
As I stood at the door and looked around the room, and could see that it was empty and had been for 

many years, everything was covered with thousands of layers of old dust and cobwebs. Just then I had 

the oddest feeling that if I was just a little bit quicker I would have seen people in there, but the layers of 

dust I’ve everything made that thought absurd, and I was chasing that thought around in my head when 

I heard the clink of a glass and someone clearing their throat. 

I spun around and reached for my guns instinctively, but they wouldn't come out of the holster, and as I 

looked at them I could see why I expected to feel hot lead ripping into my body, but nothing like that 

happened.  

Instead; I saw that my guns were not real anymore, they were made of one-piece plastic and formed 

that way, flat at the bottom and useless as any kind of weapon; I was wearing a toy holster and gun and 

felt ridiculous but I didn’t want to stop and take it off. 

Slowly I looked towards the sound and there was a man sitting at a table, he was pouring a drink from a 

long, dark bottle that had no label, and it was also covered with layers of dust and what looked like tape. 

I looked closer and could see that it did have some markings on it, they looked crude and simple; as if 

they were drawn by a child with crayon that was melting away from the heat in the room. 

The glass was too dark and solid so I couldn't see what it was but he sure seemed to enjoy it, I could see 

that he wore gloves with the fingers cut off and even from where I was I could see dirt under his nails 

and scars on the back of his hand.    

I knew that he was watching me, his movements were slow and deliberate, as if he didn’t want to alarm 

me, I could see that he was waiting for me and would wait as long as he needed to; though he wanted to 

kill me long ago, his code or Bushido, or whatever it was he needed to satisfy wouldn't allow it. As funny 

as it sounded to me, by his code that was thought to be rude and that to be fair, he wanted to warn me 

to be fair, for his honor. 

Yet I could see that it was more than that; he wanted to know his enemy, what she saw in me and why it 

was so hard for her to let go; the thing that called him was that he knew that even now she was 

protecting me from him. 

I felt as though he was waiting for me ever since I saw the town over that last dune; he was looking 

forward to this meeting and I felt an intense hatred that radiated of him like cheap, bad-smelling 

cologne. 

On the table in front of him was another glass, likely filled with the same liquid and I knew it was placed 

on the other side of the table for me; I walked over and started to sit down, feeling as though I never 

needed a drink so badly in my life. 

He spoke slowly as I sat down, “My name is Nemrul!” he said, without extending his hand, I knew this 

was going to be my only way of introduction, there would be no handshakes for us and the pleasantries 

would be forced and unnatural; at least from him. 

I wondered when he poured that drink for me and what the hell was in that glass anyway? Would it 

make me feel drunk or comforted, this was foremost on my mind as I looked at it. I thought for a 

moment that it might be poisoned but as soon as that thought entered my mind, the expression on his 



face told me different. He was telling me that it wasn't going to be that cheap or easy but he was going 

to kill me and he couldn't wait to get started. 

There was no more time to hesitate or stall; it was time to either shot or get off the pot as my mother 

would say, and once again; that made the most sense and yet scared me the most. I took one last look 

around and, sure that I was going to my death I swallowed hard and prepared myself for that mysterious 

drink and what was going to come after wards would have to take care of itself. 

I heard footsteps echo in the room and knew we weren't alone now, and another thing that changed 

was that it began to get lighter now; someone was tuning the lights up a bit and yet it never got bright, 

or even light enough to allow you to see anything in detail; the room stayed in dark sepia tones, much 

like a very old photograph. 

I looked down at my guns again and saw that they were still useless, plastic replicas of the killing 

machines they were a few hours ago and I was wishing that they were real again; I thought I needed 

them and that I should open fire at his face, empty and reload as many times as it took until I felt better. 

There was no reason for me to think or feel that way, I had no reason to hate him or wish him any harm 

came to him, and yet I wanted to kill him, I wanted to make sure he died now and not later when it 

would be too late and the Carnage I could have avoided if they were real. 

