, eyes glued most of the time to the interminably slow clock, which did not seem to move for minutes at a time in the first class, and was actually broken and still in the second.   It must have taken me almost twenty minutes to finally realize that even if I hadn’t grasped the fact that time refused to progress, it was long past ten o-clock anyway.  After an eternity the bell rang, and my first day of eighth grade was over.   I remembered that I hadn’t seen George Penniman, the closest thing I had to a friend, but then chastised myself for forgetting that his parents had moved him to a Catholic school after my assault.  George was about as big a geek as me, and that put him at a high risk in this hellhole of a junior high.

After a bus ride home during which everyone seemed to be stealing glances at me and whispering about the further indignity I had suffered at the hands of Robert, I was home at last.  Into my dark, lonely abode I dragged my pain-wracked body, at last giving release to purifying and exhausting screams of rage and suffering that left me trembling.   All my thoughts now were on the little brown bottle of Percocets that were my only ticket out of this agony.  Piercing jabs of pain ripped up my rear as I leaped up the stairs, two at a time, to the upstairs bathroom.

I threw open the medicine cabinet, sending precariously balanced dental floss and Vaseline jars cascading to the sink and floor with a clutter.    For a minute I panicked, thinking mom had tossed them out already.  Then I saw them, hidden behind a cheerful Tampax box adorned with flowers and butterflies.  It almost made me want to have a period myself every month.  The childproof cap was no match for my determination.  I was only supposed to take one, but this time I took two.  The prescription had just been refilled in August when I stopped taking them.  There were almost a hundred of the little blue and yellow caplets left.   I wanted to look at the statue, but this wasn’t the time.  I opened up the spanking-new algebra textbook and tried to read the first chapter.  We were going to have a quiz on it in two days.  I couldn’t have been more than three pages in when that fuzziness came.  It was as if my head was stuffed with cotton.  Soon after that I fell fast asleep.  

My mother was upset to see me asleep when she got home from work at five-thirty.  She rushed over and plopped herself down next to me on my bed.

“Danny, are you okay?” she inquired.

“Yeah, I was just tired.  I couldn’t fall asleep ‘til pretty late last night.”

She gave me a big, choking hug.

“Oh, Danny, I know you must have been nervous, especially when that boy is still at your school.”  

I nodded, telling her nothing about the pain or the pills, which were now in my dresser drawer under my socks.  Her eyes were brimming with tears, which looked ready to spill over any second.  It must be hard being a mom, especially when your son is weak and the target of hyenas like Robert.

“You just concentrate on having a great year at school.  Those bastards will get what’s coming to them eventually.”

I murmured an agreement.

“They’ll probably end up dead or in jail by the time you get to college.”

“I’m sure,” I assented.

I woke up that night fully awake again.  The clock read 11:59.  I think it’s a minute slow.   The closet beckoned to me.  Still feeling a little groggy from the pills, I hauled out what I hoped was the proper incarnation of Satan.  I was desperate to turn the light on, but I knew my mom might wake up to use the bathroom and bust me.  As soon as she started asking questions, I would have to start making up lies.  I didn’t think any lies could cover up the true intent of this statue.  I lifted the statue up to the window and pulled aside the curtain.  At last I saw Father in his true glory.

The sculpture looked primitive, almost like something you’d see in ancient Mesopotamia or Babylon.  It was squat and compact, with a snarling face made up of huge, burning, eyes and a snout-like mouth and nose.  The nostrils were broad and flaring, and the thick lips were pulled back over a mouthful of fangs.  It had horns, as I thought the Devil should, but six instead of two.  They were arranged in three rows from top of head to brow, descending in size.  Even in this meager light, it was the eyes that captivated me.  They were deep set and composed of several circles within circles.  How had I done that, I wondered?  It looked pretty skilled, and I was no Michelangelo.  That stupid gibbon in sixth grade had taken me hours to sculpt, with the lights on, and it had still ended up looking more like one of those plastic monkeys whose arms link up, found in mass quantities in a little red or yellow barrel.  Ah, but my Satan was going to be more fun than a barrel of monkeys.

The body was pretty much human, though I had unknowingly given it a huge penis with a sharp, arrowhead-shaped tip.  I blushed at this, and thought about draping a little loincloth or something over it.  No!  Don’t fuck with it now!  I never really heard that, but I somehow understood it.  The hands and feet were more like paws, with dagger-like talons extending from each finger and toe.  I turned the statue around.  There was no tail, but sure enough, four wings.  They reminded me of a dragonfly.  I wondered if maybe I should try to make them look more like bat’s wings.  The second I touched them, I felt a cold hand slap my fingers away.  Terrified, I set the statue down on my nightstand.   Could this be the time to talk?  Why not give it a try?  

I stared at the statue, searching for the right words.  Eventually they came.  I whispered.

“Father, this is your son, Daniel.  I now know who I am and what my destiny shall be.  I await your orders.”

I heard nothing, felt nothing.

“I have just one thing to ask of you.  Please kill Robert Martin.  He has hurt me, he has shown me no respect, and his very life now makes my own existence unbearable.”  The light from the streetlight gleamed off the spiraling eyes of the idol, and seemed to twinkle with mischief for a second.   I put it back in the closet and soon was asleep again.  

Robert didn’t get sick for awhile.  He left school in November.   For a few weeks he had been losing weight and energy, apparently.  The word hit the school after just a week that he had leukemia.  I had to hide my glee from my classmates, who would have considered it to be in poor taste, I’m sure.  I imagined the black slime of cancer crawling through him, infecting every cell of his stinking body with vile death.   In the meantime, I had been talking to Father every night at midnight.   I started taking the pills to be able to fall sleep, and soon I was getting replies from Father.  They weren’t out loud, I don’t think, but inside my head.  The voice wasn’t low and gravelly, like in the movies, but calm and determined.   He had the voice you imagine a great father having, the kind of dad you can ask or tell anything.    He asked me for a sacrifice so that he would do this thing for me.  If not, Robert would recover and come back even stronger than ever.   At first this confused me.  Why wouldn’t Satan do this one thing for his only son, after all the torment and injustice I had suffered at the hands of this cretin Robert?  Soon I understood that Father wanted me to prove myself before he unleashed his awesome power at my request.   He also wanted me to show my devotion.  Making a clay idol was easy and took no special courage.  Would I be willing to snuff out another human life?  Did I have that kind of fortitude to stay the course even at the split second of decision, when fear would be like a flash flood of sickness and doubt?   I had to.  I couldn’t let Daddy down.

I chose Sandy Mueller to be the sacrifice.   Last year I had asked her to the Spring Dance.  It was one of the hardest things I have ever had to do.  I agonized for two weeks about whether or not I should do it.  I tried to "“bump into her” between classes.  The only class we shared was gym, and I had no intentions of taking to her when my pathetic little stick body was flapping around in that oversized red gym shirt and floppy shorts that made my butt look big and my legs even more like a stork’s.  Sandy wasn’t the prettiest girl in my grade, or the most popular, but still there was something about her.  I used to dream about us making love in my room, outside, even in class.  The first wet dream I ever had starred Sandy in the leading role.  She had cute, almost pixie features, with reddish-brown hair and eyes as blue as turquoise.  Sandy was almost always surrounded by two or three of her friends from the school band.  She played the violin, and only barely knew I was alive.  Yet I knew she didn’t have a boyfriend.  I wasn’t naïve enough to think that I was going to get her to be my girlfriend, but a date for the dance shouldn’t have been out of the question.

