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14 Beats—No Breath

By David Connor and E.F. Mulder


Chapter 1

There were tears in his mother’s eyes as she
folded and refolded all the clothes from his bedroom closet. At age
twenty-two, with some math books strapped together and one
suitcase, the eldest child of Dr. Albert and Anna Morgan prepared
to leave the comfort and security of his upscale suburban
Pennsylvania home.

“I’m giving you two of your father’s
sweaters,” Anna said. “He can buy new.”

Along with the sweaters came a hand-me-down
truck bought new five years prior in 1934. Already rumbling just
outside, it was ready to take a boy into manhood and a new life
literally over the horizon.

“Mom, it’s hot as blazes outside.”

She placed a fair isle cardigan in the
valise. “Once you reach a certain age, July becomes December before
you know it.”

“Am I that age yet?” The young man
smiled.

“If not, Cecil, you will be once you walk out
that door.”

It was Cecil’s mother who’d given him his
name, one he shared with his grandfather. She’d reminded him often
when he was a child not to let people get away with pronouncing it
as if the first syllable rhymed with a body of water bigger than a
lake but not quite an ocean.

“Names are important,” she would say. “Often
chosen with care. I’ve informed many over the years, and soon it’ll
be up to you to make sure they know, your name starts like
September, seven, or separate.”

From the very first time Cecil’s mother came
up with that final likely random word it seemed fitting. Maybe it
wasn’t the first time. Maybe it was the second, third, tenth, or
one hundredth. Perhaps the constancy of the example meant he wasn’t
the only one who saw himself as separate.

One contributing factor was age. Cecil was
quite a bit older than his four siblings. The next boy in line,
James, was fifteen. June was thirteen, Peter ten, and Mae almost
eight. Peter had recently started noticing girls. Cecil at
fifteen—just about the time his voice got deeper, and his brothers
teased and questioned him about hair sprouting here and
there—noticed hair growth and deep voices in other boys
instead.

“Soon you will wed,” Dr. Morgan told
sixteen-year-old Cecil. “The sweetest girls in town will fall for
your blue eyes, just like your mother fell for mine.”

“You think?”

“I do. The next Dr. and Mrs. Morgan.”

Over the six years that followed, the subject
of a wife and the idea of another doctor in the family came up
frequently, with Dr. Morgan saying things like:

“Cecil’s a shoo-in at my alma mater. There’s
a nursing school not half a mile away.”

“When we open our father/son medical
practice, I’ll be able to golf three days a week while the two Mrs.
Morgans have lunch.”

“This is my son, the future doctor. Cecil,
this is John and his daughter, Jane, Bill and his daughter, Marcy,
Ron and his daughter, Sue Anne,” on and on. “Take off your glasses,
Cecil, so Jane, Marcy, Sue Anne can see your eyes.”

Cecil, never really onboard, came up with a
different plan the day he literally passed out while attempting to
dissect a frog in first year Biology.

“Maybe, instead of paying for medical
school,” he’d proposed, “you can help me build a house of my own. I
have the inheritance from Grampa.”

The previous Dr. Morgan had left each
grandchild a nice sum available on their twenty-first birthday.

“If I get a cheap piece of land with that,
maybe you can put up the rest. We’ll call it a loan.”

“And you’ll pay me back how?”

The great depression hadn’t hit the Morgans
too hard. Like men surnamed Getty, Kennedy, and Boeing, Dr. Albert
Morgan worked the stock market crash to his advantage. He wasn’t
about to take a loss now, even from a family member.

“I’ll work as a bookkeeper,” Cecil said.

Dr. Morgan blanched.

“Or a banker.”

That seemed to please him a little more.

“Something to do with numbers and math,
Dad.”

Not just like that, but the deal was
eventually struck, and now, the big day was here. The house was
finally ready to occupy.

“Help me close this.” Cecil’s mother pushed
hard against the lid of the suitcase on the bed.

“You’ve packed it too full.” No one had
mentioned potential wives or occupations yet that morning. Still,
as Cecil sat on the overstuffed valise, he wondered if he’d really
managed to hide his true desires for so many years.

Down in the kitchen with hugs from both
parents and his younger brothers and sisters that went on longer
than planned, Cecil was forced to make two promises.

“I want you in church every week and then
back here for Sunday dinner,” Anna Morgan declared.

“It’s over an hour’s drive, Mom. Almost
ninety minutes. There’s a church at the foot of the mountain I
could get to in half an hour.”

