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  Chapter One: 


  Indonesian Prize





  It started late one evening while Devan Johnson was on his way to the parking garage after a hard day’s work at the office.




  After leaving his office, Devan took the elevator to the third floor of the parking garage. As Devan left the elevator and approached his black jeep, he quickly looked around and realized he was alone.




  Two days prior Devan had returned from a trip to Indonesia where he obtained a beautiful strange box. During his last evening in Indonesia, he encountered a bizarre street merchant while on his way to his hotel. This was a chance encounter because Devan had detoured from his normal route to investigate a shortcut mentioned earlier in the day by a co-worker. As he walked down the busy narrow cramped street, an unusual looking merchant approached him.




  This merchant showed him a beautiful purple-suede, gold and silver-plated box with ancient-looking hieroglyphics inscribed on its top. Devan was instinctively drawn to the beauty of the box and was acutely aware of how the gold and sliver lining greatly increased its over all appeal, making it irresistibly attractive. Looking closely at the box, Devan noticed the box was 6 ½ inches long, 4 ½ inches wide, and 4 inches deep. A gold latch held the top closed, and there was a hole for the insertion of a key.




  Devan asked the merchant about the key for this box, and learned that there was none. Seeing Devan’s interest in the box, the merchant eagerly offered it to him at a ridiculously low price. Devan senses tingled, immediately alerting him to the possibility that the merchant was not the true owner of this beautifully crafted box. Nevertheless, he could not resist such a tempting offer and eagerly paid the asking price.




  When Devan reached his hotel room, he packed the box away, deciding to open it in the privacy of his home. With the box packed away, Devan walked across the room to his bath and could not help noticing his reflection in the mirror. He was a 6 feet 2 inch tall strikingly handsome man, with a strong gait and strong features. His dark-wavy hair complemented his Grecian features perfectly.




  It was hard to imagine that a man with his looks could remain unattached. Devan was well known in the merchant’s circle as one who bought and sold rare antiques from around the world. He had amassed a fortune for his company, however the personal recognition he desired and sought after always eluded him, and thus increasing his drive and thirst for becoming a world-renowned collector.




  Because of this preoccupation, he remained distant and aloof a characteristic that he developed as a child. Being an orphan, Devan, never had anything or one to identify with. He was quite contented to live alone in his modest 2-story townhouse.




  Devan had never married, had no children, and had very few friends. He attributed his lack of attachments to his company’s need for him to be able to travel at a moment’s notice. He saw his lack of family and close ties as an asset to himself and his company. His company in turn rewarded him handsomely for his freedom of movement.




  Now two days after the purchase of a lifetime, for he was confident that fame and glory awaits the opening of the box, Devan finds himself alone in garage parking lot carrying his Indonesian prize in his right hand while trying to balance his attaché case, three long rolled schematic plans, and several loose notes under his left arm. This juggling act proved too much for Devan to handle and in an instance, amidst the shuffling and juggling of these items, he somehow lost grip of the beautiful box and it fell to the parking lot floor.




  As the beautiful box landed, it immediately flung open and began dispelling a dark-green powder substance. Devan was somewhat shocked when he saw this because he assumed the box was still locked.




  When Devan reported to work that morning, he had taken the box with him to examine it and to see if one of his rare old keys from earlier finds might fit the box and unlock it. He tried several keys with no success. When he tried his last key, he did not have time to see if it had unlocked the box because another pressing assignment diverted his attention.




  Now as he looked at the open box, and the dark-green dust that continued to spew from its inners, he realized that the last key must have unlocked the box. Seeing its contents spew from the box dispelled Devan’s original assumption that this box, which was so beautiful and presumably old, contained an unknown priceless treasure from days gone by.




  However, to his disappointment the box that lay open on the parking lot ground only contained green dust, which gave off a permeating stench. Devan sighed deeply as he came to the realization that the inexpensive beautiful box that he had purchased from the Indonesian merchant contained no hidden treasure.




