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A Note

I will always remember finding him, or
maybe, he found me. I don’t know if I
really care about that - I guess it’s kind
of like the chicken or the egg thing, you
know, which came first? I do know that
he changed my life. He showed me
things, ways of doing things, ways to
live, ways to make magic. Now I know
you may not believe me when I tell you
this, but I’m not talking about tricks, oh
no, I mean real magic. Magic that can
make things happen, that can actually
manifest things into reality. He gave me
everything and he never asked for
anything in return, almost.
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Chapter 1

Trapped? Part 1

Donavan’s head down to his throat
was encased in a rusty metal mask. It
was suffocating. Through two small
holes he could see mostly darkness,
darkness where the screams were
coming from, many different, horrid
screams that sounded like people in
terrible pain. Donavan tried to get a
breath of air through the steel helmet
as his pulse gripped his chest, would
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he too be screaming like that? That
was worst part, the waiting, not
knowing what was coming.
Just before the darkness took away
his vision, directly in front of him
Donavan could see that he was on a
small island not much wider than his
stance. The island was surrounded by
streams of ominously glowing and
slowly bubbling blood-red lava. Like
an oven’s flame, the lava heated the
world it owned, especially the tight,
burning shackles on Donavan’s wrists
Trapped? Part 1
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and ankles that were slowly burning
through his flesh.
The rusty cuffs had already hit bone
some time ago. Bubbling and oozing,
his wrists and ankles emitted an odor
that filled the trap around his head
like infested, rising sewer water with
nowhere else to go except up his
nostrils.

But as much as it hurt,

Donavan kept the shackles around his
wrists as taught as possible, otherwise
the searing chains that bound them
and himself to the floor would dangle
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and drape all over his body.

No

matter how hard Donavan tried, more
than once in a while, he would lose his
concentration and the chains would
hit his body – giving him a singe here
and a branding there. Sometimes the
chains stuck to him a little, peeling off
another thin layer of tender skin when
Donavan would flinch and wince
trying to get them off.
Tears relentlessly streamed down
his face. Tears that were warm, yet
turned out to be the only cooling
Trapped? Part 1
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comfort in the middle of the vile heat.
Donavan would drink them when he
was lucky enough that they rolled into
his mouth inside his head’s cage. He
tried to keep strong. Donavan tried to
focus on his feet – the bottom of his
feet, his soles – because that was the
only part of his being that seemed
immune from the heat’s persecution.
No matter how Donavan’s body
agonized, it was so much more than
physical pain – the screams and crying
in the darkness tormented Donavan as
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they echoed within the steel helmet.
The absolute fear of what was to come
surged through him like electricity
along with a prolonged muffled noise
that vibrated the helmet. The noise
was an attempted scream of his own
coming from his mouth, which had no
room in the mask to open and actually
scream. Still, the muffled howl was
loud in the mask, loud enough and
terrifying enough to wake Donavan
from his nightmare.

Trapped? Part 1
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Donavan snapped up in a sweaty
empty bed, gasping for air, feeling his
face, gripping the crown of his head,
running fingers through his hair that
covered the back of his skull.

He

wiggled his jaw back and forth,
repeatedly rubbing it with one hand
from the back of the jaw to his chin.
There was no steel helmet embedded
with his head.

“A dream, just a

dream,” he said out loud to himself,
testing his voice. It was just a dream,
but this particular dream had been
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haunting him for some time now,
since it all began.

Every time this

dream was a little worse, a little more
terrifying, a little more real. Donavan
tried to relax and go back to sleep, it
took a while before he was successful.
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Chapter 2

Meeting Mr. Homan

The man slowly hobbled down the
street, his back hunched.

The cane

helped a little, the pills helped more.
Mr. Homan was an old man at a young
age.

A mystery ailment all but

paralyzed him.

The doctors had no

idea what it was, they didn’t know if it
would ever go away, they didn’t even
know if it would kill him. The best
they could do was give him drugs for
Meeting Mr. Homan
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the pain, which was never ending, the
pain and now the drugs.
Mr. Homan arranged it that he was
able to spend much of his time at
home, rarely leaving other than in
absolute

necessity

–

with

one

exception. Every Saturday during the
spring,

summer,

and

early

fall,

regardless of the pain, he forced
himself to walk to the local park and
watch whatever baseball or softball
games were going on that day.

He

used to love to play. It was just for
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fun. Before the illness he was part of a
local team. It wasn’t the big leagues, it
didn’t matter, it was all about the
game for him, he just loved to play,
but playing was in the past for Mr.
Homan. His team tried to make him
the coach or manager or something
like that, but in reality they never had
a coach before and didn’t really need
one now. So Mr. Homan would show
up on Saturdays and root for his old
team from the ground level bench in
the bleachers getting high fives from
Meeting Mr. Homan
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old teammates throughout the game
or quick and complimentary, “hey,
how ya been?s” and “hope we’ll see
you playing again soons.” He tried a
couple of times to go out for beers and
burgers with the guys after the game,
but he was exhausted by the time they
would reach the bar and eventually
stopped going.
More and more he’d find himself
watching the kids’ games – boys
played baseball, girls played softball.
Just seeing them laugh or get angry
Meeting Mr. Homan
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over the littlest things sometimes
breathed a drop of life back into him
and made him feel young again or at
least briefly helped him remember
what his life was like before the ilness.
Although, there were times when
watching them seemed to work against
him – he would remember that those
kids had entire lives ahead of them,
Mr. Homan felt like his was over. The
closest thing to playing he got these
days was semi-swinging his cane
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around pretending to hit a homer out
of the park.
This particular Saturday was the
first day of the new season and Mr.
Homan’s old team had won.

After

once again regrettably declining to
join them at the local pub – alone, Mr.
Homan moved carefully through the
unusually empty streets heading for
home.
Even though walking was more
difficult than usual this afternoon, the
Meeting Mr. Homan
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pain of not being able to play, not even
going for a beer and some hot wings
was a pain that had been growing like
a tumor for some time now. And now
he was heading home, the last place he
seemed to want to be these days.
After walking only half a block, he
realized that he probably should have
at least taken up the one of the guys’
offer for a ride because the second
they all drove away, the sky got darker
with every slow and painful step. Mr.
Homan reached into his coat pocket
Meeting Mr. Homan
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for a bottle of prescription meds, pain
killers – these were no aspirin, folks,
this was the stuff you really shouldn’t
operate

heavy

machinery

on.

Grabbing the bottle, something felt
wrong, something sounded wrong, it
felt light, it didn’t make its usual rattle
noise.

He looked at the little see-

through plastic orange bottle – it was
empty. His heart skipped a beat, he
never made that mistake.

