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	CHAPTER ONE      

	 I have a problem. And what is my problem? First of all, I am a writer. And I have come to realize I should not have written my eleventh fiction story whose success gave birth to the whole mess my life became. My decision to write the story was not an easy one. I was a man truly besieged. I was a man with war drumming in his head. Several voices in my head were slugging it out. There were those that urged me to focus on the reasons why I should not go ahead and write my eleventh story. These reasons kept exploding like fireworks, and in many directions, in my head, each day. There were also those that kept on telling me that it was a real man that pushes forward in spite of his numerous downfalls. They argued. They jostled. They fought each other in a struggle to dominate my mind.  Give up on writing! Don’t ever give it up! You don’t have what it takes! You do! How many times will you fail to learn from your experiences that show you have no future as a writer even if you decide not to give it up! You’re a writer and your future is bright! You’re only deluding yourself! You’re not! 

	My head ached.  It was burning up.  I had to get off the seat I was sitting on and take a walk. I very much had to. I had to try to get a chance to think clearly, in spite of the rumble in my head.

	“You are a writer, Beck,” I said to myself. “Writers exist to write,” I went on to say. “Not writing this story will amount to a denial of the love I have for writing.” 

	And there was no stopping me from then on. I began writing my eleventh fiction story when I returned home from taking a walk.

	I had no strand of doubt in me that I could write excellent stories which would become foundations for blockbuster movies, though I felt it was a big shame that none of my first ten stories impressed any of the movie studios’ executives I previously approached. They all said my stories were not right for them. But I was determined to try again, to press on, until I pressed through to breakthrough. I could not be more fired up by rejections. “Come on,” I said to myself, ‘you’re not going to take no for an answer. Those studios need my talent! I can do it!”

	“Beck! Are you still doing that?” Her voice came.

	“I am,” I replied.  That was Julie, my wife. Her impatience could not be caged now for me to speak more words I wanted to.

	“Get realistic!” she quickly went ahead to scream. “Do you need a palm reader to let you know you’re not good enough? Do you need God to step down from heaven to tell you, or you need uncle D to step out of his very hot zone to tell you?”

	“Uncle D?”

	“I was talking about the devil! Do you need him to let you know you’re not good enough before you come to your senses?”

	“I think I’m good.”

	“But not good enough! Those men want nothing but the best.”

	“That I know.”

	“Which you can’t produce!”

	“I think I can.”

	“Really?”

	“That I know.”

	“Give it all up!”

	“Okay…., but that would be after I must have tried the big boss at Paramount Pictures with my new story.”

	“You are so crazy!”

	Julie had these temper tantrums that sometimes belched forth like molten lava from erupting volcano. Five feet six inches was her height, a blonde from Houston, Texas, with a round face. Her smiles were often attractive, and her anger could be a terror once in a while. Her laughter on a good day would give any man that finds it hard to control his groin area a huge erection. Not bad a personality to me, overall. A woman, so good in the kitchen, and well made by the almighty creator, to be a good asset.  Julie and I had liked each other very much right from our seventh grade at high school. The chemistry was amazing. The attraction we felt was strong. So intense it was that it had this overwhelming domineering urge to possess. It got us to the thing lots of people in this world love to call relationship.  I must say Julie and I had sex occasionally, and that was because we were not a pair of promiscuous dogs that would think of nothing else.

	“Oh….. great... So nice….,” Julie responded, back in our high school days, when I first shared my dream to become a writer with her.

	 “It would be nice to see you achieve it,” she said, being quite excited to hear of the ambition that raged like wild fire in my soul. This excitement surged into her with the tremendous force with which a very dry desert soil that has not known wetness for years can absorb water. A very wide smile stood on her face, exposing her fine set of white teeth not yet discolored by coffee drinking at all. I must confess that it felt quite nice to have someone so close appreciate my dream.

	“Do you really believe I can go all the way and achieve it?”  I was quick to ask.

	“Yes, you can, Beck. It would be really nice to see movies based on your stories.” 

	“Are you convinced?”

	“Sure! What are friends for? I will support you every step of the way. I believe in your dream, Beck.”

