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  To give the reader more of a sample, I’ve moved the traditional front matter to the end.




  Confessions of a Professional Psychopath




  Of the three wingback chairs in my library, only one is upholstered in human skin. There’s a reason for that.




  I don’t mean there’s a reason it’s upholstered that way—obviously, it’s upholstered that way because it’s unique—but there’s a reason only one is upholstered that way. The damn stuff is expensive, especially for the donor.




  I don’t think any in the crew—the cameraman or the lighting and sound guy—have noticed my special chair yet. I’m sure they will, eventually.




  I’m certain the director has noticed. His gaze flicked past me immediately and, I thought, lingered a bit long on my chair. But he’s here to do a job, and I’m sure he believes it’s an important job. Of course, a big part of his job is being curious and observant.




  At the moment the crewmen are busy unpacking telescoping light stands, lights and umbrella-looking reflectors. They’ll position all of that plus probably a couple of mikes and the camera. I suppose then they’ll let me know when they’re ready for me.




  In the interim, I thought I’d record this opening bit for you. I’ll add this to the beginning of the book, but it won’t be in the video. So since you cared enough to buy the book, you’ll get quite a bit more than will those who only watch the video when it’s released.




  I’m excited about this project actually. I’m as focused on myself as the next guy—maybe more so if you believe the bad press—but very seldom have others expressed interest, at least openly. I mean, a lot of people want to know what makes me tick, but more in a “Let’s hold him down and dissect him” kind of way rather than “Let’s hear what he has to say.”




  I’ve been wondering how I’ll begin once they’re set up and ready to roll, as they say in movie land. Maybe I’ll start with something like “My name is Charles Claymore Task, and this is my final testament.” That would be fun, but probably a little too flippant for what the director said he wants me to do.




  This is supposed to be a kind of confession. That’s what he said, and I agreed in spirit if not in actuality. After all, it’s more for your amusement than for my absolution. It has no legal standing and is, for all intents and purposes, a fiction. That was the only stipulation I put on this entire affair.




  According to the director, a group of interested investors—and by interested I mean curious—pooled their funds and asked him to get me to tell them, on film, what makes people like me tick.




  I know what they want. The want blood. They want gore.




  They want something juicy to gossip about, to make themselves feel better about who and what they are.




  But if I just recount things I’ve done... well, that wouldn’t be of much value really. Saying you wrecked a car doesn’t explain why you were driving, much less how you learned to drive or why you even wanted to learn in the first place.




  So I’m going to make this the first part of my autobiography. You’ll get the sensationalism you crave, but you’ll also get the experiences of my early life. You may draw your own conclusions regarding which of those caused me to be who and what I am.




  And finally you’ll get my take, my opinion, on how I became who I am and what it means, to me, to be me.




  In other words, instead of attempting to tell anyone what makes “people like me” tick, I’ll tell you what makes people like me, period. Or at least what made me. Given the vast range and scope of human personalities it really would be ludicrous for either you or me to presume that I could speak for why anyone else is the way they are.




  So this will double as my record—part one of my autobiography, so to speak, as I’m only thirty-two years old—as well as something for the curious to poke through looking for stories they can use to frighten their children at night.




  I’m kidding about that last part. Seriously, don’t do that. I don’t like people who harm children, physically or otherwise. They’re all cowards.




  If I find out you’ve harmed a child, I will take it as a personal affront. Now I’ll forgive pretty much any sort of a personal affront in half a heartbeat if it involves only you and me. I just mark you off my list and go on about my life.




  But if you inflict mental, emotional or physical harm on a child, you are worthless and I will mark you off everyone’s list. Permanently.




  As an addendum to this personal aside, please don’t doubt my word. I’ll provide an example later in this account of what happens when people fail to believe me when I give them fair warning. But first I want to lead you through my early years.




  I understand that you aren’t reading this account to learn about my childhood—well, unless you’re a child psychologist or something. But that is where I became who I am today.




  After all, the pre-puberty years are the formative years. Most of who and what you’re going to be is cemented into place by the time you reach puberty.




  By that time you are either smoothly manipulative or you aren’t. You are selfish or you aren’t. You are cruel or you aren’t. You are wary and guarded or you aren’t. Your basic personality is formed.




  Although you’re still learning during your post-puberty years, those years are not formative. They’re refining. In pre-puberty you become who you are. In post-puberty, you refine whom you have become. Much more on that refining process later.