Thunder

rumbled, his body trembled, feeling
the sky’s coming anger, but it was
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more than that. The way the clouds
seemed to thicken directly above him,
almost following him, made it feel like
they were stalking him or someone or
something was behind those clouds,
something unseen, something that was
watching him and coming for him.
As he tried to pick up the pace, Mr.
Homan threw the empty bottle back in
his pocket, hoping that next time he
looked maybe one more pill would be
there, one that he didn’t see. The pain
in his body began to grow, but he
Meeting Mr. Homan
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knew getting caught in a storm could
be worse. He wasn’t far from home.
He could make it; he had to make it
and soon because he believed a strong
wind could actually knock him over.
And in that very instant, thunder
pounded

fiercely

just

above

the

buildings he was limping past. It was
a blast strong enough to not only
vibrate him and his cane, but the
concrete street itself. Then as quickly
as someone can turn on a shower, rain
began to fall, hard,
Meeting Mr. Homan
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removed

practically

any

sign

of

daylight. Again, he forced his legs to
move.

His strongest hand that

maneuvered the cane was quickly
getting cramped from the extra strain.
The world around him started to go
silent as his fear focused his mind and
body on getting home when an
unusually cold and pushy gust of wind
came swooping down from the sky
into the canyons made of buildings,
screeching and howling like a bird of
prey. Mr. Homan braced himself. He
Meeting Mr. Homan
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didn’t fall, but the wind did catch the
cane, snatching it out from under him,
he just couldn’t hold on anymore.
Instinctively, he turned as quickly as
possible for his wooden and metal
crutch, if the cane blew away he
wouldn’t be able to take another step
without it. Unfortunately though, he
just wasn’t strong enough, the cane
was out of reach and worse, he lost his
balance attempting to grab it. Now
Mr. Homan was face down on the
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concrete and a puddle began to
quickly engulf him.
“Let me help you,” a strong voice
seemed to come from the storm itself.
The man writhing in agony almost
drowning in a puddle in the sidewalk
wasn’t sure if he actually heard
someone.

Thunder slammed and

pounded furiously and amidst the
chaos Mr. Homan heard the steady
voice again, “Let me help you.”

Meeting Mr. Homan
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It was then Mr. Homan saw black
leather boots in front of his face and
the silver handle of his cane hovering
just within his field of vision from the
wet concrete. Next there was a hand, a
hand that was in a black leather glove,
it looked strong.

As the hand

stretched to reach him, the black
sleeve attached to the glove pulled
back revealing skin that was heavily
scarred from what looked like burns,
some of which were still wounds that
had not yet healed and were pussy and
Meeting Mr. Homan
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bloody and charred black. Mr. Homan
could see the disfigurement follow the
arm down into the glove and up into
the sleeve.
The gloved and wounded hand
lifted Mr. Homan off the ground with
ease and Mr. Homan could feel that
this person was being gentle, as to not
hurt him anymore. The hand held Mr.
Homan steady until he regained his
footing.

Meeting Mr. Homan

P a g e | 29

“Thanks, thanks, I don’t know what
I would have done if you didn’t come
along.”

Mr. Homan tried to speak

over the rain, it hurt his entire torso to
talk too loud, but the rain suddenly
stopped as quickly as it started and the
sun came through the clouds like a
laser beam practically vaporizing the
dark fluffy

blockade

–

instantly

warming Mr. Homan.
The sun felt good as Mr. Homan
brushed himself off, looking to the sky,
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thinking how odd that was, “I thought
I was a goner there,” he said.
The person holding Mr. Homan up
returned the cane and motioned to
Mr. Homan’s decrepit body, “It looks
like you already were a goner.” Mr.
Homan stopped brushing himself off
and finally looked up at his savior,
who in front of the sun appeared as
just a silhouette of a man in a long
black trench coat and a large brimmed
hat that – other than the hat was
staying in place – completely hid any
Meeting Mr. Homan
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sign of a head or face in the silhouette.
The stranger continued, “And it looks
like you still are a goner.” Mr. Homan
swallowed hard.
years

of

the

He went through
mysterious

illness,

consistently getting worse, staying as
tough as can be, yet for some reason,
just

that

one comment

from

a

complete stranger hurt worse than it
all and the stranger knew it. “Let me
help you,” the man in black offered
once again.
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“Well, thanks for the help,” the
stranger’s words hurt, but they also
riled Mr. Homan, he felt like he
wanted to fight, but all the fighting he
could do was feel it and speak it. He
motioned to the stranger’s barbequed
skin showing between his gloves and
jacket sleeves, “but, you look like you
could

use a little help yourself,

mister.”
More thunder gently rolled off into
the distance as the storm moved away.
The stranger understood Mr. Homan’s
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pain and admired his conviction, “I
was thinking that maybe we can get a
real baseball bat in your hand instead
of you swinging around that ridiculous
cane.”
“What? Have you been watching
me or something?” Mr. Homan still
couldn’t see the man’s face and felt
odd

that

whoever

was

in

that

blackness knew what he did with his
cane, which he only did in private.
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“Doesn’t that sound like an offer
that you would want to at least hear
about? Hmm, Mr. Homan?”
Mr. Homan was again surprised,
not so much that this stranger knew
his name, it’s not too hard to find out
someone’s name, but it was more than
that, it was how he pronounced it. The
man in black kept the ‘H’ silent,
making his name sound more like the
word

‘omen’

which was actually

correct and very few people knew that.
After

getting

Meeting Mr. Homan
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of

correcting
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people,

Mr.

Homan hadn’t

even

thought of it in years. “Do you know
me?” Mr. Homan looked up as best he
could at the stranger’s face which was
still completely hidden in the shadow
cast by his large brimmed hat.

He

squinted, trying to block out the now
beaming sun from behind the stranger
hoping to get a better look at his face.
Still, there was nothing but darkness,
but for just a split second, Mr. Homan
thought he saw glowing red eyes. It
almost looked like flames trying to
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escape the emptiness. It must have
been the remnants of the sun’s
reflection in his own eyes Mr. Homan
thought. He looked long enough that
he

almost

forgot

his

question.

Although the stranger did not forget
his question of whether or not he knew
Mr. Homan and he answered it
silently, ‘all too well.’

Just then a

shock launched through Mr. Homan’s
body, starting from his big toe and
rocketing its way up into his chest.
Mr. Homan winced and clutched his
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jacket. It was a typical pain of his that
came in varying degrees.

That one

was not one of the easier ones, and no
matter how easy they were, they were
not something a person ever gets used
to and other than they happened
often, there was nothing typical about
them. Without thinking about it, Mr.
Homan

grabbed

the

stranger’s

shoulder for support and the stranger
braced Mr. Homan’s arm and back
and the shockwave began to subside
much faster than usual.
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The quick relief pleasantly surprised
Mr. Homan and he was no longer
immediately concerned that his first
question wasn’t being answered. He
moved to his next question – he had to
at least ask. “How can you help me?”
Still breathing heavily but beginning
to calm down, Mr. Homan semi-jerked
away from the stranger’s aid, still
reacting to the hidden man’s previous
comments. The pain sharpened again
just a little, yet he dignifiedly tried to
stand up as straight as he could and
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straighten his jacket, “and what do you
want for it?” The words barely made it
out.
A laugh came from the darkness
within the hat at Mr. Homan’s distrust
and then took a more business like
attitude.