	“Give me a kiss, Julie. A gentle one, right at the tip of my nose.”

	“No.”

	“You are just joking. You will not deny me, will you?”

	“I will.” 

	“You must be joking. Tell me you’re.”

	“You’re blind, Beck. Can’t you see I am?”

	Julie and I listened to each other. We were so supportive of each other that we shared our burdens, hopes and dreams of a future flowing with milk and honey. What more could I have longed for? Our relationship was not perfect though, but I can say it was one of the best around, until I gathered the courage to let her realize that I would go on writing my eleventh fiction story.  Everything became perfectly normal after that? No! My decision, very much like a stone thrown into a pond, created a lot of ripples.  And the foundation for the mess in my life was only about to be laid. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER TWO 

	 Julie had said I was crazy. I was in our living room, reading through my developing eleventh story, when she came to me with an early morning cup of coffee, the day being a day after I had begun writing my story—a Friday.  She was absolutely furious to see what I was doing. 

	 She had had enough, nearly poured the hot coffee in my face, but managed to stop anger from making her do so. I was lucky there. Julie angrily kept the cup of coffee on the wooden table I sat on, spilling some on it. I was to her, the most disgusting thing around. I was a thousand flies that buzzed around her eyes. I had filled her with irritation that itched every inch of her body. She did storm away from my presence, and into the only bedroom we had and shared, in our small rural Nebraska bungalow.  It was a bungalow that had one kitchen, one lavatory, and a living room which lacked a rug on its floor, and any sort of interior decoration. All we had in our living room was a wooden dining table, two wooden seats beside it, and a green couch.   Julie would not just stop there, that I knew very well about the woman I married. But what I did not know was what she was actually up to.  I had known her to be always something else whenever she got furious. I remembered the day we had an argument. She lost her temper and threw a glass of water at me. We were taking a walk together, when a girl I did not know waved at me. I raised my right hand, and waved at her too. Julie made no comment. There was no way I could see she had read any meaning into what I had done. She succeeded in making me feel there were no qualms. It was when we got back home that she opened up.

	“Who was that?” She queried.  I did not understand what she meant at that time. I was hungry, and had my mind on grabbing an apple from the fridge.

	“Who?” I said, almost absent mindedly.

	“Beck, don’t get all slippery now!” Julie’s tone had changed now. She had growled in fact. Anger had stepped into her. “The girl you waved at! Who’s she?”   It was now that I understood what she wanted to know.

	“I don’t know her,” I began. “She waved at me and I waved back. Just that. I’ve never seen her before.  You’re not thinking I’ve been hitting on her.”

	“Don’t lie to me!”

	“I’m not lying.”

	“You fucking liar!”

	“I’m not lying! I’ve never seen her before. I swear!”

	“Bloody liar!”

	“Wait a minute! You think I’ve been seeing her?”

	“Chronic liar!”

	“Stop calling me names, Julie! Believe me! I’ve never seen her before!”

	“What’s her name and size of her G-string panties?”

	“What the hell’s this? I don’t know! I’ve got only your own G-string size in my long-term memory!”

	“Bloody liar!”  

	That was it. The glass of water had left her right hand and was flying to my face now.  

	 I was so lucky to have got out of the glass’s path fast. It nearly hit my face. I took it that God still wanted me to keep on having the face he gave me, otherwise the story of my face would have been different today.  It was when the glass had shattered on the floor that Julie realized the stupid thing she had allowed anger to put her through. Tears began to drip out of her eyes. It was as if a tap was turned on at once, in them. She covered her face as quickly as she could, with her hands, in shame. Her mouth opened and she cried. I even found her more attractive as she did. This ensured that I could not find a way to build up anger against her insane act. Believe me, I tried hard, but those tears coming from her eyes arrested me.  Getting angry with her proved to be like smashing a mountain with bare hands. Those tears just disarmed me. It was as if their cold long hands had extended to caress my whole body, putting me at ease.

	       “Beck, I’m sorry,” Julie had said to me, her tone, so soft, so seductive. “I don’t know what got over me,” she went on. “Please I’m sorry.”