Realizing that I was never going to catch her alone at school, I opted for the telephone.  It was not, as you might imagine, an easy call to make.   Her number was easy enough to locate in the telephone book, as I knew her family lived on Benson Drive, just two blocks away from me.   I’m not sure how long I sat in my kitchen deliberating on what to say.  Of course I was really just trying to get the courage up to make the call.  After what was probably an hour of staring at the phone with my left index finger stuck to her phone listing, I went and got a drink.  Mom kept all of her liquor behind a little bar in the living room.  She didn’t drink and we hadn’t had any wild parties in my lifetime, so it was safe to say that most of the bottles of vodka, whiskey, gin and the like were as old as me.    The dust on them gave away their long dormancy under the bar.  It was kind of sad, really.  Mom didn’t entertain a whole lot.  I picked the vodka, and made myself a strong screwdriver with Sunny Delight.  We were out of orange juice.  I put some water back in the vodka bottle to make up for the amount of alcohol I took, and gulped the drink down.  Sure enough, in a few minutes the prospect of calling Sandy didn’t seem so terrifying anymore.

After several tries, (my shaky fingers were having a hell of a time dialing her number) I finally rang through to the Mueller household.  Her dad answered the phone.  Mr. Mueller sounded pissed off.  It may have been my imagination, but it scared me.  I almost hung up, but then I remembered that the dance was just three days away.  It had to be now or never.

“Could I speak to Sandy, please?”

“Who’s this?”

“Dan Smolinski, sir.  I’m a friend of hers from school, sir.”

“Hold on.”  He then yelled her name at the top of his lungs.  If he was covering the phone, he didn’t do a very good job.  I had to back the receiver away.  Then I heard the brief, embarrassing discussion that ensued between father and daughter:

“It’s for you.  Dan something or other from school.”

“Dan Rogers?” she asked with nervous glee.  Dan was our school’s best white basketball player, already six foot three at only fourteen years old.

“No, it was something else.”

“Oh.”  Her voice had dropped in obvious disappointment.  Again I wanted to hang up, but I knew I had to ride this out.

“Hello?” she asked, half inquisitive and half defensive.  

“Uh, hi Sandy.  It’s Dan Smolinski.  We were in Miss Trudell’s class in fifth grade back at Kennedy, I live up the block from you. . .”

“I know who you are,” she said curtly.  There was an uncomfortable silence.  Now I knew this had been a terrible idea.

“Well, you know the dance the school’s having Friday night,”

“Yeah, I . . .” I had to cut her off before she could dismiss me.  I had to at least get the question out or this had all been a complete failure.  

“I was thinking maybe you and me could go.”

This time the silence was excruciating.  I hung on every millisecond.  At last she spoke.  

“ I guess so.”  Noncommittal as her reply was, my heart soared and joy flooded through me.  My heart thumped, adrenaline raced through me veins.  Speaking in this condition was a challenge, but I forced the words out now.

“I’ll pick you up around seven?”

“Uh, it’d be better if I meet you there.  I already promised a couple friends we would go together.”

“Cool.  I’ll see you there.”

The second I had hung up, I did a little happy dance in the kitchen.  Life wasn’t so bad after all.  I took my schoolbooks into the living room and turned on the stereo.  I don’t think I had ever been so happy to do homework in my life.  Now the only things I had to worry about were my lack of suitable attire and my laughable dancing ability.   The first was remedied fairly easily with a torturous trip to the mall in which I was able to secure a shirt, slacks, and shoes.   The outfit wouldn’t have had GQ magazine begging me to pose for a cover, but it did make me look as “cool” as possible, given my low social status.  As for the dancing, there was no time for lessons or classes, so I abandoned all anxiety about it.  If it was anything like the Fall Dance had been, (during which me and George Penniman hid in a dark corner and drank endless Cokes) then I had nothing to fear.  Most of the kids in my school were mediocre dancers, at best.  I imagined the slow dances, clutching Sandy tightly and feeling her warm body against mine.  I had never felt that, and it was my greatest wish to do so.   It wasn’t even sex I really fantasized about, but being close to a girl.  

There was one clue I should have picked up on, but didn’t.   It was Friday afternoon, right before last period, when I saw Sandy and her friends Sandi and Jen.   I smiled and waved at her as she passed me in the hall, but she pretended not to see me.  Our eyes had locked for a brief instant, and she had looked away.  That did not bode well for the coming evening.  I shrugged it off, though now the seed of doubt had been planted in my mind.  

Mom was so excited that I had a date for the dance.  She gushed over my new outfit, knowing that I had spent most of my savings on it.  Mom told me over and over again how handsome I looked.  Soon she had me almost believing it.  She even went and got her camera and snapped a few proud pictures.  The smile I had in those was the first really happy expression I have ever seen of myself in photos since I was four or five.   I was all set to walk to school, like I always did, but Mom wouldn’t hear of it.  She insisted that she drive me.  It was probably an excellent idea, since it was fairly well known that Robert Martin and his friends “warmed up” with beer and pot on the railroad tracks before heading off to school dances.  My railroad misadventure might have happened a couple months early had I indeed walked that night.  In any case, Mom dropped me off with a big hug and kiss.  

“You just remember, you’re special and you’re my son.  Be a gentleman with this girl, and she’ll appreciate that.”

Along with the advice, she gave me fifteen dollars in case we wanted to go out for a burger or something afterward.  I could call her any time for a pickup, but she would prefer if it was before midnight.  The dance only went until eleven.

I knew something was wrong almost the second I walked in.  There were only a few dozen kids there at that point, and Sandy was among them.  She was already dancing with a boy.  He was Greg Rando, who played drums for the school band.  I didn’t know what to do.  Was she my date or wasn’t she?  I almost left, but first I had to confirm that she had betrayed me.  I sneaked around the snack machines, using them for cover until I was close enough.  It was a fast song, but they still seemed to be too close for a friendly dance.  I had been watching for awhile when Sandi and Jen spotted me.  Immediately Jen rushed up to Sandy’s ear and informed her of my painful presence, hooking a thumb in my general direction.   I turned and walked away as fast as I could, but I still heard the laughter of their little group.  I looked back just once, and they were still watching me and busting up over my pathetic plight.  Sometimes I think pathetic should be my middle name.  

The dance was in the school cafeteria, as they all were.  We weren’t supposed to go up to the balcony, which was never used for anything anyway, but I wasn’t in the mood to follow the stupid rules.  I had been at the dance a total of five minutes, and already I couldn’t wait to leave.  I watched more kids filter in from my dark perch, until the dance floor was packed with about five hundred kids.  No doubt Sandy and her cunt friends had told everybody about how she got the geek’s hopes up and then shot him down.  Ha ha, watch him creep away and sulk.  I imagined even then what it would be like to hide up there with a high power rifle, the kind they shoot big game like tigers and rhinos with.  It would have one of those scopes with the perfect crosshairs, so that I could just line up the intersecting lines right over Sandy’s head and squeeze off a big super-powered bullet right into her fucking head.  Then I would go for Sandi, Jen, and Greg.  Back then revenge was nothing more than a fantasy.  I didn’t know who I was yet.

I managed to sneak out a side door without anybody spotting me, as far as I know.  I walked to Burger Heaven and got myself a booth in the furthest corner.  Since it was only nine o’clock, I had beat the crowd by at least two hours.  There were some older kids who I could hear joking about my sharp clothes and solo status, but I could have cared less.  All I could focus on was the rejection and humiliation I was feeling.  It wasn’t the first time I had thought of suicide, but it was definitely the strongest urge to follow through I had ever felt.  I saw nothing ahead of me in life but shame, loneliness, and never knowing what it was like to be part of the group.  I was destined to be an outcast.  These were the miserable thoughts that ran through my head as I deliberately picked at my cheeseburger, mopped my greasy fries in a little ketchup pool, and sipped my thick vanilla shake.   Now I know why I was meant to be an outsider, and all I can say is what a relief.  At least now I know there was a reason for all the pain.

