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Chapter 1

Inprisoned and Escaped

“Reality comes like an onion in layers that we can peel back one layer at a time. I guess if it didn’t we would have to accept it all in one big wad, and then it would seem so unreal. Right now, I’m Ok with layers.”

—Journal Entry: 5/28/06

Shackles advance across the floor in rhythm with shackles at the waist and wrist. A prisoner in a light blue jumpsuit is escorted by guards, like herdsmen leading a bull to slaughter. In the front of the courtroom a door opens. In steps a judge in a long flowing gown. All rise as he makes his entrance. Once the judge is seated, all present sit except the prisoner and guards. The judge clears his throat and speaks, “In the case of the State vs. Gotar of Sindra, case number 121895, the defendant was found guilty as charged for being delinquent in paying debts owed to his creditors. We are here to sentence the prisoner to serve time at a debtors’ prison for unpaid debts owed. Before I announce the sentence, would the prisoner like to speak?”

The prisoner raises his head, “Yes, I’d like to ask the court for mercy, your Honor.”

“The prisoner’s request is noted for the record. According to article 54 of statute 218 and the Debt Agreement Laws of this jurisdiction, the prisoner is sentenced to a minimum of thirty-five years of hard labor in a debtors’ prison assembly line.”

The prisoner takes a deep breath and contains his emotions. Sobbing echoes through the court room as the guards lead the prisoner out. A woman lunges forward. One of the guards stiff arms her. She falls backward and two small children begin to cry. The prisoner’s downcast head snaps up and turns in the direction of the woman and children. In a reflex reaction, the prisoner all at once breaks the chains of his shackles by extending his arms and legs in an outward motion from his body. In this single liberating motion, the guards are propelled backward. One of the guards recovers and grabs the prisoner from behind with an arm around his neck. The prisoner grabs the guard’s arm and exerts a bone-crushing grip that makes the guard’s arm go limp. The prisoner turns around and faces the guard. He delivers a blow that knocks him across the room.

The guard lies unconscious. The prisoner bolts across the room and sweeps up the woman and two small children into his arms. In a flash, he leaps across the room to the sill of a window and kicks out the glass. As the prisoner rocks backward and then forward preparing to leap out of the window, a guard aims a device in the direction of the prisoner and squeezes a button. A beam of light emitted from the device illuminates a portion of the plastic collar worn by the prisoner. His body slumps forward, and his limbs seem to become weighted down. The collar has imposed an artificial gravitational force that has rendered him powerless. The physical prowess demonstrated a few seconds earlier has left him. The guard cautions him, “We are on the eighth floor. Jump now and you and your family will plummet to your deaths.” The guards assist the woman and children down from the window-sill. They yank the prisoner backward. His heels hit the floor with a loud thump, and he is dragged out of the courtroom.
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Beyond the quiet inner recess of space, a spacecraft hovers. The quiet sanctum is interrupted by a streaking spacecraft.

The attention of the passenger of the hovering spacecraft is arrested. “What in Hades was that?”

The passenger of the spacecraft pursues the streaking craft. “Why are you in such a hurry?” The passenger draws within sight of the craft to make visual contact. “A government craft all the way out here?” He attempts to hail the craft.

“This is Aldar the bounty hunter; please identify yourself.” He pauses. “Are you in need of assistance?” Still no answer. “Hmm, don’t want to talk? Maybe there’s a bounty on your head.” Aldar continues the pursuit. Suddenly, the control panel of Aldar’s spacecraft begins to register strange readings. His spacecraft begins to shake abruptly. Aldar focuses his attention on the control panel. He is unable to steer the craft as it is propelled forward at an alarming velocity. As he looks up from the control panel, he sees the government craft disappear before his eyes in a flash of light. The same flash of light consumes him and his spacecraft. His spacecraft begins to free fall into a dark hole. His body is introduced to various physical stresses that amount to torture. His brain searches for a way to escape the pain. His efforts are futile as the pain propels itself to a higher level of unbearable discomfort. Every cavity of his body is filled with pain. His body feels like it is about to explode. He involuntarily emits tears from his eyes, mucous from his nose, urine from his bladder, and feces from his bowels.

There’s a second flash of light, and Aldar’s spacecraft picks up speed as it continues to tumble through space. The velocity of the craft accelerates, and the cabin of the craft becomes unbearably hot. The internal pressure within the cabin forces the breath within Aldar’s lungs out of his nostrils. Aldar gasps for air. The heat from the friction on the hull of the spacecraft intensifies. The inside walls of the spacecraft begin to illuminate. The sound of the friction on the outside walls of the spacecraft renders Aldar deaf as it continues to free-fall. Aldar begins to choke as the spacecraft’s cabin fills with smoke.

Two balls of light race across the top of the vegetation of a lush planet; the balls of light disappear from view followed by a large boom with a flash of light. The large boom is followed by an after quake and a second flash of light.

From the smoldering wreckage of a spacecraft, emerges a figure. A head rises above the slumped shoulders of the victim. The exposed charred face of the survivor is Gotar who was recently sentenced to the debtors’ prison.


Chapter 2

Realities

“The past has sowed seeds that have taken root and matured in my present reality, and the future reaps the harvest for all my tomorrows.”

—Journal Entry: 10/10/06

From the bowels of the public subway system come the echoes of voices and laughter. “Man, Will can’t drink. I took him out for his birthday, and he got so drunk. I was trying to holler at this shorty at the other end of the bar. We were just starting to feel one another, when the bartender said, ‘Man you’d better come get your friend; he’s stoned.’”

The roar of a coming train drowns out the talk and laughter at the subway platform. When the train comes to a stop, the doors open and passengers board the train. Once the train leaves the platform, the original monologue continues.

“Yeah man I had to drag him out of the bar before I could finish hollerin’ at that shorty.” The storyteller’s com pan ions begin to laugh. The storyteller makes eye contact with another passenger. “Hey, what you looking at? You looking all down my throat like you got a problem with me. What’s up? I’m talking to you man. What’s the matter with you? You can’t speak? You deaf or something?” The passenger being addressed is the shipwrecked space traveler. He gropes to understand the tone of the inquiry with a puzzled facial expression. The storyteller comes over to where the space traveler is seated and stands over him:

“You don’t speak English? Well let’s see if you understand this.” The storyteller swings a punch at the head of the space traveler. The space traveler ducks the punch and jumps to his feet.

