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			A REVIEW OF THE PREVIOUS BOOK
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			Interviewing Immortality

			My name is James Kimble, and two years ago, I wrote a book based on my life. I titled it Interviewing Immortality.

			My story began right after I turned 31. I had recently completed my divorce and still worked at Best Buy, the electronics retail store. In my spare time, I wrote books, and on weekends, I went to book signings to promote my Grime book trilogy. All in all, my life had not been that exciting, but I felt modestly happy. I only had one problem; my humble life contained a big lie. I had plagiarized my best-selling book, Grime: The Big Hate!

			Of all the places for my hum-drum life to come crashing down, it was during a book signing in the small town of Sandy, Oregon. A well-dressed woman walked up to me and gave me the scare of my life. After I recovered, I vowed never to set foot in that town again.

			I was getting ready to drive home that evening when this same evil-looking woman came right up to me, grabbed me, tied me up, put a hood over me, and drove me away. It all happened quickly, and I felt scared beyond belief. That night, she restrained me in a bedroom and then, to my surprise, fed me a delicious breakfast. She told me her name was Grace and admitted to being over 500 years old.

			This crazy woman then demanded that I write a book about her. However, this would be difficult because I hurt my hand in the scuffle. As soon as I agreed, she took me to a clearing in the woods. I could see two men secured in filthy cages. Without explanation, Grace began inflicting excruciating pain on one man and then cut him open. Imagine how shocked I felt to see a living person tortured to death. Then to my horror, Grace removed three of his organs and inserted them into her own body in a procedure she called a “harvest.” Without a word, she cut into my body and placed the remaining harvested organs inside me! Did this hurt? More than a little. When we returned to her house, I became dreadfully ill.

			The next day, the woman said these new organs would miraculously prolong my life and bring other great attributes. The downside was that I would have to “harvest” every six months to maintain a long life.

			Bright and early the following morning, I woke in pain and had an undeniably hostile urge. I had convinced myself that I wanted to see the other man who was locked in one of the steel enclosures. After communicating with this prisoner, I determined that he was an evil man, and then I did the unthinkable. I killed him with an old hammer. Me, an ordinary guy … I killed a man in cold blood! I then used Grace’s methods to place his organs inside my body without fully comprehending my gruesome actions.

			After a good night’s sleep, I woke up feeling fantastic; in fact, I felt livelier than ever. Grace and I ate breakfast and retired to the living room. I was eager to get started on her biography and began peppering her with questions. Grace instead diverted the conversation with questions about my life. I told her about my divorce and my writing. Grace was unimpressed and forced me to confess that I had plagiarized the first two books in my Grime series. I had never revealed this fact to anybody, and my admission was heart-wrenching.

			After I came clean, I earned some respect in Grace’s eyes. She began opening up with recollections of her own life, starting with her Russian childhood and family. At age fifteen, she unexpectedly met none other than the beautiful Pharaoh Cleopatra. The Egyptian queen became fascinated and impressed with this young girl and shared her secret of immortality. Like me, Grace was horrified by the concept and physical pain of the harvest, but the procedure’s aftermath vastly improved her mental and physical abilities. She also excitedly embraced her immortal existence.

			As I absorbed all this background information, Grace’s pet mountain lion, Heathcliff, caught my attention. What a fantastic, sleek, and enigmatic animal. Plus, this cat could communicate mental images to me.

			Then, as suddenly as my ordeal with Grace began, it ended. I had to quit my job at Best Buy because of my dishonesty, but the harvest abilities allowed me to become a Portland Tribune newspaper reporter.
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			There are some basic rules to writing a book that I will now impart to you, the reader.

			1)	After you murder somebody, DON’T WRITE A BOOK ABOUT IT! This is common sense. Writing a tell-all book leaves a well-documented trail for the jury to follow.

			2)	Change the facts if you are foolish enough to write a book about your crime. For example, one fact you should never reveal is your actual name.

			3)	If your book includes an accomplice, you must change any facts about them. Skipping this simple step will transform you from author to corpse.

			4)	And finally, no matter what, DON’T WRITE ANOTHER BOOK! Even a dead person can follow that logic.

			To continue living, those are essential rules to follow. Yet, I ignored my sage wisdom and wrote another book. I hope that after reading following pages, you will understand my reasons.
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			I survived her wrath! It is impossible to understand how wonderful it feels to be alive until a person comes within inches of death.

			After my harrowing interview, my life returned to normal, and I found a new job at the Portland Tribune. My boss, Lloyd Stevenson, assigned me to be his new “people person.” The job involved selecting a popular, controversial topic, explaining the facts to a local person, and writing up their reaction. My workdays lasted three hours, and the stories wrote themselves. Easy money!

			As you may recall, a 500-year-old woman who called herself Grace forced me to undergo a painful procedure called the “harvest,” which required me to place an organ (a prepared human pancreas!) into my body. This life-prolonging procedure nearly eliminated aging and improved my mental and physical abilities. The effect lasted six months. If I stopped harvesting, my newfound abilities would subside, and my body would return to its standard aging rate.

			The harvest effects were profound, especially on my mental abilities. My memory, logic, intuition, and mathematical skills were far better. Plus, I could calculate the passage of time with extreme accuracy.

			Before my harvest, I could not run one block without collapsing in exhaustion (which was pretty sad). If you asked me to touch my toes, my hands stopped at my knees.

			I began taking karate lessons, practicing yoga, and going for hour-long runs. My body became so flexible that I easily touched the ground with my palms. My allergies, digestive issues, and tinnitus were all gone. Plus, the six ugly moles on my face fell off, my bald spot disappeared, and my skin took on a youthful complexion. I require less sleep and am much stronger than before, but I cannot build muscle mass beyond a certain point. To top it off, I lost 32 pounds without even trying. Women began turning their heads when I walked by, and I got asked out on dates. Obviously, that had never happened before.

			My personality and interests also changed. I now have a deeper appreciation of classical music and famous artwork. Plus, I have taken a keen interest in physics, biology, and astronomy. The change also gave me endless patience to listen to intelligent people. My political views switched from passionate liberal to balanced neutral. Overall, I went from being an arrogant introvert to a self-confident extrovert with a winning smile. Everybody noticed how much I grew as a person, and they all liked the new James Kimble.

			My life’s direction also underwent a substantial change. Before the harvest, I applied the minimum effort in everything. On weekdays I got up at the last possible moment, drove to work, did a mediocre job at Best Buy, went home, watched television, and fell asleep. I slept in late on weekends, watched uninspiring television programs, and fell asleep early. I had no real interests, and only writing provided limited pleasure.

			Now, my mind challenged me to get the maximum out of every day. I wanted to learn every subject, taste every type of food, and experience every sort of activity. As a result, I had a robust overall drive to be a better person and diligently accomplish every task with pride.

			However, not all the changes in my life were positive. I had never been paranoid, but now I began to view unfamiliar people with great suspicion. I am acutely aware of my security and carefully scout my surroundings before entering a new location. I find it essential to have at least one knife, and occasionally I carry a concealed gun. Also, I act more aggressively, and it takes a lot of effort to keep this overcompensation in check during disagreements.