I told Mom Sandy’s mother had given me a ride home.  We had had a great time, I assured her.  She was excited and wanted to hear more, but I convinced her that I was too tired from all the nonstop dancing to talk.  That might have been the happiest I ever saw my mother.  

I have a plan to sacrifice Sandy, but I’ll hold off on the details until I successfully pull it off.  I am already starting to think about things that could be used as evidence in my murder trial.  The one thing that always gets you is premeditation –  that’s murder one!  The good news is that my defense would probably be able to prove insanity.  After all, what sane person would think Satan was their father?  That’s what they would say, I bet.   Let the world think what they will.  I know who I am and what I am.       

The biggest challenge was that I had to make Sandy’s death look either random, accidental, or like a case of suicide.  It was not going to be easy in the least.   I considered several options and scenarios.  What I really wanted to do was take her somewhere out in the woods and torture her to death.  Not only did I think she deserved this, but I thought Father would have heartily approved.  The more suffering, the more valuable the sacrifice.  It would prove my unswerving devotion.  What Robert did to me on the railroad tracks wouldn’t even begin to compare with what Sandy would endure at my hands in the name of the Devil.  I would strip her flesh off one tiny bit at a time with nail clippers.  I would pulverize each finger and toe with pliers.  I would bury her up to her head, coat it all with honey, and let insects, birds, and field mice devour her face and eyes.  Or perhaps I could singe her skin and hair off with a little Bic lighter, one little patch of skin or hair at a time.  Certainly she had all of this coming and more.  But alas, it had only been eight months since the Spring Dance, and it was quite possible I would come up a suspect in her disappearance.  They wouldn’t find the body, I would make sure of that, but eventually the police would treat it as a homicide investigation and start asking around to see if she had upset anybody recently.  I’m fairly sure I was the only person who really hated Sandy.  And how can I fulfill my destiny from a jail cell?

A random killing, like a drive-by shooting, was also out of the question.  We don’t have any gangs here.  On top of that, I don’t know how to drive.  I don’t have a car or a gun.

Accidental death?  I couldn’t think of any way to pull that off.  There weren’t any cliffs around to push her off.  It had to look like suicide.  

I sneaked out of my house at two in the morning, after praying for success to my Father’s idol.  I considered having a drink or two to steel my courage, but decided that I needed my senses to be razor sharp to do this right.  I took just two things with me, a pair of latex examination gloves, (Mom had to use them to put some prescription cream in my butt) and a penlight.  I had no idea if the Mueller house had an alarm.  I had surveyed it on two previous nights to get an idea of the risks and the best entry site.  They didn’t have a dog, and I had the general layout of all the bedrooms upstairs based on who I saw in the windows.  I wore all black, and a black cloth ninja mask I had bought during my martial arts wanna-be phase two years ago.  I never even took a single Karate class, but I saw all the movies and used to practice the moves alone in my bedroom.  A lot of good they did me when Robert Martin and his friends used to gang up on me.

All the doors were locked, but a window in the kitchen was open.  It was a small window, but I am all of ninety pounds.  I did everything in complete silence, careful not to knock over even a bottle of dishwashing detergent.  I put everything back exactly as it had been, and wiped up any dirt or scuff marks on the windowsill and the sink.  I knew I had to be very careful not to leave any evidence behind.  There was always the chance police would suspect foul play, and I knew from the O.J. trial how even a single hair, fiber fragment, or drop of saliva could be used to establish the presence of a killer.  If I was ever arrested, I sure wouldn’t have a Dream Team of lawyers at my disposal.  It would be pretty cool to represent myself, even if I am only a teenager.  Mom had talked about me going to law school anyway, and I was tested at an IQ of 141 – just barely genius.  But none of that mattered.  I left nothing behind.  I stood there in the kitchen for a few minutes, letting my eyes get accustomed to the dark.  That was a trick I had picked up from reading about one of Satan’s most infamous disciples, Richard “The Night Stalker” Ramirez.  Next, I silently went through the drawers until I found the perfect little steak knife for what I had in mind.  It was either brand new, had rarely been used, or had recently been sharpened.  Its gleaming edge was sharp enough to split a hair.

Luckily for me, the stairs and entire upstairs were thickly carpeted.  I probably could have run and still not disturbed anybody.  Still, I was sweating profusely, and my heart was jackhammering away in my chest.  My breathing sounded awfully loud, and I tried to inhale and exhale a little more quietly, to no avail.   I had never been inside anyone’s house without permission in my life.  As the stairway went around a corner halfway up, I lost my sense of where Sandy’s room was.  Again, fortune smiled upon me.  A sign, made up on a computer, read:  ‘Sandy’s Room – Keep Out!’  Unfortunately for Sandy, I had no intentions of obeying her puerile posting.   Ever so slowly, I turned the knob and peered inside.  She was asleep in a little mountain of stuffed animals and pillows.  I took in the room, sneering at the stupid posters of the Backstreet Boys, ‘N Sync, Britney Spears, and other foolish girl fantasies and idols.  What a shallow little moron.  There was her violin case.  Her computer, her closet full of girl clothes.  Somewhere in there was her band uniform, and even the outfit she had worn to the Spring Dance.  Soon, all of it would be packed up and stored, or maybe sent to Goodwill.  Maybe her grieving parents would leave her room just this way, like some sort of shrine, frozen forever the way an eighth grader in 1999 had left it.  How sad.  Well, maybe her parents shouldn’t have raised such a callous little bitch for a daughter.  They would have only themselves to blame for this.

I knew I had to move very fast.  I didn’t know if she was a light or heavy sleeper, and my breathing was now uncontrollably loud.  If she woke up, saw me and screamed, my plan was doomed.  And if she didn’t die, Robert Martin couldn’t die.  I couldn’t have that.  I decided to put one of the bigger, fluffier pillows on her face and sit on it while I quickly did what I had to.   I got up on the giant bed (what a teenage girl needed with such a humongous bed, I’ll never know) and did it all in one move.  I straddled her face over a pillow, facing her feet.  As expected, she woke up screaming, but the pillow did an excellent job of stifling her cries.  She reached up to free herself.  First I took her left hand and grabbed the wrist firmly.  I cut left to right, as deeply as I could.  She was right-handed.  The blood came out like a fountain, gushing everywhere.  I hadn’t planned on getting any blood on me, but here it was all over my hands and arms.  I felt a little sick, like I might throw up, but held it back.  Some of the old Zippy, that little pussy, whimpered out from the depths about calling 911, stopping the bleeding, and letting her live.  I snuffed out that weak voice.  The door had already been opened.  I had no choice before me now but to proceed.  I took the right wrist, and cut it right to left, not as deep.  She would have been weaker by the second slash.  She flailed and struggled heroically under me, bucking like a little bronco.  Yes, yes, I know you want to live, I wanted to tell her, but it just won’t work that way.  While she bled away, I clamped my hands down firmly over her mouth and took the pillow away.  I had to be sure she died from blood loss, not asphyxiation.

She managed to rip off my ninja mask, though I did my best to bob and weave my head to avoid being unmasked.  I felt like one of those Mexican masked wrestlers whose worst fear is having their true identity revealed.  I really could have done without that horrible look of recognition as it flashed across her eyes.  In those few seconds, she shook her head and pleaded for mercy in strangled grunts against the blood-drenched latex of my gloves jammed up against her mouth.   I wonder if she may have even said she was sorry for the way she mistreated me?  Too little, too late, if that was the case.  Her breathing became shallow.  I looked at all the blood soaked all over the comforter, the pillows, the stupid little stuffed bears and puppies, and the both of us.  It was hard to believe that so much blood had come out of one girl, and yet still she lived.  I waited impatiently.  As well as it had gone so far, she had managed to make some noises in her throat.  I was terrified that her parents or one of her two brothers would wake up and discover my deed in progress.  That would be the end of my project in a hurry.  Thankfully, Sandy went completely limp just a couple minutes later, her eyes closing for the last time in her silly, meaningless little life.