  Devan proceeded to open the left passenger side door of his black jeep and emptied the contents within his left arm onto the passenger seat. As he turned to retrieve the beautiful box that lay open on the ground Devan paused for a moment and thought of what a fool he had been for purchasing the beautiful box from the Indonesian merchant.




  Devan felt that he of all people should have been able to spot a fake. However, at that time it seemed too good to be true.




  The ancient inscription, which he never found the time during his busy day to decipher, the beautiful silver, gold and purple-suede trim designed in the old world style, and the seemingly look of antiquity, which the beautiful box possessed together made the entire ordeal too irresistible to pass by. Now unfortunately, Devan realized that the merchant’s anxiousness and anxiety had all been and act to help sell the beautiful useless item.




  Devan hoped this rare find would have given him the recognition and identity he so desperately desired by elevating him to the level of fame within the collectors’ community and distinguish him among his colleges. As he turned to retrieve the beautiful box, he uttered silent curses of disappointment before kneeling down to retrieve the beautiful box of false hopes and dreams.




  To Devan’s surprise and horror, the thick dark-green foul smelling dust, which continuously spewed from the open box, was growing larger and larger at an incredible pace. Devan quickly realized that there was more of the thick dark-green dust than could have possibly fit into the box and the permeating stench was getting worse as the dark-green dust continued to grow.




  Devan reached for the box, which was almost completely buried in the dark-green dust, but the horrible smell was unbearable. Turning towards his jeep, Devan coughed several times while gasping for fresh air as he quickly covered his face with his left arm. Devan would never forget the putrid stench that permeated the area with the odor of old, wet, moldy leaves and stale blood.




  After taking a few breaths of fresh air, Devan turned once again towards the ever-growing dark-green mass of dust. To his shock and horror, a seven-foot olive green monster stood before him. The dark-green olive skin of this beast was covered in what seemed to be warts that oozed clear fluids. The monster’s eyes were blood-shot red and its enormously large hands ended in thick green fingers with long razor-sharp nails. The ogre’s body was muscular and wide. It had an over-sized head that seemed too large for its massive body. Its wide face had protruding bones instead of eyebrows and its green head was bald except for a few patches of sporadically placed strains of long gray hair.




  The monster’s deep-set nose and thick lips were prominent and it made a deep moaning sound as its large chest rose and fell as it breathe. Then the monster smiled an evil smile and displayed numerous rows of small sharp needle-like teeth and two large fanged teeth, which were slightly longer than the rest and protruded from the corners of its mouth.




  All that Devan could think of as he looked at this ghastly sight was MONSTER. The word “monster” was in his head but for some reason it stuck in his throat. Devan moved his lips twice to speak this word but nothing came out. Then Devan tried again and on his third attempt, he was able to sound out the word “monster”, but with no intensity. Hearing Devan utter the word “monster”, the monster evaluated the meaning of the word and became offended.




  Then the monster, speaking perfect English with a slight British accent replied, “MONSTER, MONSTER? I Would Have You Know Dear Sir That I Am Particularly Appalled With Your Description Of My Person! I am neither a Monster nor a Beast of the field! In fact I am known as Nos Stre’!”




  Devan snapped after hearing the monster's speak these words. The situation was more than his mind could handle and he let out a loud terrifying scream.




  Hearing Devan’s screams, the monster rolled his large red eyes and replied in an annoyed tone, “Please! Please! Is all of this truly necessary?”




  Devan did not reply to the monster’s inquiry; he only continued to scream. It was not that Devan wanted to or desired to scream. Given the situation, screaming was the only thing that he could do and he could not stop. As Devan screamed continuously at the top of his lungs, his dark-wavy hair instantly turned gray.




  Noticing the instant color change of Devan’s hair, the monster said with his British accent, “Oh Dear, I Guess I’ve Given You Quite a Fright?”




  Fright continued to drive Devan’s screams as the monster put his thick green middle finger to his full lips and brushed his middle finger against his bottom lip for a moment as if in deep thought.