			What was I going to do with my life? I had a plan! I would knock out Interviewing Immortality and leave harvesting behind. However, the last line in my book contained a contradiction within this boastful taunt, “It is still a choice: kill or let nature kill me.”

			I want everyone to know that this statement was stupid, selfish, and arrogant. I do not know what I was thinking when I wrote it. I, James Kimble, stopped a man’s beating heart! And for what? To touch my toes and get hit on by women? Killing a human being is by far the worst deed any person could do. My callous actions haunt my soul every waking moment, and I have guilt-filled nightmares. No matter how great my life had become or how long I would live, taking another person’s life for my petty personal benefit would never happen again. My deplorable actions brought me great personal shame, and I had no valid excuse. Did I deserve to rot in jail? Absolutely! Would I confess my crimes? Well …

			Another aspect of the harvest is the foresight to see the long-term consequences. The life I took belonged to a man of ill repute, and I could not change the fact that he died. Therefore, I chose not to confess my crime. My logic was that my writings made the world a better place. I understood this reasoning was a selfish cop-out, but this delusion allowed me to sleep.

			My plan started with me quietly appreciating the harvest effects before removing my harvested pancreas. I would return to the small-time author’s life, buy apartments for income, and write in my spare time. Unfortunately, I could write nothing of substance without the harvest abilities, and therefore, my time as a column writer and reporter would soon end. I accepted this fate with positive dignity.

			I would never murder again, and this would allow me to live with a guilt-free conscience. My parents raised me to be an upstanding man, and I vowed to behave for the rest of my life. If anybody asked, I would tell them I created Interviewing Immortality as a publicity stunt, and this explanation would end the conversation.

			Despite my meager Portland Tribune salary, I applied for a loan on a four-unit apartment complex. It was inconceivable to think a bank would give a loan to somebody like me, but I had an ace up my sleeve. My harvest-powered mind figured out precisely what the loan officer wanted. I completed all the forms without errors, prepared a flawless report of the project finances, had excellent references, and spoke with extreme confidence.

			The dilapidated apartment complex I purchased had endless issues. There had been a kitchen fire in unit number two. None of the electrical outlets worked, teenagers had vandalized every room, and the old faucets shot out brown water. Fortunately, I had an informal agreement with my roommates, Dave and Craig. They helped me fix up the apartments in exchange for reduced rent. However, while we did quality work, we neglected to have our work inspected by the city.

			Over five weeks, we made the apartments look spotless. Then, I used my contacts at the Portland Tribune to produce a professional advertisement and rapidly located four paying tenants.

			There is an unusual aspect of loaning money, wherein the further you are in debt, the more money banks want to lend you. This concept may seem counterintuitive, but I made every payment on time (bank profit), fixed up my apartments (adding value), and rapidly gained paying tenants (documented income). The bank appreciated my professional attitude and good business intuition. A month after my fourth tenant moved in, I got a loan on a three-unit apartment complex and then a five-unit complex. Easy money! Of course, Grace had recommended apartments as an excellent long-term investment.

			While my harvest abilities were still present, I began writing Interviewing Immortality. My process began by entering the handwritten notes in my Dawson’s Creek notebook into my laptop. Unfortunately, when I wrote those notes, I had an injured hand from the scuffle when Grace captured me. Even without an injury, my handwriting was terrible, but now the result looked like incoherent chicken-scratch gibberish. My translation efforts took over two weeks, and I often guessed while unraveling my cryptic labyrinth of misspellings.

			The resulting notes were an awful nonsensical account of my interaction with Grace, along with my incoherent thoughts of the moment. It took eight days to develop the best format for Interviewing Immortality. Incidentally, I originally titled the book A Graceful Interview. Get the pun?

			I sent a sample chapter to my publisher, Bethany, and to my delight, she liked it. However, we disagreed about the format. I wanted a balance between my story and Grace’s. She suggested I focus on Grace’s history. Nevertheless, I stubbornly insisted on my original format, as I believed readers would empathize with my reactions.

			While I wrote my book, I came clean on my Facebook page. I told all my online followers that I had not written Grime: The Big Hate and had only written half of Grime: Just Cause. My followers posted many angry comments, and many unfriended me. I also got comments from authors who said I would never be welcome in the writer’s community. The Facebook group Writers Helping Writers permanently banned me as a member. As an aspiring author, this negative onslaught was agonizing.

			I chose not to respond to most of the angry comments but sometimes stated, “Guilty as charged.” For the first two weeks, nobody respected my honest approach, but a strange thing happened. The public forgot. I had my five minutes of shame, and I climbed right back on top.

			New readers picked up my Grime books and wanted a connection to me. Others wrote comments like, “Yeah, whatever. His book reads well, no matter who wrote it.” One wrote, “The guy worked at Best Buy and did what he had to do. What were you expecting?” Another wrote, “James legally purchased the original work and changed it. His only mistake was not crediting the original author. Get off his back!” I could not believe this defensive reaction and would never have written such forgiving comments.

			Bethany contacted the family of the original author (Jack Dunkin), diverted the remaining Grime series’ profits, and stopped printing the books. Out of respect (more likely fear of a lawsuit), they printed 10,000 copies of the unmodified book under its original title, An Oxford Tale of Mischief. The publishing company promoted the book as a “rediscovered masterpiece.” Upon its release, many bookstores prominently featured it in their front window. I found it strange that Bethany did not publish the book under Jack Dunkin’s pen name, Edmund Summers.

			A few days after An Oxford Tale of Mischief came out, critics dealt it scathing reviews. Readers believed the story had already been explored (with my version), and An Oxford Tale of Mischief was not worth the price. As a result, fewer than 2,000 copies moved off the shelves.

			I’ve spent a lot of time contemplating the low sales, and I now understand that my poor attempts to “freshen” An Oxford Tale of Mischief succeeded. I equate this to remaking a classic story in a campy style—for example, Mel Brooks’s excellent movie Robin Hood: Men in Tights.

			Jack Dunkin’s family detested the low sales, and they have been threatening my publisher with a lawsuit. As for me? I had closed that dishonest chapter of my life, and it felt great to be free.

			My harvest abilities allowed me to convert my written notes into a book in less than four weeks. Before I proceed any further, you may remember my simple “rules of publishing” from the beginning of this book. Let me take this opportunity to explain the reason behind breaking rules one and two. I published the book under my name and provided all of Grace’s details for a straightforward reason. She terrified me! I slept with a kitchen knife under my pillow, and I felt over-the-top petrified of that murdering psychopath! She asked me to write a book, and boy-howdy, I vowed to complete her request at any cost! I looked into those eyes and saw what my fate would be if I failed.

			As for the consequences? Honestly, I did not think about what would happen after I published Interviewing Immortality. Bethany wanted me to change more facts and use a pen name. I feared Grace so much that I ignored Bethany’s sound advice. Even with all that has happened since then, I believe I made the right decision.

			Fortunately, a few bookstores agreed to “give a second chance to a disgraced author,” and Bethany printed 1,000 copies. Right after the book hit the shelves, nothing happened. Honestly, the lack of interest stunned me. I expected some kind of response because I had written a nonfiction book that stated, “Hey, world, there is this woman who has lived for 500 years by killing people, and here’s the proof.”