“Can you sit next to your mother in that
church?”

Cecil sighed. “No, Mom.”

“It’s up to you.”

Cecil knew full well his mother didn’t mean
that.

“However, if I don’t see you this Sunday,
just be aware I’ll miss you. If I don’t see you the Sunday after,
your father and I might drive up and forcibly bring you back
here.”

“Anna…”

“You hear me?” Anna would not be deterred by
her husband’s subtle scolding.

“I hear you, Mom. I’ll see you in
church.”

“When?”

“It’s Friday now…”

“I have a calendar.”

“To come all the way back in just two
days…”

“Next Sunday, Cecil.” Dr. Morgan threw a
lifeline.

“Next Sunday, I promise. Now, I really should
go.”

“In a minute.” Anna Morgan walked to the
kitchen and came back with the calendar she’d mentioned. “Now, you
have one. Mark it as soon as you get to the cabin.”

Cecil had to juggle things around to stick
the calendar under one arm.

“And don’t forget what I told you every time
you wanted to spend a weekend on campus.” His mother fussed with
his hair then straightened his glasses.

“I won’t.”

“Won’t what?”

“Forget.”

“Forget what?”

“I better make you a mother-in-law before I
make you a grandmother.”

There it was.

“Right,” Anna said. “Just because your bed’s
no longer under our roof, that doesn’t mean it’s open to
women.”

“Mo-om!”

Dr. Morgan winked, the connotation behind it
not entirely clear. Since hugs and warnings seemed finally at an
end, Cecil let it go.

As the truck chugged along past fancy homes,
some brick, others pristine white, he took note of landscapes
accented with trees and flowers placed by man instead of where
Mother Nature would make them grow. Cecil recalled being labeled
“rich boy” and “snooty” throughout his basic and higher education,
even though everyone in that part of town looked and acted pretty
much the same.

The next neighborhoods came with lawns much
smaller and less impeccable. The homes had been built in rows so
close they almost touched. They were only one level, covered with
horizontal clapboard siding, dingy white or gray.

The city was only a short drive from there. A
post-depression boon in 1938 and 1939 brought Franklin Roosevelt’s
ideas and optimism south. New infrastructure belowground came with
construction above that rose nowhere near as tall as buildings in
Chicago or New York, but higher toward the sky than locals had ever
seen before. The hum and sputter of constant traffic there was
pleasant to some but an annoyance to others. The streets bustled
with shoppers at holiday time, really on any given Sunday
afternoon, as patrons rushed to a matinee featuring Joan Fontain
and Tyrone Powers.

“Will I ever get to bring someone special
here I’m not related to?” Cecil asked the sky outside his speckled
windshield.

Then came homes again for a stretch, the
opposite of before, fancy ones first, bookending the stores, movie
houses, and restaurants where Cecil’s parents would treat him and
his siblings to a meal after a flick once a month or so. From
there, more modest homes appeared again, then some farmland, with
tall, green corn stalks or golden wheat fields stretching on for
miles and miles. After that, at the base of the mountain Cecil
would call home, there were groups of homes, no two alike. They’d
sprung up recently, ten or fifteen, a stretch of highway, twenty
more, another few miles of road, and then another ten.

As the road turned rougher, rocky, and rutty,
a makeshift group of buildings looked as if they’d sprouted from
the earth, all with dusty glass, crooked signage, and facades the
same shade of gray as the dirt and trees around them. There was a
grocery store, a textile merchant, a beauty salon, florist, and an
electrician among others. The foot of this particular part of the
Appalachian Mountain range had undergone its own expansion. These
businesses likely did okay catering to all the people in all the
houses Cecil had just passed. Two places for booze, a bar and a
liquor store, offered choice. In between, for intellectual
stimulation and repentance on days when one chose to remain sober,
was a library and the church. Cecil liked that.

Just across the street was the lumber mill
and hardware store where Cecil’s uncle had purchased the lumber and
supplies to build his nephew’s new home. Dr. Morgan was the
financier, but Cecil and Uncle Pete did most of the work. Uncle
Pete was good at anything pertaining to construction. They’d built
a simple structure—small—just big enough for one person.

“You can add on later,” Cecil’s mother had
hinted, likely expecting grandchildren someday soon but only after
a wedding.

The mountain range now rising in front of
Cecil was paradisiacal in summer, lush and green, noisy enough with
birds and other fauna to be heard over the gentler rumble of the
engine when coasting with the window down. He knew he’d be happy
most of the time, lost within that paradise—separate from the
world—but he also feared loneliness.