The rocking motion of the train causes the space traveler to stumble backward into the arms of one of the storyteller’s companions. The space traveler is held with his arms behind his back. The storyteller begins to punch the space traveler again and again in his face and abdomen. The space traveler is weak as a kitten and unable to free himself. A student on the train witnessing the attack holds his head down cringing with every blow and moan from the space traveler. The storyteller’s companion loosens the grip of the slumping space traveler’s body. The rocking motion of the train propels the space traveler to the floor at the feet of the student. The space traveler attempts to pull himself up off the floor. He reaches up and clutches the knee of the student. A jolt of energy like an electric charge is transmitted from his fingertips into the body of the student, making his limbs stiff as boards. The student unintentionally kicks the storyteller as he approaches. “Who you kickin? This ain’t no World Cup soccer match!”

The storyteller strikes a Kung Fu pose. “Do you think your feeble kick is a worthy defense against my razor sharp Kung Fu?” The storyteller’s companions join him in striking martial arts poses. The student jumps to his feet. The storyteller leaps toward the student launching a lighting quick kick. The student steps to the side to avoid contact. The storyteller launches kick after kick forcing the student back until he runs out of space to retreat to. The storyteller bellows out a screeching scream as he leaps forward to deliver a punishing blow to the student. The student raises his hands in defense and catches the storyteller’s foot in mid air. They both pause in bewilderment; neither anticipates this response. The student looks most bewildered, as if he has stumbled upon a buried treasure. In utter shock and fear, the student flips the storyteller backward. To match the challenge of the student, the two companions of the storyteller double-team the student. They attack him from the front and back.
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They scream in unison and simultaneously leap forward to kick the student. The student twists his torso to the left and raises his right arm. Bringing his arm down, he clamps down on the foot of the attacker from the rear. And with his left hand, catches the foot of the attacker from the front. Still not comfortable with his newfound prowess, the student pauses again in amazement. Suddenly, he pushes the front attacker to the side and in an instant spins around and catches the out-stretched leg of the attacker from the rear before his foot touches the floor. Then he pushes the attacker backward.

“Later for this choreographed Kung Fu fighting; I’m ready to go thuggish roughish on this dude” The storyteller and his companions gather themselves together and pull out a knife, metal pipe and nunchakus. Suddenly, the student is surrounded by the three attackers, with no means of escape. The attacker with the nunchakus puts on a threatening display with his weapon, slicing through the air going from one hand to the other. The student instantly drops his head and, like a bull, rushes toward the midsection of the nunchaku attacker. The head butt causes the attacker to crumple over. The student grabs the back of the attacker’s legs and lifts him up off his feet and over his back to land on the attacker holding the metal pipe behind him. The two attackers both fall backward with the breaking motion of the train. Turning to the storyteller with the knife, the student grabs his arm and exerts bone-crushing pressure that makes the storyteller scream and drop the knife. With his other hand the student grabs the storyteller up by his collar, lifts him off his feet, and tosses him to the other side of the train. The shipwrecked space traveler lays on the floor of the train in awe of what he has witnessed. When the doors of the train open, the student grabs his backpack and exits the train with lightning-fast speed.

Above ground, accompanied by only his shadow on the sidewalk, the student walks quickly along the dusky dim lit streets. “I must be hallucinating. But I don’t feel tired. Was that real?” He pants. “I can’t do that type of stuff; that’s not normal. I’m not strong. Why did they have to beat on that guy like that? What was that strange feeling when he touched me? And where did he come from?” The student stops and spins around. Standing there in front of him is the shipwrecked space traveler.

The space traveler holds up a mechanical device.

“What’s that?”

The space traveler presses a button on the device. He holds it up to his ear awaiting a response.
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“What’s that?” The student’s voice is heard coming from the device.

The space traveler presses another button and, a strange language is heard coming from the device. He takes comfort in what he hears and smiles. The space traveler speaks with an unknown tongue into the device. He presses a button and the student hears, “This is a Language Decoder.”

“Who are you?” The shipwrecked space traveler records the student’s inquiry with the language decoder. He presses a button and it translates the student’s words into his native tongue. The space traveler responds. He speaks into the device and presses the translation button.

The student hears, “I am a citizen from a distant star far, far away.”

“Man, you blowing me.”

The space traveler records the student’s response. He presses the translation button on his decoder. He doesn’t understand the translation of the student’s response. The space traveler looks at the student, shrugs his shoulders, lifts his eyebrows and smiles. The student turns and vanishes in a flash.

Standing on the porch outside his home, the student approaches the entrance. Once inside, he hears, “Caleb is that you?”

“Yes Grandma.”

“You’re home early; dinner is not ready yet.”

“We got out early today. The teacher said we could leave after we had finished taking the test.”

Caleb’s grandmother enters the foyer. “Okay, ‘cause you know I usually have your dinner ready by the time you get home, but you’re a half hour early.” The powder-white- haired lady says as she adjusts her apron. “You Okay, baby?” She observes that Caleb looks flushed and is out of breath.

“I’m Okay.”

“Were you chased home by some of those thugs on the street?”

“No. I’m going upstairs to do some homework before dinner.” Caleb climbs the stairs up to his room. In his room, seated at his desk, he pulls out a journal and begins to write. “Every time I make physical contact with someone and they touch me, things happen that are not normal. First there were the voices and now this guy touches me, and all of a sudden I’ve got these supernatural powers. And on top of that, he claims he’s a space alien. This is not real!” He turns to an earlier passage in his journal and reads. “Reality comes like an onion in layers that we can peel back, one layer at a time.”

He takes a deep breath and writes: “Was this real or just a hallucination? If it was all in my head then how do I explain that weird physical sensation that I felt when that guy touched me? It was like an electric pulse that went through my body. It suspended my heartbeat, my breathing, my thoughts and all my senses. My body felt revved-up like a racing car dragster. When those guys attacked me, the starting light turned green and then it was on. I grabbed them and tossed them aside with ease, like I was the Incredible Hulk. And when I decided to flee the scene, I moved so quickly that everything around me was a blur. Then that guy had that strange talking box translating everything we said. It couldn’t have happened. This shouldn’t happen, not right now.”

He closes his journal and pushes his chair back from the desk. He slouches down in the chair with his hands folded and stares out into space.

At breakfast the next morning, Caleb’s grandmother inquires, “Caleb how did you sleep last night?”

“I slept pretty well.”

“I could see the light on in your room from underneath your door. It was on all night.”

“I fell asleep with the light on. I was up studying. What were you doing up that time of night?”

“I was praying.”

“What were you praying about?”