			One would think that the media would have taken some notice. At least an article in “the lighter side of things” of the Portland Tribune would have proclaimed, “Immortals are real. Who would have thunk it?” Even the Portland Tribune’s response (on the last page of the Entertainment section) had two sentences: “Our own James Kimble has written the book Interviewing Immortality. Check it out.” I could not believe the complete lack of interest in my truthful account.

			The craziest reaction came from my Grime fans. A bunch of them bought Interviewing Immortality on the first day. Their dedication deeply touched me. In the evening, they posted many comments like “The fourth book in the Grime series lacked continuity.” Really?!

			Sales quickly tapered off, but I only felt relief because I had satisfied my obligation to Grace. To celebrate, I took the afternoon off and drove to a local park. After walking around, I ate tasty lasagna and took a nap. That evening, I looked forward to resuming a quiet and safe “Grace-free” life. It did not matter how many copies of the books were sold. I slept peacefully from the moment my head hit the pillow until the sun hit my eyes.

			Well, a few people read Interviewing Immortality, and ten days later, there was a knock on my front door. When I cheerfully opened it, a sharply dressed police officer asked, “Are you James Kimble?”

			“Of course,” I answered with a smile.

			“We have questions.”

			The officer threw me into the back of a police car, and I found myself in a dingy room at the Portland Police Department. After an hour of staring at the poorly painted green and white walls, a man dressed in a sharp black suit came in and said, “My name is Detective Camron. Is that silly book true?”

			I could not believe what was happening, but I should have been expecting a visit from the police. Let’s recall that Bethany had voiced “major concerns” over my truthful choices. I will go even further. My harvest-powered mind should have applied basic logic to the situation. When a person writes a book about killing somebody, the authorities automatically take an interest. For me, there should have been absolutely no surprise reaction, but I felt dumbfounded.

			At my core, I consider myself a good person, but I did not know how to answer Detective Camron’s basic question. As I looked at him in stunned confusion, I began thinking of my situation and knew I had to shrug it off. My mind began focusing, and I went over the possible answers that would improve my situation.

			Detective Camron possessed a striking figure. He stood six-feet-three, was in his early 50s, had thick black hair, a crazy red dice tattoo on his neck, a robust build, and boundless confidence. I knew my predicament placed him in a superior position. He leaned over and propped his head up with his hands to get as close to me as possible. I calculated we had been staring at each other for 43 seconds. I then contemplated how easily my mind figured out the exact time. This timekeeping harvest ability inspired me to understand that I had the upper hand.

			I knew Detective Camron did not have enough evidence to place me under arrest. I also knew Grace would have covered up my crime with a bunch of red herring evidence. Feeling confident, I changed my stance and looked at Detective Camron for 37 seconds while waiting for my confidence to unnerve him. Twenty-eight seconds later, he began looking unsure. When I felt the moment to strike was right, I stated in a matter-of-fact voice, “It’s a prank. A publicity stunt to publish my book as nonfiction. I didn’t commit any crime, nor did I witness anything illegal.”

			Detective Camron did not expect this positive response and looked at me with confusion. Twelve seconds later, his confidence returned. With a crafty smile, he said, “A judge granted a search warrant, and officers are tossing your place. You better start telling the truth!”

			A lot happened in the next sixteen seconds. I felt horrified; my Dawson’s Creek notebook was at home. It contained everything about Grace, and I knew she would not be happy to the details I left out of the book made available to the police.

			As suddenly as my horror came, it ceased. I knew the awful handwriting in my notebook was indecipherable by anybody but me. Also, my laptop was under a pile of dirty clothes in my car because our washing machine was broken again. My valued copy of the Cleopatra scrolls, the mint oil, and harvesting equipment were all in a safe deposit box under a corporate name. My two cobras were the only evidence connecting me to the crimes described in Interviewing Immortality. However, I knew possession of dangerous reptiles was illegal without a license.

			I stared back at Detective Camron and nodded. He did not know what to make of me or my confident smile. At that moment, I recalled Grace’s fantastic ability to stare deeply into a person, and for some strange reason, I attempted this. I began by looking deep into Detective Camron’s eyes and forcing him to remain still with her eye-dagger staring technique. The effect started working, and I sensed his fear. For the next 68 seconds, I used every ounce of mental strength I had to hold him in place while he broke into a cold sweat.

			I let up and leaned back. Detective Camron stared at me in horror. His hands shook, and I thought he would fall over. It took him great effort to stagger out of the room. I smiled with smug satisfaction, knowing that somebody had been looking through the one-way glass, and they were now yelling at Detective Camron. This episode took me to a new level of personal satisfaction.

			Sixty-one minutes later, the door opened, and another man came in. He asked questions while pounding his fists on the table. I sat there looking at him with a silly grin while appreciating how my body and mind performed. The best part was that I knew my confidence was genuine and not an act. I am truly better than other people. Eventually, the man confessed that they did not have any evidence against me—victory at its finest!

			When I got home, I found chaos. First, I saw the police had confiscated my roommate Dave’s gaming computer, which upset him no end. Also, they took all my writing material and music compact discs. It amused me to see they had also taken my old desktop computer. It stopped working two years ago, and I had forgotten all about that pile of junk in the back of my closet.

			To my great dismay, they took my two cobras. I had named them Bud and Kelly from the television show Married … with Children. I had no intention of using the snakes for harvesting, but we enjoyed having them as pets. Unfortunately, the police had left a document with Dave informing us that those snakes were dangerous and that the Humane Society would euthanize them. This disheartening circumstance hurt, and I called the police several times to beg for their release.

			The document also said they would return our property after the investigation, which could take up to six months. The news upset Dave because he had paid to attend a large online gaming tournament that weekend.

			That evening, when Craig came home, he wanted to know what happened to Bud and Kelly. He held a shoebox with two mice he found at work to give to them. When Craig learned what happened, he felt relieved because he took his new MacBook to work that day.

			After we cleaned up, I got my laptop computer out of the car, made a backup of all my files onto a flash drive, and put it in my safe deposit box. I then encrypted my laptop files with the most complex password that the encryption software would accept: #_1_HIT-*BillieJeanIsNotMyLover*-August/29/1958! Yes, I admit it, I’m a huge Michael Jackson fan, and I celebrate his birthday every year.

			After this disruption, our lives returned to normal. Dave purchased a better gaming computer, and Craig purchased a king snake on Craigslist. Yet, every day, I feared a call from the district attorney’s office, getting arrested, or having the door broken down by a SWAT team, but nothing happened.

			Five months after meeting Grace, the harvest effects were wearing off. This decline dulled my mind and reduced my advanced motor skills. However, I expected this eventuality and planned to remove my harvested pancreas when it no longer provided benefits.
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			At this point, my life story should have read: “I removed my harvested pancreas and returned to an uneventful existence.” But, instead, I can trace everything back to one phone call. Grace told me that the most significant harvest gift is the ability to comprehend the passage of time. She certainly hit that nail on the head.

			Two months after repairing my four-unit apartment, I rented unit number three to a married couple, Cynthia and Darin. They smiled when we met, and they paid their rent on time. Occasionally, the other tenants complained about their loud arguments, but the complaints were infrequent. The couple had an amazing boy, Julius. Even though he was only twelve, he stood five feet eight and could run faster than anybody I had ever met. Every time my roommates and I went over, we played soccer with Julius at the local park. He had a bubbly personality, a huge amount of brown curly hair, and a funny way of rolling his l’s when yelling “Goal-lll!” I liked Julius and thought of him as my nephew.

