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The sad gray giant concrete walls stood out against the night sky.  The structure was thick and imposing with the long strains of steel cable anchoring the top railing to the bottom of the steel frame work of the newly designed bridge. A whitish mist could be seen rolling out between the lips of the two young people James and Si as they watched the worn out and down trodden souls move from one barrel to another.

Everywhere they looked all they seemed to see were the people of their town, lost, homeless and un-noticed. It was the saddest thing either of them had ever witness in their lives.

Gray streams of air twirled around and around making long thin spirals of smoke from brilliant orange flames spewing out from the rusty steal barrels scattered underneath and along the concrete walls of the huge bridge and underpass.

Two figures barely visible to anyone huddled against the cold, hard slab of cement that formed a large wall of the bridge. They sat touching one another, clinging to each other’s arms hoping to share enough body heat to keep the everlasting cold from one another. It was here in this place of isolation that the uncared for and un-noticed homeless towns people gathered trying to survive.

Throwing caution to the wind two inquisitive high school seniors would finally figure out the pieces of this mystery. This had been the one event that had set the whole town upside down. James and Simone watched the homeless moved about from one lit barrel to another. For the first time they both began to understand what had happened to Norton Gibbs.

Within the confines of the darkening night as the two young high school students watched these lost people in their town searching for shelter.

Now, the only question left to be answered was, why had Norton ended up under this bridge and what would make him leave this place? 

What was the secret that no one wanted Norton to know?  

Where Humanity Lives

When a city, county or state builds a bridge that costs thousands and thousands of dollars that does not mean that they homeless have found a luxury apartment underneath the bridge.

There is neither safety or comfort sleeping on the cold concrete.

Therefore, it stands to reason that when our communities afford money for fancy bridges then perhaps, we as a community can find housing for those who are displays and must find shelter underneath those bridges.

Dedicated to all persons who find shelter under the bridges.
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The moon hung in the dark night sky like a big bright orange. Shadows seemed to appear from nowhere as James and I walked along the chilly night street. We had left the high school gym in time to beat the approaching darkness, but had dragged along a little too slowly. This night felt creepy and I couldn't shake the overwhelming gloom that covered me like a blanket. James noticed that my mood was a bit off asking in a very low tone, “Hey, what's up with you? You creeping me out. Gees get a grip." He turned around to look behind us as if he thought maybe something was wrong as well.

"Man, I just can't shake this feeling. The night air just seems too still. Don't ya feel it?" I ask. Hoping that maybe I was being just a little paranoid.

James seemed to be lost in the moment as we walked faster down the now very spooky dark road. Wow, it seemed as if the road just got longer and longer. There didn't seem to be an end in sight to the black pavement. As we quickened our pace, the woods appeared to reach out, automatically engulfing us.

Our high school had held a special event tonight in order to raise money for needy families in our community. The drama class had written a play revolving around a family that had become homeless, finding themselves living on the streets. It was a pretty cool play and one that brought attention to a very real social problem. As the audience was seated the curtain moved slightly as the big spotlight shinned on the middle of the curtain. Everyone quieten down and waited for the play to be introduced, but after waiting for fifteen minutes it was discovered that one of our classmates had vanished, without a trace. His parents had become panic stricken with the worse type of fear. They had no idea why Norton would not be here and absolutely no idea where he could have gone. The police had shown up and began asking thousands of questions about a boy named Norton Gibbs.

What had happened to Norton? Where had Norton gone?     Why had Norton disappeared into the night? Who if anybody might be involved in his disappearance? The best question of all, who was Norton Gibbs really and what was he into?
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The cool night dragged on as that bright orange moon just hung in the deep ebony night sky. It made the eerie feeling that something bad had happened even worse for me and James. The glow of the street lamps seemed to create odd shapes from out of nowhere. This night certainly hadn't ended the way anyone had expected it to. After at least ten minutes of silence I finally spoke up again in as quiet a whisper as I could, "So, what do ya think happen to Norton? He just left the gym without a word; his parents must be freaking."

“Freaking ain't the word for it." James answered, his voice sounding a little confused.

James was a tall young man and quite handsome too. His long blond hair had darker streaks of blond that gave him that ‘just been to the beach’ look. He had a very nice build to his frame, with well-defined muscles like that of an athlete. Not one other guy in our class could compete with his smile. It simply melted your heart away. I had known James since grade school. We lived two houses away from one another and there wasn't another person that I knew and trusted more than my buddy James.

We turned down 2nd street which was about a quarter of a mile from our neighborhood. Almost at the same time, we turned to look back at where the high school sat. Blue lights could still be seen flashing from the gym. It was a mess down there as police and parents roamed around trying to figure out where Norton Gibbs, one of the smartest guys in our senior class, had disappeared to without a trace.

Stopping at the intersection of 2nd street and Juniper, we stood looking back at where we had just come from knowing that something very odd was going to go down in our small little town.

Out of nowhere my cell phone rang, nearly making my heart stop beating, “Holy geeze.” Taking the phone out of back pocket to answer it.

Looking at James I shrugged my shoulders, “It’s my mom man. Hi ya mom what's up?"

“You okay? Just worried, where are you at?" she asked with that concerned parent tone.

“Not far from the house. Don't worry James is with me. Everything’s good, I promise." I said reassuring her as much as I could, while smiling at James as he rolled his eyes.