  But for now, about my chair—eventually the director and the crew will have to satisfy their own curiosity in one way or another. Human curiosity is a driving force. It should be a field of study in its own right. The human propensity to wonder has made my job inestimably easier over the years.




  As with all Normals, when the crewmen first notice my chair is different somehow, they won’t trust the alarm bells going off in their mind. As they bustle about setting up the various apparatuses with which we will work, they’ll steal a glance or two. They’ll realize something isn’t quite right.




  If they tell each other at all, they won’t risk doing so with words. After all, they’re in the home of a psychopath, and of all the things everybody seems to know about psychopaths, the one thing you absolutely do not want to do is draw attention to yourself. So if they tell each other at all, they will spread the word from one man to another with a minuscule, almost imperceptible nod here, a chin gesture there.




  They’ll look, sneaking glances when they can, but without getting too close.




  We will dance, they and I.




  If I think one might be drawing a bit too close, that he might recognize the fabric and scream, thus ending the game a bit too soon and spoiling it for everyone else, I’ll gesture or twitch or say something to catch his attention.




  I might even put my hand to my forehead and frown and look at him pointedly, as if I had been about to say something and had lost my thought.




  But sooner or later they’ll get close enough to focus on the texture of the upholstery and discover that it’s unusual yet familiar. Perhaps they’ll steal an opportunity to look just a bit more closely.




  They’ll realize it resembles something that is familiar to them, vaguely. Still they won’t quite recognize it.




  That will entice them to find a reasons to draw nearer, to look more closely but without attracting my attention. It will be entertaining, watching them fidget.




  After they’ve finished setting up, one of them might remark on the unusual texture of the chair, hoping I’ll let slip something more than I mean to in response.




  They don’t realize all they have to do is ask. They’re too submerged in what they think they know about me and my kind, and in their fears.




  Of course if they did ask outright, I’d tell them, but then I’d have to kill them.




  Joking, of course.




  Anyway, if any of them did choose to ask, my money would be on the cameraman. He’s a working stiff, not overly impressed with himself. The lighting and sound guy is much the same, maybe more so.




  The director, like most directors, is too pretentious, too involved in maintaining his personal façade, to be that forthright. Seems like a good enough guy, though. He’s just another Normal, trying to feel like he’s worth something.




  For all their spouting off about loving yourself first none of them do. None of them. They’re all concerned with what the other guy thinks.




  The chair? Probably they’ll wait until I’m out of the room and then check for themselves. And even then they’ll move only to satisfy their own curiosity. What they think they’ve discovered will never become a segment on the news. Too risky.




  Ah let’s see. While they’re working, let me set the scene for you.




  We’re going to film here in my library. It’s my favorite room.




  My favorite chair and the other two wingbacks are set in a semicircle so that they face each other. They also face the antique green brocade and dark oak settee on the other side of a low cast-iron and glass cocktail table.




  The wall several feet behind my chair and the wall to the left are covered floor to ceiling with book shelves. In the corner formed by those two walls is a fireplace. I like the rugged look of it and the various red and black sheens of the lava rock face. The white marble shelf sets the whole thing off with a nice contrast. There’s no fire in it at the moment.




  I’ve just settled into my favorite chair. I caressed the armrests for a moment with my fingers. I do enjoy the texture. Very supple, almost sensual. It keeps me grounded with my own mortality.




  And there’s an unusual rippling design on the left armrest. Visibly, it’s barely noticeable, but it’s easy to feel with the fingertips. Easy to trace.




  To my right and slightly behind me is my polished mahogany desk. The wall on my far right also is covered with book shelves, as is the wall directly in front of me, except at the center where the hand-carved mahogany doors are set. Those came from Milan. The hand-carved crystal doorknobs were custom made in Russia.




  Beneath my feet is a faux fur rug, as are the others in the sitting area. My adventurer friend, Nick Porter, offered to replace them with real ones.




  Interesting side story there.




  When he offered, I declined. “Humans are the only animals that deserve to be hunted and killed,” I said.




  I thought that would throw him off his game a bit, maybe rattle him a little.




  He only smiled at me and shook his head. I remember as if it were yesterday.




  He said, “My friend, we are more similar than you might imagine. What happens to the animals I hunt has nothing to do with what they deserve. It simply is what it is.”




  Well, he absolutely nailed that. It’s exactly the same for me in my professional life. What happens to the human beings I hunt—and even the fact that I’m hunting them at all—has absolutely nothing to do with what they deserve. It’s just a job.