			On an overcast Wednesday morning, Cynthia called to complain about the hot water in their shower. Who could have known that this one call would change so many lives?

			We had replumbed the entire apartment building during the remodel, which got rid of the rusty pipes and improved the water flow. At the top of the stairs, the maintenance room contained a large water heater, and I set the temperature control well below scalding. The apartment nearest to the heater had a hot shower. Unfortunately, Cynthia and Darin’s apartment was the furthest from the water heater, but their water seemed warm enough.

			On the way to work, I stopped by to check the temperature. Cynthia answered the door in a foul mood. She was five-feet-four and had recently cut and dyed her black hair red (probably by herself). Today Cynthia wore pink camouflage jeans and a shirt calling for a recount of the last mayoral election. I tried to be nice and told her the water felt warm on my hand. This gentle remark was met with an insult, so I agreed to call a plumber in the evening. Cynthia promptly cussed me out for not immediately fixing it. I swore back at her and then left. As I drove, I regretted my diatribe and realized that the lack of a harvest deeply affected my mood.

			That evening, I met with a plumber in the maintenance room. He did not like our remodeling effort and informed me it would cost $4,320 to bring the plumbing up to the Portland building codes. This fix included installing temperature regulating valves in each apartment shower. These valves physically prevented the heated water from scalding a person. He said that I could be liable for any injuries if I did not install the valves. I thought the plumber was trying to scam me, but I agreed to have the valves installed. That evening, I spent an hour looking up the Portland building codes, and he was correct. My mother would call this a blessing in disguise.

			Over the next three days, the plumber installed the new valves and changed pipes, and I paid him with my credit card. I wondered how many months it would take to pay off my balance. Later that evening, I got a call from all four tenants complaining of cold showers. I called the plumber, and he told me that the city building codes stipulated a maximum 102°F temperature on apartment showers. Also, by code, he had installed a lock on the maintenance room door and put a locked, secure cover over the water heater controls. He also installed a new temperature and pressure (T&P) relief valve, which physically prevented the water heater from exceeding 120°F.

			I passed along the news, and the four tenants said they disliked “lukewarm” showers. Of course, Portland gets cold in the winter and I related to their feelings, but I followed the laws.

			[image: ]

			Two weeks later, sales of Interviewing Immortality took off because I gained a new fan base. In high school, I had met a few Goth students. They smoked, wore black clothes, and talked about how bad their lives were. I never understood their fascination with death and despair. Now, the Goth community had found a new hero. Grace’s “death to the dregs of society” lifestyle appealed to them. While Grace had negative traits, she dwelled on the positive aspects of her life, and I cannot picture her wearing black clothing, smoking, and listening to depressing music.

			Grace was a sophisticated woman who stood five feet four with soft brown eyes, brown hair, and a dancer’s body. She wore custom-tailored clothes and took great care to maintain her stylish appearance. Each word she spoke conveyed intent and intelligence. Overall, I considered her attractive, sophisticated, observant, and wise.

			One fine Tuesday morning, my phone blew up with interview requests, and my Facebook page overflowed with comments, questions, and requests. Is Interviewing Immortality fiction? What death chant did Grace recite when she harvested? Did she listen to the Goth band Evanescence? Please post a detailed harvesting instruction video. How many nose piercings does she have? What does she mix with the blood of her victims before drinking it? What is her favorite brand of cigarettes?

			Bethany loved the attention and wanted me to tap into this exciting market. Lloyd enjoyed having a column written by a “famous writer.” He arranged an exclusive interview that appeared in the Arts and Entertainment section. I did not appreciate this sudden fame and would have preferred to slip into obscurity.

			Because of my celebrity status and increased book sales, Bethany translated Interviewing Immortality into Russian. As I had predicted months ago, the Russians went ballistic. From reading a few translated posts, they all took my book to only contain facts, and they loved the connection to their rich historical past.

			Unfortunately, this sudden interest had an unexpected result. A Goth teenager in Abilene, Texas, read Interviewing Immortality, and he convinced his father to read it. Texas Ranger Theodore Garrison disliked the August 1936 account of Grace shooting six Rangers. He checked into the archives and discovered that deputy James McCaw and five other Rangers had gone missing at that time. Seven days later, two ranchers found their shot-up bodies. This tragic event was big news at the time. Hee He  retrieved the original case file and learned that my account contained details hidden from the public.

			On Sunday morning, I heard a knock on the front door. I knew Detective Camron would be on the other side. I opened the door with a smile, and he took me back to the interview room. Detective Camron and Ranger Garrison pounded me with questions while I sat in the same grubby chair. Clearly, they could not read my notebook handwriting and demanded that I tell them everything about the murdered Texas Rangers. Also, they wanted to know the whereabouts of the woman I called Grace.

			“I would like to know that as well,” I answered with a hearty laugh.

			My flippant comment did not go over well, and I quickly learned that Texas Rangers do not appreciate wisecracks.

			It had been five months and ten days since my harvest. My abilities had faded, which meant I lacked confidence, and my word choices were not the best. I tried unsuccessfully to do the dagger stare with Detective Camron and then lied, “My Uncle Joe used to be a Texas Ranger. When I was a teenager, he told me a story about an unsolved shooting. I did some research and used this information in my book. This whole thing is a big publicity stunt. You’re wasting your time.”

			They asked if they could see my shoulder where I had allegedly inserted a harvested pancreas. I slid my shirt down to reveal my shoulder. When I wrote Interviewing Immortality, I changed/omitted four key aspects of the harvest process. The general location of where to place the pancreas is one of the altered facts. The officers looked surprised, and I did not know if I had convinced them or not.

			Two hours later, they let me go but told me there would be further questions. I did not like their accusation, but I knew Grace had done a superb job of covering up the crimes. Nevertheless, the experience still unnerved me. I realized I would never be free from suspicion.

			The next day, everything returned to normal. I estimated I would have to remove the pancreas in four weeks. While it wouldn’t be an exciting life, I would still lead an honest one without murdering people.

			That Friday, at 10:19 p.m., my phone rang. Somehow, I knew it would be bad news. The call came from a tenant in my four-unit apartment, and they informed me of a massive water leak. My roommates and I jumped into my Toyota. As I drove, Craig called the plumber and asked him to meet us there. We arrived to see loads of people outside the apartment, the fire department, and the police.

			I introduced myself as the apartment manager, and a police officer named Gerry escorted me inside. He was a muscular individual with pepper-gray hair who needed to lose twenty pounds. Fortunately, Gerry was friendly and really seemed concerned about learning the truth. He showed me where somebody had broken the maintenance room door to access the water heater. Inside, I saw the smashed temperature controls and the T&P valve spraying water. I asked Dave to shut off the main valve.

			Officer Gerry then led me to the ambulance to see Cynthia and Darin. The skin on their arms had turned bright red, and was apparent that hot water had severely scalded them. I felt horrified to witness their pain with the guilt of knowing my amateur plumbing had caused it.