There was a man passing me at that moment, I reached out to him and tried to talk to him but my hand 

went right through his arm and he wasn't going to stop because he didn't notice or feel it, or he was 

afraid to talk to me; and when he did turn in my direction his face was gone, the rest of his body was 

there in detail, but his face was blurred and all I could see was the outline of a beard but nothing more. 

Only enough to tell me if it was a man or not, but I could also tell that most of the people in that room 

were terrified of me, some more than others, but they all couldn't get away from me quickly enough. 

As much as that was true, no one else paid us any attention, the rest were just extras in the room, not to 

hurt me but to be maybe not much more than witnesses after all, or fodder to fill in the room and give it 

a sense of reality. 

I tried to see the face of my host but there was nothing there, he wore a hood that cast a deep shadow 

but beyond that it was too dark in that hole, as if the light was sucked away from it before it had a 

chance to do it's work. 

It was an absence of anything, his personal black hole, I thought to myself and chuckled, and for a brief 

moment I thought he might be my executioner, come to finish me off, but I knew he would not have 

waited for me to come to him. 

But the sound of my laughter made him pay attention, his head snapped up at the sound as if I'd 

slapped him across the face, and there were spots in the room that were hotter than others, this one 

spot became a lot hotter at that moment. 

It seemed to me that it was hot enough that the wood beneath my feet should be smoldering at the 

least, as if a fire was lit underneath the floorboards yet there was not even so much a smoke unless it 

was from someone smoking nearby. 



I took my glass and raised it, figuring on either starting a fight and ending this or making him laugh so we 

might get on with the show; “To the hair on your mother's chest!” because I was nervous and it was all I 

could come up with. 

For a moment it became even hotter, then he raised his glass and I could hear the liquid bubble for a 

second and then he missed; Many more of the same to you!” and we drank. 

To call this dark liquid awful would not do it justice, it stank and burned my throat everywhere it 

touched and was what I imagined that was what tar would taste like if I was delicious enough to drink it. 

But it was what was needed for the time, the hot liquid eased my tension and made me feel as though 

everything, including my death, was alright; maybe that was even better than what I was facing in my 

life at that moment.  

I felt relaxed and even smiled as I felt the warm sensation spread through my body and it was pleasant 

after a moment, though at first it made me gag, I thought it might be an acquired taste but it didn't take 

that long to get used to it. 

Then things got wild and I remember the feeling of fingers probing into different areas of my brain, 

finding answers I tried to hide from him and thirsting for more as I was passed out, face down on the 

table. Even as I faded to darkness, I felt those fingers open a hatch that was hidden in the back of my 

skull and we’re pulling pieces of my brain out to examine them, sometimes not putting things back in 

the same order, the same place; and sometimes not at all. 

When I woke hours later, I was all alone once more, “Oh well, no tip for you then!” I laughed but the 

sound of my laughter was locked by the darkness and silence and it died there, leaving not so much as 

an echo behind and was quickly sucked away as if I was in a void or some kind of vacuum. 

I rose from the chair and it fell back and away from me, I was too slow to grab it and thought it would be 

thunderous in this silence but it made no sound when it hits the floor; I fought of the nausea and shook 

my head to clear it because I knew I had to get out of there and soon because something was coming 

and it was going to be bad. 

As I stood, the room swam and cleared and it made me feel as though I was swimming rather than trying 

to walk, as if each step was harder than the last because the ground was pulling at my feet as I tried to 

move. I waited for my ears to pop but realized it was the room, as if the room itself was holding its 

breath in anticipation of what was next. 

I fought that feeling off and forced myself to keep going, put one foot in front of the other until I made it 

to the swinging doors that led outside, and when I was a few feet from there I heard that song in my 

head by Alice Cooper;  

    Step into the street by sundown 

    Step into your last goodbye 

    You’re a target, just by living 

Twenty dollars will make you die! 



Then, softly and absently humming that song I stepped outside into the bright sunlight of a new day, 

thinking that it might be my last and that Alice's voice wasn't so bad to check out with. 

 

 

  

  

    

 

 