  If I’m paid to erase a chalkboard, I erase a chalkboard. If I’m paid to erase you, I erase you. It just is what it is.




  On the more personal side of things, when I’m engaging in what I call Blight Removal, it also has nothing to do with what the quarry deserves. If it did, I would torture the subject in the same way he tortured others. Instead, I simply remedy the situation so others don’t have to suffer.




  The only real difference in my professional work and my pro bono work is that in the case of the latter, the subject brings the problem on himself. So again, it is what it is.




  Despite Normals’ attempts to make sense of things on this strange little marble, the truth is, very little of it makes sense, ever.




  Still, I find it oddly comforting that my friend Nick and I agree on so many things, especially considering we’re from opposite sides of the fence. With him being pretty much a philanthropist and me having been labeled, among other things, a misanthropist—well, it’s a bit unusual that we would be friends.




  But as I said, very little makes sense.




  Just as an aside, while we’re waiting for the director to get things set the way he wants them—it’s his show, after all—let me give you a little philosophical background.




  The Mexican people, whom I love, have a saying: What cannot be remedied must be endured.




  When I first heard that, I thought naturally it would be the case. If you couldn’t either remove yourself from a situation or make it stop, then you must simply put up with it.




  But if you listen, the saying itself whispers, and common sense dictates, that if you are able to remedy a situation rather than enduring it, you should do so.




  Now remedied doesn’t mean postponed. Remedied means halted, stopped. Erased.




  If you have a headache, you can’t remove yourself from it, so you either take a couple of pills to make it stop or you put up with it and hope it will go away. Of course, it won’t.




  Hoping something will happen doesn’t work. As my grandmother used to say, you have to put feet in your prayers. She meant whatever you want, you have to take steps to make it happen.




  Sometimes, I am those steps.




  If you visit my website you’ll see that I offer two types of services. The first is my professional service, in which I offer Real Time Solutions for Real World Situations. As I mentioned earlier, the second, probably of more interest to you, is what I call Blight Removal.




  That’s a service I provide pro bono for needy Normals or others who are experiencing unnecessary difficulties because of an untenable relationship with, to be blunt, an asshole.




  If I accept the assignment, I remedy the situation so that the recipient of my assistance no longer has to endure it.




  Some examples of Blight Removal are what happened to my father and what happened later to a closeted homosexual child abuser.




  It has happened to others as well, and it will continue to happen to others. If you don’t want to be removed, don’t be a jerk. Keep your hands to yourself and consider resigning as Grand Master of the Universe. It isn’t your job anyway.




  A human blight is like that headache I mentioned earlier.




  I’ll define a specific example here and then you can alter it to fit your particular situation.




  Let’s say you, yourself, are a human blight. Let’s say you have been harassing a woman in whatever way. Maybe you can’t keep your hands to yourself. Maybe you’re calling her at all hours of the day and night. Maybe she can’t look around without seeing your ugly mug leering at her.




  She could remove herself from the situation, but why should she have to inconvenience herself just because you choose to be a jerk? And if you’re a big enough jerk, you’ll just follow her anyway.




  So she has two realistic choices. She can either make you stop or she can put up with the situation.




  That’s all it is. Nothing more, nothing less.




  Now just extrapolate that out a bit.




  Let’s say she’s told you to stop, or maybe, as in the case of me and my father, she’s too frightened to tell you to stop. Doesn’t matter. If you’re being a jerk, you know you’re being a jerk.




  Either way, let’s say you run true to form and don’t stop.




  At that point, in that moment, you have become an untenable situation. You have become something for which the woman must find a remedy if she doesn’t want to endure your crap.




  Now understand, none of this is on her. You have all the choice. You can stop harassing her and just go off and live your life. It’s just that easy.




  Or you can continue and suffer the consequences. She is not responsible for anything that happens afterward.




  Now, the process.




  If you refuse to stop and your victim applies to me for assistance, I will investigate. Chances are, neither you nor she will ever know I was around.




  If I approve the request, I will get a message to you to stop harassing the victim.




  I might approach you in person. I might telephone you. I might send you an email. I might send you a note via fucking carrier pigeon.




  The point is, I will tell you only one time.




  Now I do understand that in your own little screwed up world, you’re used to people saying things to you and then not following up. Listen carefully, please:




  You will not experience that with me.




  If you continue to annoy your victim after I’ve told you to stop, I will remove you.




  Do you understand?




  Permanently. Period.




  And I won’t blink an eye.




  So it’s up to you. Either way, you will stop being a jerk to that person. Forewarned is forearmed.