			“The shower burned the crap out of me!” Cynthia screamed.

			I apologized seven times while saying I would pay for their medical bills. The paramedic tried to calm the pair down while treating their severe burns. As he proceeded, I wondered why they were taking a shower at the same time while fully dressed in dry clothes. When I asked about Julius, Cynthia flippantly guessed he was at the local soccer field. I told Craig to locate him and escort him back to our location. It did not dawn on me to ask why they allowed their son to play soccer past 10:00 p.m.

			The paramedics tried to treat Cynthia, but she refused their help. So, they asked her to sign an “against medical advice” form, and while grabbing the clipboard, her wound accidentally brushed up against the paramedic’s arm. This action aggravated Cynthia, and she howled in pain. The paramedic again tried to calm her down, but he saw a red mark on his white uniform and asked, “What the heck?!”

			The paramedic ran a cotton swab across Cynthia’s burn, and it turned red. She screamed and covered her arm. Then, the paramedic yelled, “Officer, look at this!”

			Officer Gerry had been trying to get a statement from Darin. He had a muscular build, stood six-feet-one, and had curly red hair. Today he wore tiger-striped jeans that looked out of place. As Officer Gerry turned to see what was happening, the paramedic showed him the cotton swab and pointed to Cynthia’s arm. He swiped his finger across Cynthia’s other burn, and she screamed. Officer Gerry looked at his finger to see that it had turned red and asked in an angry voice, “Did you put red makeup all over yourself?”

			Cynthia protested her innocence and accused Officer Gerry of assault. Darin hollered, “You attacked my wife!” Officer Gerry then touched Darin’s arm, and again his finger turned red. He hollered “police brutality” louder than I had ever heard anybody yell.

			Officer Gerry threw them into the back of his police car with two big thuds. This display of strength impressed me. Three minutes later, Craig returned with Julius, and Officer Gerry talked with him while writing notes. Then, another police officer escorted me into their apartment “crime scene.”

			Cynthia and Darin had pulled out their shower valve, and water had sprayed everywhere. We used all the towels we could find to clean up, and an hour later, the plumber arrived. He suggested taking pictures of the extensive damage, and we got out our phones.

			Later, Officer Gerry told me the law required that after Cynthia and Darin made bail, I would have to pay for their hotel until I fixed their apartment. This situation outraged me, and I started the eviction process that night.

			The next day, the plumber gave me a bill for $3,121. This expense stretched my credit card right to the limit. Fortunately, it was the end of the month, and I would deposit rent checks soon.

			Four days later, I heard a knock at the door during breakfast. While my harvest abilities were practically nonexistent, I occasionally had impressive flashes of clarity and knew what would happen next. So I cheerfully opened the door. “Time for another round of questions?”

			Detective Camron started to speak, stopped, and then smiled. He took me to the same filthy interview room and made me wait for two hours. Then a woman and a man came into the room. She wore a fashionable pantsuit and had done an excellent job applying makeup. He was six-feet-four, dressed in a tan business suit, and had a sharp profile.

			The woman began, “I’m Detective Dana Carroll of the Las Vegas Police Department. Do you know a Douglas Obrien or a Spencer Weber? Spencer goes by Gabby Walls, Bernard Perry, and Eugene Strickland.” I shook my head, and she continued, “We did a lot of digging and found a connection. Do you know what it is?”

			“No clue,” I said, and then suppressed a chuckle.

			“They’re missing their pancreas and were murdered!”

			Her setup had been too perfect, and I made a wise-ass comment. “It would be impressive if they were alive without their pancreas.”

			Detective Carroll did not appreciate my flippant humor, and she informed me that Douglas had been a suspect in several sex crimes, but there was never enough evidence to convict him. Five months ago, he died in a violent knife attack. Clues at the screen led investigators to a local drug dealer, but he professed his innocence. This description made me think about the man Grace killed in the first harvest, but she said his name was Gerald Donner.

			Then Assistant District Attorney Juan McCormick of Cody, Wyoming, took over the conversation. “Spencer Weber worked as a tabloid writer in the Los Angeles area. A real dirtbag. Also five months ago, we found his body impaled on a cement pillar for a building under construction. Security cameras showed a large man leaving the area in a black car. A witness got the license plate number, and we traced it to a local identity thief named Roderick Stevens. We executed a search warrant and found Spencer Weber’s possessions and his identification. Stevens also proclaimed that he had nothing to do with the crime.

			“We find it interesting that both cases occurred within two days. Both autopsies revealed unusual burn marks and missing organs, including the pancreas, sections of the kidneys, and the adrenal gland. We considered this evidence to be inconsequential at the time and did not make it public. But there is a striking resemblance to the accounts in your book. What do you have to say about all of this?”

			My mind felt foggy, and it took great effort to focus on my present situation. I should have changed more details in my book! Wait a minute. I took the life of Spencer Weber. Wow! This is real.

			As I thought to myself, I noticed Detective Carroll picked up on my altered expression. I shifted my stance to look at Juan, who looked comfortable interrogating me. However, I also knew they had not placed me under arrest, and these two crimes already had two people in jail. I surmised that somebody had been digging into autopsy reports and found a link. However, I also knew that Grace had superior crime disguising skills.

			I asked, “Did Detective Camron tell you I wrote a fictional book based on true crimes?” Detective Carroll looked angry, and I continued, “I used the newspaper database to locate two unrelated crimes. Then I crafted my story around them. I’m sorry you came all this way to figure this out.”

			Detective Camron said in a bitter voice, “I don’t believe you. Your description had too much information that is not in the public domain.”

			“Ahh, that’s correct. However, people talk to reporters, and reporters do lots of digging. That’s how I created my book. Trust me. It’s purely fiction.”

			I pasted on my biggest fake smile, and Detective Carroll countered, “All right. Show us everything you collected.”

			“As a reporter, I enjoy freedom of the press. You cannot force me to provide anything.”

			“We will see about that!” Detective Camron countered.

			The three of them questioned me for 91 minutes, and I continued the same story. Then, reluctantly, they let me go. A police officer drove me home, and when we got there, I saw a police car in my driveway. When I got out, Officer Bradley introduced himself and asked, “Are you James Kimble?”

			“Ahh, yeah,” I answered with deep hesitation.

			“Owner of the apartment complex on Eighth Street?”

			“No. I’m the manager. The Hallstead-Reevy Corporation owns the property.”

			At that moment, I felt relieved because I’d had the foresight to put my apartment complex under a corporation with no direct ties to me.

			Officer Bradley continued. “There has been an incident, and we need a statement.” He drove me to a police station near the apartment building and then showed me pictures of burn marks on Julius.

			I put my hand over my mouth and asked in a choked-up voice, “Are these real?”

			“Yes, they are as real as the sky is blue!”

			“How? How did this happen?” I stuttered.

			“You don’t know?” Officer Bradley asked in confusion.

			“Know what?”

			“About the faulty shower incident.”

			“When?” I asked in horror.

			“Two days ago.”

			“What? I don’t understand.”

			Consulting his notes, Officer Bradley said, “We took statements from Mrs. Cynthia Kara Evans and Mr. Darin Ronald Evans. Their son, Julius Paul Evans, was in the shower when the water burned him. Darin had no option but to break down the water heater door to shut the water off.”

