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Dad:

The words for this letter come to me as I’m filled by fear while sitting in this trailer park. The trees are bare, yet I hear them creaking in the wind outside. I have chills, because the sickness given is passed to me like a torch, and these words don’t feel as if they are really coming from me. The words are gathered in my head, but as I write them, they are not an inflection of my voice, yet an alien distance of what is circulating around me. Words are like disappearing icons in this world of emojis, memes and gifs, a riddance of real communication, and I’m trying to give you the answers you’ll need for closure. The ideas of someone else having an opinion and me labeling said opinion, and bend meaning to accompany my own warped interpretation, is beyond the capabilities of my selfish being. This new me is a representation of all the gifts given to humans around the world who deserve the end of an era in their own existence. I just want to say that love is a strong word, and I’m not going to say I love you, I’m going to say, good-bye, because that is all I’m capable of saying. You’ve given me your truth and in my own selfishness Karma has given me mine…

 

Raven, The Snake, and Akanta

 


 

Chapter One

Raven’s dark hair flowed down her back, and the sun dappled a blueish sheen left over from a past dye job. She turned around, her eyes narrow slits of anger, bitter and resentful. The world had made her this way; the world beat her down; the world was her victimizer, and she the scapegoat. The reality of her feelings was the opposite, but more on that soon. She walked through the run-down trailer park on the outskirts of Stevats.

The park was a place for deadbeat dads, dads who barely made it from paycheck to paycheck due to child support payments. You could always tell when it was Tuesdays and every other weekend based on the number of children playing and running in the streets. Raven hated it here, but this was home, and she blamed everyone but her own actions for this trailer park existence. She walked up to the tiny, twenty-foot travel trailer. This was all she could afford, both at the time and out of circumstance. It was something she wasn’t proud of, but it was better than a cardboard box in the Red Brick District.

It was a seventies-model camper that looked okay, aesthetically. The sides were corrugated metal, better than fiberglass and, in her research, less prone to leaks. The faded paint, where the previous owner had power-washed it down to the metal, gleamed in the sunlight. She squinted her eyes, a bad habit she indulged in, and put her key in the deadbolt lock. She walked up the metal step and inside.

Raven threw her small purse on the tiny table in the front, where a dinette bench, which turned into a bed, rested. She squeezed onto the bench and flipped a tiny flat-screen television on. The news blared on about some Slayer running the streets of Stevats, killing young females.

“Good luck with that, fucker. You come for me, I have something for you.” Raven sneered, reaching into her purse to pull out a can of bear spray. “You don’t stand a chance,” she growled. A mirror was in front of her. She loved her image, who didn't?

She looked into her deep blue eyes and at her pale, round face. A pair of glasses, which she often traded off for contacts, made her eyes look bigger than they were, and she pushed them up on the bridge of her nose. She smiled in the mirror, holding the bear spray up. “Do you really want a piece of me, punk?” She made a hissing noise as if she had pulled the trigger.

She laughed, put the spray into her purse, and thought about the loneliness that defined her everyday life. Of course, she could have any man in the park, it was one female to twenty single dads, but she wouldn’t do that. She needed a clean relationship, like the last one she was in.

Alex was a weak little person who Raven strung along for years. She had destroyed the relationship she had with her parents for Alex and never looked back. “Fuck ‘em,” she said aloud, referring to the thought of her mom and dad. Alex had the brain cells of an addict and a personality slowness of a sloth. Instead of conversation, Alex would just mumble or say degrading things to Raven. Her partner was crude, but Raven was so desperately lonely she forced the relationship to work, no matter the consequence. There were reminders of Alex in her camper, and she stared at one sitting on the table. A thread to the recent life she had departed.

In the center of the table was a paperweight. Inside the translucent weight, there was a solitary Santa, his head a bobble sticking out the top, and snow suspended within, appearing to be falling onto and around the snowy North Pole setting. She picked it up and watched the Santa’s head bobble while the fake snow sat suspended in the acrylic, wondering why this marvel was the way it was, as the head moved but everything else was stationary, anchored in place. It mesmerized her, transporting her to the time she bought Alex the cheap junk.

They were walking through Trash N' Treasures downtown Stevats when the store was new, enjoying a twenty percent off grand opening sale. The two rummaged through the old electronics section, looking at video cassette players, compact disc players, and game systems. They moved to the next booth, which contained a desk setting with bookshelves around it. The area was quaint, featuring a desktop lamp and an old Royal typewriter that weighed more than the solid desk it sat on. The desk was one of those plain oak desks with a single drawer. The legs were joined by a square base. Raven loved the office setup, but Alex went straight to the paperweight.

Alex was like a teenager boy as he lifted the weight in his big hands like a dumbbell and they were in a gym instead of Trash N' Treasures.

“Hey, what’re you doing, babe?” Raven asked.

“This is awesome. So, when you sit at a desk, you can fuckin’ lift this to keep your muscles toned?”

“No, you’re half right. That’s a weight, but a paperweight, it’s something people used to hold paper down on their desks to stop it from flying all over the place,” Raven explained. As she finished speaking, a salesman walked past the booth and stopped at the entrance.