  After pausing for a moment the monster said, “Well, I do believe the only humane thing to do will be to put you out of your confusion and hysteria! Besides, I am quite famished after being cooped-up in that dreary old box for thousands of years! I could do with a spot of blood and I do believe that your body contains just enough to satisfy my appetite for now…” As the monster continued speaking, Devan slumped against his black jeep and slowly sank toward the ground.




  When Devan reached the ground, his right hand touched a golden key attached to a silver chain, which had been inside of the box.




  Once Devan’s hand touched the key the monster stopped babbling, quickly turned towards Devan, and said as his blood-red eyes widened, “OOPPPSSS!”




  In an instant, the monster turned back into dark-green dust and went back into the box. Devan, while still screaming, instinctively closed the lid on the box as he squeezed the golden key on the silver chain in his right hand. A few moments later, a night patrol officer came over to the screaming Devan. The patrol officer asked Devan what had happened and what was wrong, but Devan still in a state of shock and delirium, was locked away in the safe inner reaches of his mind and could only scream.




  
Chapter Two: 
No One Believes




  Devan did not remember much after the night patrol officer approached him but when he awoke the next morning he was in a hospital bed. It was late morning and he found himself in a brightly lit strange room. Waking and realizing he was not in his own bed; Devan got up from the bed and walked over to the adjoining door that led into a small bathroom. Once he entered the bathroom, Devan looked in the mirror.




  When Devan looked into the mirror, he realized to his shock and amazement that his hair had turned completely white.




  Up until that moment, Devan wanted to believe that it had all been a bad dream but now he knew that the events of the previous day were real. Suddenly images of the monster returned to his mind and he grabbed a nearby towel and stuffed it into his mouth so that no one could hear his silent screams.




  Finally, Devan mustered up enough strength to suppress the image of the ghastly monster. As the image receded, his screaming ceased and he was able to remove the towel from his mouth. Then Devan walked out of the bathroom and sat on his bed. Devan was still in a state of disbelief as to what had happened to him the day before.




  A few moments later the door to his room opened and a middle-aged heavyset nurse dressed in white came in and said in a loud deep-gruff voice, “So I see you’re up?”




  Then she walked to the windows and closed the dark curtains so that no sunlight would penetrate through the blinds.




  Although darkened, the room still had sufficient lighting.




  “Where am I?” Devan asked as he looked around his room.




  “Mainstay Institution!” replied the nurse in her harsh-tone. “When they brought you in last night I thought you’d never shut up!”




  Devan glared at the heavy-set nurse for a moment. He was amazed at her blatant rudeness as she continued, “You just kept yelling and carrying on about some green monster! Finally, they had to dope you up so that you would not keep the other patients up with your hysterical cries! In fact, with all of the medication that they gave you last night, I am surprised that you are up! I thought for sure that you would sleep well into next week!” Then the nurse grunted as she turned and started towards the door.




  “Look!” Devan said abruptly, “This Monster, it is REAL!”




  Hearing Devan say these words, the nurse paused for a moment before she turned, looked at Devan, and replied, “Hah! Keep That Up and You’ll Die Of Old Age Here!”




  Then the nurse walked out of Devan’s room. Once she was outside of the room, she closed and locked the door behind her.




  Devan felt insulted and humiliated by the nurse’s harsh words and rudeness, but at the same time, he knew that she was right. No one would believe him if he said that he was almost killed in the parking garage by a large dark-green smelly monster which reeked of molded leaves and stale blood.




  Devan knew that his only hope of leaving the wretched institution was to lie and say that it had all been a hallucination.




  He had to convince others he believed no monsters existed. He had to say that the monster was not real.




  Later on that same day, a ward came to take Devan to visit with Dr. Joseph. Once Devan entered Dr. Joseph’s office, Devan noticed many degrees and plaques on the wall. The furnishings in the office were of the richest redwoods and Devan could tell by the neat appearance of the office that Dr. Joseph was an orderly man.




  After entering the office, Devan saw Dr. Joseph sitting in a large plush black office chair with his back towards Devan. As Devan neared the doctor’ desk, the doctor turned around in his chair to face Devan. Devan could see that the doctor was an older medium built man with thin gray hair in his mid to late fifties.




