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This book is the first one I wrote when I was thirteen years old. It is evident that it has evolved over time and that it is already mature. The time has come to see who Arnie is and to thank Stephen King for being there at the time of writing this story. So this time, I'll toast myself. I dedicate it to myself, with two F ...
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From the introduction of the book Life and Death’s Fact and Fiction by Steve Edwing ...

There are many concepts about the origin of life as well as the self. Where do we come from? What are we doing here? Where do we go?

Does the soul exist?

Does the spirit exist?

Does God exist?

To these questions, we must add two more eccentric ones.

Who was Arnie Hammer?

What actually happened to him?

In my book Life and Death’s Fact and Fiction, I want to imply or at least try to explain what happened specifically to Arnie Hammer the day he was born. Understand from my point of view, of course. In all the following lines I will try to show why Arnie had such impressive hidden powers, which thank God he did not get to use in their entirety. I respect the position of others and the writings about Arnie Hammer that have been and will be done.

The Catholic Church for example said of him, that he was the devil himself.

I say it's not like that, that something out of the ordinary just happened when he was born and that's it. Something that did not fit perfectly at that time, or perhaps at the time when he was fertilized. But Arnie was there.

There are also a diversity of concepts about the power of the mind and its way of showing itself.

So dear readers of my scientific boasts, what I am going to say from now on in these pages, is simply my position or belief about what Arnie was.

I respect opinions and I vehemently believe that most of you will not believe me. It is very likely that the book you just bought will end up in the nearest trash can. I do not care. There is what is written.

Also, I want to add that I am sure that it will not go unnoticed by others. Just as also, after finishing this book, even I won't be sure if everything I compiled about it makes sense or is certainly true. But what I will explain is closer to reality than fiction.

At least I will base myself on science and what actually happened during his entire life.

The one thing I'll always be sure of is that Arnie was a master of telekinesis and telepathy to all of their extremes, and God knows what else.

I'm not crazy believe me.

Neither was Arnie Hammer.

... It seems that I am trying to justify myself once again, it is something that disgusts me my friend, but I have to do it, I'm not even sure if I will finish this disgusting book of facts and fateful events that really happened ...

After everything that happened, I have come to the following conclusion;

Arnie Hammer did not have a soul and this is the one who limits the capacity of our most powerful hidden weapon, the brain in all its extension and everything that surrounds his subconscious, God knows what he will safeguard and that we do not know.

Do you dare to turn the page?

––––––––
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Steve Edwing

New York December 1994

From the same book Life and Death’s Fact and Fiction, The Case of Arnie Hammer, by Steve Edwing, p. 7,

The baby was born dead.

Half an hour later, a cry made the second floor of the Hospital tremble. The baby had come to life under strange circumstances under a dark green sheet, but he had come back without something. And it was from that moment that something terrible had happened.

The soul had left his body, but his spirit was still trapped there, in a tiny dwarf body, with his heart beating wildly under a fragile chest, clinging to life with extreme anxiety and a mind imperceptibly different from the others.

Any theologian could say that this would be impossible and if so, it is most likely that it was an animal with a human body.


-  A primate? - An eccentric scientist with terribly narrowed eyes would say.



The devil himself would explain a Catholic vehemently.

And who can define all that? Only God and at that time he was not there to say anything, even though he is always everywhere, but not this time.

The second cry made all the lights explode in fireworks, scattering voluptuous glowing balls in all directions. According to a witness present there. Once he became something different from the others.

That small and cranky-looking baby, only now in the operating room where before his mother struggled between life and death, to give birth, among little green characters with masks yelling, squeeze !!! It lacked something that gives us physical life, here on earth, but it does make us different from animals, which do not have the privilege of the soul to continue living after death in some part of the remote and vast universe full of hidden dimensions. 

He lacked it.

Of deep feelings, only superficial ones.

Of emotions, except fear drawn on his tiny, wrinkled, extremely flushed face.

From the soul, the part that God gave us to see him after the little vacations that one inadvertently spends here in the cozy little land.

His first chemical reaction with our world was the explosion of all the lights in the east wing of the Hospital under the stunned eyes of those present.