I put the knife in both her hands to get the prints on, then dropped it by her left side.  She would have been too weak to hold on to it, and after the cutting, she would have had no need to do so anyway.  I stood back and admired my handiwork.  Something was missing.  In an instant I knew the perfect finishing touch.  I dipped her right finger in her blood several times to write on her headboard: ‘For you, Satan – 666.’  Under this I drew a pentagram.  I didn’t know if anyone would buy this, as Sandy was about as far from your typical teenage Satanist as it came.  She didn’t listen to bands like Slayer or Marilyn Manson, and probably didn’t own more than one or two pieces of black clothing.  Still, I thought it was a great joke.  Little miss band chick was a closet devil worshipper!  I knew Father loved this final insult.  I did it entirely as a tribute to his glory.  If I had thought of it ahead of time, I could have tried to get a handwriting sample of hers and really done it right.  What the hell – you can’t always plan for inspiration.

Now there was just one problem.  I was soaked in Sandy’s sticky blood virtually from head to toe.  If I left the house in these clothes, I would very likely leave a smudge or smear somewhere between her bedroom and wherever I exited.   I removed everything except my underwear and socks, and carried it all in a little bundle.  I did put the mask back on, in the unlikely event that I was spotted fleeing the scene.   I closed her door, leaving her room just as I had found it.  Well, except that I had found Sandy alive and asleep, and now she was permanently asleep in death.  These things happen.

I hosed myself off in my backyard, cringing at the creak of the water turning on.  I had left a little bar of soap for myself to lather up with, and I did the best job I could shivering under the cold water and only using one hand.  Man, you really take little things like taking a shower for granted until you have to make do with something more primitive.  I was almost home free.  I tossed the clothes in a trashcan, making a mental note that the trash truck came by on Friday. Two days away.   The sneakers didn’t seem to have more than a few drops of blood on them, which I scrubbed at under the water stream with my nails.  The damn things had cost over a hundred bucks, and they were less than four months old.  I wasn’t about to toss them out if I didn’t have to.   Drying off and getting back into bed silently took almost another hour, and the sun was coming up.  My chances of falling asleep in this state were zero, though I was thoroughly exhausted.  A whole cavalcade of emotions was rushing through me as I realized that Sandy really was dead from my hand.  I had stared directly into her blue eyes as the life force literally ebbed away from her in a bright red stream.  There had been no glowing soul floating out of her in the dark like a cartoon ghost, as far as I had seen.  Still, I had observed one definite moment when she crossed from life to death.  Her eyes went from looking at me to looking through me into the next world.  I imagine for her that would be Hell, bitch that she had been.

Though I kept telling myself that it had been a necessary sacrifice, a nagging guilt kept chipping away at my brain and made me feel nauseous.  No matter how much I tried to justify the act, the horror of it flared up like a sickening, roiling pit in my stomach.  I could still smell the coppery stench of her blood as it splashed all around her flailing hands, trying to get me off of her.  Soon I had to run to the bathroom, where I dry-heaved and woke my mom up.     

“Danny, are you okay?” she asked frantically.  I assured her that it had been a bug going around the school.  She bought it.

They didn’t announce her death until almost the end of the school day, and no details were provided.  I was dreading it the entire time.  The only bright part of that whole day was seeing Ms. Giardina in English class.  She gave us an in-class reading assignment while she went through her bills at her desk, as she often did.  We were supposed to have read the first act of Macbeth, but at least half the class hadn’t.   I watched her pretty face wrinkle up as she scrutinized phone calls and doubted high electric bills.  She caught me staring all the time, and would give me a nervous little smile before looking back down.  Sometimes she would make a little silent gesture that was supposed to tell me to focus on my work, and her face would blush.  A couple minutes later Principal Winters came on the loudspeaker to tell us all about poor little Sandy and how she was no longer with us.  Boo fucking hoo. Predictably, most of the girls in my English class burst out in shock and grief, as if Sandy had been their best friend or something.  Only one, Shana Blum, a majorette in the band, had even really known her.  I remained impassive, not wanting to show any emotion that anyone might notice or remember.  Ms. Giardina postponed the discussion of Macbeth to allow us the opportunity to air our feelings of sorrow.  I couldn’t take my eyes off her.  In her compassion, I was able to glimpse the private, loving side of her that I dreamed of experiencing somewhere far away from school.  It was hard not to squirm as a few girls tearfully emphasized just how young Sandy was, and all of the things we all looked forward to, like prom, graduation, college, a family, that she would never know.  Big deal.  I would probably never go to the prom either, and I was alive.  Ms, Giardina leaned forward attentively during these discourses, and her milky cleavage nearly had me gasping.   God, she was amazing.

The sacrifice paid off.  Word came through the school gossip grapevine that my boy Robert, who hadn’t been in school in months, was back in the hospital after it had seemed he was beating the leukemia.  Can’t beat Satan when he has it in for you, I thought as I heard this.   I decided to pay him a little visit.  Maybe I would bring him some flowers.  Actually, I conferred with Father that night and he showed me what the truly right thing to do was.  Or would you call it the wrong thing?  True evil is almost holy in its purity sometimes.  It’s easy to get confused.

Regular visiting hours weren’t going to work for what I had in mind.   I needed some privacy.  I only hoped he had a room to himself.  Luckily I knew the city hospital pretty well, both from my stay and numerous follow-up visits.  The main entrance was the only unlocked way in that I knew of, although I’m sure there were probably doors and loading docks that the dietary and janitorial departments used.  However, I did know of one exit into one of the parking lots that had heavy traffic at all hours.  It’s how me and my mom always left, and there seemed to always be a visiting relative, nurse, or patient leaving through that door at the end of a long hallway.   I left my house at eleven, though my mother was still up in her room.  She had to be up by six, so it was safe to assume she was in for the night.  Plus, like many modern parents, she respected my privacy.  Unless it was something was really important, she wouldn’t even knock on my door.

I hid behind the hedges until someone came out.  He was in scrubs and could have been anything from a doctor to nurse or anesthesiologist.  It was a very close call, as the door was shutting and he was walking away too slowly.  I managed to hook the tip of my foot inside just before it shut, and was inside in a flash.  I carried my gear in a plastic grocery bag.  The pediatric ward was on the third floor, and I took the stairs.  If just one person saw me, my plan was fucked.  Luckily, I knew most people were too lazy to take the stairs.  As far as nurses on duty at this hour, they tended to be much less alert than their day shift counterparts.  All this would play well into my scheme.  It was almost midnight, and I had to hurry.  Father demanded these things be done properly, with respect to the rules and traditions.  I peeked into several rooms before I found him.  It was a double room, but thankfully, the other bed was empty.  It was there I went to change, quietly pulling the blue curtain around in case he opened his eyes.  I stepped out and studied him for a moment before I woke him up.

Robert had been a pretty big kid for his age, probably about five-ten and a hundred-eighty pounds.  Now he looked more like just plain eighty, all yellow and shriveled up in his pathetic little hospital “johnny”, white with powder-blue paisley designs.  He didn’t look so tough now, with his bald head and dark circles under his eyes.  Feeding and medication IV tubes snaked into the crook of his arm and the tops of his hands.  His breathing came in tortured little wheezes.  I almost felt sorry for him, and thought of abandoning this little adventure.  Then I conjured up the whole agonizing assault on the railroad tracks, and recalled all the intolerable, humiliating pain that had followed for months.  I felt like beating and torturing him, but had to stop that train of thought.  Stick to the plan.  It was perfect as it was.  I took the call button, attached to a cord, and moved it well beyond his reach.   Wearing my gloves again, ( a new pair) I unrolled a big strip of electric tape, tore it off,  and gently applied it to his mouth.  I didn’t want him to wake up just yet.