“Praying for the Lord’s intervention and his mercies. When your brother lived on the streets addicted to that crack, I prayed for his deliverance. When you became ill and had to be hospitalized, I asked the Lord to heal you and bring you home. But things got worse before they got better. Your parents split up and got divorced. Your brother got so bad that he’d do anything for that crack. He would lie, steal, and even put himself in harm’s way to get those drugs. And you were in and out of hospitals, with none of the prescribed medicines working to bring you relief. Your parents gave up and left your brother to die on the streets and you to be institutionalized in a mental hospital. But I kept praying, and you got well enough to be discharged to come to live with me. I pray because Heaven sends gifts to men. But the heart fears because it does not think itself worthy of these gifts from Heaven. I’ve learned to accept the gifts from Heaven. They are usually for my benefit and the benefit of others around me.”

His grandmother’s words made Caleb recall his brother’s death.

His older brother Clifford died fighting Taylor’s pit bulls. He vividly remembered that Clifford would do anything to get high. Clifford had fought Taylor’s pit bulls before to get a rock of crack and had won. The day of his brother’s death Caleb’s friend James frantically came to get him. Taylor’s pit bulls were winning this time. When Caleb arrived, Clifford was in a fenced area with the pit bulls tearing away at his flesh. Clifford turned and gazed in Caleb’s direction and reached out a hand for assistance. “I froze,” thought Caleb. “I didn’t do anything.” Eventually, the pleading arm of Clifford dropped, as the pit bulls savagely took bites out of his lifeless body. The memory of his brother’s death had become a part of his nightmares when he slept and the terror of his hallucinations when he was awake.

After finishing his breakfast, Caleb goes upstairs to prepare for his doctor’s appointment. Caleb conducts an inventory of the contents of his backpack. He looks over at his desk and spots his journal. He pauses then zips up his backpack.

Sitting in the doctor’s waiting room, Caleb attempts to read a magazine to pass the time and avoid the stares of other patients. Distracted by a program on the TV and the movement of patients across the room, he reads the same paragraph over and over again. Finally he decides to keep his head down, pretending to read the magazine until his name is called.

“Caleb”, his name is heard in the waiting room.

He puts down the magazine, stands up and disappears through a door. Caleb enters the doctor’s office. He takes a seat.

The doctor, with his back turned, spins around in his chair to face Caleb. With his head lowered, the doctor looks at a folder full of notes in his lap. He lifts his head slightly and peers over his glasses. “Caleb, how are you doing?”

“I’m Ok.”

“Are you taking your medication?”

“Yes.”

“How is your school attendance?”

“Good”

“Any extended absences?”

“No.”

“You’re attending night school. Is that correct?”

“Yes.”

“Do you see yourself returning to classes during the day in the near future?”

“I don’t know.”

“What do you do during the day?”

“I go to the library.”

“Do you have any friends at school or at the library that you hang out with?”

“No.”

“I’d like to see you begin to socialize. Start with night school and the library with people you see on a regular basis.”

“Did you bring your journal?”

“No, I forgot.”

“We agreed you would keep a journal and bring it to your sessions. Please remember to bring it the next time.”

“Yes sir.”

“Here is a prescription for a month’s worth of medication. I’ll see you again in a month from now. Have the receptionist make the appointment on the way out.”

The doctor extends his hand for a handshake. Caleb stands motionless. “You’re still not having those hallucinations, that when people touch you, you absorb their thoughts are you? Caleb, what you have is a classic case of schizophrenia with audio hallucinations. Agreed?” The doctor reinstates the gesture for a handshake. Caleb obliges and shakes the doctor’s hand.

Outside the doctor’s office in the empty lobby, Caleb shakes his head, closes his eyes, and hears, “The patient is avoiding social and physical contact. This would suggest a fear on his part that the hallucinations of hearing voices might return. But he appears to be quite stable. At first, he seemed reluctant to shake my hand. But with a little coaching, he overcame his fear. I’ll give his grandmother a call as a follow-up.” When he ceases to hear the doctor’s voice he opens his eyes, blinks a couple of times, and moves toward the elevator. He presses the down button.

The elevator door opens and he gets in.


Chapter 3

No Escape

“A captive firefly in a jar adapts to his surroundings and redefines himself and how he exists until his redemption comes. Let me learn from the firefly.”

—Journal Entry: 1/31/08

Three weeks later, Caleb enters the public library. He stands in line to pay fees for overdue books. He surveys the library for a nice quiet spot to study. He remembers what his psychiatrist had said about socializing at the library and is amused by the thought. His amusement is replaced by a sense of alarm. Suddenly Caleb becomes uneasy when he spots the stranger from the subway who claimed to be from outer space. The stranger is sitting at a table with books scattered all around. His attention is glued to an open book. Before Caleb can look away the stranger raises his head, and the two exchange glances. Caleb turns away, hoping that the stranger did not recognize him. From the commotion of a sliding chair and falling books the stranger approaches. Caleb’s heart begins to race. When Caleb reaches the front of the line he hears, “Young Master how art thou?” Speaking to the library worker Caleb says, “I will pay the late fees another time.” Caleb makes a quick exit out of the library, and the stranger follows in pursuit.

The stranger catches up with Caleb and begins to keep stride with him. “Young Master, I perceiveth that thou are not happy to see me. How have I offendeth thee?

“Why are you talking like that? You sound like someone straight out of my grandmother’s Bible.”

“My study of the linguistics of your planet has directed me to speaketh in the language of the King.”

“What King? Elvis?”

“No, I speaketh of his majesty King James. I hopeth to gain an audience with him, to share my plight with him. Long liveth King James!”

“He’s dead!”

“Oh, I’m sorry, was it sudden? Who will succeed him? Does he haveth an heir?”

“No, no, no, no! Maybe if I stop talking and ignore it, this hallucination will go away,” Caleb thinks to himself.

“Young Master my name is Gotar. I cometh from a place many stars away. I was held captive in a debtors’ prison until I escaped. During my journey here, my body’s molecular structure was altered and its free radicals were rearranged. The strength and speed that I once possessed I haveth no more. But when I touched you, I transferred them and now you haveth them. The powers that were mine are now thine.”

Caleb lengthens his stride to pick up speed.

“Where I cometh from, there were mystics that lived in the mountains. They only showed themselves in times of crisis. Legend has it that they could touch a boulder and absorbeth its invincible strength or touch a quick beast and absorbeth their speed. They were called Conductors.” Caleb begins to pump his arms frantically to match his increased stride. “But what caused the common man to feareth them with utmost fear was their ability to hear the thoughts of men.” Stepping off the curb into the street, Caleb breaks stride with the stranger Gotar and leaps forward into the street. A car turning the corner enters the intersection. Barreling through the intersection, the car ignores the traffic signal.

