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   Intro
 
    
 
   In every writer’s world, in their respective ‘space’, a barrier exists, a hardened wall of protection from the evils of the inner mind. Many have attempted to relentlessly subdue these voices, a collective groan from the hellish corners of the mind. The swirling echoes eventually converge only to be driven back one more time. Decades worth of chaotic torture, memories tainted with the blood of the blackness, hurt that erodes that wall, layer by layer. The erosion of reality inevitable. One item clutched dearly against the beating chest of the writer, a sign of protection, a sign of defiant victory.
 
   A dream catcher rich in protection, a spiritual lock against the demands of evil. My dream catcher frayed and well-worn from years of fight, years of war, a chaotic gauntlet that begs to run. Begs to be traveled on.
 
   Some of these works are based on true life events from my past, a horrific trespass against my innocence. Some are simply ripped from the roots of evil, a horror lying in wait in the farthest corner of the mind, waiting to enter the realm of the living.
 
   A dream catcher dances against the soft glow of the moon offering a shield from those dark entities, darkest of pleasures, and the darkened glimmer of the Devil’s eye.
 
   Or, it’s finely woven design isolating the purest of evil until finally, the blackness is freed and offered light. A light aching to be devoured and taken with whispers of what could be, what could happen, or, what lies ahead? A stark new reality?
 
   Ask yourself one question as darkness rises against the sky and shadows appear behind every aged tree.
 
   What does your dream catcher filter through?
 
    
 
                 -- J.G.
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   THE CONVERSATION
 
    
 
   The traffic was brutal and jammed up in an uncomfortable intercourse of scraped bumpers and screaming drivers. My day was long and breaking apart at the seams. My eyes strained with hurt as they watched the traffic crawl, then approach a perfect storm of silence. This bullshit of working three jobs, maintaining a family, and fostering a fledgling author career had begun to take its toll on my body. It was becoming too much. I was in the process of changing jobs, allowing myself more time at home with the baby.
 
   My mind remained jarred from the marathon of hours, and absence from the family, yet vacation loomed near, and it called to me. Oh, it called with a loving, soothing voice. I couldn’t help but let my mind run rampant with thoughts of spending a week up in the Berkshires with the wife and my three beautiful daughters.
 
   As the humid air attempted to penetrate the Honda Element, my stubborn refusal to crack the window remained constant. The cool air circulated throughout, the fans working overtime to keep the car’s interior at a controlled, comfortable temperature.
 
   The radio cackled with static, its AM station losing strength and clarity from the incoming storm. 
 
   My angered eyes rolled with impatient fury. I remained glued to the blue skies, as they eroded to a black blanket of rolling thunderstorms. A patch of lightning bolts electrified the water beneath the bridge with a frenzied attack.
 
   My fingers tapped the faded, charcoal- colored steering wheel, while my lips, bloodied from incessant picking, hummed the tune to ‘All Along The Watchtower,’ a Bob Dylan original. This version of choice was redone by The Dave Matthews Band, Live in New York City. It would come to be my favorite album, and the song served as the perfect release of built up stress. I howled the lyrics, almost with a lycanthropic intensity.
 
   A small battering ram of raindrops hammered against the windshield. I flicked on the windshield wipers, but the furious storm proved too much, the water cascaded down the windshield, rendering the wipers useless.
 
   I ran my hands through my receding hairline, and over the widening bald spot near the rear. It was a response to the volcanic obsession I had with time, a serious flaw, especially with the wife. But, I knew she came to accept my compulsive disorder with time, and we worked around it. Yet, today, even after I left work with a sizeable portion of time set aside to meet my wife, that window of comfort had shattered completely.
 
   The day grew shorter and the sun’s powers had become stifled by this rolling thunderstorm of inconvenience. This onslaught of rush hour would congest the traffic even more, suffocating my chances of making the wedding in time. A colleague of my wife’s had invited us to her daughter’s wedding, and at the rate of traffic, I knew we would miss the opening mass of the wedding’s Catholic ceremony.
 
   I guided my left foot, sliding the clutch in, released the gas, applied the brake, and glided the Element into neutral with a soft, rolling brake. I was now officially fucked and part of the mile-long traffic jam on the bridge, in a thunderstorm, and the humidity won its battle with the car and crept inside.
 
   I pulled off my sweat-stained shirt, exposing another layer underneath. The heat began to agitate my mood even more. I absolutely hated the humidity. It was mid-July and the global warming seemed to enjoy her revenge on the citizens of the world.
 
   I noticed my cell phone as it buzzed on the passenger seat. A slight bounce to the left, then to the right before I was able to secure the phone. A quick glance at the caller ID, and I recognized the caller.
 