And his first expression, was the fear of facing this world that held surprises in store for him.

They named him Arnie Hammer.

An extremely mischievous boy with extraordinary powers that no one had discovered yet, not even when on his first birthday they gave him a cute kitten, who, furious, showing him his nails and bristling hair, got lost down the street in a terrifying escape when Arnie tried to catch him with his little arms between stutters.

They never saw the cat again.

Arnie Hammer might be the closest thing to a child with extraordinary powers. A child who tried to make human beings dance to his music, pulled by his invisible threads, and then crushed them in a fit of anger when they resisted dancing his dance or simply when they discovered the truth.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


1



[image: image]




First the scream and then the sudden braking, later only a moment later, the murmur of the people and torn screams. He’s dead!!! The road had practically filled with onlookers and others were rather morbid, to see someone dead with a crushed belly or an arm out of place, under the wheels of the vehicle.

The driver of the car was lying on the hood crying like a child, sobbing something that I couldn't hear, between the screams and austere exclamations. And something that caught my attention. In the background, someone is floating under a huge blue anorak, standing rigid at the other end of what was happening. His hands are sheathed in old jeans, his head sunk oddly between his shoulders as if he had some strange disease in his neck and it had been trimmed considerably in length. The expressionless eyes were fixed on a point, on the ground, and at the same time distant. He didn't blink, didn't seem impressed either. Huge acne invaded his reddened face, full of small modest alterations. He was wearing glasses. Thick-rimmed glasses and his hair was curly, though quite greasy, dirty perhaps from this distance.

That was the first time I saw Arnie Hammer, of course, I still didn't know at that precise moment that he was called that. I found out later.

I approached him as best I could, making my way through the crowd, a strange force pushing me to do so.


-  I saw it all!- someone yelled from somewhere.

-  Oh, God, I'm going to throw up,-  someone said in front of me.

-  Well, don't look at me, you're going to lose me,- shouted the one who preceded him.



I finally managed to get to where he was.


-  You're pale. —I told him, trying to start a presentation—Bad time to do it—There was a lot of noise and, at that moment, I had no idea if he had heard me since it took him a while to answer me.

—  Nah, these things don't make me sick, you know? —Suddenly I felt like an abrupt chill invaded my body.



He looked up at me and the first thing I noticed was that he had one brown eye and the other green.

I had a particular habit of observing the color of the eyes when someone looked me in the face, just as he had just done. On the other hand, I felt how my hair stood on end when I heard those cold and sharp words.

I looked back at the car and could only see the lower extremities of whoever it was, twitching.


-  Look! He still moves!

-  Where is that fucking ambulance!!!



And the driver of the car was still crying lying on the car.


-  Soon he will die,- he continued, turning back to the car. - Headshots are excruciatingly painful, a few jerks and fuck it.



I felt a chill again. This time stronger. I watched him with fear. But I didn't see him as a weirdo, at least for the moment, but as someone sure of what he was saying despite everything and the harshness of his words.


-  Did you know him?-  he asked me. That was more sensible, but it was still as rigid and static and untouchable as the first moment. It felt like you were watching a coroner doing his autopsy work with his awful formality.

-  No, I haven't seen him. I don't know who he is,- I replied. I didn't even know he had his brains all over the place, but that's what everyone said. - I only hear screeching and gross things, but they don't say who he is. You don't recognize people just by their sneakers. —In the distance the ambulance siren sounded, approaching at full speed, becoming more audible more and more, mixing and merging, singing a bad sonata at the same time with the police siren

-  You hear things like, look, there are pieces of brain scattered everywhere, right. That's disgusting, but that's how it is. - He smiled at me. My name is Arnie Hammer. - And he held out his hand to me.

—  Chris O'Donnell. - And I shook his hand. I couldn't refuse. Bad time to introduce myself to someone, I thought and asked God to forgive me for it, if that was a sin.

-  Make way! Make way! - the policeman yelled, grabbing their arms. One of the ambulance men shriveled up his face in growing disgust and when he approached the young man, close enough to him, he couldn't help but vomit right there.