	 I had no choice than to take her in my arms like a loving mother. I am no woman, this I knew so well, but she felt so tender and calm in the comfort my arms gave, looking up at my face like a child that needed to suck her mother’s breasts. I must confess that I would have offered her if mine had not been created to always be tiny, dry, and without the ability to yield even the smallest trickle of milk. One is to love and forgive his wife always, isn’t it?

	“That’s okay,” I said to her. “I love you.”  Then I began to wipe off tears on her face that were beginning to drop on the green satin dress she wore.

	“I love you too,” she said.  

	I forgave her, but I knew she was still a long way from knowing how to keep her emotion of anger in check.

	Julie had stormed away! What was she really up to?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	

	 

	CHAPTER THREE 

	 My whole body tickled with so much fear when Julie stormed into our small-sized bedroom that had a rough floor, two windows and one bed that was not the large type, but was okay for us. This left my mind very active as it tried to capture the scenario I would likely face. Instinct told me lots of things, which I decided to ignore. They were things like, Julie will come back to hit your face hard with the long heel of one of her shoes! She will return with most of your clothes and burn them right in front of you! All these did not bother me. I managed to stay calm. But when my gut feeling suggested Julie could come at me with a knife or a gun, I knew it was no longer time to sit and watch. There was actually a hand-gun somewhere in our bedroom, which I bought. Fright dragged me and got me up on my feet as fast as it could. This took no more than three seconds. I dashed off to the small space that was the kitchen in our home. On my mind was the quest to pick up something that I could use to defend myself. Anything! My heart was pumping so fast now. It did not want to take it easy. It just thumped and thumped so much that I thought its aim was to tear up my chest and fall off. I could not find anything that made sense to me, as far as getting a good object to defend myself was concerned. I finally picked up a fork and a knife. My mind was totally made up. I would have to defend myself as necessary if Julie attacked me, love or no love. I then tiptoed out of the kitchen with my weapons. I peeped at the door that led to our bedroom when I reached the kitchen door. I wanted to see if I would see Julie step out of our bedroom. I saw nobody. I decided it was best I waited. I waited for ten minutes, and Julie did not step out of our bedroom. Then I began to wonder what was really going on. The house was quiet. I listened up for any railing tone that would be hers, but none came.

	“Julie,” I called. No response came. “Look, Julie, doing anything stupid will not help a thing, okay?” I went ahead. “I know you’re mad at me. But we can talk about it.” I still got no response. I began to have feelings that Julie was no longer in the bedroom. I did not want to believe them. So I shut them out. Julie has murdered herself in the bedroom, said a voice that arose in my head. I shut it out too. But one thing I could not stop from seizing me was curiosity.  It wrapped me in its arms. I could not resist any bit of it. It was so strong in me now, urging me on, with the courage to make a move and see things for myself. It had me going to the bedroom, but slowly, still armed with a fork and a knife. I had to be careful. Julie could still be somewhere waiting to hit you when you least expect. My mind told me this. I had no choice than to heed its well-timed advice. I got bewildered. This was because what I saw in the bedroom when I got there was Julie’s absence. My feelings had been vindicated. Have you seen it now….? We told you and you would not believe us…., they were quick to inform me. My mouth was on its way to opening, so that I would tell them how sorry I was for not believing them. Then I quickly realized that they were no humans and would not hear me. But I did appreciate them by nodding twice, hoping they would be able to see that. I thought they did.

	I did not know when my weapons fell off my hands and dropped to the floor. Bewilderment that descended on me was responsible. But Julie was no ghost. I was quite sure I had not seen any sign of her being one, since we started living together as a married couple. Not even in our blissful days of high school romance did I notice anything that suggested she was. Fear gripped me, I must confess. Fear of ghosts. Footage of many ghost movies I had watched as a child began to flash through my mind. I began remembering word for word, many of the very scary ghost stories I had read as a kid. My behind was not spared. It started to tickle with fear and awareness all of a sudden. I was beginning to give in to the feeling that I was not alone.  There were many of them—pretty ones and ugly ones. There were those with complete fingers, those with only one, two and three fingers. All ghosts, and were hanging on all the walls around me, together with those that had bloody faces, including those with heads that ranged from two to ten in number. I could feel the whole room getting increasingly infested with ghosts all of a sudden. 