   “Hey, how’s everything? Yeah? Well, I’m stuck in traffic.” I rolled my eyes at the situation. 
 
   I was happy she had called. I adored her voice, always pleasant, full of love, and warmth. I always soaked that in and relished the time we chatted, texted, or simply just enjoyed random moments of silence. But, today I felt something was off. Askew. When we had breakfast earlier in the morning, I didn’t catch any weird flags. There were no signs of a cold, or sinus infection. No stubborn arthritic pain, even the Bell’s Palsy remained dormant. Yet, today, her tone resonated with fear. Now, according to my wife, my hearing had declined over the years, yet I could always detect when her voice was filled with fear, depression, or even uncertainty. Something wasn’t right. Something was peculiarly off center.
 
   A man’s voice, drenched in English tone, seeped through the cell phone. “Mr. G, I need you to listen to me. This matter requires your immediate attention.”
 
   “Who is this?” I yelled back, wondering who the fuck was on the other line. “Is this a credit card collector? Go fuck yourself.”
 
   “Mr. G,” the man’s voice continued with a calm tone. “You have a decision to make.”
 
   “You’re really starting to piss me off. Put my wife back on. And, what the hell are you doing with my wife anyway?” I punched the interior ceiling of my car with an angry fist.
 
   “I have your wife rather close to me, Mr. G. She has a knife pressed into her ribs, and if you don’t follow my precise instructions, my patient manner will turn violent.”
 
   “What are your instructions?” I feared for my wife. She was my rock. “Just please don’t hurt her.”
 
   “That will be up to you Mr. G.”
 
   My knuckles wanted to rip through the skin. In fact, I actually thought they did, because blood began to release from my hands. “I swear if you draw one speck of blood from her, I’ll personally dismember you with a pitchfork.”
 
   “Easy,” the man’s voice responded. “Keep that adrenaline going, you’ll need it.”
 
   “Need it for what? And, let me hear my wife’s voice.”
 
   “Say something romantic and cute,” the man’s voice instructed her. “It’ll be the last thing he hears.”
 
   I heard my wife’s voice. It resonated with a sweetness I’ve always treasured. She seemed stabilized in hope and faith considering the jarring situation.  “Honey, I…..”
 
   “No cops, either,” the man’s voice echoed. “I smell the scent of anyone in blue, and I kill your wife, and then return for you.”
 
   “I understand.”
 
   “Now, you’re on the Mid-Hudson Bridge stuck in traffic, right?”
 
   “Maybe, maybe not douche bag.” I wouldn’t divulge any pertinent information.
 
   “Don’t lie to me Mr. G,” the man’s voice grew unstable. “Do you see your precious collection of two penguins and a duck on your dashboard?”
 
   “Yes, of course, I put them there.”
 
   “I’ve made some adjustments to their positioning, haven’t you noticed?”
 
   “Uh, now that you mention it, yeah. What the fuck were you doing in my car?” I tapped the penguins, and picked one up. The traffic still stopped, gave me some added time to inspect them. I turned over one of the penguins and found a small micro camera underneath where the water would come out. They were bath toys, but I used them for decorative purposes instead. They reminded me of my daughters.
 
   “I’m watching you right now. I have every conceivable angle covered.”
 
   “I’m aware of that.” I placed the penguin back, after I delivered the middle finger to the camera.
 
   “Cute,” the man responded. “Now, I have a sworn enemy on that same bridge as you. In fact, he’s a few car lengths ahead of you.”
 
   “So?” 
 
   “He’s responsible for killing my family.”
 
   “So, you kill him.”
 
   “He’s hard to track down, but you have the advantage.”
 
   “You have my wife at knife’s edge, and I have the advantage?” I bit my tongue, and punched the roof once more. The strength of my hands separated the roof from its frame, ripping the fabric. I wasn’t going to let this bastard fuck around with my wife. I was hell bent on getting her back and safely returned in my arms.
 
   “The car is a black Lexus, late 2000. The license plate reads CR.J. 1298.”
 
   “Why him?”
 
   “He was the main culprit in a company that distributed malfunctioning equipment that caused the car wreck that claimed my wife and son.”
 
   “So, sue the bastard. Go kill him yourself.”
 
   “No. No blood on my hands. Now, I don’t care how you do it, just kill him.”
 
   “Then what? I’m in the middle of traffic. Cops will come, I’ll be arrested, and never see my wife again.”
 
   “You’ll get out on insanity probably, and your wife will be alive.”
 
   “I don’t trust you. You’ve been nothing but a liar to me this whole time.” I reached for the door, opening it, and sucking that awful humidity.
 