  It’s on you. That makes sense, right? I mean, if you have a sense of responsibility at all for your own actions, you have to admit that—




  The director raised one hand to get my attention. “Excuse me, Mr. Task? I think we’re ready.”




  “Ah, very well.” I resettled myself in my chair, crossed my left leg over my right at the knee. “Okay, so we’re rolling, right? The tape’s rolling?”




  “No sir, not just yet. When you’re ready, we’ll begin. You’ll see a little light come on just above the camera.”




  “Ah good, good. Good idea to get all this on film. I mean digital stuff, that’s probably good too but—well, you know....”




  I shrugged. “I don’t know, maybe I’m just clinging to the past. But it’s my record, right? So I ought to do it the way I want to.




  “So I just talk, right?”




  The director nodded. “Yes sir, Mr. Task, just look at the camera and talk.”




  “Oh, right, right. But please, you really must call me Charlie. You’re about to learn a great deal about me, so I suspect a bit of familiarity is in order.”




  I should be ashamed of myself. The last thing he wants is familiarity. I’m like an unshaven, unbathed drunk sleeping on the street when there’s nobody around but me and him.




  He’s disgusted with what he thinks he knows about me and he wants to turn away, but he can’t. He has to look while he knows he can do so safely.




  “Yes sir, Mr.— I mean, yes sir, Charlie.”




  I said, “Come to think of it, there’s an excellent chance you’ll learn things about me that I didn’t even know until I’ve said them aloud. Isn’t that true? Isn’t saying a thing aloud an avenue to opening new memories and new realizations?”




  “II really wouldn’t know, Mr. Task. Charlie. Sounds right though.”




  “Okay, okay. I wasn’t trying to put you on the spot. Look, let me just say up front, nothing’s going to happen to you or your cameraman or the lighting guy here. Okay? I mean, there are three of you and only one of me, right? So you’re all right. Just relax and let’s all do our jobs. Well, you know what I mean.”




  “Yes sir. Thanks, Mr. Task. Charlie.”




  A grin curled one corner of my mouth. Some people just can’t escape their fear. The guy actually thanked me for saying I wasn’t going to hurt him. He’s about six feet tall but he has to weigh close to four hundred pounds.




  He reminds me at a distance of that slug of a would-be film maker, Michael Moore. Only this guy isn’t a lying hypocrite as far as I’ve been able to discern.




  I smiled at him. “You really need the distance of the formality, don’t you? All right. Call me Mr. Task if that’s better for you. Or Charlie. Whichever you like is fine.” I glanced at the cameraman and the lighting guy, who was doing double duty as the sound guy. “Same for you, of course.




  “Okay, so I just look at the camera and talk. Only if that starts to feel like maybe I’m freaking-out the viewer, maybe I’ll glance to one side or something. Might as well use the talents I have, right?




  “What I mean, I sense things, you know? If we were talking face to face, me and whoever’s watching this, I might sense the person was becoming nervous or something. Then I’d do something to appease that.”




  The director frowned. “What do you mean? Something I need to know beforehand?”




  Good for him. Actually indicating displeasure as if I’m just another human being.




  I shook my head. “Not at all. I mean, it isn’t as if I’m going to leap from my chair and race out of the room.”




  I chuckled. “It’s all just little nuances. You know, put an extra wrinkle in your forehead, move one eyebrow just the right distance, blink at just the right time and for just the right length of time... stuff like that.




  “Really, I think you either have it or you don’t. I’m not sure it’s something you can learn—not consciously, anyway—sensing things and responding in a way that creates a different reaction.




  “So I’m just saying, if I get the feeling I’m adversely affecting the viewer, I’ll look away for a second or try to look nervous myself or something. That always puts the other guy at ease, when the guy who’s talking looks a little nervous, like he’s talking to someone he’s a little bit afraid of.




  “So I’ll just do something like that. Nothing you have to worry about. I’ll just do something. It’ll work out.




  “I mean, I guess that’s part of who I am too. I would do something to appease a guy’s nerves even if I was there to cancel his ticket. After all, there’s no reason to be mean about it. There’s no reason to be cruel, let the guy know what’s coming. No reason to make him worry about it, right?




  “Maybe that’s the first thing of importance I need to say. Kind of a disclaimer.” I looked directly at the camera. The little light was on. They’d turned on the camera sometime without me realizing it.




  “This is not a record of everyone your kind have labeled psychopaths or sociopaths or misanthropists.”