	“No….,” I screamed to shake off ghostly feelings devouring me. It worked. I felt good again and managed to eke out some courage from within, and took some steps that led me to a little book rack beside the bed I shared with Julie. I looked for and grabbed a book about ghosts I once bought and read, but not for kids. My eyes sped from page to page in my frantic search for anything that could suggest to me that ghosts disappear on mortals when things make them furious. I was so fast in flipping through the pages that I would not have seen it if it ever existed in the book. My search led nowhere. I dropped the book on the bed, being convinced that I had searched well, and that what I searched for never existed. But what has happened to Julie? This was a question that chimed like a cathedral bell in my head a hundred times.

	“Julie!” I screamed. 

	I raced out of the bedroom when a response did not come from anywhere in the house.

	 “Julie….. Julie…….,” I screamed more.

	 But the more I screamed her name, the more her absence dawned on me. I ran like an athlete with blistering speed to the lavatory. Julie was not there. A running tap in there had suggested that I check it out.

	 “Julie, stop playing pranks on me!” I went ahead to scream. “Where are you? We can talk! Remember we were told on our wedding day that all issues can be resolved by talking about it. Where are you, Julie? Where are you? Please stop doing this to me.”

	 The status quo persisted, no matter how hard I screamed. I had given up now. I headed for the living room to relax on the couch in there, and had barely sat down when I noticed that the front door was wide open. It was not the time for me to go out. Lightening had begun to flash. Thunder had begun to growl. Wind had arrived with massive force. I knew this because I was not deaf. It had begun to howl. One thing was clear. Nature was making haste for the sky to pour down rain. Julie had not become a ghost after all. Ghosts do not have to open doors when making their exit, let alone leaving it fully ajar.

	This is the end of Julie? Relax!  My tale is still unfolding. Some things are better left alone for now.  Welcome next to one experience of mine in Los Angeles in which I had to run for my dear life!

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER FOUR

	Twilight had gone and night had already arrived. It would have been in a complete dark street if not for the spots of illumination from street lights, and others coming from passing cars whose engines droned along. My mouth was wide open. It had to be because I needed more air to surge into my lungs. My nostrils could not do the job. They were simply too small to let in all the air I needed now. Some men were chasing after me.  They were stern-looking men more than two in number. All wore blue snickers, blue jeans and blue short sleeved shirts. All had no hair on their heads. Their bulging biceps would terrify a child.  Their attention had one unflinching focus. Me. I had something in common with them. That thing was focus. But mine was different from theirs because it was hinged on losing them.  I fell over a garbage can as I sped past a facility that resembled The Staples Center, home of the LA Lakers, and all sorts of unwanted stuffs it contained, spilled out. Sperm-filled, already used, latex condoms, gushed out at first, followed by decayed kitchen leftovers, and all sorts of stinking stuffs that amounted to nothing but  dirt and filth. I succeeded in disturbing the peace of a colony of American cockroaches—they wriggled out in a large number. They must have been up to ten thousand in number.  I was lucky, for none of them was able to make it into my mouth.  My mouth however, did not stay away from tasting something. Some milk had splashed on my face from its pack. Some of it seeped into my mouth. Its taste was terrible—taste of stale milk. I creased my face in disgust, and spat it out quickly, beads of the same horrible liquid, tearing off my face and dropping on the ground. My left hand moved to my face at once, and wiped it as clean as it quickly could. Time was what I did not have to waste, for they were coming right behind me. I could see them clearly galloping like top athletes towards where I had fallen. I saw one of them smile, and read it to mean that he must have thought I had given up on dashing away from them. He was totally wrong. I would never let them catch me. That was what stood so solid in my mind. It gave me the courage to spring up. I did, and was running away again. I did not need to look back to confirm that those after me were still coming. I could feel it strongly that their lives would never be joyful again if they did not catch me. I was so determined to make them fail. So I ran faster. A vehicle nearly knocked me down. I only knew it when I heard its screeching tires screeching to a halt. I was running without watching, completely oblivious of the fact that I was not the only road-user around. 