  The doctor wore thin glasses and was dressed in a thick navy-blue wool pullover sweater with dark-brown slacks. Devan estimated that the doctor was about six feet tall. Devan also saw a white jacket which he would have expected the doctor to be wearing, placed neatly over a near by chair.




  As the doctor leaned back in his black leather chair behind his redwood desk, he folded his hands together and smiled slightly at Devan as he said, “Come in and have a seat my dear Mr. Johnson.” Devan came closer to the doctor’s desk and sat in a large maroon comfortable leather chair placed neatly in front of Dr. Joseph’s desk.




  Then Dr. Joseph gently asked, “I heard you had quite a scare yesterday evening. Would you like to tell me about it?” Devan quickly responded, “Stress, I’ve been under a lot of stress lately and I guess that it manifested itself in the form of this monster that I imaged!”




  Dr. Joseph looked at Devan for a moment and then said, “Come now Mr. Johnson, we both know that there is more to it than that! I saw the state that you were in last night when they brought you here. I’ve been working with patients for the past 27 years and I know hallucinations from the real thing and whatever you saw to put you into that state of mind was real!” At that moment, Devan wanted to tell Dr. Joseph the entire true story but he could not risk making Mainstay Institution his permanent home.




  Instead, Devan calmly replied, “Like I said doc, It wasn’t’ real!”




  Dr. Joseph looked at Devan for a moment more and then with a tone of resolution in his voice said, “OK Mr. Johnson if this is all just a temporary break and you are all better now, I have no choice but to discharge you!” Dr. Joseph’s remark surprised Devan as he looked at Dr. Joseph intensely and slowly asked, “Do you mean I can go?”




  Dr. Joseph smiled widely as he replied, “Yes, Mr. Johnson you can go. However, before you go I would like to show you one small item!”




  Dr. Joseph opened his right desk drawer and pulled out Devan’s Indonesian box. Devan gasped and cringed in horror at the sight of it.




  Then Dr. Joseph smiled and coyly asked, “Does this box hold any significant meaning for you Mr. Johnson? You seem rather alarmed by its appearance?”




  “No! It has no significance for me at all!” Devan shouted as he tried to remain calm.




  Dr. Joseph sarcastically replied, “Really, then I guess you won’t mind if I open it?” Dr. Joseph proceeded to force the box open. Devan tried to sit calmly as sweat beaded on his forehead and temples. He tried to quell the sweat that had begun to roll down his spine and run like a stream from under his arms. Then Dr. Joseph stopped his forced attempts at opening the box, reached into his pocket, retrieved Devan’s golden key on the silver chain, and preceded to unlock the box with the key.




  Seeing Dr. Joseph attempt to open the box with the golden key, Devan jumped up from his chair and yelled, “STOP!”




  Observing Devan’s aggressive reaction, Dr. Joseph said in a surprised tone as Devan tried to compose himself once more while standing, “Well now Mr. Johnson I guess we aren’t as well as we thought heh?” Dr. Joseph paused for a moment, chuckled slightly and continued, “You know Mr. Johnson I deal with people like you all of the time. You think just because you are on a higher pay scale than my normal middle to low class patients that you are smart, even smarter than I am! You are all the same! When you come to me, you profess sanity and you think I am just going to let you walk right out the front door! No, Mr. Johnson, I plan to keep you here until your age catches up with your hair color if need be! You’re not leaving until the real reason for your mental break is disclosed and you’re truly cured!” Devan was mortified by Dr. Joseph’s response and he slowly sat back down in his chair with his mouth wide open.




  Then Dr. Joseph said while returning to his tried attempts at opening the box, “Now Mr. Johnson the first lesson that you must learn is how to face your fears and we will began that session today!” Dr. Joseph proceeded to unlock the box with the key. As he did, Devan sat in his chair, stunned by Dr. Joseph’s remarks.




  In Devan’s mind, his career and life were all ruined. Devan knew without a doubt that Dr. Joseph planned to keep him at Mainstay Intuition for a very long time. In an instant click, the golden key on silver chain unlocked the box and the top flew open on its own.