A weekly trek down the mountain would supply
both food and company, but a daily one for employment at one
business or the other would be necessary sooner rather than
later.

Just before the turn off onto the
treacherous, winding path that could barely be called a road, the
one that would take Cecil to his new home, several shacks appeared
far apart in distance, each in a dilapidated state. Tar paper, the
only outer covering on one, flapped in the breeze. Another had bare
spots on the roof where shingles should be, and a third had planks
across a broken windowpane.

“Who lives in those?” Cecil wondered aloud.
“Sad people wishing for more, or small, happy families, maybe a man
and a woman with children in their future, content with what little
they have as long as they have each other?”

The blue overhead offered no answers as it
just moved swiftly along, like the dingy brown below.

Cecil had to concentrate only on the task of
steering the truck as his route turned steep and crooked, winding
every which way in such extremes he’d wondered the first time,
traveling it with his father and uncle, if they were driving in a
circle.

When the Ford Model A’s well-worn engine
started to groan and complain, Cecil offered assurance.
“Fortunately, we’re just about as high and deep in the mountains as
we’re going.”

The grinding gears and sputtering exhaust
spoke back, telling him they were quitting soon, whether where the
driver intended to stop or not.

The hinges on the cabin’s front door were new
enough not to squeak. There were no soft spots in the floor yet to
cause a sound when Cecil walked across them twice to bring in his
belongings.

“It’s quiet in here without the banging
hammers and talkative carpenters.” Only two minutes gone by, “I
should have brought the clock from the living room wall that at
least ticks every minute and chimes on the half and full hour,”
Cecil muttered. “Though I think if I spend too much time standing
here talking to myself, I won’t want that time measured.”

The door was still open to let in air. Noise
just beyond beckoned.

“It’s never too quiet outside.”

Three days with afternoon storms had brought
a ton of rain. Any spot that got sun, like the dusty road, was back
to being parched. The shady spots were slick underfoot with mud,
though, and if Cecil wasn’t mistaken, there was rushing water
somewhere not too far off.

“A stream, brook, or river,” he said to a
crow he could hear but not see. “Not a sea, which, by the way, is
not the first sound in my name.”

The crow cawed.

“Tell your murder it’s Se-sil, like
September.”

The crow went quiet.

“Or separate.”

With all the construction work going into the
new house, there hadn’t been much opportunity to explore the
mountains surrounding the plateaued clearing that became the front
and back yard.

Now seemed as good a time as any.

With so many trees about, Cecil didn’t dare
keep his gaze aimed at their branches for fear of walking smack
into their massive trunks. If any more crows had gathered, they’d
hardly appreciate eye contact anyway. Not that Cecil could see
them, since he’d left his glasses at the cabin.

The direction the sound of water took Cecil
in was straight up. Rocky terrain with dabs of green moss here and
there was somewhat treacherous. An oak, maple, and a white sturdy
birch, each proved Cecil’s savior in turn as he slipped and fell
into their rough girth. A sumac sapling bent with his weight,
though, and both he and its red speckled foliage ended up on the
ground. Unlike the sumac, Cecil didn’t snap right back to upright.
He did, however, laugh at his mishap but within another moment felt
somewhat blue that no one was at his side to laugh along.

Finally, after enough of a hike to bring
copious sweat and sore ankles, around another bend, a waterfall
appeared. Its sound came first, and then the welcome sight. It
rushed with enough force to offer a visible mist, a cool one
presumably Cecil wanted to feel on more than his face.

Second eldest James had started teasing Cecil
about consuming too much food and not working hard enough, even as
Cecil dug holes twice as deep, lugged twice as many boulders, and
carried twice as much timber while building the cabin.

“You got the gut of a retired, lazy
mule.”

The brothers were both quite slender at one
time. These days, Cecil’s torso with his shirt off had no flatness
at all. No hollows, either, his ribcage was far less easy to
tickle, hidden now beneath what James called fat.

“Go ahead.” Cecil had defended himself
against his brother’s taunting as recently as that morning. “Punch
me square.” The roundness didn’t jiggle, even with a hard, sharp
slap at flesh by Cecil’s own hand. And when his brother hit the
rock-hard firmness with more force than Cecil expected, it was
James’s knuckles that were red and likely sore. “Didn’t even feel
it.”

That was a lie, of course. Still, there was
plenty of satisfaction in seeing James curling his fingers and
treating them tenderly for quite a while after.

