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I have spent my life among the dead, the forgotten, and the damned. My name is Tobias Horrow, and I am eighty two years old. For over six decades, I have sifted through archives, journals, personal letters, and court records, piecing together fragments of a history most would prefer to forget. If you are reading this, it is likely because you first encountered this story from the platform of YouTube. Which in all honesty, gives only a glimpse of what should be etched in stone as the most significant story in the last 100 years. What you will read today, may change the way you see this entire plane of existence we call our daily lives. It is time you prepare yourself, and get ready for the most surreal, unorthodox, and mind bending retelling of sheer lunacy. It is time we explore the world.....

of Derrick Thompson.

The following info has been gathered from biographical records, eye witness firsthand accounts, and retellings throughout the years. Exact conversations and actions are best guesses based on evidence gathered overtime.

Derrick William Thompson was born January 2nd, 1904. The town was Delavan Illinois. A small rural community home to Harold Benjamin Thompson and Eleanor Grace Thompson. Harold, born March 11th, 1863, and Eleanor Grace Thompson born January 7th, 1878. Harold was a blacksmith by trade, as well as a carpenter. He forged iron and wood with the same precision he demanded in his household. He was loving but firm, but nothing compared to his wife Eleanor, who demanded perfection in every pursuit. A midwife and herbalist, she was not to be let down or disappointed, especially by those she held so dear.

Now let's back up a sec and talk about Eleanor. What a strange lady this was. She believed if you didn't push your chair in when you got up from the dinner table that was disrespectful as pushing your chair in meant you were finished with supper. If the chair isn't pushed in though, that means you think dinner should still be ongoing as tonight's meal wasn't sufficient enough. It was quirks like these that is bound to craft an eccentric person for when they grow up.

When Derrick used to go to the schoolhouse, he was to look as if he was a being of pure cleanse. A spec of dirt was to be punished harshly with a rusty spade. That spade, oh boy let me tell ya', Derrick received it once from Eleanor when he forgot to feed the flames of the fire place with tasty ember and coal. In Winter, and a time before central heat and furnaces, this could mean life or death for the home. This hiccup was meant with a crack across the young ones face. She made sure it was hard enough to not cause permanent damage, but rigid enough to send a message.

*Harold shoveled coal into the fireplace while his son watched with awe as Derrick scooted up to get a closer, more intimate view of the towering inferno within the wall of the cottage.*

"Yield, don't want them pups to bite ya.", *Harold said jestering to the flames with the classic rusty spade*

"It makes my skin happy Father." *Derrick said almost in a trance as he stares deeper into the heart of the flames* "It doesn't hurt father, it heals. My frigid skin is now warm and in a state of easement."

"My son, replace one letter "W" in Warm with an H and you get the word "Harm". An easy rhyme to remember is some things can bring comfort and hurt." *Harold said as concern makes its home in his voice*

"I only feel its embrace, which I much favor." *Derrick said still fixated on the ever growing tips of the flames*

"Heed my caution son, I do not come bearing statements of no foundation that are to be taken lightly." *Harold said as urgency rises in his tone*

Derrick started public school in 1912. The 2nd grade was a pivotal year for him. He had no formal education before that as Delavan had no public school system that would serve his area. The buildings kept burning down which made a many a people believe the town was cursed by a malevolent Witch. Derrick's first day at school, was a day of loneliness and isolation for the young man. He was too exuberant and excitable for the introverts and too subdued for the party animals. Struggling to find a group he can fit in with, he opted to watch the worms slither away in the dirt mounds. He drew ovals, and hexagons in the ground with sticks. The Teacher, Mrs. Fairchild, took notice of little Derrick's eccentricities.

"My Child does very much trace figures in the Earth?" *Mrs. Fairchild asked curiously*

"Madam, I merely draw to occupy the soul." *Derrick said hoping to ease Her concerns of a mentally ill student on her hands who is sitting by himself in the dirt drawing repeated shapes*

"Your fellow classmates are in eager haste, playing amongst each other. One should ask oneself why they turn to such antiquated archaic deeds, instead of fulfilling, pastimes with their fellow students."