			“What the heck?!” I yelled. “Two days ago?! No, no, no! They are the ones who destroyed the water heater and shower valve. After that, the fools faked injuries with red makeup. Julius was playing soccer at a nearby field and was fully healthy. We have pictures of all of it, including their fake burns. The police were there when this all went down and they saw Julius. He was healthy!”

			“I’m unaware of any other report.”

			“Did you talk to Officer Gerry? He can tell you what happened. You must believe me. Please believe me!”

			Officer Bradley looked suspicious, and I continued, “He gave me his card. Here, I have it in my wallet. Please call him. Please!”

			I took the card out and gave it to Officer Bradley. He then stepped outside the room. Eighteen minutes later, Officer Bradley returned and said, “I spoke with Gerry, and he confirmed Julius had been in good health during the incident. With this recent information, I will further question Julius. Off the record, I overheard Cynthia stating she would take you to court for all you are worth. I see no reason to keep you here, and you are free to go.”

			At that moment, I felt weak and had to sit down. I knew Cynthia or Darin had burned little Julius to make a buck off of me. All because of their cold shower. I covered my face and wept while thinking about little Julius crying out in pain as they burned him.

			That evening, Dave, Craig, and I went to the hospital. We located Julius in the children’s ward and saw the bandages covering his arms. He managed a faint smile when we approached. Dave brought a new soccer ball and gently handed it to him. Julius looked at me, and tears formed. Finally, he mustered up a lot of courage to whisper, “Sorry, guys.”

			I felt heartbroken and could not speak. Craig turned to me, and tears were streaming down his face. Then, suddenly, we heard a commotion behind us, and Cynthia screamed, “Stay away from my child! You heartless bastard!”

			I turned to see who had shouted, and I will never forget that moment for as long as I live. Her eyes contained more evil than I could comprehend. The white parts had become dull gray, and the pupils were inky-black. There before me stood the source of all malevolence—the absolute cold wrath of a woman who had burned her child. As I stared into the hollow eyes of a woman without a soul, I fell into a tranquil state.

			As she yelled, Dave and Craig held her back from attacking me. I found myself entranced by her evil aura and could not move a muscle or take a breath. I had never known that so much hate could exist in a person, and now, I stared into its bottomless depths. One would think the appropriate response would be fear. But, instead, I experienced a deep fascination as I looked into the reflection of Satan himself.

			Cynthia continued to yell and scream. I knew two security guards were pulling her away in my spellbound daze, but that did not matter. Darin ran in from a side door and joined the ruckus. When I turned to look at him, I saw the same evil energy. His eyes were cold, dark, and full of hate. At that moment, time slowed down. People exchanged angry words, landed punches, and threw hospital equipment. All while Julius cried his heart out and the other children tried to dodge flying objects. My harvest abilities allowed me to appreciate the entire emotional spectrum.

			The adults continued to struggle, and then more security guards arrived. Together, they dragged Cynthia and Darin out of the children’s ward while they continued to kick and scream. I looked down at Julius to see tears streaming. He reached out his little bandaged arms toward his parents. I knew despite his injuries, Julius still loved them.

			I left the hospital in a complete daze with Dave driving. Craig insisted on staying behind in case Cynthia or Darin returned. Dave tried to make conversation, but I could not comprehend his words. I only thought about Cynthia and Darin’s eyes. How could these horrible people have such a beautiful child? Why did they burn him? He must have felt so much pain. Why?! The awful experience left a permanent scar in my heart, and I knew that my life would never be the same. I fell asleep sobbing.

			The following day, I woke up in a foul mood. The area around my incision itched badly, and my arm hurt from sleeping in the wrong position. After breakfast, I went to the door and knew somebody was on the other side. I opened it and said, “Hi, detective. Another round of questions?”

			He tilted his head back with an angry smile. I sighed and asked, “Time for handcuffs?”

			Detective Camron nodded and read me my rights. On the way to jail, he confirmed they had charged me with the murder of Spencer Weber and conspiracy to murder Douglas Obrien. At the police station, officers fingerprinted me, then took my photograph and personal possessions. Unfortunately, I had been holding my laptop, and they took it.

			Afterward, the officers permitted me one phone call, and I called my divorce attorney, Nicholas Berry. He was a friendly individual with a broad forehead and a handlebar mustache. Coincidentally, I had sent Nicholas my last check to pay for my divorce the previous week. He had never loaned money (for his services) to another client, and he appreciated my prompt payments. Two hours later, Nicholas arrived, and we went over the charges. Then, he left, and I spent the morning in jail.

			That afternoon, at the courthouse arraignment, Nicholas began, “Your Honor, I have been speaking with the district attorney, and he charged my client with two crimes that have jury-rendered convictions. They were open-and-shut cases based on solid evidence. There has been no attempt to overturn said convictions.

			“The district attorney is fully aware that my client’s book is a publicity stunt. All factual information contained within my client’s book was obtained while working as a reporter. This arrest is an attempt to gain his fingerprints and laptop. I request you dismiss all charges, return my client’s property, and destroy the information recovered from my client’s laptop.”

			The judge looked at the district attorney and asked, “How about it?”

			“My team prepared a solid case,” the district attorney answered with confidence.

			“Is all your evidence from the book?”

			The district attorney looked away and muttered, “Yes.”

			“Can you directly link the defendant to the crime?”

			“Not directly.”

			“Do you have any other evidence?” the judge asked.

			“We have a solid theory.”

			“Solid theories are not evidence! Therefore, Mr. Kimble, I am dismissing the charges and ordering the return of your property. Mr. District Attorney, you are to delete all laptop data you may have recovered.”

			The judge banged his gavel, and the district attorney requested, “We reserve the ability to recharge Mr. Kimble at a later time.”

			“So noted.”

			I felt ecstatic until Nicholas handed me the bill. Another $2,000 debt. Nicholas then told me the reason for the arrest was to get the information on my laptop. They kept a copy and would later try to claim an inevitable discovery. However, the judge had ordered them to destroy the data, which was a powerful legal argument. I rested all hope on my use of powerful encryption software.

		

	
		
			   

			Four

			[image: ]

			The drama surrounding Cynthia and Darin combined with my close call in court wiped me out. The police released my possessions two days later, and Dave got his gaming computer back. Unfortunately, it no longer worked because they took it apart to remove the hard drive. Also, the police had ripped all the pages out of my Dawson’s Creek notebook and returned them out of order. The $2,000 I owed Nicholas put me up to my eyeballs in debt, and I could no longer feel the harvest abilities.

			I decided that my life needed perspective, and it seemed logical to go back to where all my troubles began. So that Saturday morning, I packed a lunch and started driving. An hour and a half later, I turned down the dirt road to Grace’s old house. Somebody had put up “No Trespassing” signs and a notice stating the Corbans Corporation (an East Coast logistics company) owned the property. I came to a stop in front of her house and saw that it had been unoccupied for several months.

			I noticed the once immaculate lawn had weeds, and the apple trees needed trimming. However, the porch still looked comforting, and I sat down on the steps while gazing upon the beautiful woods. As I smelled the crisp air, the only sound came from the wind, and the experience brought back many memories. While I appreciated my decision to drive to this distant location, I still felt my life lacked direction, and sitting on the steps was not helping.