That was my first day with Arnie Hammer.

The sky was covered in a dark gray and it threatened to rain.

It was cold. A cold suddenly ahead of its time.

We parted without another word until all that was over, but it didn't take long for us to see each other again.
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That night I had a bad dream. The first of a series of them and always recurring. Sometimes you dream about what you see during that day. That often happens. But the dream was the closest thing to a horrible nightmare, a prelude to a disturbing hell that would come to me during more tiny and eternal nights of bad sleep. So I woke up sweating, my heart pounding madly in my temples and my mouth. When I was sat up on the bed, I saw nothing but shadows advocated by the imagination on the wall of the room, around me, dancing mystically, I was glad.

I was really glad. You suddenly feel liberated from something extremely bad that seems to be reality itself. Dreams grab you with an almost mystical force in such a way that you suffer with them most of the time as if it were really happening, making your vital signs work to the rhythm of the inter-subconscious narration.

In the dream, Arnie Hammer was in front of me. On the opposite sidewalk, with eyes fixed on the ground. In front of him, there were many people, but he could see him well despite everything. He suddenly looked up and I saw that he had one green eye and the other brown—That was referring to the fucking reality—he was smiling. A smile from ear to ear. And he was babbling something that I couldn't hear over the murmur of people. Suddenly he raised the middle finger of the right hand in a gesture often repeated on many occasions when someone tells you to go fuck yourself, with a sleeve cut included, and really grotesque for whom it is directed. In this case, he looked at the ground again and I heard perfectly what he said.


-  Fuck you, you stupid piece of shit. Now look for your brains where you have them scattered — he said as he grasped the middle finger of his right hand from top to bottom without deviating from his smile one iota. Also exaggerated. - Fuck you! - he repeated over and over again, exclaiming vehemently.



On the ground the injured man's legs move spasmodically could be seen while, at the same time, the driver of the car cut off his sleeves and laughed. Suddenly everyone started laughing.

Everyone was glad someone was under the car with their brains spilling out. It was something absurd, terrifying at that moment, I remained motionless. I couldn't move. I was stiff as a stone statue. Cold as the gusts of the coldest winter wind in the world, there in the north pole. I couldn't say anything. All boos from an audience eager for violence and morbidity. I wanted to scream.

The ambulance men approached the presumed dying man, at this point carrying a stretcher. Their faces were smiling and the policeman was yelling.


-  Where's that son of a bitch who’s blocking traffic? —And a smile appeared on his face from ear to ear showing his ugly and misaligned teeth, to the point of seeming that his face was stretched as if it were made of rubber.



Suddenly everyone. Everyone who was there turned around to face me. There was a moment of ominous silence. Just an instant, after which immediately, a long and expressionless smile, was drawn on their faces that were stretched to exaggerated proportions until their faces were deformed like chewing gum and exploded like latex figures, scattering pieces of skin all over, everywhere.

That's when I woke up.

I sat on the edge of the bed and fumbled with the nightstand light. Outside, a car engine roared like a wild lion. I was drenched in sweat. My heart was already beating more calmly. All my functions had returned to normal. I was no longer panting, but I was invaded by the image of everyone smiling at me, in such a way, until their faces exploded and then I felt a knot in my stomach.

At that moment something inside me shrank.

Outside, the roar of the car's engine diminished in volume as it drove away. I looked at the clock. It was exactly three-thirty. I got up on the cold floor and went to the bathroom, turned on the light, and looked at myself in the mirror. Subconsciously, I expected to see that stilted smile on my face. But that did not happen as expected. My face was mottled with beads of sweat and a large dark stain on my pajamas at chest level. It was the month of October, the month when the leaves die and fall limp to the ground, waiting for a broom to corner them forever, and it was not exactly normal to sweat on those dates of gusty and icy winds. When it was already cold. Especially in Derry. I don't know why climatological or physical reasons took the cake in terms of the premature arrival of the cold and its consequences.

That didn't matter now. I will not go into details of the weather and the harshest winter, or what happened to the Hendersons in a cold winter. I'm not going to say any of that now.