Cecil rubbed his large hands all up and down
his naked upper body, already damp from the spit and sputter coming
off the falls. His gut might stick out a bit, he admitted, but it
was still tight. His two youngest siblings found his chest solid
yet cushy enough to rest upon and drift off. One on each side of
Cecil’s lap at a picnic when fireworks were too late starting the
night before his departure, he’d held young Mae and Peter tight.
Their little heads tucked under his chin, both fought sleep at
first, especially Mae, who was counting stars out loud.

“Six, seven, ten…”

“You skipped eight and nine, Mae.” Dr. Morgan
was a stickler for such things.

“Seven, eight…”

“Nine,” Cecil whispered, with his head down
to tuck Mae and Peter’s into his neck.

“Doesn’t the hair scratch your cheek?” James
with a chest as smooth as the marbles he collected sounded
jealous.

“No. It’s soft, like Bobo.”

High praise, indeed. Bobo the cat was Mae’s
favorite member of the family.

The recollection made Cecil smile. The mist
in his face and on his hairy chest made him yearn to be cold and
wet all over.

“No one around, no need to be modest.”

Cecil liked his beefier body. Even as the act
of pulling his trousers down over his legs made a slight ache pulse
through them, he knew scaling the mountain with eventual regularity
would soon have them as thick, hard, and strong as the tree trunks
he’d used for breaks on the way up.

“I’m going to change in all kinds of ways up
here.”

Any pain would be worth the result.

The waterfall’s spray felt good against bare
flesh and was cool enough to bring goosebumps over most of it. The
straight, downward torrent emptied into a river quite tempting and
inviting far below.

“Dare I try to reach it?” That was the
question. “And dare I do it in no clothes at all?”

The mountains were secluded. The falls and
river at their base seemingly desolate. Being naked outdoors would
be novel, fun, and invigorating. So, Cecil pulled off his socks,
then squatted with tender thighs and ankles to take down his
shorts. There in that position, his muscles weren’t the only thing
bulging and throbbing. The thrill of being out on his own, the
sultry heat, the temptation that always came with nakedness and
solitude, Cecil couldn’t resist running his fingertips over the
hair and sensitive skin between his legs. Around, under, side to
side, his own touch was as sensual and arousing as he imagined
someone else’s might someday be.

Another man’s.

All at once, Cecil took off like a beast. He
howled like one, then roared as an adrenaline rush exploded from
the lustfulness of fantasy and nakedness.

Cecil slalomed through trees and crisscrossed
intertwining roots that raised the ground. Passing maybe a dozen or
more, he came to a stop in front of a massive maple that rose at
least thirty feet in the air. Its leaves danced, making shadows on
the floor of the woods and the gray, shiny surface of the river.
Robust, sturdy looking limbs beckoned, so Cecil let out another
howl, a noise more appropriate to a large land cat than the monkey
he envisioned upon starting the climb.

“Bobo’s a whiz at climbing trees.” The cat
metaphor wasn’t so bad after all, Cecil told himself.

At least halfway up, he stopped to enjoy the
view, only occasionally rubbing his hairy, tender taint and thick,
half-engorged member on rough bark that stirred something deep when
he imagined it to be the calloused tips of some hardworking
tradesman’s long fingers. Insects buzzed and chirped all around.
The plop and splash of some sort of water dweller came sporadically
loud. Rustling leaves played percussive background to the songs
from those inhabiting within them, the caw or tweet perhaps a
reminder that just because a naked man perched in a tree, that did
not make him a bird.

Being watched—being seen—even by creatures
and not another human, the thought of it got Cecil harder and
tempted him to touch himself.

The river below proved a stronger temptress,
though, as Cecil studied its flow from his elevated perspective and
caught sight—another, another, and another—of the tiny splashes and
rippling rings made by whatever was jumping in and out.

“Is the water deep enough to dive into from
here?”

Lack of inhibition and sudden bravery some
might call stupidity brought on by the visible pulsation in Cecil’s
pelvic region were tempered by common sense and caution.

“It’s probably better to check from down
there first.”

Further surveillance revealed a series of
rocks that formed a steep but useful staircase of sorts.

“Never doubt God’s design.”

A quick, agile scurry down the tree’s bumpy
façade and a sprint across marshy fallen leaves, pine needles, and
muck, brought Cecil to the river’s edge. The dip of one bare toe
from the final stone gave him second thoughts.