			I wanted to get back the feeling that Grace’s pet mountain lion, Heathcliff, had given me. That cat frightened and comforted me at the same time. She was an enigma I would never understand. Without logic, I began walking toward the woods where Heathcliff had taken me on a fantastic journey through her world. Unfortunately, I had not brought hiking shoes, a compass, or water. Eight minutes into my trek, I had lost my sense of direction, and blind instinct took over.

			A faint animal trail came into view seven minutes later, and I recognized a few rocky landmarks. An hour later, I stumbled into the same meadow Heathcliff had taken me to. It seemed inconceivable that I had located this beautiful location again. I picked up the stick that Heathcliff enjoyed biting and looked at the deep teeth marks while wondering if I should throw it or hold it. The moment did not seem right to throw it, and I placed it back exactly where I had found it.

			Needing more clarity, I walked over to the area where Heathcliff had her lookout. I sat on a nearby rock while looking at the surroundings. As I contemplated the beautiful landscape, untouched by man, I understood that my body had taken me to this place to reflect. I knew the answers had to be all around, and I only needed to absorb them. In that effort, I closed my eyes, danced, punched the air, threw rocks, smelled, asked questions out loud, picked leaves off trees, and appreciated the wind.

			My complex reflection provided a sense of personal growth, but no answers materialized. So, I climbed up to the spot where Heathcliff had her lookout. As I maneuvered into her perch, I looked out toward her fantastic view and appreciated her mastery of this little corner of the world. Unfortunately, I was still no closer to getting my life back on track, and I eased myself down onto the ground. As I did so, something caught my attention. I picked up a penny inside a paper coin holder. It was stamped 1969, and seeing it wrapped in a protective holder made me think it was valuable.

			Finding the coin inspired me to sit on another rock and contemplate my existence for 68 minutes. Still, no answers came, and I calculated the time to be 4:32 p.m. I knew my return journey would be difficult with the setting sun. As I walked back in the dim light, I ran into many branches and tripped over rocks. Now the terrain looked different, and I did not see previous landmarks.

			Three hours later, I stumbled across the road that led to Grace’s former property. I absolutely cannot explain how I achieved this navigational feat. So I walked back to her house and went to where we buried Heathcliff. Using the flashlight function on my phone, I saw that the flowers I placed there months ago had rotted, and I removed them. Next, I walked around the house, gathered new flowers, and put them at the marker. I then thanked Heathcliff’s spirit for helping me navigate the dense forest.

			Ten minutes later, I began driving home. Again, my mind drifted to thoughts of Grace. I knew her to be an astute and worldly individual, and I wanted to ask her questions. Specifically, what I should do with my life. However, I knew it would be impossible to locate a wealthy person with a deep desire to remain secluded.

			As I drove, the impossible logistics of locating Grace sank in. It occurred to me that this new goal would have to be a low priority, and I should not waste money on it.

			Two days later, I got a certified letter informing me that Cynthia and Darin had filed a $500,000 lawsuit for injuring their child. I could not believe the court system would allow this outrageous accusation when they were in jail for the same crime. So, I called Nicholas, and he agreed (for a generous fee) to represent me in this matter.

			The thought of more debt and a criminal trial over the murder of Spencer Weber kept me up that night. The next day, Lloyd yelled at me for submitting a lousy article about the city repairing potholes. He threw me out of his office with, “Kid, you’re losing your edge. Keep this up, and you’ll no longer have a job!”

			On top of these problems, my constantly itching incision annoyed me. On the way to work the following day, I got so distraught that I had to pull over. I got out of my Toyota and began punching the air in frustration. I am sure the passing motorists found my comical display amusing.

			After my outburst, I sat on a nearby curb and looked at my beat-up blue Toyota while wondering what the heck I should do with my life. As I pondered, I remembered I needed to sell my spare tire to help pay the gas and electric bill.

			I continued to look at my rusty bumper and began musing. Grace would know how to handle this. She would say: You are overthinking this situation. Do blank, and everything will fall into place. This whimsical sidetrack did not help. Angry thoughts of Cynthia and Darin continued to cloud my mind. The worst part was that they’d brought their lawsuit against me instead of my corporation. Of course, they could sue my corporation or me until the cows came home without getting a dime. As I looked at my worthless car, I realized that the sum of my life contained only minor accomplishments. This epiphany further spiraled me into depression.

			I began concentrating on Julius. He was so amazing, and I could not imagine anyone ever harming him. It seemed inconceivable that such horrible people could be blessed with a healthy and outgoing child. Who the heck burns their son to extort money from a guy that cannot even afford a spare tire?! I continued to muse while staring at my Toyota’s bumper. Finally, I looked up to see my cracked rear window reflecting a nearby beer advertisement showing a family cookout.

			As I stared at the image, I had an epiphany. Wait a minute. I could harvest Cynthia. That would solve several problems. Of course, this concept seemed outrageous. Who the heck would do such a thing? Charles Manson? You’re such a jerk! Before, when Grace forced me to harvest, I did not have a choice. Now, I had a choice, and I knew Detective Camron would have me under his watchful eye. He had read my book and knew that I needed to harvest every six months. I became angry at myself for thinking of this horrible idea. Killing a woman! How absurd! You’re complete ass! Man the heck up and face your problems! Mom and Dad raised you better!

			I stood and drove to work with crazy thoughts rattling through my mind. That afternoon, I interviewed a local grocer about a new proposed tax. He said that while the tax would hurt, it would help the community. I appreciated his perspective, and Lloyd liked the piece. A great wave of relief washed over me, knowing I could keep my job a little longer.

			That evening, I ate an unrewarding pasta dinner, went to bed early, and tried to fall asleep. Instead, I rolled around, and thought about Heathcliff, Julius, Grace, Cynthia, and Darin. In the morning, as I ate bland cornflakes without milk for breakfast, I had not come to any revelations—a phone call from Nicholas shook me out of my funk. Cynthia and Darin hired an ambulance-chasing lawyer, and they wanted to settle out of court for $100,000. Nicholas told them I did not have that kind of money, but they countered, “A well-known published author has money to burn.”

			Now, everything made sense. Cynthia and Darin had planned to sue me before they broke their shower. This revelation made me so mad that I had to stop driving on my way to work at the same spot. I punched the wind and screamed as loud as I could. A blue Nissan SUV with a blond-haired girl in the back drove by while she pointed at me. Not amusing.

			I sat on the curb and again stared at my rusty Toyota bumper. As I looked deep into the corrosion, I realized I could see all the way through in many areas. My car is a pile of crap. I fell into a deep spell of depression, and then the same epiphany came right back. I need to harvest Cynthia. The thought of Julius growing up in an environment without an evil mother dominated my thoughts and eased my tension.

			So I jumped back into my car with big harvest dreams and began planning my dreadful act. But, right as I pulled into the Portland Tribune parking lot, I realized I had made a horrific decision, and I firmly changed my mind. Nobody has the right to take a life, even if the jerk deserves it.

			I felt a deep sense of personal shame for my callous thoughts. Plus, a harvest would leave Julius without a mother. What the heck?! You’re not even trying to be a good person! Didn’t you learn from the last harvest?! You’re so selfish! You promised to stop!