Its screeching brakes alert Gotar to the eminent danger. Caleb, in the middle of the street, turns in the direction of the oncoming car. Goltar bolts from the curb and tackles Caleb, knocking him out of harm’s way. They both fall to the ground as the car races by. The car swerves out of control and launches itself, at full speed, into a bus stop. The sound of crashing metal and a child crying can be heard. Gotar and Caleb turn their attention to the bus stop and leap to their feet. A young boy is seen running from the wreckage. The fixed foundation of the bus stop has left the car in a static heap of twisted metal. As they draw near, they find a crying child with its attention focused on a woman lying beneath the car. Gotar can hear his heart beat inside his brain. He turns to Caleb and in a lifting motion says, “Do something Conductor!” Caleb bends his knees and grabs the front end of the car and lifts it with ease as sweat pours off his brow. Gotar crawls underneath and gently pulls the woman out from beneath the car. Caleb bends his knees again and releases the weight of the car. The woman’s clothes are soaked in blood. The pitch of the child’s screams have increased. Gotar looks at Caleb and speaks, “She is in need of help.” Caleb picks up the woman and cradles her body with one arm and lifts the child with the other arm.
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Caleb then takes off with lightning speed. Bystanders shake their heads in disbelief. Speaking among one another, they point to the wrecked car and in the direction of Caleb’s exit.

Arriving at the hospital, Caleb enters the emergency room. He is engulfed by emergency room attendants offering aid to the injured woman. Once the woman is attended to, Caleb flees the scene in a flash.

Alone in his bedroom later that evening, Caleb tosses and turns while lying in his bed. There is a continuous stream of voices in his head.

“Young Master did well today after I pushed him out of the way of the moving transport machine. When I knocked him down, I felt a flow of strength leave my body. He used his power well and saved that woman’s life. He is truly a Conductor. I wonder if our paths will cross again.”

“Oh my body aches so badly. This medicine is not working. I’m glad my child was spared from this pain. Fortunately, she was playing outside the bus stop when that car hit. How long will I have to be here? Maybe I’ll have to do rehab. Let me see if I can wiggle my fingers and toes.

Good. I can feel them. I need to get out of here. I don’t have health insurance. I’ve got enough bills as it is already. I need to get back to work. I guess I would have died if that guy hadn’t helped me. But I don’t remember any of it how I got here or who brought me here. He brought me here… me and my child. He saved my life.”

Caleb lays motionless on his back starring up at the ceiling, only occasionally blinking his eyes.

The next day, Caleb walks down the hallway of a hospital. He turns the corner and sees the room number 2304. He cautiously approaches the room. He hears voices coming from inside the room.

He stops at the doorway where he observes the woman from the accident with her child by her bedside. They both exchange smiles. The room is filled with well wishers offering comfort and support to the woman and child. Caleb walks away convinced that the woman and the tragic accident were real and not part of some kind of hallucination. He feels swollen with anxiety. He silently leaves the hospital with his head lowered.

Later that evening, Caleb enters the public library. Through an unsecured door, he makes his way to the roof. There he finds refuge to try to sort out the recent events. He takes a seat on the ledge of a skylight. His meditative state is disturbed when he hears the squeaking of a door.

He stands up and turns around. There stands Gotar. “You did well yesterday, Young Master. Your efforts were honorable. You saved the life of that woman.”

“I know what you are going to say. I am not a Conductor. It’s not my destiny to save damsels in distress and right wrongs. That’s not who I am. I’m schizophrenic. I’m not sure you are even real.” Caleb storms away. He makes his way back down the library stairs. The momentary silence on the rooftop is broken by a voice speaking in Gotar’s native tongue. Gotar turns to see Aldar the bounty hunter. Aldar has a weapon of some sort drawn and aimed at Gotar. Aldar speaks again and motions his request with his hand. Gotar turns around, his back now facing Aldar, who approaches the edge of the roof where Gotar is standing. Aldar speaks and Gotar walks with his arms extended outward, his palms facing backward. Suddenly, Gotar drops down to a squatting position. Quickly, he pivots around on one foot and extends his other leg to drop-kick Aldar. Aldar falls in the direction of the edge of the roof. Aldar’s left arm rests beyond the edge of the roof. He bobbles the weapon in his grasp. Gotar leaps forward onto Aldar. The impact of the weight of Gotar’s body jars the weapon loose from his grasp. Aldar’s weapon hits the pavement below at the feet of Caleb in front of the entrance to the library. He looks up. At the roof’s edge, Aldar and Gotar stand facing one another. Aldar leaps up and launches both of his feet into the chest of Gotar. Gotar is propelled over the edge of the roof, feet first. Caleb sees Gotar dangling from the edge of the roof. In a flash, Caleb enters the building flying up the stairs. Aldar kicks gravel from the rooftop into Gotar’s face. Instinctively, Gotar uses one of his hands to shield his face and compromises his grip on the roof’s edge.

Caleb enters the rooftop from the stairs. Aldar lifts his right foot and stomps the hand Gotar is using to grip the roof’s edge. Caleb springs to the roof edge as Gotar releases his grip. In an instant Caleb is there with an outstretched hand lightly brushing the fingertips of Gotar’s hand.

Gotar falls, out of the reach of Caleb’s hand. Caleb jumps back up to his feet and with great urgency speeds back down the stairs. When he exits the library, there lays Gotar’s body sprawled out on the pavement. His body begins to expel fluids. The present image of Gotar’s body is blacked out from Caleb’s vision and replaced with the past image of Caleb’s brother as his outstretched hand is mauled at by Taylor’s pit bulls. Caleb’s eyes fill up with tears that drown out the image of his brother’s death and return him to Gotar’s present state. Caleb looks up to the roof. Aldar is gone. Caleb bends down, picks up the limp body of Gotar, and races off.
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Minutes later Caleb enters the emergency room of the state hospital. One of the emergency room attendants recognizes Caleb. “You again,” says the attendant. The attendant looks at Gotar and screams, “We have a code blue emergency.” A stretcher is bought forth immediately. Caleb slowly lowers Gotar’s body onto the stretcher. The emergency room attendant quickly rushes Gotar off into a nearby room. Caleb stands in the middle of the emergency room lobby. He releases a sigh of helplessness. Conceding that there is nothing more he can do, Caleb finds a seat in the emergency room waiting area.

Hours later, Caleb stands at the bedside of Gotar. His gaze is fixed on Gotar, waiting for the slightest movement as a welcomed sign of his recovery. Suddenly and without notice, Gotar’s right hand flexes open. Caleb places his hand into Gotar’s hand. Gotar’s fingers welcomingly close upon Caleb’s hand.

Gotar’s thoughts tumble forth from his comatose mind into Caleb’s head.