“Good, you listen, smart

man, this isn’t altogether free. Like I
said, this is an offer.” Mr. Homan still
couldn’t get a good look at the
stranger’s face, it was just a silhouette,
just a blank, like there was nothing or
possibly anything. Again Mr. Homan
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thought he saw a flicker of lights
instead

of

eyes.

The

stranger

continued, his tone turned strong and
commanding, “You help me,” and then
with relaxed confidence he continued,
“and I will help you. Let me explain.
Let’s walk together.” They continued
down the street together, talking, and
the hidden burned stranger in black –
who Mr. Homan would soon know as
the Master – helped the nearly
crippled Mr. Homan who could swear
he could walk a little better than he
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had in months and the stormy sky was
once again a perfectly clear bright
blue.
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Chapter 3

Richella Renfrew

The old movie projector was making
a clickity-clankity noise as the black
and white film traveled through its
bumpy rubber gears. On a graying bed
sheet covering a window that led to
the

outside

showed

world

images

of

the
a

projector
past

that

ultimately produced this present, a
present that was not a gift at all to
Richella Renfrew.
Richella Renfrew

Richella Renfrew
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was a woman who was older than the
projector itself and was anything but
rich.

The images projected on the

moldy screen showed Richella, but it
was so long ago that it resembled
nothing in her life now – the person
on the screen and the person watching
were truly two different people. The
past showed a woman laughing with
friends and a lover, none of which
existed anymore other than on film, a
few keepsakes, and in fragmented and
skewed

memories.

Richella Renfrew
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greeting cards sat like trophies piled
around the musty, small kitchen table
leaving only enough space for one
place setting. Most of the cards were
signed, “Richy, I love you.” It was the
only time she experienced those words
directed at her anymore and almost
daily Richella tortured herself trying to
relive a past that was dead and buried.
Tears filled her eyes and ran down the
wrinkled crevices in her cheeks as she
watched the choppy home movies for
millionth time.
Richella Renfrew
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Suddenly

there was

Richella’s front door.

knock at
Although it

didn’t sound like a knock from a hand,
but rather a tapping from maybe
something metal. It had been so long
since anyone had been to her home
that at first Richella wasn’t sure if it
was a knock at the door at all, maybe it
was just that old movie projector
playing more tricks on her mind.
Tightening her browning robe – as
quietly as possible like she was hiding
or something – the frail old woman
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watched the door, waiting to see if it
would call out to her again. Tap, tap,
tap. It did. “Ummm,” the woman’s
voice cracked and failed as she called
out to whoever was behind the tapping
– she didn’t even realize until now that
she hadn’t actually spoken in days.
Richella

took

a

sip

of

room-

temperature water not even noticing
the little specks of something floating
around in it and cleared her throat,
“just a moment.”

Richella Renfrew

dried her cheeks with a hardened
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tissue that was in the robe pocket then
hurried to the door as fast as she
could, forgetting to turn off the
projector.
Looking

through

the

door’s

peephole, a man with flowers and a
cane was leaning up against the
opposite wall. The man noticed the
peephole’s little light go dark.

He

waved the flowers, smiling as best he
could. Richella pulled the robe’s sash
tighter while her bony face leaned
against the cracking paint on the door.
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The last time Richella received flowers
was not long after those movies had
been taken – little did she know then
the impact of her refusal to accept
those flowers would have on her life.
She never did find love again, she
never let go of the old one even when
it was gone, so Richella never even
looked. This must be a mistake she
thought. Maybe the flowers were for
one of her neighbors who wasn’t
home. Curiously, Richella opened the
door.
Richella Renfrew
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With flowers in hand, Mr. Homan
pushed himself from leaning on the
wall, “Richella Renfrew?”

He asked

even though he was absolutely positive
it was her.
“Yes,” she answered in a voice that
still wasn’t coming out right, which is
almost a pity because the next thing
she would say would be last time
Richella Renfrew would ever speak,
“can I help you?”

Richella Renfrew
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Mr. Homan answered definitively,
“No, no you cannot.” Richella didn’t
understand.

He moved in closer

towards the woman, entering her
apartment, as far as Mr. Homan was
concerned,

she

didn’t

need

to

understand.

Mr. Homan closed the

door behind him.

Richella Renfrew
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Chapter 4
Wake Up

“Diego, we have another one, are
you there?

Diego?” the answering

machine was loud.
Donavan Diego jumped for the
phone, “I’m here, I’m here.”
“Where have you been? We’ve been
looking all over for you.”
Donavan’s mind was still trying to
get a grip on reality, “I was sleeping.”
Wake Up
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“Listen, you need to get down here,”
Detective

Brody

paused

and

whispered, “something’s different this
time.”
“What do you mean?” The gears in
Donavan’s mind started slowly moving
again.
“He may have made his first
mistake or he left something for us.”
“Purposely?” Donavan rubbed his
eyes as his breathing got faster.
Something about the way Brody said
Wake Up
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that, Donavan felt that this could be
the beginning of the end for his killer.
“We’re not sure, it may not even
been him who left it, just get down
here. And Donavan, we have a new
high.”
Donavan swallowed, “What is it?”
“A woman, probably in her eighties
maybe even nineties, couldn’t hurt a
fly.”

Detective Brody sounded as

disgusted as Donavan felt. “Her name

Wake Up
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is Richella Renfrew. Ring any bells,
Diego?”
There was a pause while Donavan
did his best to think.

Then he

answered, “No, no. Not at all. Let me
think about it.”
Donavan’s face dropped into his
sweaty pillow. Every single time he
wondered who could do something
like this and why? He put his head
back up to the phone, “What’s the
address Brody?”
Wake Up
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address, shooed the warm covers
aside, grabbed the jeans and shirt he
wore the day before, and was out the
door and back on the streets within a
minute.

Wake Up
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Chapter 5

Donavan Diego & The Case

Richella

Renfrew.

Richella

Renfrew. Donavan repeated the name
in his head over and over – he couldn’t
put a face on it though. There were
already

thirty-seven

murders,

an

amount never seen in this city in such
a short time span. These weren’t your
everyday murders like muggings gone
bad or drug dealers shooting each
other, this was a serial killer. Now,
Donavan Diego & The Case
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driving to the scene of number thirtyeight – Richella Renfrew – Donavan
Diego’s mind raced with ideas of what
could be waiting for him. Detective
Brody wouldn’t say over the phone.
If

the

killer

purposely

left

something – other than his unique
way of killing people – it could turn
out to be the first legitimate clue.
There was nothing on the previous
bodies, whoever was doing this was
clean. The killer was either extremely
careful and effective about not leaving
Donavan Diego & The Case
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any trace of himself or incredibly
lucky, those who knew about the
murders were betting on the first. The
killer was like a ghost; there were
never any fingerprints, footprints, not
even so much as a hair follicle or fiber
from

clothes.

Friends, families,

neighbors, doormen, roommates were
questioned

–

anyone

the

police

thought might hopefully help find
some sort of lead. Nothing ever came
up.
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Of course, there were two anomalies
to the case – the first anomaly being a
possible single survivor.