*She said hoping to instill more normal behavior in the young boy*

"I desire that, but my fellow students you speak of don't desire time with me..." *Derrick says as sadness creeps in his voice*

"A very special young man, who will grow up to mystify us so. Please don't hang your head as a withering willow, but rather as a sprouting fern ready to serve Nature's Kingdom with it's fresh green fronds." *She said, hoping to lift the young child's spirits. A smirk dances across his features as he gets up and approaches a young boy who goes to the drinking fountain and starts pumping the water pump*

Yes drinking fountains weren't like they are today, you had to pump the Water manually yourself. You couldn't just press a button.

*Derrick starts pumping the Water for the young boy* Oh, you are of great character! Thank you! *The young boy starts drinking from the tap of the fountain*

My pleasure *Derrick says continuing to pump, arm getting tired, but determined to make a possible new friend happy. After the boy's thirst is quenched, he wipes his wet lips with the back of his hand and puts it out to shake*

I'm Elias!

*Derrick, only having shook the hands of adults before is giddy with excitement at the thoughts of another boy his age to bond with*

I'm Derrick!

*Derrick says shaking the boys hand so passionately it's like he is meeting someone he's idolized his whole life. But he is really just longing for acceptance and someone he can connect with on a deeper level, and he's found it! Right here on a warm, 89° afternoon. August 19th, 1912.*

Derrick, I say it is an honor to meet you. You do look quite pristine I must inform you.

*Elias says in a complimentary tone, as Derrick shyly plays with his knickers*

Thank you, my mom helps me...

*Derrick manages to say through all the whirlwind of excitement and nerves he feels at this moment in time*

Yeah? Well you can go tell her she is a woman of immaculate and unblemished sensibilities upon your return home. *He says giving a warm friendly smile which Derrick returns in kind*

Elias then makes his way out in the schoolyard a little farther before he turns around to glance at Derrick, "Fancy a play Derrick?" *He asks taking a liking to this new quirky polite boy he has just met*

Yes! *Derrick says bursting with excited energy he hasn't ever felt in his rather conservative upbringing*

You must chase and tag me at once Derrick! *Elias says running across the school yard in a slow slogging trot secretly wanting Derrick to tag him because he preferred to be it*

*Derrick tags Elias with playful vigor* YOU'RE IT!

*Elias with immense glee in his eyes and voice chases Derrick around the vast schoolyard* YOU'RE IT DERRICK! *When Derrick chases Elias and tags Elias once more, Mrs. Fairchild calls for everyone to return to class*

Derrick, this episode proceeds among next recess?

*Elias asks really enjoying the company from his new found friend Derrick. Derrick gives Elias a sorrowful glance as he says*

Elias, we continue to play.

*Elias looks at Derrick curiously, looking ahead as the schoolyard empties more and more kids*

But Derrick, recess has concluded. We mustn't be late for when class resumes!

*Elias concerned statement is meant with a look from Derrick as if Elias had said nothing at all*

You're it Elias! Catch me! *Derrick says looking at Elias with a coaxing facial expression trying to egg Elias to continue their fun.*

Derrick, I wish to continue our moment of lighthearted engagement as you do, but our education is foremost!

*Elias says urgently trying to jester to Derrick back to schoolhouse doors*

Elias, *Derrick says the tone shifting in his voice from one of sadness and anxiousness to one of almost irritation at Elias's insistence to postpone the continuation of their game to the next recess period*

Elias, tag me.

*Elias, puzzled, says out of genuine concern*

Derrick, did I elicit ire within you? I do apologize if my words and actions have unsettled you so.

*Elias says genuinely apologetic*

It's ok, just tag me.

*Derrick says holding his arm out for Elias to tag*

But Derrick, I do not wish to pu-

*Derrick cuts Elias off sharply*

TAG ME! I'M NOT DONE PLAYING!! *Derrick says, his voice rising quite a few octaves in volume as Elias starts to back away, put off by his new friend's sudden outburst*

UPON THE NEXT ENCROACHING RECESS, WE SHALL!

*Elias says desperate to calm Derrick down as Derrick grabs Elias's arm in a vice grip as Elias attempts to squirm from little Derrick's grasp*

YOU'RE MY FRIEND! PLAY WITH ME!!!

*Elias desperate to escape blurts out* UNHAND ME AT ONCE YOU GAUCE!