After all the hospitality we showed, we should have been treated better. When they came to our planet as settlers, we welcomed them as our brothers.

When their enemies arrived with the intent to overthrow these settlers we fought by their sides and used our supernatural powers and strengths to fight against the invaders. When the migration from our planet to their planet occurred, I believed it would be a personal opportunity for growth. I signed up immediately and was among the first to depart. When we arrived, they demanded that we wear those collars to reduce and minimize our strengths—the same strengths they had willingly engaged and utilized for their own benefit. They said we were too strong and too fast. The collars created a gravitational field around our bodies that effectively prevented us from fully utilizing our powers. Under their control, we were expected to perform strenuous physical labor with minimal compensation. We built bridges, roads and other types of structures. We worked long hard hours, barely earning enough for food and shelter.

Then the corporations offered credit programs to supplement the incomes we earned. They extended credit to be used for daily living expenses, such as: food, housing, and clothing. However, in order to qualify, it was required that you first marry. I entered a marriage with my wife because I loved her. Others married for the convenience that the credit program offered. With my wife and I both working and with the assistance from the credit program, we were able to make ends meet. I worked in a corporation manufacturing plant. But after Anntricika gave birth to our first child, she was unable to work anymore. She had to stay home to raise our son. Children were forbidden in the workplace and there were no nannies or caretakers. Relying on my income alone was a huge strain. And when the birth of my daughter was upon us, we became more dependent on the corporation credit. Others among us resorted to crime. My neighbors sold products on the black-market. I recall the day they came and took one of my neighbors away. The credit debt I owed became so great that one day they came and took me away, like my neighbor. I wasn’t a criminal! I didn’t commit any crime!” Gotar’s grip increases and his hand begins to shake violently, while the flow of energy between the two begins to intensify. This sets off all the monitoring equipment in the room and abruptly ends the flow of energy from Gotar’s body.


Chapter 4

Destiny

“Destiny always comes first as a whisper, but in the end it will not settle for less than our full attention.”

—Journal Entry: 3/21/08

Walking home, dazed and bewildered by recent events, Caleb hears the shuffle of feet and the utterance, “Lord Jesus.” He turns his head and sees an older woman fall backward onto the pavement as a young predator stands over her. With his out-stretched hand, he reaches for the older woman’s pocketbook lying on the ground. Caleb races toward the criminal and begins to circle him at such a high velocity that he literally becomes a blur. When the perpetrator again reaches down for the pocketbook, Caleb deals him a punch in the jaw. The young predator winces from the blow, but recovers himself enough to reach down again for the pocketbook. Caleb clobbers him across the back of his head. The young predator stands up straight, and with a slight turn of his head from right to left, he attempts to survey where the blows are coming from. Caleb tightens the circle of his lightning speed orbit around the young predator. He begins to deliver a series of blows to the young predator’s head and midsection. Frightened and confused as he experiences the unknown source of his pain, the criminal begins to shrink in stature. The older woman gawks in astonishment. The perpetrator sits hunched over, not daring to move beyond his current sphere of self-contained house arrest. The older woman gathers herself together and reaches for her pocketbook.
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Once she retrieves her pocketbook, she gets up off the pavement and goes on her way. After the older woman has placed a considerable amount of distance between herself and the young predator, Caleb ceases his orbit and races off.

Caleb, out of respect, tries to match his stride with his grandmother’s shortened, less agile steps. “Caleb, are you going to be escorting me to Missionary Meeting every Wednesday?”

“These streets aren’t safe for you to be out here alone at night.”

“They haven’t been safe for a long time. I remember when your brother and Taylor, with his pit bulls, used to patrol the neighborhood and escort folk back and forth protecting them from the crackheads. We felt safe back then. But your poor brother got addicted to that crack, and I don’t understand what changed Taylor.”

“It was money, Grandma. Pure and simple. The City King Pin offered Taylor big money to supply him with pit bulls to protect his crack supply. He had his crack stashed all through the neighborhood in different apartment units. Those apartments units were completely empty, with no furniture. The only thing in them was the crack and Taylor’s pit bulls. That King Pin grew fond of Taylor and eventually offered him a piece of the action. Taylor’s piece of the action is this entire neighborhood.”

“Perhaps if there had been more job opportunities, your brother wouldn’t have had to go to work for Taylor selling that crack. He went from being an employee to becoming a satisfied customer addicted to that stuff.”

“Grandma, why can’t you stay home on Wednesday nights?”

“Pastor asked for volunteers to hand out clothes to the needy. The past number of years, it’s only been me and Sister Jenkins.”

“The way I see it everyone’s got a purpose and a role to serve. Me and Sister Jenkins’ role is to hand out clothes to the needy, if we don’t do it, who will?”

“If everyone has a role to serve, what is Taylor’s role?”

“He serves as an agent of evil, manifesting the worst side of mankind. Taylor’s purpose and role doesn’t benefit others. He sells that crack cocaine in the community. It harms others while he profits at their expense. His present role serves only his interest and not the interest of others.”


This little light of mine, I’m going to let it shine.
This little light of mine, I’m going to let it shine.
This little light of mine, I’m going to let it shine.
Let it shine. Let it shine. Let it shine.
All through my neighborhood, I’m going to let it shine.
All through my neighborhood, I’m going to let it shine.
All through my neighborhood, I’m going to let it shine.
Let it shine. Let it shine. Let it shine.



Continuous shouts of “Amen” echo throughout the church’s empty pews as the Wednesday night faithful gather to bear witness. “Praise the Lord! Does anybody have a testimony to give?”

A short stout woman rises and makes her way to the front of the church. “First I’d like to give honor, praise, and glory to the Lord Jesus Christ, my personal Lord and Savior. Secondly I’d like to give honor and praise to our Pastor. And may peace and blessings be bestowed upon the saints of the body of Christ. I would like to thank everyone who called me out of concern, when I didn’t show up last Wednesday for service. I had an encounter with an evildoer, but the Lord’s mercy delivered me! Saints, last Wednesday when I was on my way to service, a robber attacked me. He knocked me to the ground and was planning to take my pocket book. But suddenly, an Angel of the Lord swooped down on him and imprisoned him with his wings so that he could not harm me. The Angel dealt him, blow after blow, until he crumpled to the ground. I picked up my pocketbook and escaped without harm.

“When I looked back over my shoulder the Angel of the lord was still guarding that robber. I couldn’t really see the Angel. He was like a blur, I guess because he kept his wings moving so fast to shield me from the robber. Saints, I believe the Lord has sent us an Angel to deliver us and protect us from evil on these wicked streets. Praise the Lord! Hallelujah!”