The police

suspected the survivor just may have
been the very first intended victim that
grimly escaped with his life – or what
was left of it anyway...
Just before the murders started, the
police got a call about terrible screams
coming from an apartment that was
thought to be vacant. When the cops
arrived, it was quiet, no one answered
the door, they broke it open. What the
Donavan Diego & The Case
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two officers found that night would
keep them from sleeping for some
time to come. In the dark apartment,
surrounded by a ring of candles, they
found a man on the floor, curled in a
fetal position rocking himself back and
forth, his back to the police. Beyond
the rocking – like a baby – he was
visibly shaking and the officers could
hear him mumbling something. Their
guns were drawn as one officer
covered the man on the floor and the
other quickly scouted the small and
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otherwise empty apartment.

Slowly

they moved closer to the man on the
ground.
hands,”

“Sir, please show us your
one

of

the

officers

commanded. The man stayed curled
on the floor, like a child, mumbling
something. “Sir, are you hurt?” Still
no response as the man’s incoherent
muttering continued. “Cover me,” one
of the cops whispered to his partner as
he slowly moved into the ring of light
and carefully reached out to the man.
The officer gently touched the man’s
Donavan Diego & The Case
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shoulder and the man flinched in fear,
so did the cop as he backed off a bit
and the mumbling and the shaking
and the rocking sped up.

The cop

holstered his gun and pulled out his
flashlight, his partner’s weapon still
drawn. He walked around the man on
the floor and non-threateningly knelt
down inside the circle and as the
flashlight’s glare hit the man’s face, the
cop’s eyes went wide and face pale.
Hitting the button on the radio
microphone on his shoulder, he spoke
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clearly and loudly as to not be
misunderstood, “This is Officer twofiver-eight-three, I need immediate
medical assistance. I have a man here
who’s missing half of his face.”
To say the survivor was at least
lucky to be alive, was quite subjective
at that point. Until the ambulance got
there and they sedated him, the
faceless man just keep repeating over
and over, gurgling on blood, “He’s
coming, he’s coming, he’s coming.”

Donavan Diego & The Case
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The police and the ambulance
workers looked everywhere in the
apartment,

which

was

otherwise

empty, no sign of any identification,
not even the detached part of the
victim’s face. Eventually the survivor
awoke from countless surgeries, which
merely kept him alive doing little for
his appearance. The survivor seemed
to understand what was going on and
the doctors believed he could speak,
but the faceless man would say
nothing,

absolutely

Donavan Diego & The Case
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communication whatsoever, not even
his name – or who was coming.
Eventually, after he was physically
strong enough and they could do no
more for him at the hospital, with
seemingly nowhere else to go, the
survivor was sent to a “place he could
get some help” is what they told him –
it was a sanitarium. They hoped the
mental hospital would be able to do
something to help him get through
this. Maybe they’d even find out who
he is, or at least once was.
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wondered if the new inmate knew
himself, for now he was just a John
Doe.
Besides the fact John Doe refused to
communicate in any way, the police
had no leads on who might have
committed such a barbaric act.

It

wasn’t until the murders started
happening

that

the police began

thinking that John Doe was not some
nutty isolated incident. They realized
that – for some reason or another –
the killer may not have gotten the
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chance to finish the job with John
Doe. Unfortunately, if it was the same
attacker, this slayer had gotten much
more proficient at it since he attacked
John Doe.
Every victim after John Doe had the
exact

same wounds.

From the

forehead just above the brow, down
around

the

sides

near

the

ear,

following the jaw line, ultimately
reaching the chin – lips, nose, cheeks,
eyelids,

eyebrows,

beards,

and

mustaches, everything was ripped
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clear from the skull, only a bloody
pulp remained smudged over bone
and teeth and eyes and nose cavities.
Compared to these victims, John Doe
still had a somewhat normal face.
None of the victims survived the full
assault. There were still no definitive
answers as to how the killer tore the
flesh off his victims’ faces and the
police never found even so much as a
scrape anywhere else on any of the
bodies, nor did they find any of the
removed faces.
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The killer had no particular target
group and there seemed to be no
pattern to his madness. There were
nineteen male and eighteen female
victims of all races, colors, creeds,
shapes, sizes, and ages. One victim
was a kid probably not older than
eleven – who the police couldn’t
identify – and now, victim number
thirty-eight, a woman, maybe as old as
ninety. The killer was not partial to
any anyone it seemed. And judging by
the size of a few of the larger male
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victims – some of which looked like
they

might

have

been

killers

themselves – the police, while not
ruling

out

any

possibility,

were

working on the assumption that the
killer was male.
From a psychological perspective
there was very little to go on. They
had theories of why someone would
want to tear peoples’ faces off, but for
now, that’s all they were, theories,
nothing more.

And no matter how

good the theories may or may not have
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sounded none of them were helping
the police get any closer to stopping
the killings.
So besides thirty-seven faceless
bodies of every sort, a bunch of
theories, including a few that stretched
a bit far from reality, and a possible
first victim who wouldn’t say a word –
not that anyone would necessarily
blame him – they had nothing to go
on,

except

the

second

possible

anomaly in the case...Donavan Diego.
And now the killer may have left
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something. Donavan stepped on the
gas, the name Richella Renfrew
repeating in his mind.
*********************
“Whoa, whoa. Where do you think
you’re going?” A tough looking street
cop, whose badge read Chauncey,
stood in Donavan’s way in front of the
entrance

to

the

old

apartment

building, “police and tenants only past
this point. Do you belong here?”
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“It’s

ok.

Let

him

through,

Chauncey,” Detective Brody called to
the street cop from inside the building.
Donavan seemed a little annoyed
when the cop gave Donavan a full
visual pat-down before moving out of
the way.
“Don’t take it personally, Diego.
He’s just a rookie trying to do what
he’s told,” said Brody.

“He was told

badges only. The average cop sees you
here and you’re the first type of person
they’re trained to keep away from a
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scene. You know we’re keeping your
involvement as quiet as possible.”
It’s true, Donavan Diego was not a
cop, he was reporter. ‘Only and always
in search of the truth,’ that was his
motto. The further truth was that –
with the exception of Donavan and a
few

select

police

officers

and

detectives, and of course the killer
himself – no one knew this case even
existed, including people seemingly
close to it, like Officer Chauncey out
on the stoop.
Donavan Diego & The Case

P a g e | 75

Being the sole reporter in the city to
have unlimited access to this case or
any case for that matter was unheard
of and a privilege.

Even before the

bodies left the scene, Donavan was
there. He was completely involved in
the investigation. It was the story of a
lifetime or at least that’s how he felt at
first, because from what had happened
so far, Donavan wasn’t too sure he
wanted to know the truth this time, he
certainly didn’t want to be this close to
it.
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Donavan walked into the musty
apartment

building

and

followed

Brody up a few flights of steps, “what
have you guys found?”
“It’s an old woman, Diego, about
ninety, completely harmless.