  As it did, dark-green dust and the stench of rotting, wet leaves and stale blood quickly filled the air.




  Seeing this unnatural event, Dr. Joseph shouted, “WHAT’S GOING ON HERE?” Devan sat in his chair and watched as the dark-green dust grew and grew into the form of the monster. It was as though his nightmare was happening all over again, but this time he did not scream because he knew what to expect. Before the monster could completely form, Devan sprung from his chair and tried to grab the key from Dr. Joseph who held the chain from which the key hung in his left hand. Before Devan reached Dr. Joseph however, Dr. Joseph managed to retrieve his stun gun from the same drawer and he shocked Devan.




  Devan was instantly rendered unconscious and Dr. Joseph was left to face the monster alone as Devan fell to the floor.




  When Devan awoke sometime later, the room was dark and he still lay where he landed on the floor near the doctor’s desk.




  The office was dark as Devan got up from the floor and felt the top of Dr. Joseph’s desk. After Devan felt the doctor’s desk lamp, he turned it on and what he saw was a horrific sight.




  Devan saw Dr. Joseph’s body along with the bodies of six others male wards lying sporadically on the office floor. Their bodies completely drained of blood. Devan quickly ran out of Dr. Joseph’s office into the brightly lit corridor. When he entered the corridor, he was mortified to see additional bodies completely drained of blood. He noted that the monster did not discriminate between staff or patient, male or female. They were all killed in the same manner. Then Devan heard the screams of children coming from the far end of the corridor.




  Devan ran quickly towards the sounds of the screaming children. The sounds grew louder as he neared the room on the far right. As he ran, he passed many bodies devoid of blood lying sprawled on the floor. Once he reached the room on the far right side, he opened the door and saw the monster facing three small children who were huddled in a corner screaming from fright. Devan figured that the children must have initially avoided the monster by hiding while the monster killed the others within the facility.




  Devan could see that now the monster was planning to drain the three remaining children of their blood also. As the screaming children huddled together in the corner, the monster babbled, talking to himself about which child he should drain first.




  Then Devan, suddenly remembering what the hideous beast called himself yelled, “NOS STRE’!”




  Hearing his name, the monster stopped babbling, turned towards Devan and with a look of amazement and surprise on his face, said as he slightly smiled, “It is you! I thought that nasty Dr. Joseph terminated you with the device he used! By the way, what was that dreadful thing? Obviously, the man had neither couth nor class to use such a hideous device on a defenseless man! He should have properly challenging you to a fair fight! I would say he was plain common and utterly rude! Wouldn’t you?”




  Devan could not believe what he was hearing from the large, smelly, dark-green beastly thing that had just murdered the entire staff and patients at Mainstay Institution.




  Then Devan, not really expecting an answer asked, “WHAT ARE YOU?”




  The monster, insulted by Devan’s question, replied in an annoyed British accent, “The question is not what, dear sir, but whom! I am Nos Stre’ and I would have you know that I am from one of the finest families on Averu or what your kind calls Pluto and I didn’t travel all this way to be constantly insulted by the likes of you! On my planet, your kind is merely food! We raise and breed you like cattle!”




  Devan slowly said in amazement, “You can speak English?”




  Annoyed, the monster replied in his British accent, “Dear Sir, I speak all Earth languages! On Averu, there is no need for what you call language! We instantly interpret our thoughts through song! However just as you cannot communicate verbally with the lower species of your planet such as animal, I cannot communicate with you in my normal fashion! So I must revert to, hhhmmm, what do you call it? Words, which I must say I do enjoy hearing and speaking quite often…” Fascinated with the sound of his own voice, the monster continued speaking about the beauties and wonders of his home world called Averu. As he babbled on, Devan remembered the box and the key. He recalled that his last close encounter with the monster it ended because he held the key tightly in his right hand. However, Devan soon realized that he had left the key and box in Dr. Joseph’s office and Dr. Joseph’s office was a good ways down the hall.




  The three children huddled and cried in the corner as the monster continued speaking about his home planet, Averu.