Now I got the little Halloween flashlight with the red filter and clicked it on, holding it under my mask for a dramatic effect.  You see, I was dressed in a black cowl and robe, wearing a very ghastly and authentic rubber skull mask.  This had actually been my Halloween costume in sixth grade.  Now I was ready.  I leaned in close to him and whispered.  

“Robert.”  His eyelids fluttered, but he didn’t stir.  I whispered just a little louder, and shook him.

“Robert!”  Now his eyes did open, and his initial reaction was all I could have hoped for.  He was terrified.

“Do you know who I am?” I was doing my scariest voice, and already I knew it was working perfectly.  I smelled his bitter urine as he voided his bladder uncontrollably.

“I’m going to be taking you to Hell soon.  Do you know why this is all happening to you?”

He shook his head and tried to push me away.  I grabbed his withered, bony hand and squeezed with all my might.  I heard his joints pop.  None of the bones were breaking, but he was in a lot of pain.  He grimaced, and the first gleam of tears began to moisten his eyes.

“You’re a very bad boy, Robert.  You’re shit.  This world is going to be a better place when you’re gone.  Nobody will miss you.  And do you know what else?”  I waited to see if he was curious to see what else Death had to tell him.  He didn’t seem to be.  

“Hell is worse than anything you could ever imagine.  And it doesn’t matter how much praying you do now, because you have lived an evil life.  Hell is forever and ever, you stupid little fuckface.”

I had another piece of tape ready to go for his eyes, and now I put that on, whispering in his ear, “See you real soon, Bobby baby.”

He struggled at the tape, but it was strong tape and he was weak.   How soon was soon, though?  Robert needed to die now.  I was so close to achieving my goal.  I decided right there that Father really wanted me to take care of Robert myself.  The stronger I showed myself to be, the greater my power became.  

First I taped his hands together, then decided to tape them both to the bed’s railing.  Next, I ripped the tape from his eyes.  There were no eyebrows to be pulled off, but I did manage to get a decent amount of eyelashes.  He screamed inside his throat.  I wanted to see his eyes while I did this.  I climbed up on top of his chest.  He squirmed and tried to buck me off, just as Sandy had, but the disease had ravaged away all of his former strength, which had once been formidable.  I pinched his nostrils shut.  Now he really struggled, desperate to get just one breath.

“How does that feel, asshole?”  I asked, trying not to laugh as his eyes bulged.  I let go and he sucked in air.  I allowed him four or five breaths and then closed up his nose again.  This time I let him go a little longer without air.

“I’ve got a better idea,” I informed him.  I tore off a little strip and closed off one nostril completely.

“Let’s play tea party,” I told him.  I reached for the little plastic pitcher of water on his nightstand, and tipped his head back at a steep angle with the other hand.

“Drinky, drinky!” I whispered as I trickled water down his one open nostril.  He shook his head from side to side, trying to avoid the stream, but it was hopeless.  It was all he could do to snort out the invading liquid before he choked to death on it.  Now I smelled shit.  He had taken a dump in all this struggling.

“Little piggy, going kaka in your pants!” I reprimanded him.  A final flash of inspiration dawned on me.  I nearly faltered in my resolve to execute this last step.  A bit of pity struck me, in that perhaps no human deserved such a horrible and humiliating death.  Then I reminded myself that this piece of waste before me, though now withered down to a harmless husk by the ravages of cancer, had nonetheless provided me with a lifetime’s worth of horror and humiliation on a single humid June afternoon on rusty railroad tracks choked with weeds and trash.  In his case, the torturing had been unprovoked, purely sadistic in nature.  My own deed here was an act of retribution.  I proceeded to finish Robert off in a truly befitting manner.

Down the back of his underwear I reached, ( I had to lift him up to do this, he felt as light as a little girl) and scooped out a huge handful of steaming hot shit, which was nearly jet black for some reason.  Maybe he had too much iron in his diet or something.  Into his one open nostril I jammed a little wad of waste, which had the consistency of wet, brittle clay.  I was breathing through my mouth so as not to smell the stinking shit.  Sick people’s shit, if you didn’t know, smells even worse than healthy people’s.  In addition to the foul odor, there’s something, well, just plain sick about the smell.   

For a moment, Robert seemed to have regained his strength somehow, as he kicked and silently shrieked, his face turning first bright red, then a dark crimson.  When he started to go toward a purple pallor, I ripped off the tape from his mouth.  It was hard to get a good grip, as Robert’s crap was slippery.  Weak as he was, he started sucking in giant breaths.  His lungs expanded with so much air that his reed-like torso seemed to double in circumference each time he inspired a breath.  Soon, he was winded but clearly in no danger of dying anymore.  Then I decided to remove my mask.  I wiped my cleaner hand off on the sheet first.  At last I whispered to him again.

“Hey, Bobby boy.  It’s me, Zippy.”

He looked up, and the reaction wasn’t so much surprise as indignation.

“You. . .” he said in a raw, strangled rasp.

“Remember in school when I told you the Devil was gonna getcha?  He did.  He’s my father, you sorry-ass motherfucker!” I spat these last words, adding an actual spit into his eye for emphasis.

Robert probably had been only mildly superstitious before his illness, but I have a feeling that dying makes even dumb punks like him start believing in Heaven and Hell.  His heavily-lidded eyes now went wide in terror and desperation.  He sucked in two bursting lungs full of air.

“H. . .”

The very first millisecond of the word ‘help’ was all he ever managed to get out as his last word in this world.   The rest of the word was blocked off by a heaping handful of his own foul waste.   Before he had the slightest chance of spitting it out, I had both hands clamped down on his mouth.  Just to be sure this would work, I leaned down my entire weight on my hands.  They weren’t budging, though I could feel him gnashing his teeth and jaw around in a hopeless attempt to expel the shit and take in just the tiniest breath.  He thrashed a little, but not much.  He had barely had any strength to fight with from the beginning, and it was clear his batteries were running low.  These things happen when you get leukemia. 

“Eat shit and die!” I whispered, trying hard now not to laugh too loudly.  I could feel his body collapsing in on him as it tried to draw breath from anywhere possible.  Robert gave two last seizure-like jerks, tensed one last time, then relaxed.   I took my hands away.  Shit and saliva dribbled all over his cheeks and chin.   I eased off him, wiping the gloves off on his bed linens.  Almost as an afterthought, I popped a finger into his mouth and traced “666” on his shiny bald forehead.  The smell hadn’t really bothered me for the past couple minutes, but now I instinctively started nose breathing again, and it nearly knocked me out.   It took everything I could muster to fight the urge to rip off the shit-soaked gloves and wash my hands under scalding water for about an hour.  I felt filthy, and I probably stunk even worse.  The sight of his corpse was unsettling.  His legs were like sticks with knobby knees in the middle and big clown feet on the end.  He looked like a helpless victim, which was starting to make me feel like a villain as a result.   I had to get out of that room.

Long story short, I made it out of there just before a young black nurse began walking down the hall to check the ward.   Robert’s murder was probably no longer a secret by the time I was halfway down to the exit.  I twisted my ankle trying to jump whole ten-stair flights.  I actually made the first jump, landing in a crouch before springing up and turning to begin the second jump, spinning my slippery hand on the iron railing.  I pushed off at the wrong angle, and landed on the outside of my right foot.  I screamed, unable to prevent the sound from escaping.  At that point my heart started beating so fast and I felt so light-headed that I would not have been surprised if it had given out.   Ashamed as I am to admit this, at that moment terror caused me to abandon all faith in Satan as my protector instantaneously.  One phrase just took over my head, repeating urgently; “you’re going to get caught, you’re gonna get caught and thrown in fucking jail forever.”     Running on white-hot terror and adrenaline, I hopped down four more flights on my left foot and all the way home without stopping once.  It was at least two miles   The fear remained unabated until I got home and saw that there were no police cars there waiting to take me in.  I was safe for now.