The

neighbors that we’ve spoken to that
knew her said they hardly ever saw
her. She went out for groceries and to
get the mail and empty her trash once
in a while. Never had any visitors, at
least that anyone noticed. When they
did see her, she’d smile but she talked
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to no one. She didn’t have any sort of
relationship with anyone, they only
knew

her

name because of

the

mailbox.” Brody paused for a minute,
like

Chauncey

instincts

kicked

outside,
in,

his

cop

investigating

Donavan with his eyes, but trying to go
deeper than Chauncey would ever
think to go. “Did you think about her
name anymore?
Anything?”

Richella Renfrew?

Brody asked watching

Donavan closer than ever.
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Donavan answered.

“Yeah, still

nothing. Total blank.”
Detective Brody stared another
millisecond – Donavan noticed and
was still trying to get used to it.
Together they proceeded to ascend the
stairs to Richella’s apartment.
Going up, Donavan could see police
going door to door on each floor trying
to get some piece of information, no
matter how small it may be.

As

random as the murders seemed, the
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police were convinced

that

they

weren’t random at all.

There was

some connection between the thirtyeight victims and it was Donavan
Diego who convinced them because
with most of the victims, Donavan was
that connection.
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Chapter 6

Finally…A Clue?

They reached Richella’s floor and
Donavan asked Brody, “if no one really
knew her, how did they find her?”
“Smoke alarm, plus the smell.
Here,” Brody handed Donavan a
surgical mask, “put this on.” It was
too late, Donavan’s face went sour just
approaching the open door guarded by
a single masked officer. The stench
was worse than something dying in
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there and something was already dead
in there – an old woman was
murdered, an old woman who was too
fragile to barely clean her

own

apartment and too far gone from
reality to care or notice. Inside, the
gathering of the countless rancid
odors that had become full time
tenants over the years now combined
with a corpse was more than enough
to make anyone gag. Donavan held
his

breath

as

his

head

jerked

backwards like someone was trying to
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shove it in his face. His eyes squinted
and were tearing heavily. He grabbed
the mask and covered his mouth and
nose, grasping for some sort of filtered
air, it barely helped. He tied the mask
as tight as he could, so much so that it
hurt his face and the sides and back of
his head.
“You’ll get used to it,” Brody said as
he walked into the apartment with no
protection.
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As Donavan entered and looked
around the stinking apartment, he felt
like he was suddenly transported into
an old television show that had been
repeated a billion times. Everything
was old but more so, the apartment
was so drab that it almost seemed like
it was in black and white.

Richella

Renfrew’s body stood out covered in a
gleaming white sheet, with a slowgrowing, uneven, oval of rich cherryred blood filtering through by the face
area. Yet for the moment the forensics
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team that was investigating was less
interested in the body and more
interested in what was in the sink.
Donavan moved in a little closer,
“What is it?”
“Some eight-millimeter film was set
on fire in the sink. We think it could
have been purposely left for us to find
since as you know nothing other than
the victim has ever been disturbed in
previous murders.

It’s most likely

what set off the smoke alarm, but by
the

time anyone paid

Finally…A Clue?
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whoever did this was gone.

Pretty

much the only thing left is the metal
spool, that’s how we knew what it was.
This is what I was talking about over
the phone,” Brody pointed to the old
movie projector that had no reel on it.
“Is there any actual film left? Can
we see what’s on it?”
Brody was already shaking his head
‘no’

on the first question when

Detective Sidney, the lead crime scene
investigator who was examining the
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sink gave a quiet, but excited yell, “got
something!”
“What is it?” All attention went to
the man at the sink holding what
looked like a little black piece of
plastic in silver tweezers.

Everyone

felt this could be the break they were
looking for.

It may have been

something, anything.
“It’s a few cells of the film, I think
we’ll be able to salvage the images.”
“Nice work, Sid!”
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Detective Sidney carefully placed
the piece of film in a clear plastic
evidence bag and kept looking for
more – that one piece would be all
they would find.
Brody turned Donavan’s attention
to a photo in a dusty wooden frame
that the neighbor confirmed was a
picture of Richella, but from when
Richella was much, much younger.
“Do you recognize her, Diego?”
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Donavan took a good look at the
photograph and again thought of her
name, Richella Renfrew. “She looks a
little familiar, but no, not really.”
“Well, which is it?

No or not

really?” Brody pushed.

The other

detectives in the room got quiet and
turned to Donavan.
Donavan

looked

photograph again, “no.

at

the

old

No, I don’t

recognize her.” That was the honest
answer. There may have been a small
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flicker of recognition, but not enough,
she could have just had one of those
common faces – of course, now
Richella had no face – and Donavan
dismissed the little flicker. Donavan
wasn’t sure if he should be relieved or
disappointed, neither was Brody –
some of their reasons were the same,
others were not.
After John Doe, when the murders
first began, Donavan Diego, trusted
newsman and practical celebrity, was
the primary suspect in the case. The
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police had no one else and Donavan
was there, the only one there besides
the first victim that didn’t survive –
that poor soul’s name was Lloyd
Latimer, people called him Lucky
Lloyd Latimer, apparently he wasn’t
lucky enough.

Donavan’s arrest

seemed obvious at first. Donavan and
Lucky

Lloyd

Latimer

were

seen

arguing in a bar just before the murder
and Donavan was the only person
actually with Lloyd at the precise time
of his death – which in no way did
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Donavan try to deny.

However,

Donavan claimed to know nothing
about how Lloyd died, other than he
turned around and the next second
Lloyd was faceless and dead. There
was something else odd though – at
first glance of Lloyd’s faceless head,
for just a split second Donavan
thought Lloyd’s blood was as black as
oil. After the initial shock the black
turned to crimson and Donavan
blamed it on the shadows and told no
one.
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Even though Donavan’s story was
nearly impossible to believe, it got a
lot easier, mostly because within less
than

twenty-four

hours

–

while

Donavan was still in custody and
before he was even allowed his one
phone call – three more victims were
found

under

just

as

mysterious

circumstances and after some more
questioning and debate amongst the
detectives Donavan was no longer
(officially) considered a suspect. After
even further debate, it was decided to
Finally…A Clue?

P a g e | 93

let Donavan in on the case because the
bigger mystery that started to unravel
was the fact that Donavan knew two of
those victims and more after that.
One of them, Marcus Malvern, was
a good friend of Donavan’s. The two
got into an argument about year
before and hadn’t spoken since. The
authorities blamed a hit and run
accident

on Marcus’s

death

and

disfigurement. With Donavan being
somewhat of a celebrity, Marcus
Malvern was one of his known friends.
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The other victim the police realized
Donavan knew was a homeless man
who – almost every day in front of
Donavan’s office – would ask Donavan
if he had change to spare.