  As I spoke, I riffled through my memory and was certain I hadn’t said anything I wouldn’t want on the film. “There are no stereotypes over on this side of the fence, or at least very few. This is a record of myself, Charlie Task.”




  What I’d said a moment ago fired across my brain again. No reason to make him worry about it.




  I laughed. I wasn’t certain they’d gotten that on film, and I thought it probably should be there.




  “As I was saying a moment ago, there’s no reason to be cruel even to a victim, much less a passive viewer. There’s no reason to make even a victim worry about what’s coming. Actually I learned that from my dad, Mr. Harold C. Meeks. That’s probably the first thing he taught me, or one of the first things.”




  The smile from my laughter faded as my face became less fluid. A flatness came into my eyes as I looked at the camera.




  “My father taught me true terror. That was one of my earliest childhood memories, learning what terror was. Learning how it felt to wait for something, what it meant to know incredible, indescribable pain was coming and be absolutely powerless to stop it.”




  I adjusted myself in the chair. “He taught me that lesson inadvertently, of course. But that is where I learned it. I suppose enduring all of that myself kept other people from having to endure something similar at my hand, so maybe it was worth it.




  “Then again, had he not been who and how he was, perhaps I wouldn’t be here now, having led the life I’ve led and in a position to feed you what you want. I don’t know.”




  I looked at the director. “Do you have children?” I shifted my gaze to the cameraman and then the lighting guy. “Do either of you have children?”




  The director nodded and mouthed, “Yes sir.”




  The cameraman glanced over the corner of the camera and nodded.




  The lighting guy remained silent.




  “Well, I’m certainly no authority on raising children, but please be careful. People like me are not born. We are created, and you are the creators. Besides, I really really do not like people who mistreat children.”




  Having wandered farther afield than I’d hoped, I stopped. Then I took a deep breath and adjusted my position, crossing my right leg over the left at the knee. “Okay, so this is going to be a life, right? So I should just start at the beginning?”




  The director nodded. He spoke aloud rather than mouthing the words, probably thinking they could delete my question and his response during editing. “Yes sir. Just start at the beginning.”




  I looked at the camera and took a moment to think.




  Then I remembered I didn’t want to think.




  I just wanted to talk.




  So I did.




  Striking a Deal, God and Charlie Task




  “Okay, this is supposed to be my confession, my story, but it’s for your entertainment, not my absolution.




  As is always the case with a human endeavor, we’ll strike a deal, you and I. By that I mean when this is over, each of us will feel we’ve successfully taken advantage of the other.




  “My director says I should just start at the beginning, but I want to preface that with a few things that I want you to know. Also I should let you know up front, what you’re seeing on video or reading in a book is just as if you were sitting here listening to me first hand. There is no script, and I haven’t written anything out. This is all from memory and off the top of my head.




  “The first thing I want you to know is that none of this is a complaint on my part. Much of it will sound as if I’m complaining, but I’m not. I’m only stating facts. If you feel bad about some of the experiences I will convey—some of the experiences from my childhood, the experiences that created me—please redirect that pity or compassion or whatever it is to your own children. Love them so they develop the capacity and desire to love others.




  “Otherwise they might turn out like me. Trust me, you won’t like that.




  “Second, if you’re looking for any remorse or apologies or some big show of emotion, you’re wasting your time. This is an account, nothing more. If I felt a need to apologize to anyone, it certainly wouldn’t be you, and therefore it’s none of your business. And if I indulged in emotion, I would actually be you. Trust me, I’m not.




  “Third, everything you see or hear in this video or the resulting book is true. I have not told a lawyer’s truth, in which each word is twisted and tested for meaning. I have told a plain, unadorned, raw truth. You will not believe parts of it. You will believe I am embellishing parts of it. I am not. I have no reason to lie about anything. If there’s something I don’t want you to know, I simply won’t tell you.




  “And that brings me to the fourth and final point of this introduction. As I said earlier, I’m not looking for absolution. Frankly, I wouldn’t trust it if it were offered to me. So frankly, I don’t care what you believe or don’t believe. I don’t live in your nonsensical, politically correct world, and I am not subject to your social mores.




  “To continue in that vein for a moment, I won’t dance around the language, taking precautions not to ‘offend’ you. I don’t know you. Why should I even begin to care whether you’re offended? Besides, if you really want to be offended, step in the path of a bullet. If you get up at all, you’ll know what offended is. If you don’t, well, it won’t matter.