I headed to the shower while taking off my pajamas but not before peeing for an eternity with my body hunched forward and five minutes later I was as good as new after a hot shower. With the nightmare as a memory. Bad memory. But a memory after all. Coming out of the bathroom I couldn't help looking at myself in the mirror as I walked past him. Everything was fine.

The boy in question died right there. Under the wheels of the car. I found out about that later. They covered him with a kind of big golden aluminum foil at one end as they do in these cases, until the arrival of the medical examiner and the judge. His name was Víctor Dubois and we all knew him.

He was in the west wing class. He was a good student and not exactly the most popular in his class. He almost always went unnoticed. Now dozens of eyes were on him and he was the most well-known boy in high school.

Two hours later, they cleaned the asphalt with a pressure hose, small pieces of brains swimming in the water that was lost in the nearest drain. Down there, the rats were probably having their own battle for a piece of such a delectable delicacy. The law of survival. Some die for others to live.

That was in the morning. By afternoon the news had died out like the plague and people were still talking about the accident with certain morbidity. And by night they had all but forgotten as they immersed themselves in some cheap TV game show.

Except me.

Tomorrow they will bury him. There is a funeral to attend and I wonder if I will see Arnie Hammer in the cemetery or the church. He has no obligation to go. I know. He's not his classmate since I never saw him hanging around until now and he doesn't even go to school. I know little or nothing about him. But I'm looking forward to seeing him again to get to know him more closely. He inspires me with something...something that I can't describe right now. Something strange. Almost mystical. It seems to me that Arnie is not like everyone else.

But why have I been so impressed by this strange, puny-looking character with a good-natured face?

I don't know it myself. It's not about homosexuality, of course, that's not what attracts me. I don't know why I have the need to see him. That night I dreamed nothing more.

Half an hour later I slept like a log.

The next day dawned sunny. I had the window closed and the shade was drawn, so I couldn't see it until I opened it and closed my eyes suddenly when the blinding light at that moment hit my face. I barely remembered the nightmare, but I did remember everyone's stupid smile and Arnie's middle finger grabbing as he said. —Fuck you.

I got dressed and went down to have breakfast.

That would not be the only nightmare.
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The funeral was in the afternoon, the sky was gray as usual, after a beautiful sunny morning and he...

He was there.

Between the crowd.

I was almost glad to see him. Actually, I was glad, that was exactly how I felt. He remained frail throughout the entire process of the burial ceremony. Rigid, dressed in his blue anorak. His eternal blue anorak began to predict. As if he was cold—although in reality he was cold—, stooped as always and hidden behind the people as if he had known him for a long time now, while the priest gave his sermon. The most repeated sermon in the world, I thought ironically and resigned myself doing it.

He was always at the end of everybody.

But what if he barely knew him and was starting to talk about him like he was an old friend?

In a hidden corner of myself, I said yes.

Arnie seemed like the ugly duckling that everyone turns their back on and he has to be content with being left a hole at the end of the wall if he wants to watch the game. That morning it wasn't exactly a match that he was witnessing. But, as the image of the mahogany wood coffin faded, as it slid into the pit, four men stopped the rope between their hands as if they didn't care about the pain that it caused, so that the coffin would not fall into the void. . Among them was his father.

Dad, with the reddest eyes in the world, was throwing the last handful of earth on the coffin of his son, when it was already resting, at the bottom of the grave. Mom dropped a rose into the void that lost one of its petals in the shortest flight of her life and bursts into tears like a kid, pardon the expression my friend, and Eileen the little sister, has her hands crossed and whimpers on the edge from the grave, from where she vaguely sees her brother's coffin, while she thinks that she will never again see him play with toothpaste pretending to have an epileptic attack.

That’s right, baby, a malicious voice whispers in her ear, your brother will never, ever, ever come back...so cry, you fucking brat and bust if you want.

He will never come back to this fucking world and he will rot down there.

Until six days or more it will not swell with gases and then it will explode like a balloon and from then on, it will progressively dry up, until it is reduced to skin and bones and goodbye Victor Dubois.