   “If you don’t do it in the next few minutes, considering your cell phone’s battery should be about to expire, then your wife dies.”
 
   I looked at my battery’s life. How did this guy know everything? It was at one bar, and it was blinking. I didn’t have long. A few more minutes. I frantically searched for the charger in the car, upturning everything, but to no avail.
 
   I can’t believe I’m doing this. I scoured the Element for something resembling a weapon. I opened the rear hatch and ripped apart the floor and grabbed the silver tire iron. I hesitated for a second, until I gazed down at the cell phone’s blinking battery.
 
   “CR.J. 1298,” I kept repeating.  My tired eyes scoured the plates. 
 
   I finally found the black Lexus, and the driver inside.
 
   I tapped on the window, hoping he would open it.
 
   The man’s features, a bit grotesque and void of decent looks, powered down the window.
 
   “I’m sorry, this man on the phone has my wife at knife’s edge,” I stammered, sucking a breath.
 
   “I don’t know what to say. Do you want me to call the police for you?” The man asked.
 
   “He wants me to kill you, because of some sort of business oversight.”
 
   “I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about?” The man reached for the button to bring the window back up.
 
   “No! He’ll kill my wife!” I unleashed the tire iron on the window, splintering it with the first few hits. I never recovered my moral code, my restraint for the unethical acts of violence.
 
   My face was soaked in the man’s bludgeoned remains. The tire iron caked in brain matter and a few patches of his stringy black hair.
 
   I heard the sirens. They seemed to arrive from everywhere. It’s amazing. You can never find a cop when you need one. But, once you kill someone, they’re everywhere.
 
   I refused to release the tire iron. My other hand held the phone. I kept muttering something to the policeman.
 
   “Sir, release the tire iron.” The officer raised his weapon.
 
   “He’ll kill my wife,” I stammered. “If the phone goes dead, she’s dead.” 
 
   “Sir, let me see your phone.” Joe waved his free hand, while he kept the Glock firmly on me.
 
   I tossed him the phone. 
 
   “Sir, this cell’s dead. And it seems to be have been dead for quite some time. It won’t even turn on at all.”
 
   “My wife. My wife.” I gazed around the bridge. The humidity choked my throat, sweat accumulated on the nape of my neck. I might’ve inadvertently waved the tire iron in an anxious moment of frustration. I can’t honestly say for sure.
 
   I felt several pops against the side of my chest. Nothing hard, but I knew the penetration had brought blood to the surface. My knees buckled and I collapsed against the black Lexus. 
 
   Officer Lincoln Carter brought down his Glock. “Are you okay, partner?”
 
   Joe grimaced. “What the hell was that for? I had it covered.”
 
   “I thought he was going after you.” Lincoln squinted in the sun’s brightness. “I only stymied him. If we get him to the hospital within the next few minutes, he’ll recover.”
 
   “Maybe he doesn’t want to,” Joe said bringing Lincoln’s attention to my body.
 
   “I saved my wife didn’t I? She’s okay now?” My words blurred into another sentence, one that as a writer, I couldn’t even make sense of. But, the man’s voice was gone, I had finally beaten him. A warm sensation seeped from my black tee shirt, and a stream of blood snaked its way down my lower lip. 
 
   At least my wife was safe.
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   Blood Moon
 
    
 
   She dances in the pale moon’s glow
 
   That blackened ponytail bounces and flows
 
   Her eyes locked on mine, evil is on her mind
 
   Those hips start to gyrate, pound and grind
 
    
 
   The howls of the wolves can be heard
 
   Her whispers in my ear reassure
 
   My fears of the unknown bring uncertain fears
 
   Soon my blood will turn the gears
 
    
 
   A transformation a century in wait
 
   From her lips emerge the whitened bait
 
   My struggle meek, what do I care?
 
   Immortality about to be part of the share
 
    
 
   Her fangs sink in my neck, spewing forth new life
 
   A brief quivering cuts through like a knife
 
   The cherry juice flows down my pale neck
 
   A chortled call for her love leaves me a wreck
 
    
 
   The gathering looms thirsting for more
 
   This wasn’t part of the agreed chore
 
   My human flesh not part of this charade
 
   Not be devoured by a demon parade
 
    
 
   Love lost and truces secured
 
   I’m now feet away from death’s lure
 
   A ruined life saved from a dark mistress of the night
 
   Another breath stolen from the final fright 
 
    
 
                  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sinned Pleasure
 
    
 
   Her smooth curves dance from the gin,
 
   My soul’s become deranged with sin,
 
   My thoughts shaded with impure action
 
   I pull her close, just a fraction
 
    
 