“Murderation!” After one of his mother’s
favorite expressions of shock and dismay, “And son of a bitch,”
Cecil added one of his dad’s. The water felt cold enough for both.
Still, the shiver that ran from his ankle to the back of his neck
felt good when even in the shade, the temperature had it feeling as
if he was standing over a simmering pot of stew.

Run in and plop, that was the best plan.

No procrastination.

No countdown.

“Just do it.”

Cecil let off a whoop when he did, one that
echoed off four craggy outdoor walls. Part of him shriveled
immediately, even as another just above grew bigger and
stiffer.

The depth of the river was satisfactory for
swimming just forty feet or so from the edge. It was deep enough to
float, the current strong enough to carry Cecil along as he relaxed
on his back, his eyes closed, his mind only on the pleasure of
stroking himself in his fist.

“A rope!”

Sometimes, Cecil’s mind wandered. It went
back to diving, to thinking about a belly flop into the water, now
that he knew it wasn’t too shallow. No way could he fling himself
from the cliff. Dropping from the limb was kind of scary. Swinging
on a rope secured to said limb, however, would get him far enough
out where he could let go and fly.

“James will love it.” Cecil could even
imagine his father taking a turn, but the smile from that image
waned as quickly as it came. Things between the doctor and the son
were complicated, and the feelings that came on from remembering
that took longer to fade.

Concentrating only on the water’s ripples
touching him in intimate places, Cecil could eventually bring to
mind a playful afternoon with someone not a relative. A stranger,
at first, perhaps they would just be in the mood for a swim. Two
men goofing off in the heat of summer, feeling sporty and playful,
bare bodies wouldn’t be a big deal at all. The exertion from the
swim—a bit of competition to reveal the alpha—would leave both
breathless, as they clumsily climbed from the river and nearly
collapsed onto mushy ground. Panting and grunting the only sounds
not from nature, no words spoken, but many swirling in thought,
soon there’d be no need for those.

A look would say it all.

A quick turn of his head, a stolen glance
from the other, Cecil would catch and return it, eye to eye contact
quick. He’d offer a very shy smile, once he knew his lips were the
focus. He’d bite down on the inside of his cheek. He’d look over
again as they stretched out side by side, maybe let his eyes wander
this time, from Whatever-his-name-is’ chin, to his neck, his chest,
not stopping until he got to the part he wanted in his mouth.

Little would Cecil know—not at first—that
What’s-his-name was watching him look. His eyes back on Cecil’s,
he’d see desire there, before he gave up eye to eye to take a
sensual visual journey himself from Cecil’s collarbone to his
crotch, where the slightest bit of movement, of change, would
indicate a deep craving for touch.

Cecil would move his hand just slightly,
accidentally, “Oops,” allowing his fingertips to make contact with
the other’s hip.

“No. It’s okay.” The other might shift his
weight just a tad bit closer. His own hand would skim Cecil’s outer
thigh and then not stop, this after Cecil offered permission not in
words but other sounds.

Cecil had never had his mouth around a cock.
He’d never touched one, never felt one thrusting deep. What would
it feel like releasing inside him?

“Fuck!” Cecil came. Standing full height, his
back arched, his lower body thrust forward, with two fingers
flexing to see if he could stretch himself big enough for a man
with a cock the size of his or bigger to fit, profanity came, too.
Seeing white threads in the water brought more out, even once Cecil
thought the contractions and involuntary flexing were through.
“Fuck!” The second time, the cussing was on purpose.

Cecil fell to his knees and splashed about to
clean himself. It was the most intense self-pleasure had ever been.
Now, at its end, Cecil wondered how intense it could be with
another. Would play lead to more? Could the bodies, minds, and
hearts of two men attach themselves in a way a man’s did with a
woman’s?

Near certainty that couldn’t happen—didn’t
happen—never had for any two men—put a damper on the rest of the
afternoon.

Cecil returned to his empty house just before
dusk. The evening was quiet. His first without the giggles of his
sisters as they weren’t quite convincing in pretending to sleep
left too much silence. A lack of thundering footsteps as his
brothers took turns racing for the bathroom, the fact there’d be no
lights flicking on and off, what was just last night an annoyance
would this night be missed. Cecil’s place didn’t even have
electricity yet. It didn’t have a bathroom. That sort of work was
beyond Cecil’s skill set. Uncle Pete would have to do the lion’s
share. His schedule put the project in limbo until early-September
at best.

“How will you live like that?” Anna Morgan
had worried just a few days ago.