Suddenly it starts to drizzle and somewhere, lightning plays in the sky drawing torn shapes, always downwards as if the sky is torn into huge pieces. A moment later, as if the echo was slow in arriving from the distance, a great thunder splashes the sky hitting it furiously.


—  May God receive you in his bosom, Victor. - The priest raises his head slightly and a few drops of water hit the lenses of his glasses in silence. - Amen! —He concludes vehemently while making a gesture to the gravedigger.



Now is the turn of the undertaker, who is always the last to leave the place. He is a man with marked wrinkles on his face and very white hair. His body is hunched forward and his bones resist straightening. Big-knuckled hands rested on the shovel an instant before.

He throws the first shovelful of dirt on the coffin, while the people slowly disperse from the place, murmuring at the same time that the rain begins to get harder and harder.


-  Now it's my turn to get wet.- The undertaker complains under his breath.- Go away, that Freeman the idiot stays here throwing dirt in the hole, while I continue to receive the same salary. —And he wonders when the day will come when his salary will go up.



...Working on a sunny day is not the same as working under heavy rain that soaks through your bones twisted by osteoarthritis. I should retire, dammit!...

And less in a weekend!

He complains.

Victor will never come back and now he doesn't give a damn if it rains and the others get wet, much less if Freeman gets a raise or if he has a stroke right there, he doesn't give a damn about everything from down there.

He will never come back.

The rain is coming harder and everyone is leaving faster, mum, dad and little Eileen are reluctant to leave, but they have to. Victor will soon be history and he will occupy a vague memory in them. One last look back. The final goodbye.

Except for Arnie Hammer who is still there, motionless cowering under his anorak. The tangled and terribly dark hair. More sticky now because of the water. The sky roars once more. It's getting dark and that complicates things even more. Freeman will have to hurry if he doesn't want to catch pneumonia right there or get lost in the dark and mud.

Another shovelful of dirt. He complains about his back.

- You're going to get wet, friend! - he yelled at Arnie, who is now in front of me, as I skirt around Freeman and the pit area to get closer to him.

- It does not matter. - He answered without looking up. A drop hangs from the edge of his nose like a snot.

- Was he a friend of yours?


-  I asked you about him yesterday first. — He reminded me.



— Oh! It's true, I forgot. -  I paused for a moment to think and added. - So why are you here getting wet if you don't know who he is?

Arnie just lifted his head and looked at me. The drops of water slipped down the lenses of his glasses until they fell on the ground, mixing with dozens of others.

There was a strange and long moment of silence between the two of us as if we somehow respected the dead man.

Freeman was still filling the pit, complaining about his back as he gave us a sidelong glance.

He finally said.

- I do not know.

- You do not know?

- Perhaps I must be here because I witnessed his fatal end.- He interrupted me.

Maybe that was a good reason, I thought, as I pursed my lips. Maybe.

Now Arnie seemed as enigmatic as mysterious to me, but he seemed like a good boy, who knows if hiding a horrible face. I do not know. He was drenched in water, as was I, and that afternoon I invited him to my house. Good strong coffee takes away the cold, they say. Something that he accepted immediately.


-  Okay,- he said.



And for the first time, I saw Arnie smile as he convulsed under his anorak.


-  It's cold in here, let's go. – I said.



As we left, Freeman gave us a sidelong glance as he cursed himself.

From the book fact and fiction of life and death, p. 13;

From the Arnie Hammer case...

Arnie Hammer had a puny spirit compressed in his ridiculous stooped body and nothing else. The soul was floating somewhere, but not inside him. God had conceived for him the breath of life that apparently is the spirit.


-  “Are we really right in everything we say about this aspect? At least I am a realist and I base myself on a scientific logic that may very well be wrong, no matter what they think of me, but there is my theory. As well as everything that was Arnie..."



There are many concepts of interrelation between the soul and the spirit. Each religion sees things in its own way, from its own point of view. The same thing happens with science. Anyway, I think they are easily compatible with each other. However the animals, we know that they lack a soul, depending on which beliefs are tended to be clear. Here I am not going to be wasting my time deducing factors from each belief or discussing points of it, it would be absurd to do so and I would most likely go crazy if I did.

