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For Jared

 


Some people are eccentric,

Some people are normal,

Some people are born different

Then there are those who are
just…off
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“I gasp and hold my breath

“These needs have changed so deep

“To face you all and say,

“I’ve been awake…Forever…”

 



	
Pete Loeffler
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“It started with a small warm tingle that
spread as an itch before blossoming into an all-out searing pain
that seemed to infiltrate every single cell in my body. It was so
sudden, so…unexpected. Of course, who could’ve ever predicted such
a thing in the first place? The only indication was this kind of
restless anxiety that I had felt since waking up that morning. I
couldn’t eat either. I felt this weird nauseousness that was almost
like hunger. You know that gnawing feeling in the pit of your
stomach when you’re so hungry that you’re actually nauseous. All
you can think about is food, but your stomach has shrunken to the
size of a silver dollar and anything you eat ends up coming back up
in five minutes.”

Abdul Naheed, Professor of Mythology assessed
his guest with quiet fascination. Sitting in his favorite brown
leather chair, he crossed his legs and the fabric squelched;
creating an almost farting sound.

His wooden desk varnished with a slight
golden tint. Upon it rest his laptop, a stack of midterms needing
grading, his notebook, and his research paper which would surely
grant him tenure.

Prof. Naheed asked, “And how long did you
feel this anxiety and nauseousness?”

Jon Harris sat in front of the desk in a
black, plastic chair supported by metal rods. Harris perched erect
on the edge of the chair, as if he too supported by a metal rod up
his anus.

The Autumn afternoon’s sun beamed through the
window and embraced Jon in an amber hue.

Naheed’s office was small but comfortable.
Shelves overflowing with books and eccentric knick-knacks
surmounted his desk like vast mountain ranges. The Earthen scent of
sandalwood hung prevalently in the staunch air.

Jon gulped audibly as his Adam’s apple
slithered up and down his slim stubbled throat like a musician’s
hand glided down the neck of a guitar. Jon replied, “Like I said, I
felt like that when I woke up in the morning, it lasted all day,
and when I say all day, I mean all day. Right into
the evening.”

Jon Harris’ thick, black hair greased back.
He sported a trim goatee on his narrow face. He wore a faded
flannel shirt underneath his denim black leather jacket. His jeans
hugged his sinuous legs as if it might possibly cut off the
circulation to the rest of his body.

To Prof. Naheed, his guest appeared much of a
hipster.

Naheed asked, “And then?”

“Then I got hungry, real hungry. I went to
the fridge and started chowing down on cold fried chicken right up
until, well…you know.”

“When you changed?”

“Right.”

“And this was painful?”

“Like you wouldn’t believe. I’ve never felt
such pain before in my entire life. I mean, I was in a car accident
when I was a kid, fractured my tibia and dislocated my hip. But
this was pain intensified, it hurt worse than when the doctor
popped my hip back into place.

Steepling his fingers beneath his chin,
Naheed asked, “So, then what happened?”

“I really don’t remember much of it,
that time anyway.”

“But you do remember something
don’t you?”

“Brief flashes mostly, running through the
woods, the…girl.” Jon covered his face with trembling hands. “At
first, I didn’t remember, then I’d be eating dinner or just doing
something as simple as filling up my car. Seems funny that
something as mundane as getting gas could trigger a memory that was
so…so…” Jon sniffled as he pulled his hands away from his face. His
narrow hazel-eyes shimmered with rheum. “I’m sorry.”

“That’s all right, whenever you’re ready
please continue.”

“The next day I saw it on the news, about the
little girl. In my mind I kept seeing her face, lifeless and
bloodstained. Oh God, there was so much blood all over her face,
her eyes looking up at me dead and questioning. Wondering why she
was dead. Why would I do such a thing?”

“Yes, the girl, Alice Stone,” confirming with
his notes. “The police report filed said she was found mutilated
almost beyond recognition, save for her face, of course. At a
playground at the apartment complex where she lived with her
mother.”

“If you say so.” Jon’s sunken cheeks flushed
with a pallid green, as if suffering from an acute bout with motion
sickness.

“Did you inform the authorities?”

“Not then, I guess I was just kind of hoping
that it was nothing more than a nightmare or one hell of a
coincidence, but just the same.” Jonathan’s gaze nervously darted
around the cramped quarters. As if suddenly unsure of why he’d come
here in the first place.

When Jonathan Harris approached outside of
his class a few hours earlier and informed him that he needed the
Professor’s help, Naheed just blew him off.

“We have tutors for that sort of thing,” he’d
said.

Jon told him that he wasn’t a student.

“Oh, well then I don’t know what help I can
be to you.”

“Please, if you’d just listen to me.”

Jon appeared shaky and distraught, as if
coming down from a bad trip.

“Perhaps young man, what you really need is a
good night’s sleep and some counseling.”
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