“Don’t be too late. Things are crazy, don't make me worry unnecessarily, okay?" she said.

"Sure. We're fine I promise. See you soon." huffing as I finished talking with her. James gave a little smirk as he commented, “Well at least she gives a damn. That's says a lot, right?"

“I guess so. I get why she's worried. Man can you imagine how Norton's folks are feeling right about now?" I replied as we both turn at the sound of voices coming our way.

Now what was going on? James and I look at each other as the group of boys stepped out of the woods that line the entrance of our neighborhood. We both waited, holding our breath a bit, watching to see who it was that came our way.

“Well, what do you know? See-Moan and Sir James, what are you two doing here? Hiding Norton's body in the woods?" the tall slim young man asked, as the five guys behind him snickered at his words.

Oh, my goodness. No, it wasn’t, of all people, the one person that I couldn’t stand. “Well, if it isn’t Dusty and your little entourage, the dusty mites. Wuz up boyz?” James sneered at them.

“Dude, you really want to get started with me tonight of all nights, Sir James?” Dusty fired back, gritting his teeth almost to the point of breaking.

This just wasn’t the night for all of the crap I thought as I spoke up, stepping a little in front of James. “Dusty get out of our way. You and your dusty mites need to get to stepping on down the road and bother someone else. Go infect some other helpless creature will ya. I hissed at him, pointing my index finger at his chest. ‘Why don’t you volunteer to look for Norton? Maybe he’ll do your homework for you again, right”?

Dusty turn to look back at his little group of wannabees smirking as he spoke,” you little slag, move out of my way before I knock you on your ass.  I don’t have time for low lives like you two. Besides See-Moan as if I need to answer to you anyway. I’m gonna go search for the lost and probably lonesome Norton.” He turned back looking over his shoulder as he walked by me and James leaving us with one last parting shout out, “Do something helpful dumb bow, find Norton.”

“By the way dick head, my name is Simone, that’s the female pronunciation you idiot. And anyways the police don’t want no more crazy high school kids in the way. It’s their place to search for him.” Turning to gaze at James I spit my words out at him, “You coming or not? I can’t stand here with this creep and his bunch of stupefied zombies.”

“This isn’t done. I’ll see you later Dusty-mite.” James hissed back at Dusty, as the group moved on down the foggy road.

As if things hadn’t been bad enough, our classmate Norton Gibbs had gone missing, leaving zero clues as to what had become of him. Outside the gym of our high school the night sky looked like an invitation to zombie land and of all things James and I had to deal with was the foulest senior of all, Dusty Rolands. He was without a doubt the meanest, unkindest class mate that we had. 

Was it possible that things could get any worse? Would we ever find out what happened to Norton? This would be the question that James and I would ask ourselves for days to come. 

With a slow deliberate pace James and I walked on towards our houses with that bright orange moon still hanging high in the ever-darkening night sky, watching us, as if we couldn’t fathom what was waiting to come our way.

~3~

––––––––

[image: ]


As the night slowly progressed, the bright orange moon began to lose its brilliant glow. James and I continued our discussion about the current situation regarding Norton Gibbs. It wasn’t the strangest thing that happened tonight. It was the strangest thing that had ever happened in my entire life. Norton wasn't the type of person to just up and disappear. If one thing was for sure, Norton was the exact type of guy that everyone could depend on, no matter what. To make matters even worse was the fact that the play about homeless people in our community was his idea and the senior class loved it. So, what had happened that was so awful that Norton had ghosted himself from his friends and parents?

James and I had finally arrived at my house. The cool spring air was settling on the ground as we watched the mist flow out from our mouths. The hot air mixing with the cooler night air added to the already eerie feeling of our crazy and strange evening. Strange things were about to be afoot.

We stopped in front of my house looking back down the street, where blue lights could be seen flashing against the night sky. Looking back at James, there much that I thought I could say, “Well hells bells, we made it home. My ma will be going nuts if I don't get in. Thanks a bunch for walking with me. It means a lot that you got my back." I said; shuffling my right foot back and forth, I began noticing the uncomfortable edges surrounding me. It was as though I could feel an electrical warning throughout the air, that this little town of Wood Berry would never be the same.

“Na, not a worry Simone. If I'm not looking out for you what kind of trouble would you get into anyway? Besides, that's what friends are for, right?" James replied, poking me in the arm as he grinned at me with that awesome grin of his.

"Dude, I've gotta go. Hey text me if ya hear anything. K?” I smiled back at him.

"You know it, girlie. Later" With that he turned and headed for his own home. As always, he whistled as he walked away, turning back to wave at me one more time.

I watched James with a little smile on my face. He was a great guy, a heck of a catch and the one person that I knew that I could count on anytime, anyplace. Besides, he wasn't bad to look at either and that made it all the easier for me to almost want to be his girlfriend.

With that happy thought in mind I headed in the house. Mom would be on pins and needles waiting on me to get inside and I didn't want to worry her un-necessarily.

As soon as the door opened Mom was right there to greet me, “Sweetie, you're here. Give me a hug; I've been worried to death. Any news about Norton? Did you see his parents? What are the police saying?" She couldn't ask enough questions as I walked through the door, hugging me so tight I could barely breathe.
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