*Derrick begins to pull a struggling Elias to the fence post where the outer edges of Farmer Eddington's property was divided alongside the Schoolyard*

WHY DO YOU MEDDLE WITH ME?! *Elias asked in a state of uneasiness*

You are my friend, friends don't just leave.

*Derrick says spotting a child's jumprope from gym class near the fence line as he enthusiastically grabs it* Play with me! *He says as he begins to tie Elias's feet to the fence post with tight binding knots Derrick learned to tie by his father teaching him how to hoist timber when building scaffoldings*

WHAT?! THE GHASTLY AUDACIOUS DEALINGS YOU PARTAKE IN!!!! UNTIE ME AT ONCE DERRICK!!!! HELP!!!!!! HELP!!!!!!!! *Elias screams*

YOU'RE NOT BEING MY FRIEND!!!!! STOP!! *Derrick says angry and pouting*

HELP HELP ME!!!! I AM CAPTIVE!!!! *Elias shrieks at the top of his lungs as Derrick picks up a hardened stone off the ground below him and strikes Elias's arm with it*

AH!!!! OF GREAT PAIN YOU INFLICT UPON ME DERRICK...why? *Elias says hurt*

I just want you to play with me Elias...please?

*Elias, at this moment saw not a kid with social development problems, but a kid just longing for a bond and companionship. He knew how much trouble he had making friends when he transferred to a new school not too long ago. Elias was not a judgemental person. He was willing to understand Derrick on a deeper level.*

Will you release me if I answer in the negative to your inquiry Derrick? *Elias says*

No...not until you play with me....*Derrick answers bluntly and honestly*

What shall we play? *A defeated Elias asks*

Patty cake! *Derrick exclaims as they do rounds of patty cake with new rhymes and handshake variations that Derrick has thought up in his own mind as well as encouraging Elias to add his own too, while Elias is forced to clap Derrick's hands repeatedly* Patty Cake Patty Cake Baker's Man! Bake Me Cookies as Brown as Sand! *Derrick says as smiling and laughing fills his very being, cherishing every passing second of this precious moment with Elias completely at his mercy. Then, suddenly, unmistakable footsteps are heard through the patches of grass and dirt behind Derrick*

HEAVENS TO BETSY! DERRICK WHAT HAVE YOU ASSEMBLED HERE?! We had our whole staff looking for you guys! You venture so far in this land we of much alarm thought something unspeakable could of happened to you two!!!! *Mrs. Fairchild says in a tone of utter shock and relief at both the unusual sight before her and the realization that the two young boys are safe*

Elias and I were just playing together! *Derrick says looking at Elias with a face as if to say you better play along. Elias, now having a taste of what this twisted mind of Derrick's can be capable of lets out a weakened, defeated* Yes Madam, we were just playing....

*Mrs. Fairchild then proceeds to untie Elias* well just keep us of present mind next time so we don't worry. Oh my word...you boys certainly do know how to tie knots! *She says flabbergasted at the tightness of the binding knots as She frees Elias*

*At home, Derrick is nestled in his bed getting ready to go to sleep as his Mother approaches the door frame* Was today's happenings of a magnitude that warrants deliberation? *Mother Eleanor asks*

I made a new friend today Mother! *Derrick says excitedly. Mother Eleanor gives a warm smile*

I see my son is already well recieved among his peers huh? *She says happy for Her son*

Derrick, would you like to hear a story?

*Derrick looks at his Mother while sleepy on the bed letting out a quiet* yes...

This is the story of the "Snake & The Mongoose". *Eleanor sits on the edge of Derrick's bed as the story begins*