The

homeless man was never identified by
name, he was simply found in the
same spot he always was, but face
down on the ground – or what was left
of it. He was found by a cop passing
by who thought the man was sleeping
and tried to wake him up. Only the
cops and coroner’s office knew that the
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homeless man’s face, including his big
bushy beard that hid it for so many
years, was missing. They said he died
of a natural causes and no one asked
questions. The third victim – the one
Donavan

didn’t

know,

possibly

because he couldn’t be identified –
was a boy maybe age eleven at most.
To Donavan, the boy was the most
baffling case and not because they
couldn’t identify him. No matter how
farfetched, Donavan could muster up
some

sort

Finally…A Clue?

of

scenario

in

his

P a g e | 96

imagination of why someone would do
this to homeless man or his former
friend, Marcus, or even a defenseless
old lady, but doing this to a kid was
beyond Donavan’s reasoning. In some
weird way, Donavan was grateful that
even after thirty-eight victims that boy
was still the youngest – Donavan
didn’t know it yet, but that wouldn’t
last.
Just like with Marcus Malvern and
the nameless homeless man, the
general public was never let in on the
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truth. Somewhere, someone high up
made the decision to keep their serial
killer quiet and away from the general
public. The official word was that they
didn’t want a panic on their hands,
besides they had no solid information
to share anyway. However, sometimes
the public couldn’t be avoided, like
this

time,

in

Richella

Renfrew’s

apartment building, and they would be
forced to release a statement to the
press. Whether the police would say it
was a murder or a heart attack or
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something else wasn’t quite clear yet,
but like the others they definitely
wouldn’t give the truth. If any of the
murders couldn’t be portrayed as
anything other than murder – and
there were a few – details were skewed
and none were ever exposed to be
related to each other – a couple of
slayings here and there was business
as usual in a place like this.
The police probably would have
never told Donavan about the specifics
of the murders or even who the
Finally…A Clue?

P a g e | 99

victims were, but after victim ten –
seven of which were identified – the
police realized Donavan knew five of
them and they decided to enlist
Donavan’s help.
police

As a reporter, the

successfully

worked

with

Donavan professionally in the past,
they were confident to let him in on
the case, maybe Donavan could piece
something together, no one else was.
The police and Donavan came to an
understanding. Until the crimes were
solved, Donavan had full access to
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everything and would one day be able
to report the story, but until then
Donavan had to stay quiet.
This didn’t sound too bad at first to
Donavan. He’d have exclusive access
to one of the worst serial killer cases
ever. The problem was, this story was
getting a little too close to home. Until
the crimes were solved and the killer
found, Donavan couldn’t discuss it
with

anyone,

including

potential

victims, who at this point could have
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been anyone Donavan knew, like
people he cared about.
Like

the

police,

Donavan

understood that the more victims he
knew, the better chance they had of
finding some connection that could
lead to something, anything; Donavan
did want to help stop the madness, but
the fewer victims that he knew, the
less personally involved he felt and
that was about as much comfort he
seemed to have those days.

By the

time Richella Renfrew was found,
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Donavan knew twenty-three of the
thirty that were identified and he
helped in identifying many of those
twenty-three.

Out of those that

Donavan knew, he knew seventeen
just in passing, people from the bank,
doctor’s office, the guy who sold him
his morning paper, the other six he
knew more personally, a few old
friends like Marcus Malvern and a coworker.

He was grateful though,

besides Marcus Malvern, people in his
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family and his few close friends were
ok, for the moment at least.
So for now, although desperate to
warn his family and friends, Donavan
Diego agreed and abided to keep the
murders quiet, although the one
person he did continually warn was
himself.
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Chapter 7

Is It Done?

In otherwise darkness, Mr. Homan
stood by a brightly glowing fire and
the Master – someone who was a
stranger to Mr. Homan just a few
weeks ago, who saved Mr. Homan
from drowning in a simple puddle on a
sidewalk. The Master was someone
who offered to help Mr. Homan, at a
price, and today Mr. Homan began to
pay that price and reap its benefits.
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“Is it done?”

Even though it

sounded like one, it wasn’t really a
question. The Master already had all
the answers to the questions he was
about to ask.

He just wanted Mr.

Homan say it out loud.
“Yes, it’s done.”

Mr. Homan’s

normally hunched over body stood up
a little straighter even than that day in
the street. “It went perfectly. Richella
is gone. I did exactly what you told me
to do.”

From his coat pocket, Mr.

Homan pulled out something wrapped
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in a black handkerchief. He handed it
to the Master who opened it and
looked at it; it was the remains of
Richella Renfrew’s face, the Master
folded it back up again in the
handkerchief.
“And how do you feel?” The Master
asked, his face hidden within the
shadows of his large brimmed hat.
“Stronger,” Mr. Homan noticed
there was less of effort for him to
speak, he smiled at the Master in a
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mischievously playful way, like they
were two young boys getting in trouble
the way young boys do and Mr.
Homan was ready to keep playing.
The big hat tipped as the Master
nodded with satisfaction. The Master
could hear his ally’s new strength in
his voice. Mr. Homan would need that
strength, they all would. “This was a
major step in achieving our goals.
Your contribution today is notable.”
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The Master gently put his gloved
covered burned hand on Mr. Homan’s
shoulder and again a surge of relief
and

strength

refreshingly

rippled

through Mr. Homan’s broken body.
Mr. Homan felt better than he had in a
long time and if the Master’s promises
were real – which they seemed to be
so far – Mr. Homan would be
swinging that baseball bat before he
knew it.
They were both pleased from what
Mr. Homan had done, but they both
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knew perfectly well that things would
get harder, much harder, but they also
knew that the rewards would become
exponentially greater.
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Chapter 8

Contemplation

The fire’s reflection blazed in his
eyes. Still being early spring, a chill
was in the night air and it was the first
time in what seemed an age that Mr.
Homan had enough strength to build a
fire on his own. Sitting back in the big
comfy chair in his living room, Mr.
Homan was surprised how easy it was
tonight to prop up his own legs onto
the ottoman and the fact that the big
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comfy chair actually felt comfortable.
He thought about what was making
him feel so strong. Was it the pills,
which rested out of direct reach in the
bathroom?

Was it the warm fire?

Was it his new comrade, the Master?
Or was it

what

he did

today?

Understanding the Master’s plan, Mr.
Homan clearly knew the answer and
he basked in knowing that Richella
Renfrew was dead and as in her life,
she would now be forgotten in her
death.
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“Who did that?” Motioning towards
the crackling fireplace, Mr. Homan’s
wife, Helina Homan, abruptly entered
the living room from the bedroom
interrupting his quiet reflection of the
day.
“Did what?”

He queried Helina

even though he knew what she was
asking, he liked that he had surprised
her or more like shocked her, it had
been a long time.
“Who made the fire?”
Contemplation

P a g e | 113

“I did.”
“You? You can barely lift a roll of
toilet paper.”
“Well, I did it, Hel,” he said calmly
and confidently.
Instinctively Helina’s mind and
body jumped to that time he made a
fire when they tore off each other’s
clothes and went crazy on each other
right there in the living room, in what
was the empty space between them
now. That was a time when being on
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opposite ends of the little apartment
was too far away. Helina’s pussy got
soft and wet, but she ignored it as her
heart stayed hard and dry. “How are
you

feeling?”