			That night, I tried to sleep, but that awful concept kept popping back into my head. Finally, at 2:07 a.m., I stopped arguing with myself, sat up, and firmly decided to harvest. This choice brought great relief, which reverted to great shame. I changed my mind many times during the night and committed myself in the early morning. To make matters worse, after my big decision, I also chose to take Darin’s life. I concluded Julius needed to be free of these horrible people to have a chance at happiness.

			Since that fateful moment, I have had a lot of time to reflect upon my gruesome decision. I had reasoned that a single harvest would allow Julius to have a better life. Of course, the harvest side benefit would enable me to locate Grace. I hoped she could help me answer my deep questions and get me back on a better path. After I learned from her wisdom, I would no longer harvest because I would know how to solve my problems.

			You obviously see my flawed logic. The principal shortcoming is that ending a mother’s life was abhorrently selfish and illegal. Another is that the proposed “good outcome” was uncertain. Who could predict whether my harvest would improve Julius’s life? Cynthia and Darin are definitely going to jail. Perhaps a few months behind bars and counseling could turn Cynthia into the mother of the year? And finally, I was seeking out a woman who selfishly tortured people to death with the vague hope that she could help me get onto the right path. Why would she want to help me? It would be logical for her to kill me for seeking her out.

			At the time of my decision, I felt entirely in control of my emotions. However, it’s clear that my mind subconsciously put me under a lot of pressure, although I had many logical justifications. Still, as I pointed out to Grace in Interviewing Immortality, “We have an entire court system with laws, judges, and defense attorneys. You bypass all of that and pronounce your own harsh sentence.” This was exactly what I was doing.

			I had gone from a person in control to a passenger, with the harvest in the driver’s seat. At the time, I did not appreciate the significance of my choice. Now, you, deserve more detail about my decision, and the best I can come up with is a similar situation that I experienced.

			At age fifteen, I tried marijuana. It had the effect of making me feel supremely mellow, like a warm blanket of escape. Unfortunately, my father’s job required us to move, and I could not locate a dealer at my new school. At that same time, my English teacher took a liking to me, and she encouraged me to explore writing. A new creative chapter opened in my life, but a small part of me always wanted to get high. I still have a powerful memory of those mellow feelings and the physical desire to continue down a drug-filled existence.

			The desire to harvest had a similar primal pull, but it affected me differently. It’s not a physical desire; instead, it’s a mental challenge to be a worthy person. For example, my mind opened up to discover classical music. The absolute discipline of a 90-musician symphony is almost an otherworldly experience. Before the harvest, I felt that the only people who listened to classical music had parents who hated rock-and-roll. Now, I listen to classical music for at least an hour a day and deeply appreciate the fantastic conductor John Barbirolli.

			I equate this feeling to an auto mechanic who works hard on a car and refuses to stop working until it runs. Why? So that he can enjoy driving it. That same drive exists within me, and I now understand it results from the massive fight within my body. In this peculiar mental war, thoughts and morals get profoundly altered.

			Late the next morning, I began forming the perfect harvest. My first task would be to get cobra venom. After several calls and internet searches, I learned that the only places where snakes existed in the Portland areas were zoos. Unsurprisingly, the zoos were not interested in allowing me to milk their snakes for a newspaper article. Last year, a coworker interviewed a local “snake guy,” but I learned he was in Australia buying more snakes.

			I searched the internet for companies that sold exotic snakes. Unfortunately, they all required licenses I did not possess. However, the online company Venom SA sold freeze-dried Egyptian cobra venom for $392 per gram. Grace told me that African cobra venom worked better, but Venom SA did not have that type in stock. So, I ordered two one-gram vials of the Egyptian venom. My logic for getting two covered the possibility that one might get damaged. In retrospect, my logic was clearly leading me down a different path.

			Venom SA emailed me an hour later, informing me that my credit card had been declined. I had forgotten about all my plumbing bills. By the time I finished reading the email, I remembered the coin. I had it on my desk and took it to a nearby coin dealer on my lunch break.

			On my way, I noticed a sharply dressed woman taking her trash to the curb. That day the Portland Tribune ran a great article about internet neutrality, and I thought she would make the perfect interview topic. I gave her the basic facts on the subject, and she provided an eloquent balanced opinion. Her wonderful smile made an impressive picture, which complemented another great article. Bam! I can still write.

			The dealer almost fell over when I handed him the coin. I had a mint condition 1969 S double die obverse penny with a unique error. He checked his price reference book and wrote me a check for $12,192! I could not believe my luck and suspected that Grace had left the coin there for me to find. Two days after depositing the check, the two tiny one-gram vials of powdered cobra venom arrived. The datasheet revealed that each vial contained three milkings.

			After studying maps and driving around, I planned to lure Cynthia and Darin to an alley in a bad part of town. Once there, I would use a stun gun on both of them. First, I would harvest Cynthia and then kill Darin to make it look as though they had been victims of a street robbery. However, when I walked around the alley and saw people looking at me, I realized this was an awful concept. Back to the drawing board.

			My new plan was to allow Cynthia and Darin back into the apartment. Two days later, I would let myself in, plant some red herring evidence, knock Cynthia out when she entered, and secure Darin. Afterward, I would drag their bodies to a local park and harvest them in seclusion. Hopefully, the resulting crime scene would look as if they attacked each other with knives.

			I called Nicholas, and he arranged through their attorney to allow them to reside in the apartment for six months. He thought this olive branch would help my case. Nicholas then informed me that Julius would be at the hospital for another week to clear up an infection. He said their attorney presumed I would pay his medical bill.

			Nicholas also told me that a nurse had come forward to the police. She overheard Cynthia apologizing to Julius for burning him with hot water from a tea kettle. This evidence should have brought relief, but it further fueled my desire to harvest one last time.

			Part of my plan required me to learn how to do a sleeper hold. That evening, I went to my karate class and asked my instructor to demonstrate this technique. He added it to the night’s routine, along with moves to break out of the hold.

			I also inquired about a fireman’s carry, which would allow a person to carry a limp body with relative ease. My karate teacher was amused by my second request and joked that “a famous author shouldn’t have difficulty getting dates.” Our last exercise was “bone hardening, to make sure James knows what will happen if he tries to get dates using sleeper holds.” This statement translated to “everybody punches James.” My karate teacher is a retired police officer with strong ethics.

			The following day, I woke up bruised. After a bland breakfast, I retrieved the harvest tools and mint oil from my corporate safe deposit box. In the afternoon, I wrote an excellent article on what had become my favorite topic: how to solve the homeless problem. My local butcher shop owner had great ideas about reducing the minimum wage and tax cuts for hiring homeless people. Lloyd liked the flow of the article and the picture of the owner holding a broom.

			I left work early and drove to the local adult bookstore, Pump You Up. My plan required using “love cuffs,” of which there are two types. One is metal handcuffs that have fake pink fur glued to them. The second type has padded Velcro restraints and is designed for true sadomasochism enthusiasts because it allows participants to be firmly restrained without damaging their skin. I also purchased two “ball gags” of the same type used in the movie Pulp Fiction. These would prevent Cynthia and Darin from screaming. Afterward, I purchased an excellent video baby monitor.
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