My little capacity for fuzzy logic tells me that the soul is the person's self, the global set of emotions and sensations in all their parameters. Arnie lacked it. This soul limits on the other hand the capacity of the extrasensory power of our almost inactive brain in three quarters. While the spirit is the breath of life that God gives you at birth, to every living being on earth, but we must continue to feed it with our faith for the rest of our lives. For what reason? I don't know. Exactly I think that nobody knows how to define exactly, what is one thing and another for, even if they say otherwise, or what is really what we have inside every day. What is clear is that each person in this world uses his brain with greater or lesser capacity, and that is what makes each one of us different...

Arnie Hammer used more of his brainpower than anyone else, that much I'm sure of.

Somehow that made him smarter, but sometimes intelligence seeks the side of justice and justice is like a cold ax.

And again, I don't care what anyone else thinks of what I say about Arnie Hammer. A child with a dwarf spirit compressed into a ridiculous body with paranormal and extrasensory powers that allowed him to make his world as he pleased, if not, he would vanish them.

That simple...
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Arnie was waiting downstairs while I was taking off my soaked clothes. I had offered him some clothes so that he could change and be more comfortable while he waited for his to dry, but he immediately refused, claiming that the water had not really penetrated his anorak while moving his hands like blades of wind going backward at the same time.


-  Ok! – I said- But if I do need to remove all this, the water has soaked me to the very balls. - And I smiled at him.- It’s up to you if you want to suffer from the frozen balls. It's cold you know?



He just looked at me and smiled shyly. He shook his head and finally said, as he raised his hands.


-  Really Chris. It's not that I like to have cold balls. But this anorak. - He tugged at it as if displaying a relic. - Has protected me all the time from the water.



It took at least a quarter of an hour between showering and finding something decent to wear. Mom wasn't home as usual, neither was my little brother, they were probably both with Deisy, my friend Peter’s mom. Dad worked in his old workshop, and at that time he would be on his way home. It was Saturday, but that didn't matter, Dad always had something to do. I was restless, a little nervous maybe. Arnie Hammer, the weirdest guy in the world, was down there, sunk on the sofa and probably desperate, immersed in the world of collective boredom.


-  I'm so sorry to keep you waiting. - I said agitatedly as I went down the stairs two at a time.

-  Don't worry,- he replied affably. He had a magazine in his hands. At that distance, I couldn't see what magazine it was. What did it matter now? He had taken it from the coffee table and it was most likely one of those magazines from mom’s heart. Arnie put it back in its place.



-  You have a very nice house,- he said, looking around the room and smiling at me again. It was curious, the day before he was rigid with no expression on his face, and this afternoon, however, he was smiling all the time.





— I'm going to see if my mother has left some coffee in the kitchen, while you read something if you want. In the background, there are many horror books, especially Stephen King. Do you like horror? - I pointed to the piece of furniture where they were.


-  Wow! Stephen King! - Arnie bolted off the couch and walked over to the shelving unit behind him, skirting around the couch as he slid a long-fingered hand along the headrest. A wet stain no bigger than the bottom of a pot's foot in diameter appeared where he had previously squashed his ass. Judging by the size of the stain, although it was growing in size as if the sofa had become a huge sponge, Arnie was a skinny guy, with hardly any ass, flat, but that was something that a  man didn’t mind, but perhaps that was why he had vehemently refused to change his clothes. The fear of being discovered that he was really emaciated.



Some people are ashamed of their bodies. Arnie Hammer was one of them.


-  Do you have Carrie?- he asked as he rummaged through the books with his nose pressed against them.



-  And who doesn't have it by now?- I answered quickly as if I was boasting in doing so. – Is on your left.



He found it right away and when he picked it up, his eyes widened with excitement, he looked like the happiest kid in the world, who just got some new shoes.


-  Haven't you read it yet?



-  Only halfway. My father doesn't want me to read this kind of stuff. So he found where I kept it and threw it in the trash.



I frowned for a moment and stopped just short of the kitchen doorway directly in front of him. From there I could see it clearly since it was situated in a straight line.
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