Helina

wasn’t

necessarily asking because she cared,
it was more of a curiosity, like a little
kitten sniffing an electric outlet for the
first time.
He was quiet for moment, deciding
how to answer that question.

“I’m

having a good day, I suppose,” that
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should work, “that’s all. Nothing to
worry about,” he added sarcastically.
“Where were you today? You were
gone pretty long.”
“I,” he stumbled for a moment and
remembered something the Master
said to him about hesitation, he
cleared his throat, “I was at the ball
park.

You know I always go on

Saturdays.”
“You left this morning, you’re never
gone

this

Contemplation

long.”

Helina

seemed
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suspicious, but no more than normal,
“You were just at the park all day?”
“Yep.” He was most certainly not at
the ballpark at all that day.
“Games run that late?”
“Sometimes they do.”

He knew

Helina would never know, she hadn’t
been to a game with him in years nor
would she bother trying to confirm it,
she didn’t even know any of his
baseball friends anymore or any of
them for that matter.
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“Riiigght,” she extended the word to
stress her disbelief, which just under
the

surface

unwarranted.

she

believed

Still,

she

was
wasn’t

prepared to give him any satisfaction
because they both knew Helina was
trying to harass him because she just
didn’t believe in him in any way
anymore and wanted to let him know
it at every chance she had. Besides,
she really didn’t care what he did,
what was he going to do anyway? He
was practically crippled.
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Even though it was harder for Mr.
Homan to argue with Helina since the
illness, tonight he felt like he could
really fight back, but tonight he didn’t
care what she thought. He would not
let her get to him, definitely not
tonight.
Silence filled the space of two
people living together, never feeling
more alone and lonely and both he
and Helina knew it and couldn’t stand
it, but neither would do anything
about it.
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between moments of passion they had
for each other from a truly great love
that was truly long gone that made
them both tolerate staying together.
Actually, passion is not correct, it was
mostly just lust now – which was acted
upon more and more infrequently
since he got sick. They separated many
times always to get back together,
saying it would be different this time,
it never was. He really thought their
last breakup was for good, but
apparently she was still lingering
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around. Theirs’ was a love story gone
bad – neither was really sure how it
actually

happened,

but

it

did.

Eventually after a moment of silence
of waiting for a response, a wisecrack,
something, and receiving nothing,
Helina got the hint and went away
feeling cold as Mr. Homan tried to
keep warm by the fire.

His eyes

sneakily tracked Helina as she left,
thinking about what was to come,
knowing he had doubts if he could
actually do what the Master expected
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of him, but at this moment he was
sure of his convictions.

He smiled

slyly until he fell asleep in front of the
warm and welcoming fire in the big
comfy chair.
Just before heading to bed, Helina
went into the bathroom. She turned
on the water so he couldn’t hear what
she was doing and took two of his
painkillers from a plastic bottle in the
medicine chest while looking at herself
in the mirror, rolling her eyes in the
direction of her husband in the other
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room. He was a man that once made
her feel like she was the only woman
in the world and that he was the only
man. Back then, no one and nothing
else mattered to either of them, but
that was then. Helina quietly capped
the bottle of pills, returned it to the
medicine chest in the exact position it
was, turned off the water and went to
sleep by herself in a bed made for two.
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Chapter 9

The Librarian

He knew he didn’t belong here
anymore, it was only a matter of time
before he would leave forever. More
than anything else, being so close to
the fire still made it feel like home –
and wherever he would go, the Master
would take the fire with him. Having
the

Librarian

there

comforting at times.

The Librarian

was

also

Usually, the
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Librarian would help the Master make
sense of things.
The Librarian was an older man
who looked like he still had plenty of
life left in him. He was one of the
Master’s first allies and because his
wealth

of

knowledge was unlike

anyone else’s – which was how he got
his name – he was incredibly valuable
to the Master’s success. Among other
things, the Librarian was critical in
helping the Master find more allies –
and hidden enemies.
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“So you found Richella, in her own
little hell,” the Librarian said.
“Yes, with your help, of course,” the
Master’s voice rolled with extra force
tonight.
“She was important,” the Librarian
said.
“Not anymore.”
“No, not anymore,” the Librarian
agreeably laughed as he could feel heat
coming from under the Master’s hat
and trench coat. The Librarian smiled
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at the thought of how the Master’s
strength had grown. Simply put, the
Librarian was proud.

“Mr. Homan

was impressive for his first kill. His
next will be harder.”
“Much harder,” for a split second
the Master wondered if Mr. Homan
would be up to his next task.

The

Master made a fist like he was taking
the life from the air itself, knowing
that if he had to he would force Mr.
Homan’s hand. The future was taking
shape there was no turning back for
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any of them. They were in or they
would end up like the others – and I
don’t mean the first thirty-eight –
there were others the Master killed
that the police didn’t know about.
Those were the ones who the Master
tried to help that didn’t want to go
along with the plan. Then there were
others who very foolishly tried to trick
the Master – they got it the worst.
“The next will be much harder,” the
Master repeated to the Librarian, “but
remember my old friend, each one
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that falls, makes the next that much
easier.”

The Librarian
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Chapter 10
Day’s End

It was well into the late hours of the
night. Donavan Diego looked at the
clock and slapped the pictures onto his
desk, pieces of puzzle he wondered if
he’d ever snap together.
Detective

Sidney

had

already

managed to get the single image that
was on the surviving eight-millimeter
film in Richella’s apartment into a
viewable state. As expected, the image
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was old – probably at least fifty years
old if not more. The image showed a
young Richella at beach smiling armin-arm with a handsome young man
the police could not identify.

They

hoped that with some time maybe
something would come out of this.
Donavan rubbed his eyes hard with
his palms, frustrated with this, again,
thirty-eight murders and they had
nothing and he was no closer to
realizing

any

connection between

them. The faces of the victims that
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they identified ran through his mind
over and over again, he could almost
feel their pain, but the questions
bothered him much more. Why were
these people killed? Why were their
faces taken? And to Donavan, those
were not the scarier questions. Ones
like, why did he know a good many of
them?
somehow?

And,

was

he

involved

Those really made his

heart race. But the few that probably
kept him awake the most here at the
police station, where he was given a
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temporary office, was, who was next?
Would it be someone else he knows?
Someone close to him? Would it be
himself? And now they may have had
some piece of

physical

evidence

besides a faceless body, a picture. Was
it the killer that set that film on fire?
If so, why? What else was on it? And
was it an image of the killer himself
that survived the fire?

Maybe this

would begin to lead them to some of
the rhyme and reason behind the
murders.
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Donavan grabbed his coat, it was
time he got out of the station.
Unfortunately, he would have to walk
through it. He usually didn’t mind,
but nighttime was when the nominees
for ‘best weird news story’ would hold
their regular evening conference, and
even the famous Donavan Diego, who
thought he saw everything, got a little
creeped out. It was these people, the
dregs of the land that were brought in
at night that made Donavan the most
uncomfortable.
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that committed those strange little
crimes that you read about yet aren’t
quite sure if they’re real or not. Those
people seemed the most out of control,
and the most...spontaneous. Although
tonight the station was strangely quiet.
Oddly enough things seemed to be
that way after a body was found, like
all the weirdoes knew they had better
run and hide when the baddest one of
them all was on the prowl.
Making his way out of the station,
Donavan tried to forget about the case
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for a minute. He let something else
populate his mind, something that was
there all day – where he was headed to
next. The streets were quiet and dark
and for a second Donavan felt like no
one else in the world existed.