Caleb, sitting at the back of the church, hears the woman’s testimony, “A deliverer and protector… is that my role?”

Beep…beep…beep. Caleb stares hard at the intensive care monitor at Gotar’s bedside. He looks over at Gotar’s motionless body for the slightest movement. Caleb tunnels his hand under Gotar’s facedown palm on the bed. Sensing Caleb’s hand, Gotar grips it tightly. A jolt of energy surges from Gotar’s grip to Caleb. Their limbs become stiff as boards.

Their hearts race, and their breathing accelerates. Tears roll down Caleb’s face from his tightly closed eyes. His upper molars become etched into his jawbone, his mouth cemented closed.

Caleb’s eyelids roll back, and he begins to blink his eyes repeatedly. Caleb loses his sight. His optic nerve becomes impaired. A vision comes to Caleb’s moistened eyes. He sees Gotar and two men walking after dark along an empty, desolate street.

“Hey, I need to stop at a food shop to pick up some things before I go home.”

Gotar responds, There’s a shop right around the corner.” The three men enter the shop. Gotar addresses the shopkeeper, “Greetings Enan, how are you and your family doing?”

“We are doing well, Gotar. Your wife was in here the other day shopping. It looks like she might have that baby any day now, huh?”

“Yes, it could be any day.

“Is she still working?”

“Yes, she will be working up until it’s time for the baby.” Gotar glances up at a large hanging mirror at the front of the store that’s angled to pick up images in the rear. He sees one of the guys who came into the store with him standing in the aisle stuffing grocery products into his coat pock ets. “Excuse me Enan.” Gotar walks to the rear of the shop. When he reaches the aisle where the guy is stuffing his pockets he speaks, “What are you doing?”

“Man, I’ve got to feed my family.”

The shopkeeper, Enan steps into the aisle. He is pointing a loaded weapon at Gotar and his comrade. The second man who entered the shop with Gotar rushes Enan from a side aisle. The weapon goes off. The two fall to the floor and a struggle ensues. The weapon goes off again.

Momentarily, the two men lay motionless on the floor. Then, the man who entered the shop with Gotar rolls off of the shopkeeper’s body. The second man stands to his feet, and in fear pushes the first man while motioning to exit the front door. The two men leave, and Gotar stands alone in the shop. He kneels down next to the shopkeeper, lifts his head and cradles it on his lap.

Tears pour down Gotar’s face, as he rocks back and forth.

The shopkeeper, with his last breath speaks, “Get out of here, the armed patrol will be here soon. I’ll be dead and won’t be able defend your innocence. They will take you away.”

“You are my neighbor. I can’t leave you.”

“Shortly, I won’t be your neighbor anymore. I’ll be with the ancestors, but you will still be a husband and father. Leave for your family’s sake or they will take you away and charge you with my murder. Go!”

Gotar watches the shopkeeper’s eyes close. He gently places the shopkeeper’s head down on the floor. In the background, the audible siren of the approaching armed patrol vehicles grows louder.

Gotar stands and flees out a rear door. As the vision fades away, Gotar’s hospital bed comes back into view. The room is flooded with nurses and physicians checking Gotar’s vital signs. They are responding to the monitoring equipment next to Gotar’s bed that signaled a distress call. One of the nurses addresses Caleb, “Sit down young man. We think you may have gone into shock, seeing your friend go into cardiac arrest. Let me check your pulse and take your pressure.”


Chapter 5

Encounter With Truth

“When we meet strangers for the first time, it is awkward and we don’t know what to say, likewise is an encounter with Truth”

—Journal Entry: 7/25/08

6:00 PM, Caleb’s grandmother calls out from the kitchen, “Caleb did you take your medicine today?”

“No, I’ve been in my room all day, studying.”

“You know when you aren’t taking your medicine the audio hallucinations will return, and you will start hearing voices again. Come on downstairs now and take your medicine.”

“Yes, Grandma.”

Caleb descends the stairs and enters the kitchen.

“Since you missed your morning dose, just take your afternoon dose for now.”

Caleb goes to his pillbox and extracts the required dosage. He places the pills in his mouth and goes over to the faucet. He turns on the water and places his mouth under the faucet and takes a gulp of water into his mouth.

“Dinner will be ready shortly.”

“I’m about to leave now and go to the library. I need to look at some reference books before I go to school. I’ll eat when I get home from school tonight.”

“Get yourself something to eat on your way to the library; that medicine doesn’t work well on an empty stomach.”

8:00 PM, Caleb stands in line waiting to enter “Club Rescue”

“What’s up C?”

Caleb turns around. There standing in front of him is a young man with his arm extended, greeting Caleb with a clenched fist. Caleb extends his right arm with clenched fist to return the greeting, touching fist.

“Whoa! I’ve got to go, C. I see somebody that I need to holler at. Hey, Will! Hold up!”

The young man’s thoughts begin to leap into Caleb’s head, “I hope Will got that money he owes me. I’m gonna need me some money if me and Kevin hook up with Juanita and her girl.”

Inside the club, the booming bass buzzes at the conclusion of each deliberate beat. The dance floor is full of swaying bodies. Caleb forges his way across the floor. He wades through a tide of bodies making physical contact with several club patrons. His mind is pounded like a beach with waves of thoughts, “He better not show up here with her or there’s gonna be a problem.”

“I got to go…where’s the bathroom?”
“That’s my song!”
“Where did Carlos slip off to?”
“Oh no, he didn’t.”
“Whew, it’s hot in here!”
“I need a smoke.”
“Sure could.”
“Just one!”
“I don’t!”
“Feels like.”
“Looks desperate.”
“That won’t”
“Seems right”
“Can’t stop.”
“Won’t!”
“I am!”
“No!”
“Was.”
“Couldn’t!”
“That’s right!”
“Please!”

With his mouth open Caleb sighs, “There are too many people here. I can’t tell where my thoughts begin and end.”

“Gonna keep.”
“Wow!”
“I don’t!”
“Another?”
“Theirs?”

“Catch.”
“Baby!”
“Go!”

Caleb focuses on his own thoughts, “This was a bad idea. I’m not going to be able to gather any information on Taylor and his drug ring operation this way.”

“Cheater!”
“Black and Mild?”
“Curtis!”
“I got.”
“That?”
“Wish!”
“So!”
“Place?”
“What?”

The booming base ceases. There’s a pause in the music. With the intro to the next song, the crowd falls silent. The streams of thoughts flooding Caleb’s brain come to a sudden halt. A cheer erupts from the crowd. They all join in on the lyrics.