Alex stared the man up and down, looking him over as if there was a long-rivaled tiff between the two of them.

“If you need anything, just let me know. Remember there’s twenty percent off for our grand opening.”

“Thanks,” Raven said, making eye contact with the man.

“You’re welcome. Let me know if I can help you find a treasure today,” the man said, leaving the area.

“That guy was flirting with you. I think he wanted your pussy,” Alex whispered.

“Shut up, Alex. He might hear you.” Raven snapped.

“Every guy does. That one just stared at your ass and didn’t even make eye contact, Raven. You know it,” Alex said, smirking.

“You’re disgusting, Alex,” Raven said. She was infuriated by the way Alex always sexualized her, so she quickly switched the subject. “Do you want that?”

“What, this? I like it, but where would I put it?” Alex lifted it and did a curl, sneering as if it held significant weight. The Santa’s head bobbled with every curl.

“Put it on your pot table, as a decoration. It’s a cool collectible,” Raven said, taking it from him.

“Well,” Alex looked at it, his eyes aglow, “sure, if you’re buying.”

“When am I not paying?” Raven smirked. She was the breadwinner, and Alex was along for the ride. Their relationship was more of a parasitic host situation, but in the past few relationships Raven had been in, the flame had been extinguished by the partner, not her. She wanted more than anything to be with someone. She watched others as they were joined in some artificial bliss like a pastime and constantly poured herself into figuring out how she could secure the same thing, often wearing the idea on her sleeve. If Alex was being an asshole, it didn’t matter, because she was in this to win it. She wanted marriage, eventually, and would let nothing, not even his degrading comments, destroy what she had clung to so tirelessly.

“Thanks, babe,” Alex said.

When checking out, the salesperson was at the register. He smiled at Raven, she ignored it. The look on Alex’s face was perturbed. As if the man could read Alex’s frustration, he started talking.

“You know the history of this thing, don’t you?” The man adjusted a pair of round spectacles on his face. 

“Not really. It’s a paperweight, probably a reproduction,” Raven said smugly.

“No, this is a talisman of sorts. This man, right here,” he tapped the weight, and the Santa’s bobblehead wobbled. “He represents Karma. It was once believed that this man was Santa Claus, but really, he’s not. He’s a monster. He’s the universe. He visits everyone who crosses the path between here and there. His real name is Akanta, an undesired thing.”

“That’s scary, and telling. Bring that prick here to us, then,” Raven said condescendingly, the story wasn’t going to phase her thick skin.

“Believe it or not,” the salesperson tapped the weight again, “I’ve seen it firsthand. I bought it from an estate sale. The person who used to own it lived in an old Victorian home on the outskirts. The house was shrouded by pines, nestled on some acreage. She was a loner. She used to live in the City, and some say she ran a group of sex workers for a long time until she retired and moved out to the sticks.”

“I’m not into all that stuff. It’s creepy, and just made-up shit for Stevats. My dad told me plenty of those tales when I was a kid.” Raven snapped, “This little ass-crack of a town has so many open secrets I’m surprised no one’s written a book about all of them. I’ll just add this horseshit to the list.” She scoffed and laughed.

“I think he might be telling the truth, Raven,” Alex said. “I heard of that Victorian. Let him finish.”

“Really, Alex, after what—” Raven started, and Alex held an index finger up to her lips to shut her up.

“Shhh.” Alex cooed.

Raven wanted to punch him; she hated when he thought he could control what she said or how she acted.

“I don’t want to bore you, but your partner insists. This old retired lady was fabled to have cut fingertips off her workers when they tried to stiff her out of money. Some of those workers work right here, in Stevats, I’ve talked to them, that’s how I know. They’re locals; they have nothing to hide.”

“Local sex workers is not even a thing here,” Raven snapped. She just wanted the man to shut up and take her money.

“Come on, babe, yes they do, they work in the Red Brick,” Alex started and stopped himself.

“Really, Alex?” Raven gave Alex an angry look. “How would you know that?”

“I—I—don’t, never mind,” Alex stammered.

“Let me just ring you up and you can be on your way. Sorry to have ruffled any feathers,” the proprietor said.

“No, keep going, I want to hear.” Alex’s eyes were wide, despite Raven’s piercing gaze and snapping at him.

Raven took a deep breath and dug into her purse for some money.

“When I bought this, the estate sale was set up in the greenhouse part of the Victorian. There was nothing but glass, sunshine, and large leafy plants. There were tables set up in there, and on some of the exotic African plants were splatters of blood. I asked the person running the sale where the blood came from. They explained that the owner was decapitated by an unknown intruder and that Stevats Police Detectives had no leads.”

“So how does all of this have anything to do with this, excuse my language, fucking paperweight?” Raven laughed nervously.

“That’s the part that’s weird. The neighbors, who were getting ready to head to Florida for the winter, saw a man. A long silver beard hung down his chin, wearing a speedo and one of those wife-beater tank tops. He walked up to the house as they backed out. They reported it to the police afterward, but at the time they thought that maybe the old man was a relative, or in town to play Santa at the Birchland Mall in Devon. They thought very little of the incident until the woman was found.”
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