  Devan knew that he had to get that smelly green beast away from the children, but first he had to get back to Dr. Joseph’s office to retrieve the key in order to send the monster back into the box. Devan quickly devised a plan and he started backing away slowly while the monster paced the room and spoke on.




  The monster, consumed in his own conversation, did not notice Devan as he quietly slipped through the door. Devan had almost reached Dr. Joseph’s office door before the monster realized that he had left the room. Once the monster realized that Devan was no longer in the room, he quickly charged after him, but it was too late. Devan had already made his way into Dr. Joseph’s office were he quickly spotted the golden key and the open box which lay on the floor near the doctor’s desk.




  The monster, although bulky and thick in mass, was quite a fast sprinter and reached the door of the doctor’s office just as Devan was about to grasp the golden key. In an instant, the monster pounced across the room and landed on top of Devan’s chest before he could get a grip on the golden key.




  After landing on Devan, the monster still slightly exhausted from his recent sprint and pounce, slyly said, “That Sir Was Close!“




  Devan said nothing as he lay on his back with the wind knocked completely out of him by the large smelly dark-green beast that sat on top of him. Then the monster lean down and put his face close to Devan’s face and he cocked his large green head slightly as if some forgotten fact just surfaced and said, “Before I suck you dry, I just realize that I never quite caught your name! It’s only proper that we be formally introduced since this is our second encounter!” Devan having the breath knocked out of him by the large smelly creature that now sat on his chest paused for a moment before speaking.




  While he waited for Devan to respond, the monster inquired in a humorous tone, “What’s wrong? Cat got your tongue?” Devan, gasping for air said, “Devan.”




  The monster looked at Devan curiously for a moment and then said, “Devan? I would have taken you more for a Charlie or a Bryant, hum…. Maybe even a Marcus or a Bobby…”




  As the monster babbled on it did not notice that Devan was reaching for the gold key that was at the tip of his right index finger.




  Then the monster suddenly stopped its babbling, paused for a moment as if to regain his original focus, and said in his British accent, “Well what ever your name maybe, it doesn’t matter now!” At this point, the monster lunged backwards cocking his head far back while fully extending his double-jointed mouth and displaying all rows of its needle-teeth and fangs. Then the monster came forward to lock onto Devan’s tender flesh and drain his body dry of all its blood. In that same instant, before the monster’s needle-teeth sank into Devan’s tender flesh, Devan grabbed the golden key and held it tight in his right hand as he closed his eyes tightly.




  Before the monster could lock its needle-teeth into Devan’s flesh, the monster instantly turned back into the dark olive-green dust and found its way back into the box. Once the monster was back inside of the box, Devan opened his eyes and seeing the dark-green dust within the box, quickly closed the lid. Overwhelmed, Devan quickly lapsed back into the recesses and safety of his inner mind and locked himself away. Although he was on autopilot some part of his psyche knew that the beautiful box was deadly and that the golden key on the silver chain was the only salvation from the horror that lie within it.




  As Devan slowly got up, he picked up the beautiful box and put the key and chain into his pocket. Then he proceeded to leave the room. He walked down the corridor and past the three children that he had saved as he headed towards the elevator; he did not stop nor pause to answer the children’s cries or pleads. Devan took the elevator to the lobby. When he exited the elevator, he walked through the main lobby and out the front doors of Mainstay Institution.




  There was no one to stop or prevent Devan from leaving the institution as everyone, accept Devan and the three children, were dead. After leaving Mainstay Institution, Devan continued to walk with no clear direction or destination. He just walked on into the darkness of the starless night.




  
Chapter Three: 
Devan’s a Monster





  Despite the testimony of the three surviving children, everyone believed that Devan Johnson was the monster who slaughtered the hospital’s staff and patients and a massive manhunt was set in motion to find and convict Devan Johnson.




  The search for Devan went on for days. Soon days became weeks and before long a month passed with no sign of the missing man. No one knew where Devan Johnson was and although there were several eyewitness reports of having seen Devan, all leads soon ran cold. Devan had somehow disappeared.