As I took another one of my famous late-night garden hose showers in the backyard, I ran the past two hours over and over in my mind.  I tried to painstakingly recall in particular everything that I had touched or had contact with.  I hadn’t left behind any fingerprints, but surely there was something like a hair, a fiber sample, or DNA.  Sandy had struggled quite a bit and grabbed at his head and arms.   All this was nothing to be concerned with unless I came under suspicion.  Perhaps killing both of them within days of each other had been a mistake in itself.  Police were far more likely to connect murders if they take place so close to each other in time and location.  Focusing the efforts of two homicide investigations on one suspect would make their job easier.  Maybe now it’s only a matter of time before I’m caught.    Everyone knew about my hatred for Robert after what he and his buddies had done to me.  And Sandy had more than a few good friends who had known about the Spring Dance Diss.   Now I’m starting to wonder if I had imagined this whole Satan as my father thing.    I talked to the statue after Robert’s murder until dawn, looking for some kind of guidance.  I heard nothing.

I had hoped the ankle would have gotten better, but by the time I woke up from a fitful, nightmare-filled three hours of sleep, it was swollen like a fat sausage.  I tried to stand on it, but the sharp pain forced a scream. 

“Danny?”

 Mom ran into my room, eyes puffy.  I had woken her up.  I made up a story about having hurt it in gym class the day before.  If she checked on that, she would have seen I was lying.  I only had gym on Tuesdays and Thursdays.  It had been a basketball game, and I had landed bad from a sorry attempt at a lay-up.  Actually, we were doing archery that week and the week before, but that didn’t serve my story.  Although it was about the last thing I wanted to hear now, I knew her assessment was not to be questioned.

“That looks terrible.  Let’s get you to the hospital.”  

There were five or six police cars, a police van, and the KHAC-7 news van all parked in the red zone just down the curb from the emergency room entrance.  

“I wonder what’s happening here?” commented my Mom.

“Looks like something big,” I responded.

“We’ll have to watch the channel seven news tonight,” she decided.

I didn’t look a single person except my mom in the eye for the whole three hours we spent at the hospital.   Not only was there a police officer stationed in the waiting room, but four more passed through before I could go for an x-ray.  My ankle was broken, and I would need a cast.  I also was due for a pair of crutches and a prescription of Tylenol Codeine (painkillers, ha!) for the pain.   At least it wasn’t bad enough to admit me.  That would have been too much even for me to bear.  With my luck, I’d end up in the room next to Robert and confess in my sleep with fifty cops around to hear me.

“Do you feel okay?” my mom kept asking me the whole time.  I was probably an ash gray pallor the whole time.  After all, I was a murderer returning to the scene of the crime where a full-scale investigation was already underway.  The stress was unbearable, and I began to sweat freely, though it couldn’t have been more than sixty-eight degrees in there.  To top it off, the duty cop, a tall guy with glasses and a neat mustache, kept looking at me.  First I tried to pretend that he was just keeping watch on everybody, but he definitely lingered on me too long.  I could feel his stare boring into my head.  How could they have known that the killer (me) had hurt himself?  It wasn’t like I left a trail of blood drops or a tooth behind. 

Mom asked me if I was okay to go to school, or if I wanted her to stay home with me.  I had already missed three classes, and her offer was incredibly tempting.  However, I knew that if I missed today, it would look most suspicious indeed.  The last thing I could do now was to arouse suspicion.  If I could just manage to be ignored until the investigation blew over, I had a good chance of getting away with all this.  No prints, I kept telling myself, trying to boost my spirits, you didn’t leave any prints.   You’re smart, remember?  I am smart.  But smarter than all those detectives and police scientists?  That I don’t know.  I pray to Father every minute now for help. 

Everyone at school that day was talking about Robert’s murder.  A few kids even had the balls to ask me questions like:

“So, are you happy he’s dead?”

“Did you pay someone to do him like that?”

“You killed him, right?”

The last one was asked at least three different instances, each time in a joking tone.  All the kids knew there was no love lost between me and Robert, but I think they found it inconceivable that one of their own could really be a killer.  Least of all, who would think wimpy little Zippy Smolinski was capable of anything like this?  Oddly, nobody asked about my cast except for a couple teachers.  I told them I fell off my bike.  The details of Robert’s death were already trickling around, though typical teenage misinformation and exaggeration had alternately warped and embellished the truth.  One version said that Robert had been forced to eat a bedpan full of shit before having his eyes poked out with a red-hot hypodermic needle.  Another claimed to have heard that he had been chopped up into a hundred pieces and served as part of the patients’ breakfast.  I took no part in any of these conversations, which was nothing unusual.  I didn’t take part in too many conversations to begin with.  Such is the lot of the eighth-grade outcast.   

The newspaper and TV news that night confirmed my two worst fears.  Sandy’s death is now officially a homicide, and it’s also believed that the same person murdered Robert Martin.  They interviewed Principal Winters, who was “aghast at the trend of youth violence,” and blamed it all on parents not talking to their kids.   A couple kids had quick soundbites about the “victims.”  One of Sandy’s friends, her eyes red and puffy from crying, described her as “the sweetest girl in the world.”  Ha!  You could have fooled me.  Joe Fernandez, who is in my Spanish class even though he already speaks it fluently, commented on Robert, saying he was “kind of a bully,” and added that he had gotten in trouble “for sticking a hair dryer up some kid’s butt.”  My heart flip-flopped as I sat on the sofa next to my mother.  This was the first she had heard of Robert’s death.

“You didn’t tell me Robert Martin had been killed,” she said, shocked.  I searched her face briefly, hoping to see some glimmer of happiness.  How many times had she said she wished he was dead?  

“I figured you had heard,” I said.

“And that girl you took to the dance, too?” She looked like she might pass out any second.  “She didn’t kill herself after all, did she?”  She wasn’t looking at me.  She always looked at me when she talked to me.

“I guess not.”

When they had some shots of the grieving parents and families of both Sandy and Robert, I changed the station to Jeopardy.   It was mom’s favorite show to watch with me, but tonight she got up and went to the bathroom without saying a word.  I heard her sound like maybe she was crying, then she went to bed.  She never went to bed that early.  I don’t think she knows, but she sure as hell has her suspicions.  

  The newspaper described Sandy’s murder as “a clumsy attempt to simulate suicide,” but didn’t go into any further detail.  That really pissed me off.  I put a lot of work into her.  “Clumsy” certainly isn’t an accurate description.  Now I realize that mistakes were made, of course.   If it had been perfect, there wouldn’t have been any signs of a struggle.  I bet I left more than one handprint in blood somewhere on the pillow or sheets, plus there remains the fact that she was fighting me like a little wildcat for a good five minutes before she finally kicked the bucket.  Live and learn.  

As for Robert, that whole thing was probably a mistake now that I think about it.   I shouldn’t have been so impatient.  He didn’t look like there was any way he was going to recover.  If I had just waited a week or a month at the most, he would have been on his way to Hell without me ever having lifted a finger.  

Finally, I have really started to question my role as Antichrist.  Satan is the greatest liar of all time, so maybe he tricked me into thinking I was his son just to get me to do some evil shit for him.  It might also be possible that this whole thing was just my imagination.  What evidence do I have that proves otherwise?  I have a little clay idol in my closet that I talked to many times, but that only talked back a few times.  And never did I hear the voice except in my head.  Of course, if I am wrong and it’s all real, maybe Satan will abandon me now for my lack of faith.   Why would he continue to help me now that I am doubting whether or not he was ever there in the first place?  Then again, how do I know he ever did help me?  My head is throbbing.  I seem to have developed something like a migraine headache that won’t go away.  I tried aspirin, Advil, and even my last Percocet, which actually helped a little.  I need to see a doctor about it, but I can’t go back to the hospital.  Any minute now I expect the police to come rushing through my front door to take me away.  