   The heat from her kiss melts my mind
 
   Her beating heart pressed against mine
 
   The lingering kiss she does deliver
 
   Anchors me down with a parade of shivers
 
    
 
   Delighted and drawn to her roaring fire
 
   Before I know it, we’ve ignited desire
 
   The taste of her lips sweet and erotic
 
   The way she pulls away, drives me neurotic
 
    
 
   I find her willing, her body so pure
 
   I kneel down before her allure
 
   My tongue runs a trail up her inner thighs
 
   Her quiet murmurs are brought to new heights
 
    
 
   Her fingernails drag through my skin, yet in her I do trust
 
   As she leaves behind a red trail of lust 
 
   Her body thrives with the purest of passion
 
   Our bodies drawn closer to action
 
    
 
   Once inside, our damned souls will converge
 
   In a warmth of love that will urge
 
   Each of us to scream and clench and succumb to the heat
 
   As another round ignites beneath the sheets
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   GRAVEDIGGER
 
    
 
   October 1987
 
    
 
   For the first eleven years of his miserable, pathetic life, Kale Jones floated in a sea of despair and anguish. An unfortunate byproduct of two drug-addled, alcoholic parents, Kale learned from infancy that dependency was a pipe dream. Instead, from the moment his lungs filled with air, Kale’s soul would suffer starvation of a different sort: love.
 
   Doctors had linked Kale’s skinny freckled frame, his imbalanced eyes, the early stages of detoxification, and a several month delay in learning, to his mother’s excessive infatuation with the bottle. Kale’s early surgeries couldn’t correct the damage to his eyes. One was left partially blind, while the other seemed to roll about in its natural habitat with lazy abandon.
 
   While his parents pissed away the family’s money on the bare necessities: alcohol, cigarettes, and either porn for dad, or sex toys for mom, Kale had decided to spend his days away from home. His time was spent with his best friend R.J. after school playing Transformers down in the basement. A few weeks later, a demon raped his mind and body one late fall afternoon, when R.J.’s red-haired stepfather groped each boy underneath the sheets.
 
   Kale sucked in the tears, the anger, the humiliation, and eventually told his parents. Soon afterward, the step-father entered the hospital with a nasty set of bruises, yet he still remained in the neighborhood, on the same street, three houses away from Kale’s. The divorce that followed effectively separated the monster from the neighborhood, but the very existence of this man picked away at Kale. 
 
   Kale knew his father had delivered the crushing blows to the man’s face, but it wasn’t enough. Kale felt saved for some time after his father defended his only son, yet the feeling eroded and stranded Kale in a vicious cycle of depression and damaged pride.
 
   Kale’s school days weren’t any better. The upper caste system had decided to ban Kale to the outcast section of the school. Kale’s own friends soon deserted him for fear of becoming an outcast as well. 
 
   Kale wanted to drown. He planned many variations of suicide. He had poured bleach into a paper cup and came inches from drinking it, until the damn mangy dog knocked it from his hands. His fingers fumbled away a perfectly dulled razor blade down the street’s drain on one rain soaked afternoon. The last time came just a few weeks before he met his new friend. A match, a can of gasoline, and an isolated car in the junkyard. Instead of dousing his organic body in the firestorm, Kale threw everything he had, from family pictures, artifacts, anything that connected him to his parents, into that car. A few moments later, after the three tears dried from his face, Kale ignited the car ablaze, and within a few moments, felt an anchor lift from his soul. Kale felt free, free to roam wherever he wanted, and for once, his self-esteem skyrocketed.
 
   Yet, through all this headache and drama, one person stood quietly by Kale’s side. In a small town of just under two hundred people, Kale’s new friend offered no opinions, no judgments, and no ridicule on Kale’s behalf. Kale would take the long road home from school, avoiding his parents as much as possible. They were decent folk. They never hit him physically, yet their verbal smashing of his psyche had eroded his self-esteem, shattering him from within. Kale’s life became a fight to either tread water, or succumb to the rough waves and drown.
 
   The season had turned from summer to autumn, and Kale had spent a few weeks with his new friend. In fact, on this balmy October evening, Kale had skipped out on dinner at home and headed straight to the end of town. The town’s shops literally ended, and the street seemed to change from the boring charcoal sidewalks, to a patch of well-worn green grass, blanketed by the falling leaves, and mixed with puddles of water and mud. 
 
   The barber was the last shop on the strip, and standing outside the shop was the last remaining light post. It had leaned a bit to the right ever since Mr. McKenzie ran into it plowing one night during a blizzard. 
 