His

destination wasn’t far and Donavan
decided to walk and after a few rights
and maybe a left or two he was almost
there.
Turning a corner, a sudden warm
gust of wind started a small whirlwind
of paper and garbage on the quiet
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street.

The mini-tornado almost

seemed to hunt Donavan and within
seconds it completely surrounded him.
One piece of paper slapped Donavan
right in the face, completely covering it
and sticking to it. Donavan tried to
swat the paper away, yet it stayed
practically glued to his face as other
garbage swarmed from his head to his
toes hitting and banging him around,
making strange and frightful howling
noises.

Not being able to see,

Donavan’s heart started pounding
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thinking it might get hard to breathe.
With focus and both hands he grabbed
the paper off his face and the minitwister stopped and the swirling,
floating objects dropped to the ground
like stones. Donavan looked around
the street as if someone was there
actually responsible for controlling the
wind, laughing in the shadows – no
one was in sight.

The streets were

quiet again and Donavan’s breathing
started coming back to normal when
he noticed the paper that was trying to
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smother him was still clutched in both
hands. Donavan looked down at the
paper and realized he was looking at
himself. The paper that had stuck to
his face was one of his promotional
flyers from the television station. The
flyer had his picture on it and on and
in big black letters it said Donavan’s
professional
Always

In

slogan,

‘Only

Search

Of

And
The

TRUTH.’ On Donavan’s face in the
picture,

someone

drew

a

curled

moustache, a pointed beard, and a
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pair of horns coming out of the top of
his head.
He threw the paper on the ground
and finally Donavan could see the
flickering red glow that he’d been
looking for bathing the street ahead –
it was the only light on the street. He
followed it to a metal black door. Just
before entering, he looked up at the
flickering red glow above the door that
was making a faint hissing and
crackling sound, it was a neon sign
that read ‘BAR’ and it was exactly what
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he was thinking about all day – as a
matter of fact, he thought he did some
of his best thinking when he was
having a few drinks. It was in the red
glow of that neon sign where Lucky
Lloyd Latimer was murdered.
Inside the bar was a quiet bunch of
people mostly minding to themselves
in the dark corners of the single room
– no one there was partying. Although
Donavan Diego was a famous reporter,
he wasn’t treated like one at this bar
and that’s why he liked it. He was a
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local there and was around way before
he was famous. And of course no one
in the bar knew the truth about Lloyd’s
death or Donavan’s involvement. So
other than a slight head-nod of
acknowledgement from a patron or
two, no one besides the bartender paid
any attention when Donavan walked
in.

He took a seat at the bar and

without words the bartender served up
a glass of Donavan’s regular – the hard
stuff. One sip was all Donavan needed
to start to let go of the things that he
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witnessed that day and all other days,
but a few more would continue to
reinforce the process.
Donavan

loved

his

job

and

appreciated it for the things he got to
see and hear, but some days got to him
worse than others and the years of
accumulation would grind on anyone.
The Faceless Murders, which had
become one of the unofficial names to
the case, was the only thing Donavan
was working on now and it was
probably for the best. For some time,
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Donavan didn’t feel like himself, he
was getting tired of reporting horror
story after horror story, he didn’t want
to see or hear it anymore. Still it was
his job, it was his life, it was all he had
and all he knew, and fortunately for
now it was only one horror story,
unfortunately he was in the middle of
it.
There were plenty of times Donavan
actually submitted more pleasant,
human-interest type stories about
people helping others, stories about
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the human spirit, but his boss, the
owner of the station, Mr. Hill, would
have none of it.

“No one pays

attention to that stuff anymore, Diego.
Actually they never really have,” Mr.
Hill would yelp. But being Donavan
Diego, one of the most respected
newsmen in the city, Mr. Hill would at
least amuse him and reply with
something like, “maybe we’ll use this
over the weekend or near the holiday
time,” and sometimes those stories
were actually used during those times,
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when barely anyone was watching
anyway.
On the other hand, there were
benefits for working for Mr. Hill; there
was a lot of opportunity for spotlight
time for someone like Donavan Diego.
Mr. Hill owned multiple media outlets,
including
regular

cable

stations,

television,

all

satellite,
of

which

broadcast the top news programs and
other shows in their market.
there

were

the

Then

newspapers

and

magazines, and even though they were
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all profitable, they actually competed
with each other and occasionally even
contradicted

each

other.

For

Donavan, choosing between having
someone regulate what people heard
from him and being heard at all was
tough.
The bartender flipped on the TV
hanging in the corner above the bar
and a commercial about some sort of
medicine that could save your life was
on.

All it showed was a woman

prancing around on a deserted beach
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holding her shawl up in a way that it
was flowing around and blowing in the
wind like a child’s kite. By the time
the commercial ended it never actually
said the name of the medication or
precisely or even generally stated what
it did, just that you had better ask your
doctor about it or else.

For that

fraction

between

of

a

second

commercials the TV went blank and
then came back, “When an average
Joe gets his dream job and dream
girl,
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announcer was excited and upbeat,
“critics are raving. It’s the most fun
you’ll ever have, an instant all time
favorite.

Don’t miss Everything’s

Alright, coming soon to HTV’s new
line up.”
Donavan was a little surprised –
that was the TV station he worked for.
He thought Mr. Hill must have finally
agreed to something new besides
shows where people get murdered or
raped or threatened or terminally ill or
worse.
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glass to the success of the new show
and drank.

Again, for less than a

millisecond the television got quiet
and the picture showed nothing and
then faded back in, “Welcome back to
HTV news. Around the world tonight,
attempts to deliver fresh food to
starving families has once again
failed.

Religious factions say until

they convert there will be no food or
peace. The U.N. continues discussions
on the subject.

In local news, a

ninety-two year old woman was
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found dead earlier today after a fire
was set off in her apartment. Sources
say she died of an apparent heart
attack, possibly brought on by the
smoke inhalation, exactly how the fire
started is still unsure, police are
investigating.”
Donavan knew that was bullshit as
he looked away from the TV trying to
mentally block it out. He made the
picture go away by focusing his eyes
on his drink, but the sounds were
tougher. “Hey Mac,” he really didn’t
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want to see it or hear anymore today.
The bartender looked Donavan’s way
asking

only with his eyes what

Donavan wanted.

“Do me a favor,

change the channel will you?”

The

bartender agreed, flipped on a late
night talk show that made fun of what
was being said on the news, then
refilled

Donavan’s

glass

without

asking,

Donavan didn’t complain.

Everyone in that dingy, depressing bar
seemed to laugh at the world and or
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themselves at least once while that
show was on.
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