Two police detectives came to school today and held an assembly.  I had half a mind to flee the building or hide in a bathroom, but again I knew it would only arouse unwanted suspicion.   They tried to sound nice at first, but they got all worked up when they started talking about the “viciousness” of the crimes.  That got me mad.  How about the viciousness of my anal rape on the railroad tracks?  Here it was nearly a year later, and it still hurts to take a shit.  What about the vicious way Sandy  humiliated me at the dance?  Nobody cared about me or my feelings.  My self-pity was interrupted by one chilling statement from the older cop:

“We think the murderer is one of you, sitting in this hall right here and now.”  I know thirteen is a little young for a heart attack, but I swear I felt a pain shoot up my left arm.   The kids had been quiet up until then, but all of a sudden they erupted in an excited buzz and looked all around at each other.

“We urge you to turn yourself in, if you’re here,” he continued, “We’ll be sure you’re treated fairly.”  I could tell it burned him up to say that part.  The younger cop, who looked like a boxer, chimed in.

“If any of you kids know who did this, we are offering a twenty-five-thousand-dollar reward for information leading to an arrest.”  What had been a buzz ignited into a babbling chatter.  That was it.  I was done.  For twenty-five grand, some of these kids would accuse their best friends of the murders.  I heard my name whispered frantically.  Though I kept my head down and stared at my sweaty hands, which I rubbed together, I could feel dozens of eyes boring into my skull.    There were three periods left, but I had to get out of that school immediately.  

I knew I couldn’t go home.  For all I knew, Mom had already called the police and was coming to terms with me doing life in prison.  She was probably asking herself where she had gone wrong.  Maybe the forensics team was on its way to my room with all their sophisticated equipment, ready to analyze every little speck and fiber in my room for evidence.  What would they say when they found my statue of father?  Would that help my insanity plea?  All I knew was that I wasn’t ready to give up.  I half-expected S.W.A.T. teams to be all around the school with M-16’s pointed at the doors, but there was nothing.  I had never skipped a class in my life, but this was a special circumstance.

I had taken her crumpled-up bill envelopes to keep as souvenirs many times, cruising by her class after school and before the janitor came by to empty her wastebasket.  The ones with the windows didn’t have the addresses, but the regular envelopes did.  They were all in my room at home, in the underwear drawer along with the empty Percocet bottle.  I had driven by her tiny house on my bike on weekends three or four times, hoping to see Monica (that was Ms. Giardina’s first name) out doing some yard work or something.  I never did manage to catch her.  I was sure going to catch her now, and she was going to hide me.     

Her doors and windows were all locked.   I had no choice but to wait for her to come home.   I hadn’t seen a single police car since I had left school, but I still couldn’t wait out in plain sight.  It was bad enough I was hobbling around with a giant blue shoe like some freak.  That was suspicious enough.  All it took was one call from a neighbor about a kid loitering around and it was all over for me.   I hid on the side of her garage, hunched down between her trash cans.  Uncomfortable as it was, and as stressed-out as I was, I started dozing.  I jerked awake to the sound of the garage door opening.  Monica was home.

I got into the garage, crouching low so she wouldn’t see me.  I was pleasantly surprised to hear KNAC, the local hard-rock station, on her radio.  It was my favorite station.  I knew we had a lot in common!  She shut the garage door with the push of a button on her remote and sighed.  Something was bothering her.  Was it me?  I hoped that the kids in English class hadn’t filled her head with the idea that I was the killer.  I was sure she wouldn’t understand.  She’d think I was a bad person.  Unless, of course, I had the opportunity to explain my side of things first.  That was it.  After I did that, she would probably volunteer to hide me from the police.   Now I just had to avoid scaring her first.  She went into the house, and I followed.  Being silent was especially difficult when you have to limp.  Her kitchen was neat and colorful, with a lot of cow things.  There were cow oven mitts, cow refrigerator magnets, and even cow coffee mugs.  Maybe she had grown up on a farm?  

“Ms. Giardina.”  I said it softly, but she still jumped and screamed.   Maybe I should have called her Monica.

“Daniel!  What are you doing here?”  Her voice was shaky, and her big eyes looked like saucers now.   She was fumbling in her purse for something, trying to keep eye contact with me at the same time.

“I can’t go home, Ms. Giardina.  It’s not safe anymore.”  She found what she was looking for.  It appeared to be pepper spray.

“Daniel, you need to get out of my house right now.   You can’t be here.”  She was still trying to sound like an authority figure, but she was clearly terrified.  

“They’re not going to listen to me, Ms. Giardina,” I told her, “they’ll try to make me out to be some kind of monster.”

She was backing away, moving toward her front door.

“Stay here with me,” I commanded her.  She didn’t listen.  I decided this was as good a time as any to tell her how I felt.   “I love you, Monica.”

That stopped her in her tracks, but my confession didn’t elicit the desired response.  Now she was starting to cry like someone who is being forced to witness something gruesome.  She went for the door.  I moved toward her, and she let me have it with the pepper spray.  Luckily I was able to shut my eyes before it hit my face.  The stinging was ferocious, but I still managed to tackle her before she could get the door open.

“Calm down!” I ordered her.  I had landed badly on the broken ankle, and it was killing me.   “I’m not going to hurt you.”  She wasn’t a big woman, but I was a pretty small kid.  She was getting away from me.  I loved her, but if she got that door open and let out even one scream, it could mean the end of my freedom forever.  I would rather die than be locked up in a cage for the rest of my life.  Life in prison is one thing when you’re forty, it’s another thing when you’re thirteen.  

“Let go of me!” She was hysterical now, clawing at me like a cornered badger foaming at the mouth with rabies.  I never meant to hurt her, but she was leaving me no choice.  I had to get her under control.  I looked around for some kid of weapon, frightened to let a hand go even for a second.  It was damn hard to keep a grip on my teacher even with both arms around her.  For the first time I realized I had one hand around one of her breasts, and my groin was pressed up against her backside.  She was wearing a short black polyester skirt.  I felt myself get hard almost instantly.  How many wet dreams had I soiled my sheets with that involved this woman, who was so close I could smell the conditioner she had used in her shower that morning?  

I forced myself to snap back into a more appropriate mode.  This was no time to start letting my teenage hormones call the shots.  I spied a little stand on her counter that held knives and various utensils.  I reached for a big steel soup ladle and knocked her on the head with it.   It wasn’t hard enough to really hurt her.  It was only meant to get her to be quiet, to show her that I was prepared to defend my situation if I had to.  She screamed and really started bucking to get away.  That forced me to hit her again.  She covered her head with her hands, so I had to whack her fingers pretty bad.  I think a couple might have got broken.  She crawled into a corner, which was good.  Now I was between her and the front door.

“Look, Ms. Giardina, I really don’t want to hurt you, so please cut the escaping shit.”  She was sobbing.  “I told you, I love you.  I have since the first day of school.”  She wouldn’t even look at me.  She was just crying and shaking.

“Jeez, will you say something?” I demanded.

“You. . .killed those kids,” she sobbed.

“You don’t know the whole story.  You don’t know what they did to me,” I tried to explain.

“Please let me go,” she wailed.  I sighed.

“I can’t do that, Ms. Giardina.  Can I call you Monica?”  She didn’t answer.  I took that as a yes.  “You’ll call the police, and then I’ll go to jail forever.  Besides, I didn’t really do all this for me, I did it to please my Father.”  Now she looked up, cradling her throbbing hands.  Her eyeliner was a mess.

“Your father?” she asked, incredulous.