   Kale sucked in a breath as his feet welcomed the wet grass. Kale peered ahead at the simmering full moon. It hovered above the town with an impatient glare. Kale’s face proposed a smile of friendship, feeling an odd draw to the moon’s presence. Kale continued his journey just past the bare patch of oak trees that seemed to crackle with delight every time Kale would pass. A horde of bats bounced across the night sky, screeching their presence to the town. Kale’s face pulled back another smile at the sight of the naked trees, the bat’s flight pattern, and his new friend, who waited for him just a few feet away.
 
   Kale could make out the shadow of his new friend. The bent crippled shadow wrapped around the remaining oak trees with a loving embrace. Kale’s new friend extinguished a cigarette, or perhaps even a cigar against the growling bark of the nearest tree. Kale watched him continue a slow walk from the darkness, approaching the well-worn path with a titled head. His right eye resembled an orb, devoid of any distinctive eyelids. Inside it glimmered with a silver hue. Kale never questioned it. After all, he had his own deformities, and his new friend hardly seemed concerned with Kale’s pathetic situation.
 
   The man’s other eye worked as usual, as it followed the bats across the darkened skyline. “Ah, nature’s natural predators,” his aged voice bellowed. “What do you think Kale?” He kept a careful watch on the remaining bats.
 
   “Of what, Sir?” Kale crept a quick look of his own at the fleeing bats.
 
   “Of anything,” his voice lowered even more.
 
   Kale figured his new friend had to be his grandfather’s age, perhaps sixty or seventy. “I like bats. They incite fear into the weak minded.”
 
   “I agree. For a young man, you harbor a unique blend of intellect and the raw understanding of the real world.”
 
   Kale enjoyed his friend’s perception of him. A young man? Intellectual? Kale thirsted for such accolades, positive reinforcement, to be recognized. Kale stepped closer to his new friend.
 
   “Listen, I have friends I’d like for you to meet. Are you okay with that Kale?” The man’s face turned back around. 
 
   Kale heard several bones cracking in the man’s neck. “Um, yeah, sure.”
 
   “I understand if you need to get back home.” The man’s right eye predominantly led the conversation. 
 
   Kale sucked in a harsh breath. “No. I’m good.”
 
   “Excellent.” The man reached out for Kale. “Stay close to me. This part of town has a certain feel to it, and a young boy can get overwhelmed very quickly in these parts.”
 
   “It’s getting cold out here, Sir.” Kale’s lips bounced together in response to the bitter wind.
 
   “Warmth is in the mind, dear Boy,” the man said. “Prepare yourself mentally, and you will always have a fire burning within you.”
 
   Kale followed close behind the man, casting about with curious stares. A patch of shadows startled him as they moved in between the bare trees with a fluid motion.
 
   “Pay no attention to them,” the man said. 
 
   Kale felt the bitter cold approaching with force. The entire acreage of land bathed in the moon’s glow, began to separate from the trees, revealing a spectacle of unique terror. At least to Kale’s young eyes, his tastes were decidedly different than the other boys and girls. His affection for the darker side of human nature had drawn him to this very place. Yet, while his mind soaked in the beauty of the aged cemetery, Kale’s heart wanted to rip through his skin. Row after row of marble headstones scratched with the initials of the town’s dead. 
 
   The man gently pulled Kale along by the elbow, and guided him further along the symmetrical rows. “In this area of town, it remains quiet for the most part, until a voice beckons forth a plot of revenge.”
 
   “Revenge?” Kale asked. His hands went clammy, sweat peaked across his brow, and he felt a slight urination problem percolating.
 
   “Your soul craves it, Kale,” the man seemed to hum the words. 
 
   Kale enjoyed the rhythm, the way that particular sentence rolled off the man’s tongue.
 
   “I will not delay your time any longer, for that I’m sorry. But, it’s not everyone that travels this path we’re sharing tonight.” The man continued to pace his steps, exiting the final row of tombstones, and approached a small patch of dead grass. 
 
   Kale peered around and took notice of the brown grass, dying a slow death from the lack of warmth and rain. Kale spun around in a tight circle, his eyes gathering the scenery and imagining what was straight ahead.
 
   “Straight ahead,” the man’s elderly finger shook, “past those trees, lie twelve graves Kale. All twelve are the final resting places for the world’s sickest, most brutal, and horrifying monsters ever to walk this blessed earth.”
 
   “Why are you telling me this?” Kale asked, his skin went white from the coldness, his breath formed small clouds in front of his freckled face. He tucked his small hands in his sleeves and blew a continual patch of hot air into them.
 
   “Follow me,” the man urged. “I understand you harbor many questions. I will answer them all just beyond this stretch.”
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