Soulja Boy, Up in This Hoe.
Watch Me Crank It.
Watch Me Roll.”
Watch Me Crank Dat Soulja Boy.
Den Super Man Dat Hoe.
Now Watch Me, Yuaaaaa!
Crank Dat Soulja Boy.
Now Watch Me Yuaaaaa!
Crank Dat Soulja Boy.
Now Watch Me Yuaaaaa!

Crank Dat Soulja Boy.
Now Watch Me Yuaaaaa!
Crank Dat Soulja Boy.
Soulja Boy Up In This Hoe.
Watch Me Lean and Watch Me Roll
Super Man Dat Hoe.
Then Watch Me Crank Dat Robocop.
Super Fresh, Now Watch Me Jock.



The crowd’s distraction gives Caleb relief from the thoughts that were bombarding his brain. Caleb surveys the club. He spots Taylor seated in the VIP lounge. He is speaking to a man seated next to him. The music is blasting over the PA system. Caleb observes Taylor’s Pantomime-like gestures. The man at the table with Taylor rises from the table and walks to the rear of the club. Caleb pursues the man. At the rear of the club, the man reaches for a door pull. He swings the door open. Caleb, standing directly behind him, reaches for the door pull also. He touches the doorpull and the man’s hand simultaneously. The man jerks his head around.

Caleb speaks, “Excuse me B.” Caleb follows the man into the bathroom.

Both men stand at the urinals.

The man lets out a sigh of relief. His bottled up emotions also find relief as his thoughts begin to flow freely into Caleb’s brain. “Taylor talks to people like they’re stupid. I hate when he does that, like we are a bunch of children. A new driver gets the address wrong for the distribution center, and we are all a bunch of idiots. He’s going to stop raising his voice at me. I’m going to personally go over to Nat’s and tell him that Taylor ain’t having it, and his driver needs to be at 5051 Cape Street at 2:30 PM. And just to make sure that he doesn’t get lost again, I’ll tell him to come to the new city animal shelter.” The man zips up his pants and washes his hands.

Caleb does likewise and follows him out of the bathroom. Back in the club, the crowd dances and sings in unison.


Soulja Boy Up In This Hoe.
Watch Me Crank It.
Watch Me Roll.
Watch Me Crank Dat Soulja Boy.
Then Super Man Dat Hoe.
Now I Leave YOOOUUU!
Crank Dat Soulja Boy.
Now I Leave YOOOUUU!
Crank Dat Soulja Boy.
Now I Leave YOOOUUU!
Crank Dat Soulja Boy.
Now I Leave YOOOUUU!
Crank Dat Soulja Boy!



When the man arrives back at the VIP lounge, Taylor rises from the table. The two men head to the back of the club and exit out a rear door. Caleb creeps to the rear door and slightly cracks it open. Outside, in the rear alley, the man with Taylor opens a door to a Hummer stretch limousine. Taylor enters the limo. The man closes the door and walks to the front of the limo and gets in. The limo engine roars.

As the limousine pulls off Caleb glances at the rear license plate, which reads “Taylor Made.”

The next day at 2:15 PM, Caleb walks down the alley next to the animal shelter. At an abandoned building, Caleb jumps up and pulls down a fire escape ladder. He climbs the fire escape to the roof. Perched at the edge of the roof, he can see over the vinyl covered chain link fence of the animal shelter. He observes no activity at the rear of the shelter.

From the street, a truck makes its way down the alley. When the truck pulls up in front of the gated fence of the shelter, the gate automatically slides open. The truck maneuvers in the alley in order to back in. Inscribed on the side of the truck are the words, “William’s Incinerator Service.” The truck backs into the shelter’s loading dock. With the closing of the gate, armed men carrying assault weapons appear on the loading dock. The doors at the rear of the truck swing open. Out of the truck come steel canisters on wheels 60 inches long by 30 inches wide and 34 inches tall. One by one, they are rolled into the animal shelter.

The hummer with the license plates, “Taylor Made” comes down the alley from the street.

Caleb leaps onto the fire escape and makes his way down the stairs with lightning speed. Pulling his hoody down over his head to conceal his face, Caleb approaches Taylor’s limousine. He knocks on the rear window, “Help feed the homeless.”

Taylor’s driver jumps out and approaches Caleb. The rear window rolls down; from inside the limousine, a hand emerges holding a twenty-dollar bill.

Caleb reaches for the bill. His fingers graze across the hand that’s holding the charitable donation. “Thank you, kind sir. God bless you!” offers Caleb who scrambles off out of sight.

The rear window closes. The driver walks back to the front of the limousine and gets in. The gate of the shelter opens. The limousine pulls in and the gate slowly closes.

Taylor emerges from the limousine, dressed in a grey pinstriped suit, looking fresh and fly. He climbs the steps of the loading dock. At the loading dock platform, security buzzes Taylor in.

Inside the shelter, Taylor grabs a walkie-talkie. Consumed in thought, Taylor follows the procession of canisters from the truck down the hall.

We’ve got to increase our distribution to daily. Four times a week is not good enough. We’ve got to get more of our product on the street. There’s a great enough demand for it. We’ve got all those crackheads chasing that ‘Taylor Made’ high. We can do more. Allen’s Green Team always exceeds the goals for processing and distribution. They usually help pick up the slack for the Red and Yellow Teams. We need the Red and Yellow Teams to be as productive and motivated as Allen’s Green Team. We need a captain’s meeting to talk about productivity. I’ll let Allen chair the meeting and get him to share some suggestions and ideas on how to increase productivity so that all three teams can be on the same page production-wise.

Taylor holds the walkie-talkie up to his mouth and speaks, “Attention all captains: we will have a meeting at 10:00 AM tomorrow in the lower level conference room. The topic for discussion will be productivity.”

“Attention Team Captain Allen, go to channel 3.”

“Yes sir.”

“Let’s get together this evening for dinner. I want to create a blueprint for increased productivity. I want to base it on your team’s achievements. I want to use the same strategies that you’ve used for implementation with the Red and Yellow Teams. I want all of us on the same page. I’ll swing by and pick you up, be ready by 8:00.”

The procession of canisters reaches the shelter’s incinerator vault. Taylor, bringing up the rear of the procession, enters the vault. A worker in the vault opens the first canister. When the lid is removed, Taylor peers inside.

His face displays an expression of satisfaction. He sees plastic bags of crack cocaine lining the canister. “White Gold.”

Caleb emerges from the alley at the street entrance. A woman carrying a puppy exits the shelter.

Inside the shelter at the waiting room, sit two customers. On one side of the room sits a female customer with her hands folded in her lap. Across from her sits a man with sun shades, a cane, and a huge German Sheppard lying on the floor. The woman looks up from her lap at the man with the dog. He nods his head and parts his lips, “All is clear.” In unison the man and woman jump up and pull out concealed guns. They race over to the lobby counter and leap over it. They shout at the shelter personnel, “Everyone get down now!”