"One sweltering summer day, in the Sahara Desert. A mongoose wanders aimlessly through the desert plains. A sole, lost soul in this blazing wasteland. The mongoose was abandoned by the rest of his clan for his unconventional ways. Preferring to climb upon the trees instead of living in the underground burrows like the other mongooses in his troop, the mongoose was outcasted, nobody in the troop wanted to humble him. The feelings and resentment towards his fellow mongooses grew and grew within him. The mongoose started to be offput by some of the grim thoughts he'd have, like wanting to see the rest of the mongooses in his troop die a slow, agonizing, painful death. He would snap himself out of it though, thinking those are just fleeting thoughts and surely he would never truly wish to doom his fellow mongoose to such a dastardly, merciless, cruel fate. However, one night, one faithful, cold desert night. The mongoose lay high up in the tree. He takes in a pleasant, invigorating, cool desert night's rest, when suddenly....he is whipped out of his deep REM sleep like flagellation. A sudden cacophony of shrill screams and squeaks and distressed cries fill the cold desert night air. The mongoose gazed down at the desert floor where he saw the burrow he once called home so many years ago now a complete bloodbath. Fur, claws, eye sockets littered the desert sand along with a disarray of scattered organs and intensines with bite chunks taken out of them. The mongoose so horrified, shook, and quaked on the already shaky branch. He couldn't stop shaking, the utter anxiety and panic filled him to the core. Then suddenly, the culprit revealed herself. A slithering african rock python drenched in mongoose blood called out to the petrified mongoose high up in the desert tree tops

"Wouldn't you rather see the show front row, instead of up in the nosebleeds? "

The Snake said with that everso sly grin

"Speaking of bleed, do you think all this red is quite a sight for timid eyes?" The snake asks, enjoying taunting the mortified little creature, the fear only elevating her appetite that much more.

"Please don't hurt me o' wicked one, I do not wish to cause any harm or perturb you." The mongoose said in a desperate plea.

The snake gazed upon the mongoose, willing to pity the young fearful creature, the snake thought to herself for a moment. These moments of pondering seemed endless, the mongooses fate completely in her hands, knowing she can slither up that treetop and have that little furry bean for dessert if she so chooses, gives the mongoose an ultimatum.

"Oh much as I do not wish to disquiet or disconcert you o' trembling one. I will offer you a chance for endless tranquility."

The mongoose intrigued, listens intently to the following words as if knowing subconsciously every single syllable could mean life or death, as the snake inquires about the mongoose's relationship with his fellow kin

"Why do you lurk in perched standing, instead of down with the rest of your fellow tasty comrades?"

The mongoose, then proceeded to lower his head, as the memories of his falling out with the rest of troop forever caused a piercing pin and needle kind of sharp pain within his heart.

"I was no longer welcome in their presence, I wished to be out, exploring the very top of Mother Nature's breathtakingly beautiful landscape. Instead of compacted, down below in those dark tunnels through every passing hour..." the mongoose shares sorrowfully

The snake, in a gleeful fashion, knowing she's got a creature searching for acceptance and belonging right in front of her just like she wants, pounces, saying quote "That ache, it festers don't it? Tell me o' trembling one, how much does one desire to finally be wanted?" She says slowly slithering up the face of the tree. The mongoose doesn't respond, but lets his body language speak for himself, as if already pledging his servitude to her.

The snake then lays out the entire terms of their new accord,

"O' trembling one, if you acquiesce to my every whim, and keep me nourished, and help me reign supreme as the supreme denizen of the Sahara, you will have an existence full of repletion." Her words almost more than an olive branch, but more like speaking life to an already passed lifeform. The mongoose in that moment, felt as if his life had consequence. He was no longer a simple link in the food chain, but a link to his new ruler. She would bring him back to her tribe, and teach him social convention, he began to form such a harmonious relationship with the other snakes in the land. The skills he learned from them, helped him maneuver and navigate the inner dealings of prey society. His newly realized charisma helped him charm and lore unsuspecting mongooses to the snake den. Where they would meet a fate that would bring the mongoose such pleasure in seeing the ones who denied him the acceptance he so craved, now face the wrath of the ones that gave him just what he needed to feel whole again. The snakes would slither and play with the mongoose up high in the trees where the mongoose called home at nightfall and by daybreak, would return to his second home, which was now with his new sense of self, in the den of snakes."

*Derrick's eyes were tightly agape, what Derrick had just heard was Earth shattering. He related so much to that little mongoose it was like he wanted to just wrap him in his little arms and be his friend till the end of existence.*

"Mommy, did the mongoose and snakes stay friends?"

*Derrick asked wide eyed, this story and the life of this little mongoose was his entire world right now. Nothing else mattered to his little mind at this point.*

*Eleanor, with a smile speaking of reassurance, utters the words that would go on to define the young boy's life*
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