“Satan.  I thought he was my father for the past few months.  Maybe he is, but somehow I’m not so sure anymore.  I mean, if I’m the Antichrist, why am I hiding out from the police in my English teacher’s house?  Wouldn’t you think the Devil would swallow them up in a big crevasse that opened up out of the ground or something?  I mean, this is pretty weak.”

“You need help, Daniel.  They can give you that help if you just let them.”  It was hard for her to speak, I could tell, but she forced out that plea.

I shook my head.  “Look, I’m not crazy.  I’m not.  It’s just that I have a different idea of what you can and can’t do when someone does you wrong.  ‘They’ won’t understand that, whoever ‘they’ are.”

“Where can you go, Daniel?” she asked, and I couldn’t tell if she was being sincere or sarcastic.   “I couldn’t hide you here forever.  People would start looking for you.”

She had a good point,  I had to admit.  If I let her go, she’d drop a dime on me before you could say Benedict Arnold.  If I kept her there, someone would look for her as soon as she didn’t come to work.  If someone had talked to the cops about me. . .wait, what was I thinking?  As soon as that assembly was over, I bet a hundred kids tripped over each other to get to the cops first and tell the pigs all about me.  Fucking assholes.  They would have turned me in for free, but for a big chunk of change they would do it with a smile and a bow.   This was all going terribly wrong.  Monica’s question wouldn’t stop repeating in my head.  Where could I go?  Mexico?  It was a six hour drive down  to El Paso, and like I’ve said, I don’t know how to drive.  But wait. . .she did.

“We’re going for a ride,” I told her.  She looked up in amazement and denial.  This is getting worse by the minute, she was probably thinking.  Shit, at least she wasn’t the one on the run.  That’s when I heard a car engine die just outside.   My heart started doing a tap dance in my chest.

“Who the fuck is that?”  I knew it was a cop.  No, at least two cops.  And they had guns.  I was fucked.  I had to act fast.  I grabbed the biggest knife I could find, then dragged Monica over to the door.  She didn’t want to move, so I had to drag her by the hair.

“Hurry up and I won’t have to pull you hair so much!” I told her, but she was still dragging her feet.  She was also screaming.  I looked out the window.  It wasn’t a cop at all.  It was some blonde guy with a little goattee, wearing a white shirt and tie and holding a briefcase.  His car was definitely a civilian vehicle, a blue BMW Z-3 roadster.  Nice car.  He looked like he could hear the screams, as he suddenly bolted for the door.

“Shit!” I screamed.  “Some blonde guy is coming in!” I related.

Monica’s eyes went wide with hope, and she took in a giant breath.

“Phil!” she screamed with every ounce of energy she had, coughing.  Her throat was going to be sore from that.  “Help!”  I grabbed the doorknob just as I heard a key go in.  It was very difficult keeping the knob from turning, because my hands were sweaty.

“Who the fuck is Phil?” I demanded, but she just kept screaming for him to help her.  Now he was screaming her name and trying to kick the door down.  Good luck, I thought.  It was a pretty big, heavy door, made out of mahogany or one of those woods that weighs a ton.   I was starting to get a pretty important idea who Phil was, and it made me mad.

“Is he your fucking boyfriend?” I screamed at her.  She just looked at me with a combination of fear and hate.  No answer had to mean yes.  When someone accuses someone of being your boyfriend or girlfriend and they really aren’t, you say something, right? Anyone would.  Now I was starting to lose it.  She was so beautiful, and she would never be mine.  Instead, this guy with the tie and the BMW gets to have her to himself while little Zippy will never get any closer to her than the fourth row in her English class.  The cocksucker.  He stopped kicking all of a sudden.  I heard the key go in the lock again, and this time it turned despite the tight grip of my slippery hands.   Monica had gotten away, but for now that was the least of my problems.  It was going to be fight or flight, and flight wasn’t an option now.  He burst through the door ready to rescue the damsel, but he didn’t see me until it was too late.  I had to take him out.  Kill or be killed.  I was sure this would be considered self-defense.  

My first slash went wild and just sliced his ear and scalp a little.  Still, that was enough of a shock to catch him off guard.  His closest hand went up to the injured ear, and that’s when I got his arm.  It went in deep.  I know because the edge of the blade jarred my hand when it hit the bone.  I didn’t realize it, but I was hurling a whole string of curses at him.  I really hated this guy, though we had never even met.  I knew about as much of him as I wanted to.  I just wanted to kill him.  Monica reappeared, holding a cordless phone.  She flipped out when she saw that Phil had been cut.  His nice crisp white shirt was getting all bloody on one side now.

“Phil!” she ran for me, and at that moment the fear was gone from her.  She must have really cared for this jackoff.  He whirled and me and swung, and she started whacking me with the phone.  She got me on the head pretty good two or three times.  I just started flailing that big butcher’s knife blade around like a windmill.  My eyes weren’t even open.  I heard Monica shout out in pain and shock.  I had cut her by accident.  Damn it.  I didn’t want to cut her.  I looked up to see how badly she was hurt, and then Phil cold-cocked me in the eye.

He only had one good arm, but it packed a hell of a punch.  I was knocked to the ground and lost the knife.  Worse, he had me up against the kitchen counter and was reaching for something himself now.  I tried kneeing him in the balls, but he was too tall.  I only succeeded in hitting his leg before a sharp pain screamed through my upper back.  He drew the weapon back and I laughed.  It was a paring knife, the kind you used to peel an apple or an orange. 

“Is that the best you can do?” I taunted, but he swung down again.  The knife broke off the handle when it hit my collar bone.  I think he was aiming for my throat.  It was only a flesh wound, but it hurt like hell.  

“Get him Phil!  He’s crazy!”  Now Monica was cheering for him.  Didn’t that take the cake?  I wish I could have explained to her the depths of my devotion.  This guy probably didn’t even love her.  If he really loved her, she wouldn’t be a “Ms.”  I would have married her, if I was old enough.  

Phil knocked me to the ground with another punch to the face.  That one felt like it broke my nose.  I could taste the blood coming down from my septum into my throat.  This punch turned out to be a lot worse for him than me.

“Look out Phil, he’s getting the knife again!”  Nice try to warn your studmuffin, I thought, but it’s too late.  The blade must have been a good ten inches long, and I buried the whole thing in his stomach.  He bent over, and that’s when I went for his neck.  Unbelievably, he still had some fight left in him.  Phil grabbed my hands, and actually managed to make me cut myself in the chest and arm with my own knife.   I held on tight, knowing that his gut injury was a bad one.  There was no way he was going to last long.  I smelled blood and what might have been gastric juices leaking all over his lower body onto the floor.  We were both covered in sweat.   Suddenly I felt another sharp pain in my back. It knocked the wind out of me and dropped me to the ground.

I looked up.  Monica was holding on to a steak knife, with a long blade covered in blood.  My blood.  It was very hard to breathe, and getting harder by the second.  She must have punctured a lung.  All I could do now was lie very still.  I tried to move, but all I could manage was a tiny shuffle of my limbs.  Maybe she had hit my heart as well.  I could now see that she had only been cut on the forearm, and it wasn’t even bleeding much.  That was good.  The last thing I wanted to do was hurt Ms. Giardina.  Monica.  I rolled my head to see Phil, who she was now attending to.  He was still alive, but probably not for long.  Like me.  She had called 911, no doubt, but it was too late for us.  I could feel the cold coming on.  Isn’t that what always happens right before you die? 

My name is Daniel Smolinski.  I am not the Antichrist, after all.  But I have done Satan’s bidding, and now it’s time to meet Him.  I only pray that I will have a place of honor by his side, rather than suffer the torments of Hell for what I have done.   I only did it all because I wanted a Father to love me as his own.  As I lay dying, I now know that I never had a father and never will.   And in the end, I guess I’m still nothing more than Zippy.