Outside the shelter police officers in unmarked cars jump out with guns drawn, sprinting to the shelter entrance. Down the narrow alley next to the shelter race police cars. At the rear of the shelter, police with guns drawn rush toward the gated entrance. A police places a piece of putty on the gate lock. Within seconds, there is an explosion. The blast pushes the sliding gate open.

Police enter the gate quickly and blanket the loading dock.

On a surveillance monitor at the security control center, security personnel spot the police inside the shelter. “Taylor we’ve got intruders, Five-o.”

“Initiate level one line of defense. Let the dogs out!”

“Yes sir.”

“Kwame! Come in! They’ve got my limousine driver!”

“Mason, fire up the primary and secondary chambers of the incinerator to 2700 degrees Fahrenheit for type 6 waste for 10,000 to 12,000 BTU per pound.”

Teams of police advance down the vacant and silent corridors of the shelter. The leader of a team signals one of his officers to enter the mouth of the adjacent corridor. Without hesitation, one of the officers makes his move with his gun drawn. In the adjacent corridor, the officer observes three pit bulls with their heads lowered sniffing the corridor floor. In unison, the dogs all lift their heads. The dogs dash down the corridor toward the police officer. The other police officers, with guns drawn turn the corner and join the first officer. “What do we do, sir? Shoot?” The police officers stand their ground as the dogs get closer.

The Team Leader signals his Captain: “Sir, this is Alpha Team. There are attack dogs in the corridor, sir. What do we do?” The dogs within attack distance leap onto the police officers and begin to gnaw at their flesh. Screams are heard over the police walkie-talkies as the police are under attack.

The police Captain raises the walkie-talkie up to his mouth, “Attention all officers: put your tear gas masks on. Employ tear gas when encountering attack dogs roaming the building. Beta Team: locate Alpha Team and move in for assistance.” The police Captain lowers the walkie-talkie from his mouth. “Williams, take your men and go in there as back up.” When the backup police reach the shelter and swing open the door, they are rocked back on their heels by a strong invisible force, like a mighty gust of wind that rushes past them.

Inside the shelter, thick clouds of tear gas fill the corridors. Caleb whips through the corridors as the tear gas peels away before him. Up ahead, the sound of growling dogs and human moans echo through the building.

As Caleb advances toward the haunting sounds, he catches sight of dogs standing over top of the police officers, whose efforts to fight back have almost come to a stop. Rifling through the gauntlet of dogs, Caleb delivers blow after blow as he makes several passes between the dogs and their prey. The bewildered dogs retreat. “Where’s Taylor?” questions Caleb within himself as the tear gas makes his eyes burn and water.

“It’s finished, it’s done, Amen, so be it” Caleb picks up these thoughts of Taylor’s and responds “What’s finished? What’s done, Taylor? Are you still in the incinerator vault?”

At the incinerator Vault, Taylor oversees the last plastic bags of crack cocaine thrown into the incinerator. The incinerator roars as it receives its last feeding. Its burners fire up igniting the last load. Chain barricades are positioned at the incinerator. The barricades have signs attached that read “Caution! High Temperatures.”

“Taylor! Do you read me?”

At the sound of the voice Taylor raises his walkie-talkie to his mouth, “Ten four… this is Taylor. I read you.”

[image: Image]

“Taylor I’m on my way. I’ll be there shortly to rendezvous with you.”

“Ten four, I’ll be ready.”

Meantime, Caleb races through the corridors, trying locked door after locked door. “Come on Taylor, don’t go brain dead on me now. Where are you?”

“He who fights and runs away, lives to fight another day.”

“That’s it Taylor, keep those thoughts flowing.”

“I’d better go on up so that I can meet Kevin. He will be here shortly.”

“Alright, so you are going to meet someone named Kevin, but where? Ok, you said you better go on up. Up where?”

Suddenly Caleb’s eyes flash with comprehension. He takes off racing down the corridor. Caleb blasts through the front doors of the shelter, leaving police firing at the shelter entrance at the wake of his exit. Caleb zooms down the alley, past parked police cars. The cars rock from side to side as if a strong gust of wind has passed by. Vaulting to the fire escape of the adjacent building, Caleb ascends to the roof. Racing to the edge of the roof farthest from the shelter, Caleb takes off like a rocket at full speed, propelling himself across the roof toward the edge opposite the shelter. At the edge, he leaps forward with his arms and legs flailing through the air.

Caleb tumbles onto the roof of the animal shelter and startles a sky-gazing Taylor standing there with a pit bull. Caleb rises to his feet and approaches Taylor. Taylor signals the pit bull to attack.
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Caleb races toward the pit bull and begins to circle the pit bull and Taylor at a blinding speed.

Each time he makes a pass, he slaps the pit bull causing it to back up closer toward Taylor. Caleb changes his circling orbit to just encompass Taylor. He continues to slap the pit bull all the while. The barking pit bull turns its attention to Taylor as the perpetrator of the punishing punches.

A helicopter overhead begins to hover over the shelter roof. “What’s going on down there, Kevin?” says the driver of the helicopter.

“Taylor’s down there besieged by one of his pit bulls.”

Caleb veers off from his circling containment of Taylor to another end of the roof. The pit bull leaps forward and attacks. Taylor falls to his knees.

“Oh my God, that dog is out of control! We’ve got to get down there!”

“Kevin, it’s too late!”

The view from the helicopter is that of a dog mauling a motionless body. The helicopter flies off.

After watching the departure of the helicopter, Caleb refocuses his attention on the pit bull barking, while standing over Taylor’s body. His lips part and he speaks, “Rest in peace, Clifford.”


Conclusion

From the alley’s street entrance comes a blast of wind that passes in front of the animal shelter, maneuvering its way between the police officers with guns drawn. The police officers’ hats are blown off by the apparent gust of wind. Some police officers feebly attempt to grab their hats. This prompts laughter from the crowd that’s gathered behind the police barricades.

A child seeing a police officer’s exposed head says, “Mommy look at the bald head!” The crowd erupts in laughter and the child smiles; so does Caleb as he races away.


Final Journal Entry

“The poet Nikki Giovanni once wrote, ‘One ounce of truth benefits like ripples on a pond. As things change, remember I smiled.’ When Truth comes, it always brings welcomed change, change that benefits all. Truth in action benefits everyone, not just one individual.

Truth is the destiny of the many, but the burden of its fulfillment is frequently born by one.’”

Journal Entry: 3/3/08
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