  “The only reason that people like you—I call them Normals—the only reason you think others should worry about saying something that isn’t correct according to your mores is that you might slap a label on them.




  “But see, in my case it’s too late. You’ve already labeled me a psychopath and a few other things. Not that I mind. In fact, I actually understand, probably better than you do.




  “Now isn’t that odd, that I understand the actions of your kind better than you do? Or maybe I can just admit them because I’m not wrapped in all the false red tape.




  “Anyway, you get my drift. What you’ll see over the next couple of hours is for you, not me. Do with it as you please, and draw whatever conclusions you choose to draw. All of that is strictly up to you.”




  All right. I was beginning to grow comfortable with this whole concept of finger-wagging lecturing. I adjusted my position in the chair again.




  “Let’s talk for a moment about this penchant Normals have for labeling people, places, things and actions.




  “I know this is supposed to be about me, not you, and the whole labeling issue sounds more like it’s about you. Maybe it is, in a way, but you’re the ones who labeled me in the first place. That’s ironic, isn’t it? If you hadn’t labeled me, you wouldn’t care about any of this.




  “Thing is, you guys have a driving need to label anything that falls outside what you consider average. You know, faceless.




  “Dull.




  “Run of the mill.




  “Droll.




  “Lamentable.




  “Pliable.




  “Pathetic.




  “Able and even eager to be herded. That’s the Normals. That’s you.”




  I wagged one hand at the camera and chuckled, then calmed myself.




  “Sorry. I didn’t mean to laugh. I was enjoying that a bit more than I thought I would.




  “But seriously, Normals label three things: what they don’t understand, what they don’t like and what they fear.




  “For example, labeling is a way of dehumanizing whatever group you currently consider your enemy so you can kill them without suffering those nasty pangs of conscience.




  “Consider, over the years, people in this country alone have killed Redcoats, Redskins, Spics, Frogs, Huns, Nazis, Wops, Zips, Slopes, Chinks, Zipperheads, Gooks, VC, Charlie, Ragheads and Camel Jockeys.




  “Now don’t get all chapped at me. I’m not making up these labels. These things came from you.




  “People in other nations have killed all of those too, as well as Protestants, Catholics and Heathens. Did I miss any? Oh, let’s not forget the ever popular all-encompassing Infidels.




  “Frankly, if I may take a moment for a personal aside here, I find it an incredible, never-ending source of amusement that—to avoid pissing off those who behead Infidels—the Infidels themselves, right here in our own Satanic Nation, bend over backward to kiss the asses of those who behead Infidels. How do you not see the irony and humor in that?”




  Again I couldn’t contain a small bit of laughter, then shook my head while still grinning at the camera. “Whatever you do, for goodness’ sake don’t offend the members of the religion of peace who just happen to behead anyone with whom they disagree.




  “Oh, it gets crazier, and not all of the crazy is limited to you good, law-abiding folks. You do know, don’t you, that those who behead people are the ones who call this country the Satanic Nation? And do you know why?




  Because the people in this country choose not to believe that people who behead other people are following a peaceful religion. Do you see the paradoxical humor?




  “Frankly, just as another quick personal aside, I think maybe you need to clean up your own house vis a vis being Infidels living in the Satanic Nation and being hyper careful not to offend with word or deed a bloodthirsty asshole who’s just frothing at the mouth to rip out your entrails and feed them to his goats before he beheads you with a dull sword.”




  I wagged one hand at the camera. “But you know, follow your own way. I’m sure when they install Sharia Law in this Satanic Nation, they won’t subject you to it once you explain to them that you were on their side all along.”




  I laughed again. “Sorry.




  “Okay, to finish up on Normals and labeling, I really do understand. The Normals label me for the same reason they label all those enemies I just talked about. I can’t bring myself to say ‘other’ enemies because I don’t see myself as your enemy. Besides, if I were your enemy, you wouldn’t be watching this.




  “Anyway, as I said, I understand. They want to set me apart, dehumanize me. Doing that makes it easier for them to ‘call down the dogs of war’ on me, as they so dramatically put it, when they’ve talked themselves into believing they’re ready.




  “Now that, my friends, really is pretty funny if you think about it.




  “I mean, I am the dogs of war.”




  * * *




  “Okay, I suppose this is part two of my introduction to my personal lamentation.




  “I find it odd but also somewhat comforting that only two beings neither live in your world nor are subject to your inane rules. Those two beings exist outside your preset parameters, and they have established and decided to live by their own parameters.
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