  Even with the combined efforts of the police force, the FBI, and CIA, Devan Johnson had somehow disappeared. The public was outraged. They could not understand how one man could stay hidden when so many bureaus were looking for him.




  When the murders first happened, Channel 16 News assigned Sonya Jelks, a 39-year-old attractive reporter coverage of the story.




  Sonya Jelks, a 15-year veteran of Channel 16 News, was in desperate need of a groundbreaking story. Already her popularity was waning and there was talk throughout the office of her being replaced by a young handsome male anchor who had just graduated Harvard University and was 16 years her junior. Sonya knew that the front-line world of reporting, which the public saw each night, was not the playground for the older more seasons reporters.




  She also knew that if one had not made a name for them selves by the time they reached Barbara Walters or Joan River’s age, then it would not be long before the reporter would be moved from the front lines and sent into the shadows of reporting history.




  Every day Sonya went to the 11th precinct to interview police officers and investigators. For weeks she made news by giving information on the murders, then on Devan Johnson’s history, and finally on the inability of the police to apprehend Devan Johnson. However, by the third week, the daily visit dwindled to weekly visits and her questions became one: why officials had not apprehended Devan Johnson.




  Now after she and her camera crew climbed an exhausted 35 steps, they arrived at the front double doors of the 11th precinct, where they met Sgt. Brown. As before, his orders were to inform her that the police were doing the best that they could to find and capture Devan Johnson; and that the police would let the public know as soon as something promising turned up.




  As she listened to Sgt. Brown, Sonya knew she was hearing the same speech she heard during her last visit to the 11th precinct. While Sgt. Brown defended the police’s position on the Devan Johnson matter in his pre-rehearsed speech, Sonya Jelks turned and looked to her far left. As she did, she found herself staring at the white-haired man sitting on the precinct steps.




  Seeing him today, she recalled that during her past five visits, she saw the same white-haired young man sitting on the precinct steps and just as before, the man sitting on the steps was rocking back and forth while muttering to himself. His only possession seemed to be beautiful silver, gold, and purple box, which he clasps tightly with both hands. Sonya continued to watch the white-haired man as several passing police officers seemed unaware of his presence. Then Sonya turned back to Sgt. Brown, interrupted his pre-rehearsed speech, and inquired about the white-haired man.




  Sgt. Brown; clearly annoyed at this interruption, hastily informed Sonya that the white-haired man was just a common bum who had showed up on the steps about a month ago. Then Sgt. Brown went on to tell Sonya that the man was of no consequence to him and certainly not to the case. Ignoring Sgt. Brown’s response, Sonya Jelks slowly walked over to where the white-haired man sat rocking back and forth muttering incoherently to himself. As she approached the white-haired man, she was able to see him clearly and to her astonishment, she suddenly realized that the white-haired man, whom the Sgt. Brown presumed to be a vagrant, was in fact the infamous Devan Johnson.




  In that moment of recognition, Sonya Jelks realized with ecstatic joy and excitement that she finally had the story her career so desperately needed to survive and she quickly turned and yelled to her camera crew and Sgt. Brown, “I’ve Found Him! I’ve Found Devan Johnson!”




  Everyone present including several officers on their way into and out of the 11th precinct heard her claim. Instantly, everyone swarmed to where Devan Johnson sat muttering incoherently to himself on the precinct steps. Devan’s box and key were confiscated in the confusion and in the frenzy that followed Devan began to scream. After several officers took Devan inside of the precinct, they charged him with mass murder and placed him in a small smelly jail cell.




  Devan was held without bond while he awaited trial and sentencing for the massacres at Mainstay Institution. During Devan’s questioning in the many interviews with various detectives that followed, no attorney was present and no bail was set.




  In the two weeks that followed Devan’s capture as the entire nation waited, three of the best-known psychiatrists of the day examined Devan to see if he was mentally fit and stable enough to stand trial. After days of medical examinations, tests, and mental evaluations, the examiners reached their individual conclusions. All three psychiatrists who performed independent tests on Devan Johnson reached the same conclusion.
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