“People have done it before, Mom.”

Cecil’s survival had been the main topic of
dinner table conversation that last Sunday in June.

“Not you.” James always had an opinion.

“We’ve stayed overnight up there, James. You,
me, Dad, and Peter.”

“Not for more than two. One single time going
to an outhouse in the dark was enough for me,” James had said.

“You’re a scaredy cat, little brother.”

“You’re spoiled, used to running water and
light.”

“We’ll see.” Cecil used a more soothing tone
with his mom. “They’ll run lines up on the mountain eventually.
Probably by early autumn.”

“All the more reason to wait a few more
months before you leave the comforts of home,” she’d proposed.

“I’ll manage,” Cecil had said. “As long as
winter doesn’t come early.”

“If it does, you’ll just have to come back
here, I guess.”

“Once out, they stay out,” Dr. Morgan
teased.

Or maybe he meant it.

Not long after darkness fell on Cecil’s very
first night in his new place, not waiting for indoor plumbing was
proving regrettable. A water tank had been installed on the roof,
and the bathroom had a bright shiny porcelain tub and toilet. They
weren’t much good on their own, though. With no pipes running from
the tank, water for a bath had to be carried in by bucket from the
hand pump and warmed. Toilet contents, if flushed, would have
nowhere to go except directly below and under the house. The
concept of that was quite unpleasant. The reality would be even
worse.

James was right. More thought definitely
should have been given to trudging to an outhouse when the urge
came strong in the thick of darkness, not only before declaring the
dwelling complete, but also before downing so many pickled eggs put
up by their mom.

On his way down the hill through blackness
and muggy air that made exposed skin feel slick in an instant,
Cecil started to wonder what kind of creatures emerged to enjoy
that kind of night. Mosquitoes were out for sure.

Smack!

“I should have put on a shirt.”

Anything from a nauseating spray, some sort
of sting, or even a savage and deadly attack seemed imminent there
in the mountainous woods. All vibrant daytime color swallowed up by
dark, the stark spooky background featured lurching, menacing,
darker gray shadows, some of which seemed to move of their own
will.

Cecil had spent the night there before, as
he’d reminded James, but he’d never been there alone. Every sound
made him nervous. Every shriek, rustle, snap of a twig, or could
that be a footstep thought had him looking back.

“I should have put on my glasses. I also
might owe my brother an apology.”

Once Cecil realized he was talking to
himself, he wondered if doing so would ward off danger or just call
attention to a potential midnight snack.

“Too late now, I suppose.”

There was a reason the outhouse was built far
from the main house, but now there came a wish it hadn’t been
placed quite as far as it was.

With the hurried pace, tripping and falling
was inevitable. Cecil went down on his knees and immediately rolled
to his rear end, feeling the wet ground through the thinnest fabric
there. He scrambled backwards like a crab, then tried to turn back
to his knees. A sound pierced the soft calls of nature before he
could. Not a hoot, a howl, a snarl, or a hiss, it was a sound so
unexpected, so jarring, it took Cecil’s breath away and left him
paralyzed and vulnerable, there on the ground so close to the
woods.

* * * *


Chapter 2

Singing.

Someone was singing.

It had started like the cry of a wolf, a long
high-pitched note, followed by several staccato ones, and then
another not quite as long as the first.

“When…you ask why, my answer is
you…”

Crisp and clear they came from somewhere.
Somewhere close enough to hear how crisp and clear they were, to
even hear words.

“Because God showed me light…”

Cecil wasn’t sure why the notion of a human
being had stopped his heart and now had it pounding. It was a song,
not the cock of a shotgun.

On the other hand, there in the woods atop a
supposedly uninhabited mountain, a beast’s wail in the night wasn’t
altogether unexpected.

A man in song was.

“He made my darkness pass…”

Were this Bloom’s Restaurant and Lounge in
White Sulphur Springs situated not too far from the Morgan’s posh
abode, singing would make sense. There was a piano in one corner of
the dining room at Bloom’s, where a female crooner performed during
dinner every night. In December, she sang Christmas songs, and on
Saturdays every two weeks the rest of the year, she took
requests.

“Because God gave me you…”

This wasn’t a fancy eatery, though. It was
the Pennsylvania woods, a place with a certain reputation someone
might use as fodder for a novel or disturbing movie someday.

The night was cloudy, not a star to be seen.
Perhaps that thickness hanging over the land stopped the sound from
disappearing up into the sky.
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